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It wasn’t the first time the silence
felt heavier than language,
like a room that had swallowed every apology
and still hungered for more.
You stood there—
not as a person anymore,
but as a storm with a memory,
eyes flickering like broken streetlights,
hands steady in a way that meant
everything else had already fallen apart.
And I stayed.

God, I stayed.

Not because I didn’t see it—
the cracks spreading through your voice,
the way your words sharpened themselves
against the inside of your teeth,
the way your love
learned how to aim.
You said my name
like it was a target.
And I answered.

That’s the part no one tells you—
how staying becomes a reflex,
how fear and devotion start sharing a heartbeat,
how you begin to confuse
survival
with loyalty.
There were nights
your anger sat at the edge of the bed
like an uninvited witness,
watching us breathe in uneven rhythms,
waiting for one of us
to make a mistake.
I always did.

Because loving you meant guessing wrong
over and over again,
like trying to disarm a bomb
with trembling hands
and no instructions.
You didn’t always shout.
Sometimes it was worse—
a quiet so controlled
it felt rehearsed,
like you were deciding
which version of me
deserved to exist tomorrow.
And I stood there,
heart knocking against bone
like it was begging to be let out,
like it knew something
I refused to admit.
The first time
you put a gun in my face,
time didn’t stop.
That’s the lie they sell—
that everything freezes,
that there’s a moment of clarity,
a cinematic understanding
of your life flashing before you.
No.

It keeps moving.

Too fast.

Your mind splinters
into a thousand useless thoughts:
Did I leave the light on?
Is this really happening?
How did we get here?
How did we get here?

From laughter that once filled rooms
to a barrel cold enough
to rewrite reality.
You said you didn’t mean it.

You always said that.

Like intention could erase impact,
like regret was a currency
that could pay off damage already done.
And I believed you.

Not because it made sense,
but because the alternative
was admitting
I had built my life
inside something
designed to destroy me.
So I stayed.

I stayed when your apologies
started sounding like scripts,
when your promises folded in on themselves
before they even reached my hands.
I stayed when love
began to feel like a negotiation
with terms I never agreed to.
I stayed
when your anger learned my schedule,
when it started showing up
before I even had time
to prepare excuses.
Because that’s what I did—
I made excuses
like they were armor.
“They’re just stressed.”
“They didn’t mean it.”
“It’s not always like this.”
But it was.

It was always like this.

Just in different disguises.

Sometimes it wore silence.
Sometimes it wore guilt.
Sometimes it wore your arms around me
like nothing had ever happened.
That was the cruelest part—
how tenderness could exist
right next to terror,
how you could hold me
with the same hands
that made me flinch.
And I told myself
that meant something.
That it meant you loved me.

But love doesn’t make you smaller
just to keep someone else comfortable.
Love doesn’t teach your body
to recognize footsteps
as a warning sign.
Love doesn’t turn your reflection
into someone you barely recognize—
someone quieter,
someone careful,
someone always calculating
how to survive the next conversation.
The real cost of staying with you
wasn’t counted in bruises
or broken nights.
It was measured
in everything I stopped being.
I stopped laughing out loud.
Stopped speaking without rehearsing.
Stopped trusting my own instincts.
I became a version of myself
built entirely around your reactions,
like a house designed
to withstand a hurricane
that never leaves.
Every day,
I gave up a piece of myself
just to keep the peace
that never came.
And still—
I stayed.
Because leaving felt impossible
when you’ve been convinced
that you are the problem.
You told me that too.

That I pushed you.
That I misunderstood.
That if I just tried harder,
loved better,
spoke softer,
moved differently—
you wouldn’t have to hurt me.

And I believed it
long enough
to forget who I was
before you.
The night everything broke
wasn’t louder than the others.
It was quieter.

Almost gentle.

You stood there again,
that same storm in your eyes,
that same unbearable stillness
in your hands.
And I realized something
I should have known all along:
I wasn’t surviving.

I was disappearing.

Piece by piece,
moment by moment,
turning into someone
who accepted fear
as a form of love.
And I couldn’t do it anymore.

Not because I suddenly found courage—
but because I ran out of myself
to give.
There was nothing left
to sacrifice
that hadn’t already been taken.
So I left.

Not dramatically.
Not all at once.
Just one step
away from you.
Then another.

And another.

Each one heavier than the last,
like gravity had learned
how to pull me backward.
You called my name.

Of course you did.

Like you always did
when you felt me slipping away,
like I was something you could summon
back into place.
But this time,
I didn’t answer.
Because I finally understood
what it cost me to stay.
And it was everything.

My voice.
My safety.
My sense of self.
My future.

The real cost of staying with you
was a life
I never got to live.
And I refused
to pay it anymore.
So I kept walking.

Even when my hands shook.
Even when doubt tried
to dress itself up as love.
Even when your voice
echoed in my head
like a habit I hadn’t yet broken.
I kept walking
until the silence
no longer felt like a threat.
Until the air
didn’t taste like fear.
Until I could breathe
without asking permission.
And somewhere along the way,
I found something
I thought I had lost forever:
myself.

Not the version you shaped,
not the one that bent
to fit your anger—
but the one who existed
before you taught me
how to be afraid.
And I realized
something simple,
something undeniable:
Love should never feel
like staring down the barrel
of your own undoing.
It should never ask you
to disappear
just to make it work.
The real cost of staying with you
was forgetting
that I deserved more.
But leaving—

leaving was remembering.
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DANCING IN THE MIDDLE OF THE STREET
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It started without permission—
no music cued,
no spotlight drawn,
no audience gathered
to make it make sense.
Just asphalt still warm from the day,
a sky undecided between dusk and night,
and me—
standing in the middle of a street
that had only ever known
how to carry people away.
Not hold them.
Not celebrate them.
Just move them along
like everything was temporary.
But I didn’t move.

Not this time.

I planted my feet
between fading yellow lines
like they were coordinates
on a map I was finally choosing
for myself.
A car passed once,
slow enough to question me,
fast enough to not intervene.
I could feel their confusion
like headlights brushing against my skin—
that silent question:
What are you doing?

And I almost answered.

Almost explained
how long I had spent
standing still in the wrong places,
how many rooms I had shrunk inside
just to avoid being seen.
But instead—
I moved.
A shift at first.
A breath turned into motion.
A hesitation that cracked open
into something reckless
and alive.
Because dancing like this
isn’t choreography.
It’s rebellion.

It’s every “be careful”
finally ignored.
Every “not here”
answered with “why not.”
It’s the body remembering
it belongs to itself.
My arms cut through the air
like I was rewriting it.
Like I was taking space
that had never been offered
and making it mine anyway.
No mirrors.
No corrections.
No one telling me
where to place my hands
or how to carry my weight.
Just instinct—
raw and unfiltered.
The kind you forget
when you’ve spent too long
trying to be acceptable.
The street didn’t clap.
Didn’t soften beneath me.
Didn’t transform
into something safer.
And that’s what made it real.

Because joy that survives
in the middle of indifference—
that’s something earned.
I spun once,
too fast,
nearly lost balance—
and laughed.

Not the quiet kind
I used to practice,
the polite version
that never took up too much room.
No—
this was loud.
Unapologetic.

The kind of laugh
that startles even you
when it escapes.
And suddenly
I wasn’t thinking
about who might be watching.
I wasn’t measuring
myself against expectations
or rehearsing how this might look
from the outside.
I was just there.

Alive in a way
that didn’t need approval.
There’s something strange
about claiming a space
that was never meant for you.
A street is for movement,
for destination,
for purpose.
Not for stillness.
Not for expression.
And definitely not
for dancing.
But maybe
that’s exactly why
it mattered.
Because I had spent
so much of my life
waiting for the right place,
the right moment,
the right version of myself
to finally arrive.
And none of it ever came.

So I made it.

Right there
between cracked pavement
and painted lines
that told everyone else
where to go.
I bent those rules
with every step.
Turned direction
into choice.
Turned stillness
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