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About the Book

‘These poems were written in an attempt to excise the illness that had taken root in me because of my silence.

I’ve spent my entire life keeping the secrets of men; my body aches from carrying the weight of their sins. My freedom lives in these pages, and I hope that my words can inspire others to take back their happiness and their identity by using their voice to illuminate what’s been buried, but not forgotten, in the darkness.’

Pretty Boys Are Poisonous marks the powerful debut from one of the most well-known women of our time. Turn the page, bite the apple, and sink your teeth into the most deliciously compelling and addictive book you’ll read all year.




dear reader,

All of my healers tell me that my throat chakra is blocked.

In case you aren’t familiar, the throat chakra is the energy center that is related to communication.

Usually when someone’s throat chakra is closed it’s because they are not able to identify their feelings and articulate them in a way that is aligned with their emotions and intentions.

I don’t have this problem.

My problem is that I deeply identify my feelings and have multitudinous ways of articulating them, but I am not able to express them because when I do it has made the men who have loved me feel intimidated, inadequate, and insecure.

And so I have spent all of my life making myself small so that others can feel confident.

I have a savior/martyr complex.

I’ve always believed I am meant to be a sacrificial lamb, a ransom for the soul of whichever beautiful, broken, self-absorbed idiot is currently hunting me down and draining me of my life force.

I am at once jaded and naive.

A hopelessly romantic open wound of a human with a blisteringly sardonic sense of expression that I keep mostly repressed except for the rare red-carpet moments or interviews when these observations kamikaze themselves from my mouth because I can’t bear the weight of the artifice anymore.

But then one day it happened. One of said idiots finally broke me.

And from me poured these poems featuring previously unspoken feelings of . . .

isolation, torment, self-harm, desperation, longing, restlessness, rage, and general anguish.

These are the experiences of many of us that I now give voice to in these poems.

This book is for anyone who has given much more than they received, or for anyone who struggles to believe they deserve to be heard.

This book is also for me.

Because fuck. I deserve better.

love,

megan
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i used to believe love was a poem

now i know love is a killing spree


• the indoctrination of a hopeless romantic






prettiest boy,

full of sadness and mischief.

your words are winsome and diaphanous

like the rain that momentarily collects on flower petals

my heart stretches eager to encapsulate your wounds

let me heal you.

violent boy,

full of rage and insecurities.

your hands are so beautiful and strong.

you use them to hurt me now.

delicate bruises splayed across my jaw

i wonder what you are thinking while i cry and beg you to stop


• fucked-up fairy tales






there he stands

tall, thin, twisted

like a tree you’d find in sleepy hollow

refusing to grow toward the light

instead he bends to the shadows

hide

hide

hide

the truth at any cost

let her beg

let her cry

let her wither

he’s happy being sad

so it doesn’t matter anyway


• pretty boys are poisonous






when beautiful boys

turn into evil things

you will find that bibles and silver bullets will fail you

eventually

you will stop running

you will stop fighting

you will collapse into a pathetic little heap on the floor

and as the ashes from the hand-rolled cigarette

that dangles from his perfect cupid’s bow lips

fall into your eyes

you will let him feast on your tears and your self-esteem

and when he walks away with your soul in his mouth

you will pray for death

but instead you will live forever as the monster he turned you into


• lessons in hot-boy demonology
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