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    This book is dedicated to the people who suffered in silence while the world kept moving like nothing happened.To the ones who smiled through heartbreak…laughed through depression…and carried pain so heavy it changed the way they looked at life.To every soul that ever felt misunderstood, overlooked, abandoned, betrayed, or emotionally tired…this is for you.To my family, my supporters, and the people who believed in my voice before the world heard it — thank you.And to God…for giving me the strength to survive the chapters that almost broke me.These pages are not perfection.These pages are proof I made it through.— SUM DUDE NAME TONE

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Some letters were written in pain.Some in silence.And some were never meant to be mailed—only understood.
Letter 2 Reality: Episode 2 is what happenswhen truth finally stops whisperingand starts speaking back."
— Sum Dude Name Tone
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Last Note from Gale
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Hey Trey,

How are you doing?

I’m writing this letter to say thank you.

Thank you for accepting me.

For listening to me.

For being there when I felt like nobody else was.

For being the shoulder I could cry on.

The day I came out to you and your wife, Ayanna,

I finally felt FREE.

Keeping all these emotions bottled up,

struggling with my sexual orientation,

constantly fighting with my parents—

it left scars on my life deeper than people could imagine.

With my father being a pastor

and my mother the church’s First Lady,

everything became chaos.

Church members whispered.

People judged me.

My father disowned me.

My own siblings won’t even speak to me anymore.

And honestly...

that kind of pain changes a person.

It hurts when the people you call family

leave you feeling dead while you’re still alive.

I feel so alone in this world

that sometimes I truly don’t see a future anymore.

Even Shelia left.

Went back to her abusive husband.

And I still can’t understand it.

How do you return to someone

who tried to stab you,

disrespected your heritage,

and treated your children terribly?

We were together for five years.

She was my first love.

We talked about getting married in Las Vegas

so you and your family could be there.

So many dreams.

So many memories.

And now all of it feels like smoke disappearing into the air.

I know you hate seeing me like this.

You always tried to lift me up.

Even those corny jokes you told

just to force me to smile...

I’ll cherish those moments forever.

As I’m writing this,

I keep hoping you’ll call me.

But it’s 4:44 a.m.,

so your big head is probably at work.

And as tears keep falling onto this paper,

I honestly don’t know how much longer

I can keep breathing in a world

that keeps reminding me I don’t belong in it.

You were an angel to me.

So maybe now...

I can become one for you spiritually.

Because you always looked out for me.

So as I write my last words to you—

Just wanted 2 say I LOV—
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If you or someone you know is struggling, contact 988 Suicide & Crisis Lifeline by calling or texting 988.

You matter. Help is available.
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Service, Not Honored
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Serviced, Not Honored!

I served in the United States Marine Corps for ten years.

Fought for my country.

Fought for freedom.

Fought beside men I called brothers.

Learning survival tactics.

Trusting my comrades in battle.

Trusting my instincts.

Believing I could weather any storm.

During war—

the mission was simple:

Take down opposition.

Protect the unit.

Come home breathing.

No casualties under my command.

Promotions.

Honor medals.

Handshakes from leaders.

Letters calling me a hero.

A hero.

But after the tours in the Middle East...

I came home to silence.

A wife.

Three children.

And no job.

No mission.

No orders.

No purpose.

Just a man trying to remember

how to live like a civilian

after spending years learning

how to survive like a weapon.

One night—

family night.

Pizza boxes on the table.

Popcorn on the couch.

My children laughing at Finding Nemo.

For a moment...

peace.

A moment I had missed for years.

After the movie,

I tucked each of them into bed.

Said prayers.

Kissed their foreheads.

Watched them sleep.

At 1:37 a.m.—

a sound.

A sound so familiar

my body reacted before my mind did.

I reached into my drawer.

Retrieved my weapon.

Suddenly—

my living room

was no longer my living room.

My house

became a battlefield.

My breathing slowed.

My heartbeat sharpened.

Training took over.

I moved downstairs in silence.

Then I saw them.

Two men.

Dressed in black.

Running through my backyard.

Watching from the kitchen window,

peeking through the blinds.

Then—

a crack.

My back door.

Partially opening.

I moved fast.

Took position behind the couch.

Body low.

L-shaped.

Eyes fixed.

Waiting.

BOOM.

The door flies open.

They rush in.

Straight to the kitchen.

My heart pounds.

Not from fear—

from violation.

From rage.

My children are upstairs.

My babies.

Then I hear one of them whisper—

“We can’t shoot him.

Only stab him.

Take the safe.

The kids are off limits.

She’s paying us to get rid of him.

She’s splitting the money.”

She.

My wife.

My chest tightens.

My hands shake.

My finger presses harder against the trigger.

No enemy overseas

ever prepared me for this.

Betrayal from inside my own home.

The woman who said,

“I do.”

The woman who carried my children.

The woman I trusted

while I was overseas

risking everything.

Suddenly—

my mind fractures.

Images.

Her smile.

Her lies.

Her touch.

Her voice.

All poisoned.

Now one question

echoes louder than the footsteps below:

Do I kill the intruders?

Do I confront my wife?

Or...

Do I end myself

before this pain finishes the job?

Who decides

what justice looks like

when the man trained to protect

becomes the one

most in danger?

I was serviced by my country.

Praised.

Decorated.

Saluted.

But honored?

No.

Not when the war followed me home.
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Social Media Approval 
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www.socialmediaapproval.com
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Welcome to Social Media Approval
We welcome all guest from all over the world
To become one an lifetime member for only $66.06
which includes our annual SMA ( Social Media Approval) meet and greet where we discuss Hollywood tactical advantages
to control your destiny, plan your goals and also plan your family future especially children. Further more the package includes VIP access to our underworld celebrations at our mansion in Malibu, California including different theme rooms for your own comfortably from daycares, sports, slavery, open relationship orgies ( all ages are welcome) omg I love this especially because it's a family affair, and our new improve pentagram neon room!
Also we have guest speakers from the plastic surgery industry to make sure you have the Hollywood look so we can have your social media views and followers numbers through the roof.
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we also have membership packages for $33.66 for only 6 months only! That includes our meet and great and our picnic only.
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We work hard for our community to protect our clients from backlash that we receive from the outsiders such as Katt Williams, Prince, Micheal Jackson, and other so called celebrities, look how there career turned out.
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So please become apart of our society, enjoy the experience of becoming a SMA member where God doesn't exist.

––––––––
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Sin dearly,
Lucy fore
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