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    To my husband,
Thank you for being my steady hand when life felt unsteady, my safe place when the world felt too heavy, and my light during some of my darkest nights.
You have seen me at my best and at my worst, through moments of triumph and moments when I struggled to see my own strength. Through it all, you remained beside me—patient, unwavering, and full of love.
When I doubted myself, you believed in me. When I wanted to give up, you reminded me to keep going. When I felt lost, you helped me find my way back.
This book was written during late nights, quiet moments, and seasons of growth, and your support carried me through every one of them. You have been my saving grace more times than I can count.
Thank you for loving me through every chapter of our story.
With all my love,
Brianna 
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For the younger me, who swallowed pain and called it normal— who stood in fire and learned not to scream. And for my grandpa, who showed me that silence is not weakness, and that not every storm is mine to answer. I did not write this to be understood. 

I wrote it because silence was killing me. 

Acknowledgment 

This book was written in moments I was not sure I. would survive. 

In silence, in chaos, in the spaces where no one was listening. 

To those who loved me gently, you helped me remember who I was something Stronger than the pain. 

To those who did not, you helped me become who I am. 

To my children, my reason, my heartbeat outside my body, you gave me something Stronger than the pain. 

And to myself, for enduring, for breaking, for 

rebuilding... this is proof I am still here. 
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1

MISUNDERSTOOD 

As she lays here, cigarette smoke curling in slow spirals, She wonders if her heart is playing cruel tricks, 

Trolling her with memories that sting too sharply. 

She misses him, 

Without him, the world dims, 

Shadows creeping where her light used to shine. 

He put a smile on her face, 

A fragile armor she wore to brace her feelings. 

Her ears strain for good news, 

But it seems everything she hears twists into sorrow. She is just... 

mis-understood. 

This has not been easy. 

Her chest tightens, her breathing wheezy, 

And she lays there, silent tears tracing invisible paths. Her mind denies what her heart screams, 

Squealing truths she cannot escape. 

Vodka fills her cup, 

A fleeting peace, a dangerous calm, 

While beneath, a ticking bomb waits. 

She told him it would be hard, 

But her heart is charred anyway. 

The demons in her crawl, clawing at her soul, 

Screaming their relentless pleas.

As she lays here, cigarette smoke curling in slow spirals, She wonders if her heart is playing cruel tricks, 

Trolling her with memories that sting too sharply. 

She misses him, 

Without him, the world dims, 

Shadows creeping where her light used to shine. 

He put a smile on her face, 

A fragile armor she wore to brace her feelings. 

Her ears strain for good news, 

But it seems everything she hears twists into sorrow. She is just... 

mis-understood. 

This has not been easy. 

Her chest tightens, her breathing wheezy, 

And she lays there, silent tears tracing invisible paths. Her mind denies what her heart screams, 

Squealing truths she cannot escape. 

Vodka fills her cup, 

A fleeting peace, a dangerous calm, 

While beneath, a ticking bomb waits. 

She told him it would be hard, 

But her heart is charred anyway. 

The demons in her crawl, clawing at her soul, 

Screaming their relentless pleas.

She wakes from nightmares where he is lost, Her lungs grasping for air in 

silent terror. 

He haunts the corners of her mind, 

While she drifts into uneasy sleep, 

Eyes wet, bones weak, 

Remembering the warmth of a kiss that may never come. Her past whispers, 

A lover who abused and shattered trust, Made her believe the world would 

always leave her, Taught her to brace for betrayal. 

Time moves, and she finds someone new, 

A light in her darkness, 

A love patient and steady, 

Even as her mind feels like grenades set to detonate. 

Her old abuser guards his anger like a nuke, 

She felt her life a fluke, 

Yet she will not give in— 

She grins through the remnants of fear, 

Saying she is fine, though she wonders if he could ever be truly hers. 

She drifts again, in quiet, 

Hoping for sleep to be a reprieve, Dreaming that 

everything might be okay. 

Love may be delayed, But it is not

gone. 

Soon he will come home, 

His presence a dome of warmth and protection, A spell cast over past 

wounds, Letting her fail and rise again. 

She is strong, 

She takes a final look at the pain behind her, Closes the books on what was, 

And steps forward, 

Beyond all they thought she could endure. Her love is enough, Her heart is resilient, 

And she knows now... She is beyond tough.

2

HER KNIGHT 

She regrets the time she gave, her heart the gift he never tried to save. He says he's sorry, but his words are 

hollow, Echoes of a truth she'll never follow. He speaks in riddles, mind 

askew, His love a lie she always knew. 

He never cared... just played the part, A dare wrapped in a bleeding heart. Her chest still hums from every bruise, But she has done being someone's 

muse. 

He paints himself the victim's face, But guilt cannot hide his fall from grace. The pain he left will always stay, A scar that glows beneath the gray. Yet light 

returns, her laughter blooms, Filling the cracks that once were tombs. 

He hates the joy she has come to find, Her freedom haunts his tethered mind. She found new warmth, a gentler fire, A love that lifts, not built on wire. Her 

smile, fierce like dawn's first light, While he claws back into the night. 

He tries again, his tone contrite, But darkness cannot rewrite the fight. 

He stalks her peace, disguised as care, Whispering lies into the air. She sees 

his rage, the cracks, the show, And finally says, I know. I know. Behind closed doors she does not weep, Just stares and breathes the dark in 

deep. 

She looks to stars that never lie, Finding solace in the night sky. She speaks to her knight in silver tones, The one who mends her shattered 

bones. He holds her softly, calm, and sure, A steady heart, a love that is pure. 

He lifts her from the ash and fear, His presence soft, his purpose clear. She drinks his peace, her spirit true... 

And blooms again, in midnight's hue.

3

I WONDER WHERE YOU WERE 

I wonder where you were those two nights of black, the nights when silence screamed and my body felt like glass ready to shatter. 

I told
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