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chapter three

i had forgotten that i even wanted anyone to hold my
hand until valentine offered his. some wants don’t
leave when we stop feeding them. they just wait,
quiet, for something to reach back.

a  t h o u g h t  t o  s i t  w i t h .  t h e  r e s t  o f  t h e  p a g e  i s  y o u r s .


