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Same line, different song   from Unmasked You Too: Collections of Introspections 

By: Stephanie L. Davis, M.Ed, LPC 

 

I never thought that this would happen. We got along fine. He made me feel special, and told me that he 

was all mine.  

Then, one night, we got into a fight, he cursed me out, and slapped me, and said, “I’m sorry. Man, we 

gonna be alright.” I dried my tears, while he held me tight. I believed it, and went on to enjoy the night. I 

drove home alone, listening to our favorite song. I couldn’t hear the sound of the phone, but... “I promised 

you were cheating on me all along.” I begged and I cried. I promised you that I would never leave your 

side. And he said, “We good. You know, I’m with you, even if one of us died.” 

The next day… 

I’m sitting in class, and I get a text, one in all caps, saying, “I HAD NO RESPECT” and that you would 

hurt me, and that new boyfriend, too. “You know I’m not playing. Tell him to stop flirting with you!” The 

truth was I had no clue, yet to him I always played dumb. “People think that you are so innocent, but to 

me you ain’t it.” I wanted to come out, but I told my classmate to go on. I knew you were coming and this 

was about to go wrong. You grabbed my arm, and I told you to stop. I looked my teacher in the eye, so 

embarrassed my heart dropped. My phone slipped out of my hand and you pretended to pick it up. Then 

cracked it on the ground, and said, “Shut up.” 

I cried, and you held me close, and said, “Man, we gonna be alright. Stop tripping.” 

I smiled, knowing, I needed a way out. My heart skipping. 

Every time I told him we needed to talk, he never knew what I was talking about, said it was my fault. I 

just didn’t understand him and made him doubt. “My parents argued all the time and look at them.”  No 

relationship is perfect, but I knew our chances were slim.  

After a few days… 

He blocked my calls. No return. No read receipts. Nothing at all. After three days, he sends a pic, 

Snapchat stories, and put it all on social media, real outlandish, “My old girl wasn’t acting right, so here is 

my new chick.” 

I was broken. When did he make the switch? She’s pretty, but not better than me. Wait, hold on. He was 

cheating on me.  

How could I not see the signs?  

He never loved me. He was never mines.  
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So, I picked up the pieces and learned to love myself. At the end of the day, that was all I had left. I 

surrounded myself with family and friends. Each day, discovering happiness from within. No one sees 

scars on the inside, so those are difficult to mend.  

So, we keep the mask on to function, you know, it’s prettier to play pretend.   

I secured my wig, applied my makeup; contouring the crevices of my eyes, foundation-ing the blemishes 

of my cheek.  

 “Make sure the lashes are on straight. Spread some contour there. Ok. You look great.” 

Did they really care about me? 

Years later… 

I saw you today. I didn’t have much to say. All the moments in my head started to replay. 

Something in me ignited. It wasn’t anger or pain. It was a stranger, invited, that stood up for me, and 

made shit real plain. No more abuse. No more bullying me. She was me…new, unmask, unloosed. 

The problem was that when you decided to return, I had already left. Not for someone else, but for 

myself.  

 

 

 


