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I'm 16. 



I'm shy. 



I'm down. 



I'm male. 



I'm white. 



I'm lonely. 



I'm 26 now. 



I'm a girl. 



I’m sick.



I'm adopted. 



I'm not gay. 



I'm shaking. 



I'm asexual. 



I'm autistic. 



I'm pregnant. 



I'm straight. 



I'm almost 30. 



I'm not crazy. 



I'm exhausted. 



I'm an atheist.



I'm so useless. 



I'm burning out. 



I'm ran by fear. 



I'm worried now. 



I'm just fucked. 



I'm not too sure. 



I'm not suicidal. 



I'm making it up. 



I'm schizophrenic. 



I'm pretty boring. 



I'm always tired.



I'm still a virgin. 



I'm okay with that. 



I'm gonna jerk off. 



I'm doing it wrong. 



I'm cool with that. 



I'm a boring person. 



I'm completely numb. 



I'm ashamed of myself. 



I'm not bad at my job. 



I'm gonna kill myself. 



I'm not afraid to die. 



I'm trying and failing. 



I'm a thief and a liar. 



I'm naturally immature.



I'm not really a horse. 



I'm not getting anywhere. 



I'm actually quite good. 



I'm really really scared. 



I'm not looking for pity.



I'm pretty sure I'm fine. 



I'm a jackass and a fool. 



I'm not exactly sure why. 



I'm a week clean tomorrow. 



I'm not content, just numb. 



I'm just poisoning myself. 



I'm looking for attention. 



I'm doing the right thing. 



I'm doing nothing about it. 



I'm just a heartless bitch. 



I'm stuck as a 15 year old. 



I'm honestly just so tired. 



I'm still here, doing okay. 



I'm completely self taught. 



I'm a drug addict (opiates). 



I'm crazy and overreacting. 



I'm trapped in this hellhole.



I'm so scared of standing up. 



I'm not really all that nice. 



I'm my own mystery to unlock. 



I'm an absolute sexual deviant. 



I'm just confused all the time. 



I'm 19 and I still want to die. 



I'm trying to be a good person. 



I'm faking it most of the time. 



I'm too fucked up and insecure. 



I'm just waiting for it to go off. 



I'm  too  drunk  or  hangover  to 
work. 



I'm gonna go build me a potato 
gun. 



I'm going to fail all of my classes. 



I'm  here,  blaming  me  for 
everything. 



I'm  eventually  going  to  kill 
myself. 



I'm  addicted  and  I  can't  tell 
anyone.



I'm a lesbian trapped in a man's 
body,



I'm a single man who keeps  to 
himself. 



I'm  just  going  through  all  the 
motions. 



I'm  not  really  into  child  porn 
anymore. 



I'm an incredibly happy guy odd 
enough. 



I'm sick of always playing it on a 
mask. 



I'm still getting by, one day at a 
time.



I'm  sexually  attracted  to  both 
genders. 



I'm  always  afraid  someone  will 
find out. 



I'm sure that's not what's wrong 
with me.



I'm fine with that... ignorance is 
bliss. 



I'm just waiting for the karma to 
hit me. 



I'm not  the  only  one that  feels 
like this. 



I'm tired of  being  empty,  but  I 
can't eat. 



I'm just another fucked up story 
of incest. 



I'm  pretty  certain  nobody  will 
ever love me. 



I'm apparently a rather disturbed 
individual. 



I'm  not  completely  sure  of  the 
actual timing. 



I'm awesome at making pies and 
tarts and such. 



I'm pretty sure it fucked me up 
good, honestly. 



I'm pretty sure that's where life is 
taking me. 



I'm  sort  of  in  an  emotional 
limbo all the time. 



I'm sure I don't have to explain 
myself on that. 



I'm not ashamed though, in fact 
I'm very proud. 



I'm  into  rape  fantasies  where  I 
play the victim. 



I'm so nice and stuff but it's only 
compensation. 



I'm  crying  from  sadness  and 
relief as I type this. 



I'm completely embarrassed and 
don't say anything, 



I'm saying those things to make 
myself feel better. 



I'm terrified of being put into a 
home or something. 



I'm  done  being  here.  I'm  done 
dealing with the crap. 



I'm  24  now,  and  I  still  think 
about it all the time. 



I'm not violent but that would be 
the one exception.



I'm getting some massive doses 
of perspective lately. 



I'm not sure if my memory gaps 
are anything relating. 



I'm hard to love because I have 
so much wrong with me.



I'm  very  nice,  and  I  consider 
myself decently rounded. 



I'm heart  broken,  but  it's  more 
complicated than that.



I'm  incredibly  uncomfortable 
with intimacy in general. 



I'm dangerous to everyone, even 
and especially myself. 



I'm  just  burnt  out  and  I  don't 
want to be here anymore.



I'm  away  from  all  of  that  now 
and living a normal life. 



I'm going to start using again or 
just go ahead and overdose.



I'm  fine  with  not  bothering  to 
bring it up with my family. 



I'm  sure  there  are  plenty  of 
others in similar situations. 



I'm the only who does that kind 
of thing in the whole world. 



I'm just in this trap that I can't 
seem to completely break, 



I'm  quiet  and  nerdy,  keep  to 
myself, keep my nose clean, etc... 



I'm in a suburb and getting into 
mental health is impossible. 



I'm  considering  getting  on  a 
plane  and  just  never  coming 
back. 



I’m so  paranoid at  this  point  I 
thought we were all poisoned. 



I'm terrified that I'll one day be 
exposed as a child molester. 



I'm pretty sure my pictures and 
videos are out there somewhere.



I'm a 26 year old guy and from 
the surface life is pretty good. 



I'm a 30 year old woman and I've 
never had sex or kissed anyone. 



I'm  wrong  and  have  no 
justification for the feeling that I 
have. 



I'm constantly exhausted, in pain 
and or running to the bathroom. 



I'm a good muslim girl... I cover 
my hair, I pray five times a day, 



I'm having sex with my cousin, 
who  happens  to  be  dating  my 
best friend. 



I'm  not  actually  gay,  and  just 
came out so that I could see girls 
naked. 



I'm  terrible  with  people,  I'm 
stupid,  I'm  lazy  and  god  I  do 
hate myself. 



I'm in a relationship now (with a 
girl,  not  sure  if  that's  of 
relevance). 



I'm trapped in a body that makes 
me want to break every mirror I 
walk by. 



I'm  such  a  highly  sexualized 
person  and  can't  suppress  my 
urges sometimes. 



I'm  a  happy-go-lucky  girl  but 
really  I  hate  myself  and  cut 
myself frequently. 



I seem like a normal guy who is 
content with his life, but thats all 
a huge lie. 



I'm scared shitless at the thought 
of this eventually getting out to 
my family. 



I'm autistic so its hard for me to 
actually  speak  out  or  tell 
someone something. 



I'm  not  comfortable  giving 
details  in  case  they  helped 
someone hurt another kid. 



I'm scared that I'll end up with a 
man  like  my  father,  and  being 
like my mother, 



I'm  a  vividly  normal  person 
living out in a world of complete 
aliens, me and them. 



I'm  a  21  years  old  guy,  and  I 
desperately wish that I 
could've been born a girl. 



I'm  feeling  so  sick  just  typing 
this out, I don't even know what 
to do right now. 



I'm basically just waiting out my 
parents  so  they  don't  have  to 
attend my funeral. 



I'm  just  starting  to  do  some 
volunteer  stuff  with  kids  who 
need people to talk to. 



I'm  a  perfectly  normal  person 
with  awful  parents  and  a  dog 
that kept humping my leg. 



I'm  terminally  ill,  have  a  nasty 
heart  problem and I'm the first 
to make it this long. 



I'm  normal  weight,  I  have  a 
gorgeous  new  girlfriend,  and  I 
recognize that I need help. 



I'm waiting for the day someone 
tries to attack me so I can finally 
kill another person, 



I'm  madly  in  love  with  a  boy 
who's known me through all of 
my addictions and hardships. 



I'm  too  scared  to  throw 
everything away or even talk to 
anyone about it, least of all him. 



I'm  failing  a  class,  and  I'm 
convinced that I don't have what 
it takes to succeed in life. 



I'm  trying  to  quit,  I  got 
disturbed  by  myself  and  the 
things  I  was  able  to  cybersex 
about. 



I'm going to die due to a suicide 
and I'm not afraid of it or know 
when I'm going to do it. 



I'm  a  piece  of  shit,  I've  told 
myself  that  a  million times,  I'd 
prefer to not hear it again. 



I'm going to write a book about 
my experiences in the hopes that 
some day it'll help people. 



I'm a (mostly)  straight  girl  and 
my first ever real  kiss  was with 
another girl in 7th grade. 



I'm  sure  a  big  deal  would  be 
made  and  I  would  hate  myself 
even  more  for  inconveniencing 
them. 



I'm  now  17  turning  18  and  I 
hardly talk to my step dad and 
try  to  avoid  him as  much as  I 
can. 



I'm  trying  to  say  something 
about  this  to  my  parents,  I'm 
working on that.



I'm afraid of sex because of this 
molestation bullshit, no matter if 
it's imagined or something. 



I'm  only  19,  but  already  I've 
become an alcoholic and most of 
my life is built entirely on lies. 



I'm so afraid that if anyone finds 
out, they'll somehow realize that 
I lied about the first rape. 



I'm  afraid  I'll  never  get  the 
opportunity,  but  I  know  of  no 
one that is quite as deviant as I 
am. 



I'm going to end up committing 
suicide  in  the  end  but  I  don't 
know when I'm going to finally 
snap. 



I'm probably  going  to  wind  up 
rambling like I did the first and 
only other time I talked about it. 



I'm  more  worried  about  the 
potential  awkwardness  of  a 
serious  conversation  than,  well, 
being raped. 



I'm  terribly  afraid  to  text,  or 
message people first because I'm 
convinced I would be annoying 
them. 



I'm young and in college and get 
drunk  every  week,  so  I  can 
usually blame any visible bruises 
on that. 



I'm going to get expelled because 
I'm  already  on  academic 
probation and I'm failing all  of 
my classes. 



I'm  not  alone  in  this  kind  of 
experience  and  that  makes  me 
sad for so many, but I am alone 
in my life.



I'm also battling with a horrible 
depression,  because  I  know  I 
would kill myself if anyone ever 
found out my truth,.



I'm  otherwise  a  well-adjusted 
man,  but  if  my  secret 
indulgences ever got out, I don't 
know what I'd do. 



I'm  a  naive,  nerdy  but  athletic 
kid  who  breezed  through  high 
school and studies all the time in 
college. 



I'm  agnostic  and  my  muslim 
parents  would never  be  able  to 
accept me if they knew I lost my 
faith in God. 



I'm  beginning  to  question  why 
I've written this, If there's a point 
to it, and whether I should finish 
it. 



I'm  still  terrified  of  people  in 
general,  and  avoid  having 
relationships  because  of  what  I 
fear I'm capable of. 



I'm just sharing this because I've 
never told anyone before, and I 
refuse  to  keep  carrying  that 
burden around. 



I'm incredibly passive,  so  I  just 
let  things  go  and  regret  them 
later  (and  I  usually  end  up 
drinking to forget). 



I'm at a point now where even if 
I managed to gather the courage 
to  hangout  with  people  I 
wouldn't know how to act. 



I'm 22  now and  straight,  but  I 
frequently find myself having to 
fight off weird thoughts to some 
of my guy friends. 



I'm  now  married,  and  have  a 
good relationship with my wife, 
except that I haven't shared with 
her any of my secrets. 



I'm  a  typical  21  year  old  male 
with  many  good  friends  and 
family, but in private, I think of 
sex almost all the time. 



I'm honestly becoming more and 
more  afraid  that  I'll  spend  the 
rest  of  my life  alone,  because  I 
can't let anybody in.



I'm 19 and have been attending 
community  college  because  I 
don't know what to do with my 
life but write and perform music. 



I'm continuing to  live  at  home 
because  while  I  have  a  job,  I 
make  so  little  money  that  I 
literally  cannot  afford  to  move 
out. 



I'm afraid to tell people because 
I think they'll just assume that I 
have schizophrenia and send me 
to a nut house or something. 



I'm of above average intelligence, 
I  think,  so  this  freaks  me  the 
fuck  out  and  makes  me  think 
I'm  actually  mentally 
handicapped. 



I'm going through a rough time, 
but  if  they  knew  I've  come  so 
close  to  actually  killing  myself, 
everyone  would  see  me 
differently. 



I'm not particularly guilty about 
it,  considering  I  was  able  to 
compartmentalize  that  portion 
of  my  life  and  only  indulge 
occasionally. 



I'm stuck in a difcult position, 
because  if  I  say  I'm  not  sure, 
then  it's  going  to  open  up  a 
whole  new  can  of  worms  with 
the situation. 



I'm almost glad that it happened 
because  I  feel  like  I've 
experienced the greatest evil that 
exists,  pure  blind hate,  and I'm 
still standing. 



I'm the kind of person who deals 
with problems on her own, so if 
this  stuff got  out  I  wouldn't  be 
able to face anyone who tried to 
comfort me. 



I'm  attracted  to  men,  and 
recently  the  desire  to  cheat  on 
my  wife  with  a  man  is  getting 
stronger  and  stronger,  haven't 
mentioned it to a soul. 



I'm sure  it  would make a mess 
for a lot of others and certainly 
cause me even more problems, I 
apologize  in  advance  for  how 
long this will be. 



I'm sincerely afraid that I'll never 
be  able  to  become  the  man  I 
want to be, because I'm too busy 
trying  not  to  slip  back  into  a 
depressed state.



I'm a girl, and although I'm not 
especially attracted to any of my 
close guy friends, it really turns 
me  on  to  think  about  them 
masturbating to me. 



I'm  scared  to  get  help  for  it 
because I  don't  think I  deserve 
to be diagnosed with something 
like this,  as  in my mind,  I  was 
never in any real danger. 



I'm literally crying while writing 
this, but it's so... relieving, to be 
able  to  say  it  and  not  have  to 
worry that it's going to get back 
to my family. 



I'm  also  dating  a  drug  dealer 
from  the  next  town  over  with 
major anger management issues, 
I  have  seriously  contemplated 
killing him because he's mean to 
my cat. 



I'm also 30 years old and a virgin 
which  doesn't  bother me much 
but I know I'm getting older and 
if I want to ever have children, I 
have to start planning soon. 



I'm  where  I'm  at  because  even 
though I have never felt close to 
God  or  anything  spiritual,  for 
the  longest  time  I  just  thought 
there was something wrong with 
me. 



I'm a guy and let people believe I 
was raised in care because I was 
abused when in fact I had a great 
childhood  except  that  my 
mother  tried  to  raise  me  as  a 
girl. 



I'm still young and trying to find 
my career and can barely get by 
on  my  own  and  it  will  be  too 
much  to  expect  help  from  me 
when I'm living in the states on 
my own. 



I'm sure  that  someone else  has 
mentioned this, but the idea that 
the 'bad guys' look a certain way 
is  one  of  the  most  dangerous 
things  we have ever taught our 
children.



I'm afraid of telling my family or 
anyone  else  for  that  matter 
because  I  don't  want  people  to 
freak  out  or  treat  me  like  I'm 
some fragile thing or put me on 
any more meds.



I'm  a  female  who was  sexually 
assaulted as a 10 year old, which 
let me tell you didn't help out at 
all  with  my  maniac  depression 
and schizophrenia I've had since 
I was born. 



I'm  an  agnostic  atheist...  if  my 
family or anyone I know (and all 
I  know are pretty  much on the 
same hive-muslim mind) it will 
be  the  end  of  my  life 
(punishment  for  apostasy  is 
death). 



I'm  a  girl,  I  used  to  suck  my 
mom's  breasts  until  I  was  15, 
now in my early 20s, I continue 
having sexual fantasies about her 
but I've never and probably will 
never have sex with her. 



I'm perfectly fine with who I am, 
I  don't  feel  deranged,  sick  or 
whatever, I just don't want it to 
be  known because I'm afraid it 
could  fuck  up  the  little  social 
interactions  I  built  throughout 
my entire life. 



I'm  told  I'm  relatively  strange 
but normal and functional, and I 
have a feeling that the Bad One 
was  one  of  my  strongest 
personalities  due  to  some 
slightly  insane  thoughts  I  get 
regularly  about  how  to  solve 
problems. 



I'm sitting by myself at 2am and 
all  I  can  think  about  is  how 
much I  want a  voice  to  talk  to 
and it's been so long since I had 
one and I'd give anything to have 
another  psychotic  break  so  I 
could  get  back  all  my  friends 
that live in my head. 



I'm secretly into s/m and all the 
stuff that's related to it, not as a 
form  of  curiosity  or  stuff  like 
that,  I  literally  can't  feel  any 
sexual  desire  for  anything  but 
domination-submission,  pain 
and  the  whole  idea  that  comes 
from it. 



I'm  afraid  if  my  friends, 
employers, loved ones or anyone 
around me knows this about me 
my life will be ruined... keeping 
this shit to my self has burdened 
me for years now and i'm afraid 
i'm gonna crack soon due to my 
schizophrenia or something and 
lose it...  I  just don't know what 
to do. 



I'm  not  knowledgable  on  the 
workings  of  the  mental  health 
system,  but  the  fact  that  you 
seem  so  very  aware  and  in 
control  of  those  voices  means 
they're  surely  not  just  going  to 
admit  you  and  keep  you there, 
correct ? What if a simply daily 
pill  could  almost  shut  down 
those  voices?  I'm  not  one  to 
necessarily  push  drugs,  but  in 
your case, seek it out ! You might 
find silence.
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