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About this :



Anything evil. Anything you find 
interesting. Anything related to cooking 
here, within reason.

Anything illegal. Anything related to the 
Xbox 360. Anything that you might 
consider particularly boring.

Anything about 5 years old. Anything 
and everything about this show. 
Anything imaginable, just as long as it is 
Nintendo 64 related. 

Anything that's really creepy. Anything 
related to the country of Russia. 
Anything from collections, questions, 
good finds, pictures, video games, 
videos, run-throughs.



Something enchanting about two 
strangers sharing a common, niche 
interest, and discussing it in a polite 
way. Something that goes directly on 
your boobs. Something along those 
lines.

Something that I'll roughly translate as 
being seized by lead around. Something 
that was said on a podcast. Something 
like a dollar.

Something that just blends into the 
background everywhere. Something akin 
to an urban legend. Something 
challenging.

Something like $0.30 to $0.60 on gas 
per delivery. Something like 3.75$ per 
modem. Something to awe at.

  

  



Something in the contract that 
stipulated you must pay whatever to 
redo the X when gone. Something I've 
tried to forget for years. Something put 
in the water.

Something we can actually focus on for 
an hour and fifteen minutes. Something 
that you don't understand. Something 
tech related.

Something just otherworldly and off 
about the whole film. Something 
inherent with the car. Something 
incoherent.

Something that makes you walk around 
in circles. Something he wrote in 
English. Something amazing.



Anything good. Anything related to 
keyboards. Anything pertaining to these 
beautiful creatures.

Anything else free. Anything else not 
piracy related. Anything that makes 
your face wrinkle or your toes curl.

Anything for a PC build. Anything flying 
in the last great war. Anything that you 
can think of that is genuinely creepy.

Anything related to shrooms. Anything 
related to our four legged friends. 
Anything and everything related to Ian 
Fleming's James Bond 007. 



Anything soda. Anything about 420 or 
cannabis. Anything related to Indiana's 
second-largest city.

Anything even close. Anything and 
everything marijuana. Anything from 
ordinary to extraordinary subject 
matter.

Anything but white girls. Anything that's 
both Disney and Rule 34. Anything you 
want about any type of outlets 
anywhere at any time.

Anything to do with dragons. Anything 
relevant to peppers or spicy stuff. 
Anything from one sided articles, 
historical revisionism, corruption among 
the editors, and so on.

  



Something that looks and acts like your 
friend, but will kill the shit out of you 
the first chance it gets. Something that 
makes it mentally worth it. Something 
from the basement.

Something that would set you above the 
competition in the work force. 
Something that makes me more 
ashamed. Something I got used to.

Something you didn't even realize you 
didn't know before. Something to 
practice flying from. Something I read 
once.

Something that only technically 
qualifies as food. Something standing 
on the road. Something unrelated.

  

  



Something that a parent made up, as a 
way to teach their kids not to try and 
pet or ride wild animals. Something 
beyond normal human experience. 
Something non-deterministic.

Something dismissive and vaguely 
insulting about black people again. 
Something really low like 2%. 
Something bad happening.

Something we were all talking about 
that just floored me. Something a drug 
dealer would do. Something ridiculous.

Something more expensive for long 
term pays off. Something halfway 
decent, too. Something romantic.



Anything you desire. Anything relating 
to the car brand. Anything else that 
might be helpful for fantasy managers.

Anything for a nice trip. Anything else 
related to small networks. Anything else 
that has to do with woodworking as a 
hobby or profession.

Anything related to 3ds Max. Anything 
else related to progressive metal. 
Anything and everything to do with 
Football Manager, Championship 
Manager and any other soccer or 
football management games.



Anything Dutch. Anything Scotch Whisky 
related. Anything that is related to the 
actress Daisy Ridley. 

Anything interesting. Anything related 
to anime subculture. Anything involving 
guns and the Canadians who shoot 
them.

Anything else UK related. Anything 
related to college applications. Anything 
naughty that goes on in a public place, 
like flashing or having sex

Anything related to college. Anything 
and everything New Zealand related. 
Anything else related to one of the 
largest comic book publishers in the 
world and home of the World's Greatest 
Superheroes.



Something you don't like about yourself 
and that you're serious about trying to 
change. Something creative and new to 
the table. Something like 9 languages.

Something to do with women having 
higher percentage of body fat. 
Something to curl up in and be warm. 
Something very similar.

Something I've always wondered purely 
out of curiosity. Something gleam in the 
sunlight. Something about that.

Something that needs to be done in this 
country. Something grossly 
undervalued. Something 
distant.Anything cute. Anything relevant 
to the series. Anything else from the 
hottest women on the planet.



Something that would have been pretty 
obvious to a society that prepared its 
own meat. Something science related at 
university. Something I can contribute.

Something I feel I am pretty 
knowledgeable and passionate about. 
Something you can pick up over time. 
Something like Netflix.

Something that never would have 
occurred to me. Something as esoteric 
as bamboo. Something you desire.

Something that would happen in a TV 
show. Something to put on said rice. 
Something broken.

  

 



Anything great. Anything to help tame 
your mane. Anything Related to Used, 
Dirty Panties and Knickers. 

Anything about horses. Anything else 
that might baffle you. Anything to do 
with the Battlerap movement around 
the world. 

Anything else consumable. Anything 
else that will make ricers happy. 
Anything and everything related to the 
NBA 2K game series and all NBA game 
series.

Anything else related to anal. Anything 
related to the Yogscast's Rust server. 
Anything related to the Rust 
programming language: an open-source 
systems language from Mozilla, 
emphasizing safety, concurrency, and 
speed.



Anything manga. Anything related to 
landscaping. Anything else about the 
Pathfinder pen and paper RPG. 

Anything about Animals. Anything 
related to Pokémon Shuffle. Anything 
else related to Nintendo's eighth 
generation console. 

Anything leading up to it. Anything 
related to comicbook conventions. 
Anything at all, whether it be simple or 
grand, that makes you glad after you've 
seen it

Anything that's instant karma. Anything 
Navy related, not limited to US Navy. 
Anything from : Erotic Massage, 
Footjobs, Handjobs, Scissoring, Sumata 
(pussyjobs), Mammary intercourse 
(tittyjobs), Intergluteal sex (assjobs) 
etc.



Something about the accoustic 
properties of different metals to be used 
in aircraft. Something shuffling around 
in the loft. Something the CIA would do.

Something odd like a baby stroller in 
the middle of the road. Something on 
their computer screen. Something I 
don't know. 

Something kind of opposing to all the 
ones about dads. Something you find 
interesting. Something about this.

Something that bakes everything into 
the price. Something special in the air. 
Something decent.



Something that would happen and 
would be hilarious and perfect for the 
situation. Something that most players 
don't have.Something out of my dream.

Something from the U Maine Orono 
College of Natural Sciences. Something 
of the supernatural kind. Something 
new to watch.

Something novel and insightful to say in 
that regard. Something they think they 
know. Something really bad.

Something that will be bought again 
right away. Something related to 
history. Something useful.



Anything at all. Anything to do with 
food history. Anything related to the 
University of Michigan. 

Anything else you like. Anything related 
to the beautiful dog. Anything and 
everything related to Harley-Davidson 
motorcycles.

Anything related to Egypt. Anything 
relating to atheism and atheists. 
Anything related to Borderlands, 
Borderlands 2, and Borderlands: Pre-
Sequel.

Anything that is on your mind. Anything 
related to creating your own works of 
fantasy. Anything relating to Naughty 
Dog's Uncharted series of video games 
on Playstation consoles and/or the 
bonus adventures in other mediums.



Anything dating. Anything related to the 
Xbox One. Anything you want, as long 
as it pertains to Cleveland. 

Anything and everything. Anything and 
everything about trucks. Anything 
regarding males ejaculating through 
anal stimulation.

Anything related to foxes. Anything and 
everything about The Division. Anything 
and everything that you find particularly 
motivating and/or inspiring.

Anything related to Kurdistan. Anything 
remotely related to noir and neo-noir. 
Anything relevant to expats living or 
working in Japan such as lifestyle, food, 
style, environment, education, 
technology, housing, work, visas, sport 
etc.



Something that wasn't made up to scare 
people and could be an actual legend. 
Something I could see myself doing. 
Something cool online.

Something nice about walking round the 
block having a smoke. Something mildly 
complimentary. Something like that.

Something you're not proud of but you 
continue to do. Something at the start 
line. Something like this.

Something other than a game or about 
shopping. Something loose in women. 
Something small.



Anything Mad Max. Anything about 
analog photography. Anything similar 
that is sufficiently awesome.

Anything related to them. Anything 
further on the NX until 2016. Anything 
related to Texas A&M and the 
surrounding area.

Anything related to dreams. Anything 
related to making homemade bread. 
Anything that shows this most 
wonderful part of the female anatomy 
in all it's milky glory.

Anything and everything Korean. 
Anything relating to rock, up to the 
early 90's. Anything related to radio 
control, whether it's airplanes, cars, 
helicopters, multicopters (hexacopters, 
quadcopters, etc), boats, sails, trucks, 
submarines, cats, etc.



Something more like a phone call 
service and less like a chat room. 
Something you have more control over. 
Something this skillful.

Something to do with a fish being 2x 
the size of it's head. Something called a 
tonic center. Something in my hands.

Something that was held over me 
throughout my life. Something that may 
be true. Something beautiful.

Something genuinely interesting to ask 
about. Something about chucking up. 
Something else.



Something that reminds you that you 
don't meet some societal standard. 
Something rustling leaves and snapping 
twigs. Something that is mandatory. 

Something established beyond question 
in academic research. Something else to 
blame yourself for. Something way 
different.

Something about Komodo dragons using 
thrust vectors. Something out of a 
depression-era. Something less shitty.

Something that I actually experienced. 
Something wrong with a machine. 
Something weird.







About you :



You won't be able to vote or comment. 
You can drag the midpoint marker 
around to avoid mountains and water. 
You can enter a location with specific 
time and then you get a circle of all 
places you can reach in this time. You 
found a way to visit the spirit plane. You 
can add anything after your username. 
You start getting messages from virtual 
dogs. You know who gave them to you. 
You stop using that company. You've 
gotten rid of those that don't filter their 
list. You want to delete your account on 
basically any site. You are just plain 
sublime. You can't delete your data.



You can't delete your account. You direct 
it to your spam/trash. You don't use it 
within a period of time. You say that 
now. You delete your account. You're not 
willing for everyone you know to see 
forever. You can develop a proper form. 
You can customize. You're on a space 
ship. You know how to pronounce things 
properly.



You make a great cause. You overloaded 
the servers. You're into technology. You 
don't have to figure it out by yourself.
You insert a song with common and 
simple chords played in an isolated 
manner. You were here. You're saying it 
won't recognize an Ab6 sus4(b5) ? You 
have to work backwards. You have to 
teach the computer to listen like we do. 
You mean Dmaj7(b5) /Ab ? You will find 
errors.



You are wrong. You want to do 
something violent. You play. You're in a 
rock band. You just tick boxes. You're 
careful typing. You don't have any salt, 
tears make a good substitute. You can 
catch the tears and leave them out in 
the sun, on a spoon you can make a 
sodium reduction for the saltiness. You 
have parents who need to always be in 
control. You are seeing the attacks 
hitting there the most. You turn on a 
GPS and it can't figure out your location.



You're at that point. You'd like to 
pretend it's raining outside so you have 
an excuse to stay inside of it. You can 
customize it however you like. You just 
won't believe how vastly, hugely, mind-
bogglingly big it is. You're wondering. 
You might want to use a different map. 
You plan it right. You can actually move 
relatively quickly between planets. You 
would need twelve of these screens 
lined up side-by-side to show this 
whole map at once. You're in a sensory 
deprivation tank for too long, your brain 
starts to make things up. You see and 
hear things that aren't there. You're 
watching late at night when you can't 
get to sleep.



You look at one tiny dot, then you look 
for the next tiny dot. Everything in 
between is inconsequential and fairly 
boring. You're drowning in the middle of 
the ocean. You're here, in the midst of 
all this nothing. You stop and think 
about it. You write all that out. You're 
building a PC from parts. You can't put a 
price on it because it would never be for 
sale. You can't put a value on it. You 
want to take the scenic route. You're 
simply new to PC building. You're bored. 
You watch Netflix.



You create a free account, make a 
server, and send the link to anyone you 
want. You can chat during the film. You 
love. You really like to buy pointless 
stuff. You only have to buy it once, 
because it lasts a lifetime. You are what 
you eat. You feel better, you did the 
better option. You don't even have to 
worry about whether or not everything 
was deleted. You don't want to smash 
your computer. You could buy a new 
one. You can run it again later to update 
the programs. You can learn almost any 
subject for free.



You have an account. You vote and it 
sorts your recommended page based on 
that. You can search by keyword and 
color, too. You're buying stuff online. 
You are right. You haven't seen enough 
then. You're hooked. You're feeling sad. 
You can only get plans for up to 1000 
sheets of paper. You get better at the 
process. You use a computer. You can 
play piano just by knowing the rhythm 
and tapping.



You can be talked to. You can be the one 
who is doing the talking. You have to 
get a midi keyboard. You might like it. 
You like electronic music. You focus and 
concentrate. You enter your email. 
You're indecisive. You don't get tired of 
the song. You're bored at work. You took 
one for the team. You wont get fired.



You're thinking of buying. You don't 
know the name of that thing. You'd like 
to use it. You use it. You think you can 
write music. You know you can, get 
Crescendo ! You're feeling down. You're 
tired. You are already there. You hear 
me. You're ok. You're not me.





About me :



I'm 16. I'm shy. I'm down. I'm male. I'm 
white. I'm tired. I'm alone. I'm now 18. 
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 also a guy. 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 a great actor. I'm 
pretty boring. I'm always tired,





I'm still a virgin. I'm a closeted gay. 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 
a straight male. I'm ashamed of myself. 
I'm not bad at my job. I'm a guy for 
context,





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 
female for context. I'm very self 
loathing. 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 woman, 
for context. I'm a jackass and a fool. I'm 
not exactly sure why. I'm working at a 
daycare. 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 
overdue for an update,





I'm in a panic mode still. I'm a 21 years 
old female. 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 a female for reference. I'm still here, 
doing okay. I'm completely self taught. 
I'm a drug addict (opiates). I'm crazy 
and over reacting. I'm doing better than 
I was,





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 not even sure what I'd say. 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 a 
somewhat well known author, 





I'm fine and I'm happy as can be. I'm in 
a better place emotionally. 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 21 so the outlook isn't the 
best. I'm addicted and I can't tell 
anyone. I'm happy to not talk to most of 
them. I'm a lesbian trapped in a man's 
body,





I'm going to fail my final in 6 hours. 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 a 
bottom in my gay sex preferences. 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 
am sexually attracted to both genders. 
I'm the eldest, I should set an example. 
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 a senior in high school at the 
moment. I'm tired of being empty, but I 
can't eat. I'm also a deacon in an 
evangelical church. I'm just another 
fucked up story of incest. I'm pretty 
certain nobody will ever love me. I'm 
probably rambling but, oh well no 
matter. I'm apparently a rather 
disturbed individual. I'm the only 
musical one in my entire family. I'm a 
25-year-old female high school teacher, 





I'm not completely sure of the actual 
timing. I'm one to talk, I struggle with 
life as well. 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 online where I don't 
actually talk or see you. I'm going to be 
sick so I walk out the sliding door. 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 a guy in my late 20s 
who was taken into care at age 7. I'm 
standing in the frozen department and 
am near tears. I'm conscious of my fair 
skin and not getting sunburned. 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 junior in high school and its been 
going on for 6 months now. 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 
completely new to this thing, so I 
apologize if I did or wrote something 
stupid. I'm a perfectly normal person 
with awful parents and a dog that kept 
humping my leg. I'm sure this will get 
buried but just getting it off my chest 
makes me feel better. I'm trying to keep 
it in context, but its hard not to wallow 
in misery at this point. 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 working harder and more 
focused than I've ever been, and I'm 
currently down 130 pounds. 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 difficult 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 still not recovered 
emotionally from what my ex pulled, 
but its more of a distant sadness than 
something that rules my life these days. 



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 worried if I'm 
just making a big deal over nothing 
because I've had experience with being 
molested on the job and I'm paranoid of 
it happening again. I'm in my second 
year of college right now, been working 
as a financial advisor but really help 
rich people evade taxes in return for 
money to live off of. 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 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 approaching 30, I have panic attacks 
in social situations, therapy seems to 
only make me feel worse, and I've 
decided that living so that others don't 
have to deal with my death isn't worth 
it anymore. 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 in a better 
place these days, I've just started 
getting back into education part time 
and although still ill I am healthier than 



ever, definitely less depressed and I 
haven't self harmed for several years 
now. 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 a 



sexually abused child who starts to like 
their abuse, performing oral sex on 
prepubescent girls, being gang raped, 
fucking serial killers, and a hilarious 
one that will make you feel better for 
reading this : I pretend I'm a werewolf 
creature that's fucking his octopus 
creature girlfriend. 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.




