Mine

I hate the way he makes me feel 

When he talks to me like that 

When he talks down to me 

And tells me what to do

It feels like an order 

And I feel forced to obey 

Though of course it is my decision 

I go along grudgingly and within venom 

Abhorring myself and abhorring my actions 

Feeling humiliated and small 

I hate the way this feels 

And the fault is mine

