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I wasn't supposed to love you,

yet here I am, building cathedrals

in the space between your words,

constructing entire cities in the pause

before you speak my name.

My hands were meant for other things—

holding coffee cups and doorknobs,

writing grocery lists and signing forms—

but they've memorized the distance

between us instead, the exact measurement

of air that keeps us separate.

I wasn't supposed to love you,

but my body staged a quiet rebellion.

My pulse learned to quicken at your footsteps,

my skin developed a vocabulary

that only responds to your presence,

my lungs adapted to breathe

in rhythms that match yours.

Every cell in me became a traitor,

every thought a conspirator

in this coup against my better judgment.

I wasn't supposed to love you,

so I built walls made of logic,

fortresses constructed from reason,

but you walked through them like mist,

like you were made of something

my defenses couldn't recognize as danger.

And now I'm here, in the ruins

of my own resistance, sorting through

the rubble of all my intentions,

finding nothing but the blueprint

of a love I never planned to build.
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Inventory of Almost
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In the morning, I catalog the evidence:

three text messages I typed and deleted,

seventeen times I checked if you were online,

forty-two seconds of eye contact I held too long,

one laugh that came too easily at your joke.

I wasn't supposed to love you,

but I've become an archaeologist

of our accidental touches,

excavating meaning from the moment

your hand brushed mine reaching

for the same door handle.

I preserve these fragments like artifacts,

store them in the museum of things

I'll never say out loud, label them

with dates and times and weather conditions,

as if documentation makes them less real,

as if cataloging denies their power.

I wasn't supposed to love you,

yet I've memorized the constellation

of freckles on your left arm,

the exact shade of your eyes

in afternoon light versus fluorescent,

the way your voice drops half an octave

when you're tired or telling secrets.

This inventory grows daily—

new specimens of longing added

to the collection I swore I'd never start.

Each item proof of a feeling

I'm not supposed to feel,

evidence of a crime I commit

over and over, willingly.

I wasn't supposed to love you,

but here's the inventory of my surrender:

infinite moments of weakness,

countless failures of restraint,

a museum's worth of almost-confessions

that I'll carry like contraband

through the customs of my daily life,

hoping no one checks my bags,

hoping no one asks to see

what I'm trying to smuggle

past the borders of appropriate.
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I've mapped every route to your attention,

charted the territories of safe conversation,

marked the borders I'm not supposed to cross.

I wasn't supposed to love you,

but I've become a cartographer

of dangerous terrain, noting the places

where my voice might betray me,

the topics that bring us too close

to the truth I'm supposed to bury.

There are continents in your smile

I'll never explore, oceans in your laughter

I'm not allowed to swim in,

mountain ranges in your gestures

I can only view from a distance.

I wasn't supposed to love you,

so I've learned to navigate

by the stars of things unsaid,

to steer by the compass

of careful indifference,

to travel always toward you

while appearing to head

in the opposite direction.

My map is covered in red ink—

warnings, restrictions, boundaries drawn

by hands that aren't my own.

Here be dragons, the margins say.

Here be heartbreak. Here be the end

of everything you've built

with someone else, somewhere else,

in a life that doesn't include

the weight of this feeling.

I wasn't supposed to love you,

but I've charted every mile

between who I am with you

and who I am without you,

measured the distance

between your voice saying hello

and your voice saying goodbye,

calculated the longitude of longing,

the latitude of restraint.

And still, I keep mapping,

keep marking new paths

I'll never walk down,

keep drawing boundaries

I've already crossed

a thousand times in my mind.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


The Mathematics of Maybe
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I wasn't supposed to love you,

but love doesn't follow equations,

doesn't respect the arithmetic

of appropriate distances.

I've tried to solve for X,

where X is the exact moment

I should have stopped,

the precise coordinate where

curiosity became catastrophe,

where interest became devotion,

where your presence in a room

became the only variable that mattered.

The formula breaks down every time.

I wasn't supposed to love you,

yet here I am, calculating probabilities—

What are the chances you feel this too?

What percentage of your smiles

are just politeness versus something more?

How many standard deviations

from normal friendship

have we drifted?

I run the numbers over and over,

searching for the sum that equals

safe, the product that multiplies

into practical, the quotient that divides

this feeling into manageable portions

I could file away and forget.

But the math keeps coming up infinite.

I wasn't supposed to love you,

so I try to subtract you from my thoughts—

remove the coefficient of your laughter,

eliminate the constant of your kindness,

but the equation refuses to balance.

You're the number I can't factor out,

the variable that won't cancel,

the denominator that makes

everything else in my life

feel like a fraction of what it could be.

I wasn't supposed to love you,

but mathematics has failed me,

and I'm left with only the proof

that some things can't be calculated,

only felt, only endured,

only carried like an unsolved theorem

that haunts every other problem

I try to work through.
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Museum of Parallel Lives
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In another life, I say yes

when my mouth says no.

In another life, your love

doesn't arrive before I'm ready,

and mine doesn't come too late.

I wasn't supposed to love you,

but I've built a museum

to house all the versions of us

that could have been—

the exhibits stretch for miles,

each room a different timeline,

each hallway a fork not taken.

Here's the room where we met

five years earlier, before

the complications took root.

Here's the gallery where I was braver,

where I let my yes be yes

and my eyes spoke the truth

my mouth tried to hide.

I wasn't supposed to love you,

so I wander these halls after hours,

a curator of impossible histories,

dusting off the artifacts

of parallel universes where

timing aligned like planets,

where circumstances didn't conspire

to keep us in different orbits.

In wing three, there's a photograph

of us laughing at a table,

my hand in yours without hesitation,

no audience to perform normalcy for,

no reasons to list why this is wrong.

In wing seven, there's a recording

of me saying "I love you too"

without the word "but" following,

without the qualifier, the retreat,

the strategic withdrawal

back to safer ground.

I wasn't supposed to love you,

but I'm the curator and the visitor both,

setting up exhibits of what might have been

and then walking through them

with the hungry eyes of someone

studying a life they'll never live.
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