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(1). A Union of Love

Her heart was an offering

at the altar of romance.

His love was a blessing,

a miracle that came true.

Together their union

is anointed by their love.

(2). Unkind

Your past hasn't been at all kind.

If only I could've help you leave it behind.

But you gone from crawling to walking to running

because your therapist is helping you with shunning

your mental monsters possessing all your waking

hours, sleepless nights leave you shaking.

You appreciate my willingness to use patience

and not the exit door when you wear on my patience.

I don't think twice about staying with a fighter.

You supported me on my way to becoming a writer.

I want to put into words the many things I'm here for:

to listen, to support, to love, to laugh, to be around, or

to show you firsthand that you do deserve love

that during hard times there is nothing to be scared of.

Repeat after me:

You got me as I got you.

You got me as I got you.

You got me as I got you.

(3). Rebel

A rebel with love because of you,

a loving heart without pause.

A rebellion by loving freely,

love is a just cause.

Freedom from the cage of life,

letting go of what’s false.

(4). Love Can't

Love can't

be by chance

or random occurrence.

Not stumbled upon

or poof, appear like magic.

Some say it is make believe

because good people

don't exist anymore

then you fell into my lap

and made me a believer.

(5). Some Say

Some say I'm a sucker for love,

but I prefer to be called an optimist

because if it is up to me, I'm down to love.

Loyal like a beagle with a pit bull's bite.

Less stubborn and less always right.

And what some say will hold no sway

because I will let love guide my way.

(6). Thawed Out

I am coldhearted in ways I never meant to be.

Only her love was able to thaw me out

because my slumber has been for many winters.

Finally! I feel her warmth breaking through:

the clouds and my tough heart.

I follow her light over the horizon.

My arms outstretched for her embrace.

I can't contain this giddiness in my soul.

(7). Our Story

I'm not coy

with any ploy

of silly games

from silly men

who pretend

to be true men.

This is love

in all its glory,

in all its gory

it's our story.

(8). Pigeon Bird Box

I got all this pent-up love

like I'd spent hard time on the Island.

Feelings & words meant to be said.

Find you and love you on sight

because I set my sights on love.

I'm not love blind; I'm blessed to see 2020.

Let your past block their own blessings.

They wore their shades of gray

because the love felt too bright

even in the middle of a hot summer night.

Pigeon Bird Box, I've seen it all.

I refuse to cover my eyes to the beauty

of your love in all its awe and splendor.

(9). A Love Note for Her

You know it's hard for me to express myself, but I can't keep this goofy smile in check. I can't let a day or a night go by without a kiss or hearing your voice. I'm not an artist, I color outside the lines. I failed English, but I know the language of love. Definitely aced math: you + me = true love squared. 

When this note finds you, I hope you know I love you so much. This could never compare to how much I appreciate you in my life, but I made it my duty to show you love in boundless ways for all of the days of our shared life. 

-Honey Bunny

(10). Created for Me

Your love was custom made, tailored, and fitted to my heart.

Your love was chosen, picked, and a question answered.

Your love was shared, given, and offered with no hesitation.

Loving hands created, molded, emboldened you to be someone who puts love first.

(11). Love Is Religion

Love is my religion,

you are the goddess.

I'm your prophet,

I'm your disciple,

miracles and blessings,

verses and chapters.

My poetry is scripture

anointed with your kisses,

baptize by your forgiveness.

I speak in tongues about our love.

(12). Love Is My Priority

Love is my priority.

I will express it to you

not like your fed-up ex,

so says my love back guarantee:

no matter the zip code or weather

just promise not to return to sender.

I will always deliver my love to you.

(13). A Hashtag Meant for Her

Normally #WomanCrushFridays is only one day out of the week. A hashtag with good intentions but not enough for our love. I get it's pay day but being with you every day pays off. I need something for everyday of every year to infinity to show my love and admiration for you, so when I look into your eyes, I know that I am the luckiest guy to have my #WomanCrushForever.

(14). Building Blocks

The building blocks of love:

openness

chemistry

presence

present

communication

inclusion

consistency

intimacy

layers

physical

shared experiences

time spent

lifestyle

trust

shared goals

shared love

Stack all those bricks up into a house that will become our home.

(15). Chose

Choices.

Decisions.

Possibilities.

Opportunities.

I chose a path that benefitted my heart and well-being the most.

I chose you like you chose us over the objections of others.

You heard many opinions but chose to follow your own voice.

(16). Together

Your eyes have a gaze of thousands of sunsets shared together. Your voice and laughter are a chorus of years spent together. Your kisses feel like a free fall from the edge of space together. Magical moments from the mundane to the extraordinary shared with each other, shared together. Picking one moment would be so hard for me, so I choose this moment right now as it is and then the next one after that. Let us just enjoy it all together.

(17). Investing in Us

Investing in us pays dividends, so when my ends are low or I'm at my wits end, you are my clutch on rainy days. When I hustle, I don't do it for the thrill of it or for the kicks. I'm thinking about our stocks, our bonds, deeds to lands our ancestors could never own, trips to exotic locales because we got it like that. I’m investing in the outpouring of love. Let it flow like riches to the next generation or our next vacation, while keeping in mind that I know the worth of paper money: featherweight to the weight of our love.

(18). Just Each Other

She gave him the bite of knowledge.

He gave her the ring of truth.

She doesn't need a Taj Mahal.

He doesn't need an Aphrodite.

Just a shared vow, a sacred promise

of loving each other forever.

(19). The Queen Moves Forward

The way you had been treated, you should have turned cruel and bitter, but you held on to love like a birthright—spared your enemies with mercy. People deny your claim and challenged it, but you stood firm. You are my Queen and I proclaim that to the heavens above.

(20). His Deed

Baby,

Here is the deed to my heart. It needs a little of your TLC, but hey, at least this roof still has all his hair.

-In deed we trust

(21). Understood

You understood...

that I was more than a bad boy.

You understood...

that I was someone learning and growing.

You understood...

that some good men can find themselves lost.

I understood...

that a fresh start with you is what I needed most.

(22). My Sweet Tooth

I have a sweet tooth for my buttercup, sugar plum, sweetie pie, and honey bun. Decadent, pure bliss from my lil' Miss Debbie.

She knows my sweet tooth craves a little sweetness off of her body to eat the fruit off her vine: peaches and cream, grapes, strawberries dipped, off with the tip and pineapples diced. She's my sugar mama with that syrup drip.

(23). Good Guy for a Good Girl

Nice guys finish last.

This good guy sure did:

your last first kiss,

your last boyfriend,

your last everything.

Next up: my forever wife.

A good guy for a good girl to

raise good kids in a loving home.

(24). No Peeking

No peeking! Keep your eyes close. Let me paint a picture with my words. Love is the moments we share: the highs and lows. Why wait for a holiday, an occasion, or the dog house to surprise you with a gift. My kisses are hard to miss, but it isn't quite the present. Feel it out with your hands: the texture of the wrapping, the length of the sides and the corners.

She lifts it up and quickly sets it back down. Her nails dig into the wrapping, and I begin to loosen her blind fold.

She smiles wide and says, “Baby, before I open this, I want you to know that I already love it!”

(25). Our Love Is Just Right

Love is best served warm

like Goldilocks—just right.

Love is best a little worn

like a hand-me-down—just right.

Love is best slow cooked

like a hearty stew—just right.

Whatever is left, we'll make it new.

Whatever goes left, we'll take it in due.

Whatever happens, we’ll never stay blue.

Whatever happens, we’ll always stay true.

(26). Turntables

You turn the tables on a skeptic.

A lost man following his Piper.

Heart beats and love notes.

Our love song was the remix,

we both needed to hear.

(27). Know Love

Know love

Show love

Must love

To be loved

by yourself

by others

by him

by her

by they

by them

by Us

(28). Her Refuge

She sought refuge with me,

I kept her safe within my heart.

(29). Full of Love

Successful love

Meaningful love

Purposeful love

Thoughtful love

Wonderful love

Powerful love

Beautiful love

Peaceful love

Thankful love

Plentiful love

Hopeful love

Faithful love

Blissful love

Playful love

Joyful love

A heart full of love.

(30). My Whole Heart

You chose to receive my love offense.

Something told you to give me a chance

a voice, fate, God, or a gut feeling.

We stood true even when we were reeling.

You went from loving the dent of my dimples

to loving the layers of us times triple.

I didn't want to own you as a pretty thing,

a collector's item on my mantle like past flings.

I wanted a full-on partner—never limited.

Pump my chest when we did wed like mi did it.

Mi corazon, you have my whole heart in it.

I will never let anyone tear us apart.

(31). Rainbow

She was a rainbow that no two people could ever see the same.

(32). Love by Design

Love by design

Intertwining lines

Venn diagram

Halves of a circle

Imperfect symmetry

I’m obtuse in my ways,

you’re always right in yours.

Let the beauty be

at the point of intersection.

Let our differences lead

to admiration than contention.

Honestly, we're more alike

than opposite deviations.

Engineered

Designed

Crafted

to love

(33). On a Pedestal

I put her on a pedestal

because her love is a step above.

Something from the heavens,

my goddess from the gods.

(34). Your Type of Love

I was scared to receive your type of love, until I received your type of love from you. I never understood the beauty, sincerity, and caring depths of true love. Your love made me want to become a better man in all the ways.

(35). Love Is Poetry

Love is poetry poem kisses.

Love is said and unsaid words.

Love is real when you mean it.

Love is scary when you feel it.

Love is nothing—nada to fear.

Love is smiling ear to ear.

Love is home cooked meals.

Love is date night Groupon deals.

Love is every day, every hour.

Love is shelter on rainy showers.

Love is sex, peace, and wine.

Love is he thinks you're so fine.

Love is a lifelong version of "show-n-tell."

Love is when time apart hurts like hell.

Love is

awesome

amazing

caring

daring

everything

learning

special

loving

lovely

just

love

(36). Static

In a world of static and noise, our love is louder and on a loop.

(37). Brown Eyes

He saw her before she saw herself. At least in the way his gaze makes her feel seen and beautiful. She never realized that it took a fresh pair of eyes—his beautiful brown eyes—to see herself in a whole new light. The glow was always there but with him it got brighter.

(38). Sacrifices

Sacrifice for her

and bare the cost

to make her happy.

Paid in every way,

but not in money,

in time, sweat, heart,

and 100% effort.

Sacrifice for her

because our love

makes it worth it.

She is priceless.

Cherish & treasure

all the moments

between now

& forever yours.

(39). Your Love

You shined your love on me,

I feel the warmth on my skin.

Your love was the air in my lungs,

I feel it pumping in my veins.

Your love inspired my mind:

from the amygdala to the hippocampus.

(40). Banged Up

My last relationship left me banged up,

yours left you totaled: head to toe.

Two broken hearts leads to a break through.

Worked out the kinks & mechanics of love.

Get a brand new lease on love together.

Certified: We Own each other's hearts.

(41). Love Is Magic

Turn your insecurities

to butterflies in flight.

Turn your deepest pain

to something so small.

Turn your broken heart

to a completed puzzle.

Turn our passionate kisses

to the blending of souls.

(42). Remember the Sunny Days

Where our love lives

in a pocket of time, a locket

of our favorite memories, and

I would never dare knock it.

Sock it away for a rainy day

because the reminders of love

will remind us of our sunny days.

(43). Why Love?

My answer: Because of Her

Loving her shows me feats of strength when I feel defeat at length. Loving her shows me the art of the heart, creative in ways not native to my being. Loving her shows me I'm not as rigid and set in stone as I thought, I'm fluid to the flow of the unknown (together with her).

(44). Why Him?

Her Inner Dialogue

His heart speaks, I want to listen so bad to him.

I want to be the reason, the choice, and the answer.

"Why love? Why him?"

She smiles before answering.

(45). She Knows

She knows because of your smile.

She knows because you savor her with your kisses.

She knows because your hugs swallow her whole.

She knows because she feels the same way.

She knows because her gut & heart tells her so.

(46). The Rarest Gift

The rarest gift to my heart is your beautiful love.

Buried treasure from the years of trauma.

Sunken from the lazy, the impatient & the cruel.

You found it again, kept it all to yourself,

and then one day you offered it to me.

(47). My Words

Let my words paint pictures for a blind heart.

Let my words soothe all your aches & pains.

Let my words always show up on time.

Let my words free you from mental chains.

Let my words be the constant reminder

of what happens when you let me (love) in.

(48). Love Exists

Love Exists.

The ripples felt

across my heart.

Love Exists.

Its presence felt

across my soul.

Love Exists.

My fears melt

from my mind.

Love exists because of you.

Love exists when we kiss.

(49). Same Love

We share the same air.

We share the same Sun.

We share the same Moon.

We share the same love.

We share the same dreams.

We share the same ambitions.

We share the same promises.

We share the same love.

(50). Love Boat

I caught wind of love on the horizon.

A nudge on my sails, waves guiding me towards her.

Her arrival is what I was waiting for.

Make her my first mate, follow her as my captain.

"My Heart Given" etched on the side of the boat.

Let our love be the makings of a beach read.

Let our love be a map of where we'd been.

Let our love withstand rough waters.

Let the ocean waves be our music.

Let our dance together be moonlit.

Let the morning horizon call to us.

Let our love rise before the Sun.

It never gets old to see a new day,

blessed to see it with your true love.

When the Sun sets it feels fleeting,

she reminds me it’s never truly leaving.

The End
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(1). Rhyming Heartbreak

Our love severs

like switched levers.

We once spoke of forever,

now it seems like never.

You always said my words were clever

but then you found a Trevor.

Moving on became my new endeavor.

(2). Loving on the Edge

Love can have you teetering the edge of pleasure or trauma. Swearing off the drama but deep down inside it excites you. The gut punch to your feelings. A wicked smile as you give it as much as you got it.

(3). Rain Check

This love is currently unavailable.

(4). Tail End

If our love ends

at the tail end

of something great,

once familiar,

now up for debate.

Our great moments are

faded distant memories.

(5). Miss Me

Miss me with the tired excuses,

all your apologetic words with no uses.

Miss me with all your tired attempts,

too little, too late to get bad behavior exempts.

Miss me with all your tired trifling ways,

your actions are louder than what you’ve to say.

(6). Pressure

There was a lot of pressure and expectations that came from your love, sometimes from you, sometimes from me, weighing me down. It felt unfair; resentment grew into a burden on my back.

(7). Careless

I can admit that love was an afterthought to me. Something that I could get around to like a laundry list of things that I procrastinate on. From time-to-time I used my words—like candles or sexy music—to set the mood right. I'm the salesman who sells the image, a taste of the experience but more like a short-term lease. I sell the sizzle that will leave you hungry for more. Suddenly, I find myself consuming more—First World problems. It can't be because of first girl problems. Do I care less or just fooled myself into being careless?

(8). Identities

A crown over your eyes.

A mask over my eyes.

Our masquerade, our dance.

You say very little,

we shared a kiss

but not our hearts.

(9). Do Not Disturb

Do not disturb

healing in progress.

(10). Poem Foreplay

I flirt with you with my poems,

my words land on you like kisses.

I soothe your aches and pains, 

with verses, free, or on rhythm.

(11). Piggy Bank

To him:

A piggy bank

for the fucks I give.

Crack it open

when I need some change

from you

to clean out your dirty laundry,

for a rainy day with no tears,

for a cab ride to Possibilities,

and for the jukebox at the bar.

Gyrate my hips for a new guy.

Hydrate my lips for a new guy.

By 8, slip away with a new guy.

(12). Good Faith

Don't punish me for my past

when my honesty comes in good faith.

(13). Down the Drain

She can't keep pouring herself into him like this:

The years (she has lost).

The tears (she has wept).

The love (she has wasted).

The energy (she has depleted).

What’s left in the end?

(14). The Friend Zone

Trouble brewing

Late-night DMs

R-X in the PM

Ranting on Liam

Silly texts & VMs

I'm trying to be him

All you see is him

(15). Late-Night Trysts

To Her:

Put your ankles behind your ears.

Your tightness fits like a glove.

Thrust just because

I'm trying to follow the rhythm

of our lust in a frenzied state.

I shoot to bust: belly to chin.

Keep this up, I'll just keep it in.

Keep it in even after I'm done.

Keep it in even when I'm spent.

Feel my hot breaths on your neck.

I try to make you mine with a kiss,

but the gist is when I insist

on going on a date or two

you never incline to.

You get your high off our love heist.

All we share are these late-night trysts.

​​(16). No Answers

He’s street smart and a bit nerdy,

so she went assuming about him.

He was still figuring out this Rubik’s Cube

of his emotions about life, women, & himself.

She wondered why every man she dated

must find themselves at her expense

of her time, money, and life force.

He had no answers for her.

​​(17). Cram Session

We met at the bar by seven.

Hours slip away like sand between my fingers.

You opened up to me without prodding.

My long-held thoughts came out, light as air.

A bubble of excitement and attraction surrounded us.

I silenced my phone, so not to miss this coming attraction.

​​(18). Warning

I should've listened when you warned me that this would end like most things in your life. Foolishly, I chalked up our little heart-to-heart to you having one of your moments of fear and not as a bout of clarity. So, it's clear to me that, clearly, you are not for me, not if I want my sanity and not if I want good health. I want wealth of life and you want your riches to be bitches.

​​(19). Too Comfy

You got too comfortable.

I got too complacent.

I was your old college sweater.

You were my old reliable.

We grew apart, effort became a chore.

Distant even though we shared the same bed.

​​(20). A Lonely Star

Before a star knew it was a star,

It saw the divine shape in other stars.

It wished on a star to meet the others

to feel their warmth over the cold void,

cursing this disability of circumstance.

​​(21). Her Freckles

Her freckles were constellations; her body was the universe.

​​(22). Tenant

She was a tenant to my heart.

She needed space and told me to sublet.

​​(23). Graveyard Shift

She's on-call duty,

a sleeper cell,

waiting on the "WYD?"

Only on a blue Moon

or a few long islands.

She doesn't ask questions,

she suits up:

sweats, hoodie, and kicks.

She whispers mirror, mirror,

grabs her phone and keys.

Her chariot awaits downstairs.

She got 5 minutes till midnight.

She got 5 minutes till the late fee.

She will clock in for work with a kiss.

​​(24). Heart Strings

There is a loose thread between us.

The other strings are torn from our rough edges.

The string is so loose from both our ends

at a certain point, we'll end up being untethered.

We both swear to drop a line sometime later,

but we both know we are going to dodge the bait.

​​(25). City Boy

I live in a city artificial and fleeting,

so I choose to act in kind

until I met her in unsettled lands.

We hiked along the trail till nightfall.

She called me "City Boy" and pointed towards the stars.

She said, "the city loses itself in its self-made grandeur,

and certainly, there's beauty in its scale hurling towards its future,

but these stars are fireflies of the gods or goddesses."

​​(26). Breaker of Hearts

Her: You are a breaker of hearts. please, you don't have to apologize or say otherwise. I'm stating my opinion without the need to go crazy on you or call you names. We all process our emotions and function differently. I just wanted to say it out loud like an exhale. Truly, I do wish you a great life and happiness, but knowing myself, I would not be happy with you as things are between us. I would appreciate it if we could part ways amicably and go on our own life paths. Take care.

Me: Okay

(27). The Blame Game

The blame game of love becomes a lateral move.

Toss around between us like a hot potato.

We both have our fumbles and shortcomings

like missing first down: long or by inches.

Never on the same page, not even the same play.

We play these games to keep score,

but our relationship is taking all the losses.

If we had a ref, we would’ve been fouled out.

Time out to take time out from each other.

Huddle up with our friends to go over strategy.

Inhale the medication, exhale the tragedy.

We cover us more than ESPN covers sports.

There’s no Love and Basketball for us.

No one-on-one where winner takes all

with our last argument, we part ways.

Where a break becomes the off-season.

Where free agency leads to courting.

A new boo to tip-off cuffing season.

Sending a text to each other is tampering.

Playing with fire, not playing fair.

You: The ball’s in your court.

​(28). God’s Gift to Men

Stolen [from her people]

Abused [by dark desires]

Bartered [like property]

Annexed [for politics]

Abandoned [and lost]

She screamed at God and men.

(29). Modern Coñofucius i

A soft heart is susceptible to what a hard heart is fighting against.

(30). Can’t

I can’t be what you want me to be.

I can’t be what I need me to be neither.

(31). Our History

This storied history of ours,

both have unclean hands.

Our skirmishes were brutal,

peace treaties signed in bed.

This short-lived calm in relations,

at any moment war could break.

Back to entrenched sides by rights.

Always at the brink of annihilation.

Always at the brink of conciliation.

(32). Honestly

Honestly, I do hold a grudge against you.

Honestly, I wish someone would hurt you (just enough).

Honestly, I want to transfer my pain to you with a kiss.

Honestly, I am suspect of every new guy because of you.

Honestly, I slip up and still refer to you as my boyfriend.

Honestly, I lose myself in these sudden memories of us.

Honestly, I do cancel dates because I’m too scared.

Honestly, when I gag at couples, I’m really jealous.

Honestly, I was even jealous at my friend’s wedding.

Honestly, every single fiber in my body hates you.

(33). Modern Coñofucius ii

The person who never lies,

is the person who lie in wait.

(34). Sixth Sense

All I see is the heartache of

wandering broken souls.

Stories never said or told,

but I hear the whispers.

Cupid’s love leftovers.

His purpose stops where I begin.

A guided path but not everyone listens.

Sometimes, I feel gifted with a curse,

an obligation that chose me over others.

Sometimes, I do see the successful few,

a joy to see when someone loves again

even if that arrogant prick Cupid gets the credit.

(35). So Small

You made me feel so small.

I shut down not to be told shut up.

You focus all your scary rage at me.

I learned to walk on eggshells

because of you,

because of my dad.

(36). Over You

I am on the prowl with a lustful purpose

getting over the thought of you is my focus.

The hard part of making this next move,

finding my footing back into my old groove.

I’ve done this successfully many times before

and a rush of emotion grips my chest I try to ignore.

I scan the room for my friends and the doors to exit,

but instead I head over to the bar and order a shot.

I start laying it on myself mentally, but on my shoulder,

she taps me and introduces herself as so-and-so and smiles.

Something clicks in me and I feel myself back in style.

I smile back at her and the conversation keeps going.

(37). Problematic

Honestly, being around you is problematic.

I lose my breath like I am asthmatic.

My brain goes on the fritz with static.

One look at you is just too tragic

because we aren’t what we were.

I am just me and you’re not my her.

Lonely late-night scheming to catch you

at a weak moment at any week’s notice,

say what you will, I take what I can get.

(38). Our Emotions

Emotions are poems

our souls are telling.

Do you listen when your soul speaks?

Do you just react on autopilot?

Have you listened to the words in your core?

Mine is a better poet with you in my life.

My soul is a wordsmith when it comes to you.

It speaks the truth even when I try not to.

- Disingenuous Ex

(39). Lessons from an Ex

This is what I learned

from dating my ex and

dealing with the explosive

uncertainty she may

cause from a perceived

slight or argument.

I learned having a

complex doesn’t mean

you’re complex.

She is a SCORPIO

driven by EGO and ID.

When her emotions

get the best of her,

It will get the worst

out of you.

(40). Deep Inside

Rage out LOUD to nothingness,

only the echoes talk back to me.

My thoughts sound like voices.

Some of them don’t sound like me.

Some of them make decisions for me.

The void is my sanctuary deep inside.

(41). The Wanderer

Who needs a compass to get forever lost.

Forward passage of space and time,

visit realms of body, mind, and soul.

Only take memories, the rest is left behind.

No one journey is ever the same.

No one journey ever ends the same.

Bodies litter the yellow brick road:

bodies of strangers, friends, foes,

and a few exes too.

We all have divergent paths to cross,

meeting on the intersection of crossed paths,

pass each other by like traversing spaceships.

Maybe rendezvous for a few at the meet point.

Crash! The impact of unresolved issues.

Look towards the horizon and go forth...

Go Forth!

(42). Nightfall

The night is where the Moon keeps our secrets

about indiscretions the Sun shouldn’t know about.

(43). She’s There

She’s there by my side.

She’s there when I cry.

She’s there when I rage.

She’s there on my new age.

She’s there on the lows and highs.

She’s there on the kiss goodbyes.

She’s there when I need to celebrate.

She’s there to go on super fun dates.

She’s there for all my excuses.

She’s there for all my ruses.

She’s there for all my complaints.

She’s there in till she ain’t.

(44). In Recovery

I am bound to stumble back to you,

another of my many bad decisions.

I have been good and a little horny,

so what’s a little taste of you

that ends with all that damn dick.

The sober me would be shaking her head

but I chose to believe she is nodding.

Go girl! Go ahead and get yours!

Feed me to your bed, do your worst.

Leave me intoxicated beyond the limit.

(45). My Next

I wish you loved me as much as you did your ex

because I will love you more than my next.

(46). Charity Praise

It sucks to lag behind your partner

to play catch-up in the marathon of life.

You feel tender, your words are snippy.

You don’t mean too but you’re too sensitive.

She speaks my praises, but it feels condescending.

So sick of her looks if I choose to spend a little.

I am not a fucking kid.

I don’t need a mom.

Keep your charity praises,

you do that for your benefit

because it sounds better to you

than the truth of the disparity

between us in this relationship.

(47). From My Mom’s Couch

I was irresponsible with your heart.

Your feelings were annoying to me.

I took for granted all the 1-Ups wasted.

All the tallies that you lost count on.

All the different ways I let you down:

the missed birthdays, the lies, and the excuses.

You spilled more tears to fill an Olympic size pool.

That last time, the end of it all, was the worst,

you found out about her because of the FB messages.

You did not argue or yell even as your eyes flowed.

“All this you put me through, was it worth it?”

I had no answers when I left her place.

I had no answers on the bus ride home.

I had no answers when I hit my mom’s couch.

(48). To Pimp a Girlfriend

Girrrl, I was thinking about it last night. What frustrated me about my ex was the lack of ambition. I felt like I was getting punked by a dumb smart guy because that dude is so smart. The truth is that I was being pimped. I’m out here on the track with this degree bringing home the paycheck. I was paying for everything from his crusty boxers to the weed he smokes. This DUDE thought showers were optional like a biweekly thing. I was having sex with a real-life PIG-PEN. I’d come through the door after a long draining day at work and all I got was a “sup?” All I remember thinking was:
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