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For my Tina.


FOREWORD

I didn’t plan on writing another book just yet, this one started as a gift. Tina and I were coming up on six months together, and I wanted to give them something meaningful that documented our story. Something that would last. Not a store bought thing or a quick gesture, but something made from me. Something that could say what words out loud never seem to get quite right.

At first, this was a secret project. I wrote it in hidden moments. While she was at work, or after she fell asleep beside me. I’d wait for the house to go still before I opened my laptop or pulled out my phone, trying to get the words down before they slipped away. It felt like building something sacred in the dark, something small and personal that I could hand to them later and say, look, this is us.

I wanted to document those first months together: the little moments, the things that made me laugh, the ways we were figuring each other out. The kind of love that feels like coming home after years of walking in the cold. This book started there. Quietly and privately. It wasn’t ever supposed to be published.

At the same time as writing this, I was finishing Man Enough For Myself, my first published work. That book came from a different place: survival, grief, memory, and the work of finally seeing myself clearly. This one came from love. From what happens after the self-work and change. From the slow, sometimes awkward, sometimes beautiful work of staying open when you’ve spent your whole life trying to protect yourself.

For a while, I was writing both books at once.
By day, I was editing Man Enough For Myself, the hardest thing I’d ever written. By night, I was writing poems meant for one person’s eyes. Two kinds of honesty were happening at the same time. One was me talking to the world. The other was me whispering to her.

Three poems overlap between the two collections. I left them here intentionally. When this began, those pieces were part of the original gift, written for her long before I knew this would become its own book. I thought about replacing them, but it didn’t feel right. They belong here, in this story. Because this book grew naturally out of that private space. It kept expanding until I realized I wasn’t just writing a love letter or private gift, I was creating something that deserved to live beyond us.

I wrote most of this in between work shifts, in the half-light of early mornings or late nights when everything felt still enough to breathe. Sometimes I’d write on my phone in the dark whilst Tina slept. Sometimes in the car before heading into work. I didn’t have a clear plan, just a feeling I needed to hold onto and a deadline of our six month anniversary.

Somewhere in the middle of it, I realized I wasn’t only writing for Tina anymore. I was writing for anyone who’s ever struggled to believe they deserve the kind of love that fulfills. For anyone learning to receive what they once thought they had to earn. For those rebuilding themselves after thinking love was something they’d never get right or deserve. 

A big reason I decided to share this book publicly is because people like me, like Tina, deserve to be seen. We deserve stories that don’t end in tragedy, and a world that doesn’t question whether our love belongs here. I wanted to make something that said we exist, that we fall in love, build lives, argue about dinner, laugh until it hurts, and keep choosing each other.

In a time when so many people in charge are trying to erase us, I wanted this book to stand as proof that we are still here, still loving, and still deserving of everything that comes with that.

So yes, this book is for her. It always will be.
But if you’re holding it now, it’s also for you.

For the ones still figuring out what love looks like when it’s safe. For those trying to stay open even when it’s easier to shut down. For those learning that softness doesn’t make you weak, it means you made it.

Thank you for being here, for holding this story in your hands. What started as a secret between two people somehow became my second published work. Thank you for letting me share it.

And thank you, Tina, for inspiring it, for teaching me what patience feels like, for showing me that love doesn’t have to hurt to be real. You are the reason this book exists, the reason I look forward to waking up, and making the most of life for as long as I have left on this earth with you.


 

 

 

 

May, 
the beginning.

 

The start of everything we didn’t know we needed, and everything we didn’t know we were ready for.


We met at my favorite movie theater, the Regal Meridian in downtown Seattle, because of a stupid Hinge profile and a joke about farts. Really. On her profile she said something about wanting the kind of relationship where you could fart in front of each other, and I saw cats in all her photos, so of course I sent her a like. The first thing I ever said to her was, “Real Farter 4 Real Farter.”

That’s how it all started.

Back then I was still healing from top surgery, pretending to be one of those polyamorous or ENM types on the apps because I just wanted to get laid, to feel something in this new body. Then she showed up, the complete curveball I didn’t see coming, making every plan I had irrelevant. We still joke about it now, how she saved me from my fuckboy era. When she asked on our first date if I truly wanted something open, I immediately backpedaled and nearly begged her to let me keep her to myself. She still makes fun of me for it, but I know she feels the same way.
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