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    For every man and woman

who has ever been afraid to realize how strong they truly are —

this book is for you.

 

You've always held power,

even when it felt buried beneath the silence,

the pain, or the pieces.

 

May these poems remind you of what was never lost,

only waiting to be remembered.
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Chapter One
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Living Room Sofa

––––––––
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The door clicked behind him last night, and the silence that followed didn’t feel peaceful.

It felt like a question.

I sat right here. On this damn sofa.

The same place I cried myself to sleep.

The same place he’d crash when he didn’t feel like being next to me.

Sometimes I think we both forgot this apartment had a bedroom.

Fancy’s curled up at my feet, her ears twitching like she’s guarding my energy.

She hasn’t left my side since he did. She always knows when something breaks in me.

Hell, sometimes I think she knows before I do.

I told Noah to move out.

Three years.

Three years of sharing a bed and still feeling like I was sleeping alone.

That’s what loneliness is, right?

It’s not the absence of people.

It’s being unseen when someone’s right there.

He had this way of laying with his back to me,

like the room wasn’t cold and I wasn’t aching.

Like my presence was just furniture.

Three years, and I still felt like I was reaching across a canyon

every time I asked him to love me back.

And now he’s gone.

And the couch is empty.

But for the first time, it’s mine.

I stretch out across it like I earned it.

Because I did.

I fought for space in a man’s life who didn’t make room for me.

And now this space?

This silence?

It’s my first damn victory.

But even in the quiet, my phone is buzzing.

Ma:

“We just landed, baby. Aunt Bev and I are grabbing our bags now. Where you want us to meet you?”

I haven’t even cleaned up.

The blanket still smells like his cologne.

There’s a cup on the table with lipstick that isn’t mine.

I should be crying, but I’m not.

Maybe I’m just numb.

Maybe I already cried myself empty.

Fancy stretches, letting out a sigh like she’s telling me,

“It’s time.”

Aunt Bev texted too:

“Tell that man he better be gone by the time I step foot in Harlem.

And make sure your ass ain’t crying when we get there.”

I can almost hear her voice through the screen.

That sharp love, the kind that tells the truth even when it stings.

I sit up, still wrapped in my hoodie, and let the sunlight hit my face.

The last time Ma and Aunt Bev were in New York, it was for my birthday.

Noah didn’t show up until dessert. Said he forgot the time.

I should’ve left him then.

But I didn’t.

I let him lay beside me again that night.

Let him kiss me like nothing happened.

Let myself believe that maybe this time, he meant it.

I did a lot of letting.

But today, I’m learning how to let go.

The noise in my head slows to a whisper.

The couch beneath me disappears.

The light changes.

I’m no longer in my living room.

I don’t know where I am.

But I know this place.

The mic is in front of me.

The stage is warm.

I tap it once... lightly.

Snapping begins.

A rhythm I didn’t ask for, but deeply needed.

I close my eyes.

I breathe.

And I begin.

“This couch

was never just furniture.

It was my witness.

My battlefield.

My bed when the bed didn’t feel like mine anymore.

He slept beside me,

but his soul stayed right here —

on the sofa.

Back turned.

Heart closed.

Arms folded across promises he never planned to keep.

I begged in silence.

Begged with dinners.

With back rubs.

With forgiveness I didn’t owe.

And still,

he stayed distant.

This cushion caught my confessions

before my best friends did.

It held me while I held it together.

And when I couldn’t...

it held me anyway.

We spent three years

pretending presence was the same as partnership.

Three years

of pretending that “good morning” could erase

another night of no eye contact.

No truth.

No love.

Last night,

I said the words I’ve rehearsed in the mirror

for months.

“Please leave.”

And he did.

No fight.

No tears.

Just keys dropped on the table

like I was a lease he let expire.

Now I’m sitting here,

in the echo of his absence,

wrapped in silence so thick

I can finally hear myself.

And maybe for the first time...

that’s enough.”

I stayed there for a while.

Not thinking.

Not crying.

Just breathing.

The kind of breath that don’t come easy after heartbreak—

the kind that reminds you your lungs still work,

even after being emptied by someone who never deserved your air in the first place.

Fancy moved closer and rested her head on my thigh.

Didn’t bark.

Didn’t whine.

Just was.

And I realized... that’s all I ever wanted.

Someone who wouldn’t make me fight to be seen.

Someone who didn’t need me to shrink,

or soften,

or explain.

I reached for the cup with the lipstick that wasn’t mine.

Looked at it like it was the last clue in a mystery I had already solved.

I thought I’d feel rage.

But all I felt was... release.

He cheated.

Emotionally.

Physically.

Spiritually.

He stepped out of the home we built

and into the arms of a woman who didn’t even know me.

And now he’s gone.

And I’m still here.

Still standing.

Still soft.

Still sacred.

A new text came in.

Ma:

“We’re in the cab now, almost there.”

I wiped the last trace of yesterday from my face.

Not because I wanted to look strong—

but because I was.

I whispered to the room,

to no one,

to every version of me that once begged him to stay:

“Thank you for leaving.”

A new text came in.

Ma:

“We’re in the cab now, almost there.”

I wiped the last trace of yesterday from my face.

Not because I wanted to look strong—

but because I was.

I whispered to the room,

to no one,

to every version of me that once begged him to stay:

“Thank you for leaving.”

I stood up.

My feet hit the hardwood like thunder.

The kind of thunder that don’t ask for permission to roll in.

Fancy followed, loyal as ever, her nails clicking behind me like applause.

Then came the second buzz.

Aunt Bev:

“Make sure that man’s gone.

And don’t you dare be crying when we walk through that door.”

I exhaled hard.

The doorbell rang.

My hand froze on the doorknob.

Not because I was scared.

But because hearing it made it real.

The visit.

The aftermath.

The woman I had to be now.

And right before I opened it—

right before I let my mother and Aunt Bev into the new version of my life—

my phone buzzed again.

This time, it wasn’t them.

It was a name I deleted three days ago.

The one that still shows up in my dreams.

Noah.

“I forgot my hoodie. Can I come get it?”

I didn’t answer.

Not because I didn’t want to—

but because my answer was already walking up the hallway in heels and purpose.

Ma. Aunt Bev. And me.

I opened the door.

And everything changed.

Ma — all white everything, arms already reaching for me.

Aunt Bev — leopard print scarf, side-eye loaded, lips pursed with love and warning.

They stepped in like they’d done it a hundred times.

Like they already knew what the room felt like.

Like they came not just to check on me—

but to remind me who I was.

Fancy wagged her tail and walked straight to Ma’s feet like it was home again.

No one said anything at first.

But everything was already being said.

I closed the door behind them.

Not just the one to my apartment.
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