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Dedication:  For the Ones Who Made Me

First and always — to God, for the gift in my hands and the freedom in my soul. For i was once broken and you made me whole.

To my grandma, my mother, and my sista Soulja Prin Prin — you carried my spirit before I ever knew how to walk in it. You held me down when i was a misfit in prison.

To my queen and her babies, who gave me reason, who gave me light when all I had was noise. You gave me something to believe in and so much joy.

To my haters —you lit the fire. Fuel for every word. I bled onto this page. To family and friends who turned their backs — your silence made me louder with more rage. Your distance gave me drive. You preyed; I prayed.

To all the ladies who rode with my crazy Cancer heart. You saw the chaos and still stayed a while trying to keep me from falling apart. Thank you for that.

And to my brothers and sisters behind bars, fighting demons, trying to do right in a system built to break you this one’s for you too. And last to my bro’s Cold cash, Khov black, Storii, E2z, Juice, Uncle Kev, and my sis’s Tasha, Ciani, Shay, thank all y’all for the constructive criticism, i love y’all for that. It helped me build and destroy.                                                       

 — CoolGMack

 


 

"The pain in my heart just won't end. The words that I find just don't seem to make sense." -- Juice WRLD

 

“Behind every sweet smile, there’s a bitter sadness that no one can ever see and feel.”  Tupac Shakur
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Sucker4Pain!

 

Truthfully… and respectfully?
 I don’t even know what else to say to you.
 You ruthlessly disrespected me.
 Then expected me... not to get reckless???
 But I guess we’ll see.
 Now tell me — how do you want me to pay you?
 You used me. Abused me.
 And somehow, that’s okay with you?
 Why would I want to spend a day with you?
 I thought you wanted the best for me.
 like always, your toxic ways infected me.
What you did for me… You really did to me.
 Your fake showcase of love? Didn’t do sh!t for me.
 But you want me to just… Let it be? Nah.
 That only caused me a mental hysterectomy 
 I had to cut out the parts of me that still believed in peace.
 Still believed in we.
         You didn’t treat me right. You mentally affected me.
 Tell me — how do you sleep at night?
             All you did was “Take this and take that.”
But never gave back.
 Every other night was a fight
 At your door — that you excitedly incited.
 Sick cycles you invited.
 You crowded up my space
 In every shade, shape, and size 
 and you liked it. You didn't want me to rise.
 Didn’t want me to shine.
 You hated the compliments,
 Because they reminded you, I was divine.
 You took offense 
 Which, in a twisted way, kind of made sense.
 'Cause we weren't even playing on the same bench.
 You were too hypercritical of my credentials, 
 so you pulled others into our mess, like it was accidental.
 But it wasn’t. It was intentional.
 It was habitual. It was criminal.
 Slicker than a gecko
 Slippin’ past your own dark echoes.
 You hid behind sensual riddles
 Too sinister to get into.
 But eventually, I saw through you.
 Too good to be true I should’ve been quit you
 But I didn’t. Now here I am 
 A fool with a flame in the rain.
Still healing from my wounds,

I'm Just a sucker…  A Sucker4Pain.

 


 

 


  Mi$$ Doubtfire


 

You took away my applause and clapped at all my doors. What more could I give you—whore—than your issue? I thought we were exclusive. I wasn’t even allowed in my own place. You used me to my own disgrace. You squatted on me more ways than one, metaphorically. You were misusing the laws that were made for me. I never met a girl who was truly all for me. You were only around to infiltrate and hate, to take away from me being independently great. You didn’t want me going anywhere without you, tried to outpace me, wanted me to lose, lose, lose, and fall on my face, see. Then i started to lose weight and forfeit my dreams and high stakes. That ain’t right. I never messed with you, never doubted you—but you misfired. Mi$$ Doubtfire! You will never see me “mitch up” and wear a dress like Kevin Hart after you broke my heart. Even though you gave up that kitty cat, it wasn’t funny—no Katt Williams, no Easter bunnies. You drove me to depart. My flaws were your floors—marked. You walked on me, over me, through me, at night. in your Christian Dior's, screaming novelty poetries at me like I was your stage and not your partner to the core. You stepped on me to reach your higher heights. We had a love-and-hate war, back and forth like Rocky and Iron Mike. We were not alike. Did you even like me? We were good before the fall, before the fake rapport your friends brought into our hall. This is whack. But imma keep it a hundred with you. I ain’t come to play no games with you. You left me with a black-and-blue face like Chrisean. This wasn’t in the clause. This ain’t what we signed up for. I should’ve been forewarned. I should’ve seen the obscene neon signs lit up on the walls. This wasn’t legit—or legitimate. And I hope you’re sick, not escaping God’s punishment. I hope you’re aching in disgrace or resting in dog piss. I hate you, and the people that created you. You made me suffer in $hit. And yet, despite the pain, I couldn’t resist my own accomplishments. I’m still great—just like God professed. I’m His gift. Praise to He—the Almighty G-O-D. I’m not perfect. No man who walks this Earth is... like Jesus. I’m God’s disobedient child—made in His image. But don’t get it twisted in your myths. I’m still His servant. No less than what I’m supposed to be. You can block me, but you can’t block the talents and blessings that God gave to me. Besides, my mom thinks I’m handsome, and my grandma loves her first grandson. And that means I’m worth it—Goddammit. So, I didn’t sit around drowning in your bullshit, or the fake narratives you painted for me like I was some exhibit. I hope you heard, I may be tainted—and maybe a little crazy and sick, indefinitely—but you’re still gonna love me, because only I know how to do the things you like, to please. You can judge me, but you can’t sentence me to life, even though the pain you caused had me feeling imprisoned. But now—I get it. I get the pictures in your bloody Hail Mary ink scriptures. I still hear Sade silhouettes in my literature. residue from your fingertips. I’m mad at myself for investing my mind and my time. I couldn’t think. I wrecked my health. I wasted it all—like hair and spit in a cracked sink. Achoo. And I hope God doesn’t bless you. I’m not bitter. I’m just broken-hearted, ignorant, and arrogant. No subliminal. I’m not bad. I’m mad mad like Mike Jax. You’re a smooth criminal. Had to get a few mental screws tightened. prescriptions from shrinks to patch the holes in me. Coincidental? Maybe. Now I’m annoyed. I’m unemployed. And I can’t dodge the bullets in the form of bills that flood like a storm I can’t pay. And the cost of living in NYC? That’s already a beast I can’t slay. I can’t avoid ‘em. I can’t sleep. I can’t eat. I feel like R. Kelly in the penitentiary. I can forgive, but I can’t forget. Every time I needed you, you dipped, made excuses, went missing. But now I get it. You were my karma. You were my jinx. I’m holding my head—but I’m close to the edge—it hurts to think. My ship is about to sink. You weren’t in for full-grown commitment. You flaked, disappeared every time I wanted us to link. You lied—without blinking. What the hell was thinking?  

 I need another drink... clink.

 


She Took My Peace, I Took It Back!

 

Intro: She played me raw, no edits, no pause— I loved with no filter, but she broke the laws. Innocence stolen by a kiss and a lie, she took my peace, but I refused to die. These words are wounds wrapped in rhyme, Scars that speak louder than time. This ain’t pity or pain on display, it’s my soul’s testimony, clearing the gray.

Part 1: Her Lies, My Loss---- She got horny and bored and ran out of patience. She couldn’t take it. She couldn’t wait for an excuse to thot around town to misuse our faithful relationship. I guess the in-between her frustrations and not having enough patience she wanted to explore the other options that were waiting. She didn't show discipline. I know I got too complacent. To her, my place wasn’t good enough for us to chill. She was chasing thrills that I couldn’t possibly fulfill. She had me so insecure on the low, I thought I had to grow another inch on my pole. I even considered getting surgery to make it thicker just to pleaser her. But I should’ve just got rid of her, I didn’t really need her. What i really needed was a breather... She had already been entertaining other entertainment. She took that as a chance to get naked and to take it--- my peace and tranquility. She wasn't feeling me. That’s another reason for me to be on point like a cactus and above average to my abilities and not act like a savage, I just hope I have that patience agility.   she violated our sacred romantic romances and chose to jump ship and relinquish her loyalty virginity. I’m hating, every bit of me… Every conversation turned into debating. She was always fake beefing about frivolous situations. Starting arguments to ricochet the drama from the pressure the karma was inflating. She was setting me up just so she wouldn’t have to show face or her cold hands that were frost bitten with sexual vengeances from an unchecked addiction. These are my just my unjust revelations editions to her sickness. She was a female evil Satanic mistress. Yeah, she hopscotched and thotted at every position to go in my pockets to pay for her various expenses. like smoking expensive weed and her toiletries. Those were just aftereffects of benefits from my proceeds as she processed to profits off me! That’s sounds like rocket science to a degree. While the Fahrenheit was rising in my poetry’s society. She made a living lying to me. She said that she had to go out and do things for the family, so she wouldn’t be that obvious obviously... I need some redemption. I was her favorite client that wasn’t voluntary participating recipient. I was oblivious to her freaky links. She wore my heart on her sleeves. She was giving me her true lies, which was hard to believe. But like Arnold Schwarzenegger, I had to terminate that hoe! I was too impartial to play that part of john doe. I was a Martian in my Doc Martens. She bobbed with her weaves. On her knees preying. Lord Jesus, please save me!!! Pardon me. In my head I was saying “I just knew that this time shall pass” and I would always get greater later. But how much longer will this torture last? Thank God, I had God on my team. She would always have a problem when I would want to leave. I wanted to leave…
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