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​Foreword

When I first picked up a pen, I was in the ruins—broken promises, silent phones, bed sheets soaked in regret and gloom. I wrote to survive the lonely nights I couldn't sleep and to rebuild when the world said I was done and a creep.

Sucker4Pain 2 is my truth. Every scar I swallowed. Every pride I dropped. Every moment I stood back up.

In these pages, you'll find my heart—opened, closed, chipped. This isn't just my story. It's the testament of anyone who's loved the wrong one, fought the system, lost their way, and still found the road back to themselves.

It's my heart calling out for help. My body being released from her grip. All the painful pleasures I felt. Being hurt but carrying pain in silence.

I'm just a sucker for love that became a sucker for pain—addicted to the emotions and commotions stuck in my veins.

This is my testimony.

Coolgmack
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​Dedication

To God, first and foremost—for being there through the ups and downs and the down-downs. You never gave up on me, even when I gave up on You. Thank You for the grace I've been given and for shielding me from death time and time again.

To my family—who showed love regardless of my mental health struggles. Y'all know who you are. I see you. I love you.

To all the women who gave me content to write about—the lessons were painful, but necessary. Thank you for being part of my testimony.

To everyone who tried to drown me—I guess you didn't know you can't sink a vessel that's Holy.

To all my brothers and sisters locked up—do the time, don't let the time do you. Make it count. Be productive. Don't let depression and oppression get the best of you. Your story isn't over.

To my old friends I had to leave behind—my bad, but I had to change, and that meant changing my circle too. If you decide to grow with me, we can reconnect. I can't afford negativity anymore. I don't have any more time to give to prison—mental or physical.

This book is proof: survival is possible. Redemption is real. And you are not your past.

​

​


Foreword

Dedication

Chapter 1: Through the Veil



Through the Veil

The Queen’s Betrayal

Chipped crown

The Weight I Won't Carry

I Refuse to Sink

Mirror Truth


Chapter 2: The Fallouts



Lost, Confused, & Listening to Otis

Left in the Rain

Elusive dreams 2

Betrayed but not Broken

💔 Cryonyx 2: A Second Chance

Ex-ploding

Crash course


Chapter 3: Flesh and Fire



Flesh Without Fire

Microwave love

Frozen Desire

Survived the Fire

Hula Hoops

Burning thru the furnace

Heaven-Sent and Hell-Bent


Chapter 4: Ghosted by Love



Hollow Gestures

Cold call

A love/hate Dance

Duck Duck Goose

Family Tithes

❤️ 🤜 (heartfist)

I Thought We Were Cool

Love skitzo

End Zone Dreams


Chapter 5: Love’s Illusions



I dunno

I dunno what it is.

No Calls, No Mail

Sixth Inning Switch

Not Worth It


Chapter 6: Unwavering



Unwavering

Rising From the Ashes

Child of God

Refined


Chapter 7: Deliverance



Convicted to Affliction

My Own Worst Enemy

Caged by Deception

Domestic terrorists

No Third Party

Raft in the Ocean


Chapter 8: Revolving Doors



Revolving whore/door

999th Attempt

The 1000th Truth

Thank You for The Pain

About Author

More books by Coolgmack

​

​


​Chapter 1: Through the Veil

Seeing the truth beyond deception — the awakening.

“Peeling back the masks, seeing what’s real through the lies. This chapter is about waking up to betrayal, facing the shadows, and beginning to trust your own eyes.”

​
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​Through the Veil
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I see through the veil you wove with ease,

Each thread a falsehood spun to please

You alone—no thought, no care

For trust that hung suspended there.

Your deception grows its twisted roots,

Unflinching as it bears its fruits

Of distance, doubt, and hollow space

Where once I saw an honest face.

The lies you told without a blink,

So callous that I cannot think

How easily the words were said,

How little weight each promise weighed.

Yet I stand firm against the storm,

Your shifting truths, your shapeless form

I know now what I have to do:

Place oceans wide between me and you.

This misplaced faith I once held dear

Now crystallizes, cold and clear

Not bitterness, but knowing sight:

Some distances are set for flight.

I weather this with steady breath,

This small rehearsal before a death

Of what we were, of what we're not

The garden grew from seeds of rot.

So let your falsehoods find new ground,

Let other hearts be tightly bound

By stories that you spin at will

I've walked away. I'm walking still.
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​The Queen’s Betrayal 
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She was supposed to be my queen,

The one who knelt before me

And promised me eternity 

But hid betrayal in her spleen.

Like a thief of my dreams.

She swore to protect me, 

But instead dissected me,

Crossed my chest selectively 

Like a pawnless rookie,

Stormed my castle,

Took everything,

Left my mind battling her shadows. 

Scars? Internal.

Etched like ink under my skin

Never fading, always burning.

They say you are what you eat,

So maybe I was weak, maybe I was soft,

But even lions cry when love turns its claws. 

Still, I won’t cry in the rain.

Where the thunder listens.

I’ll keep it pimpin’ like Ken’s dressing.

Dripping in pain

But wearing it like chains,

Too saucy to be salty,

Too stubborn to break the pane

I won’t let her remember 

Become a recession in my soul.

This time, 

I move in silence, calculating—cold, 

Because I finally know 

She ain’t ever going to change.

It’s evident in her absence,

In her actions, which are vain

She danced around my dignity.

And called it love. I call it pain.

Strange how I let it happen,

How I entertained 

The circus and became a clown.

But at least I know now 

No more roles, no more shows

No more friends.

I run like presidents 

When your name reaches my residence,

Because baby, your energy is lethal,

And I’m done inhaling it.

Your game is seen through

You’ve been fired, expired,

The liar I once admired.

The heartbreak? I can consider.

But the poison still lingers.

Dripping slowly from within,

Like venom under my skin.

And still, I smile.

Still, I pray.

Still, I move.

Even though you crooked my grin

Like a dentist with a vendetta,

Though you meant for this to ruin me,

You failed better.

You left me in the cold 

And now I’m half the man,

But with twice the vision.

Real loyalty, real strength.

Your fake love taught me 

How to spot the real thing.

No—I won’t go to war with you.

I won’t battle someone 

Who already knew 

They lost me.

Keep your non-apologies; 

They bounce right off me.

I forgive myself

Forever thinking your love was holy.

I don’t need closure from you

I just need distance.

So I can dispose of you

You took my heart and apprehended it.

Like it was nothing,

Like it wasn’t beating for you.

Pushed all my buttons 

I never cheated on you

The jewels you gave were fake.

Just like the promises.

Just like the “forevers.”

Just like the way you vow to give.

You were handing the kitty 

To another man like it was candy.

That was supposed to be only my pantry.

But it’s all good.

I won’t curse your name

I’ll forget about you.

I’ll pretend we never happened.

No more friends, 

No more fake mending.

I stayed past my limit, 

But grace got me through it.

God pulled me from your fire, 

And I still breathe

You can try, but 

You can’t count me out,

Not with fingers, not with toes. Not me!

So wash your face,

Miss me with your guilt trips.

Mrs. Misery, 

Your silence is finally a gift.

I'm sorry, I’m not sorry 

That I won’t be the better man.
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