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            INTRODUCTION

          

        

      

    

    
      Dear Reader,

      

      In late 2014, I created an Instagram account to share my writing with the world. It was at once both thrilling and terrifying, but I never looked back. Writing is my therapy. I need to get out the manic words that bounce around in my head. Finding others in this world who connect with your sorrows, soar with your achievements, and devour your soul is an indescribable feeling. You will find many of my social media follower’s favorite pieces and the first words I shared with the world within these pages. We are continually growing, always moving forward. I am constantly fascinated by the many women I meet living inside of me. It is necessary and humbling to look back at our small, simple first steps. I don’t regret a bit of this journey. Thank you for listening to every part of my story.

      

      Love,

      J. R. Rogue
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            NEGLECTED

          

        

      

    

    
      You tell me

      things,

      little things

      that turn

      me sideways.

      

      I can’t see north.

      

      You have me humming.

      Little

      parts of

      me long neglected,

      sing,

      

      begging for

      your chorus

      down

      south.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            FLESH & BONE

          

        

      

    

    
      I sleep alone,

      in a bed three

      sizes too large for me.

      

      I play with my hair,

      after it has finally dried

      from my shower.

      

      (The one I took alone.)

      

      I pretend

      your fingers are slipping

      slowly through my dark locks.

      I pretend you are

      gently tracing

      nouns & verbs on

      my skin.

      I pretend.

      

      Pretending with you

      is a fire I have

      never known with

      flesh & bone

      lovers.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            UNMASK THE MYSTERY

          

        

      

    

    
      A week or so ago,

      a few minutes past midnight,

      I turned on my bedside lamp

      & reached for that heavy copy of

      Gray's Anatomy stuffed under my

      worn out dictionary,

      a few letters

      from old lovers,

      & scraps of my own poetry.

      The spine always ached in the same place,

      but I had to read it again.

      Every detail about

      the heart.

      I still couldn't figure out

      why it would stop & start every time your

      name lit up my phone.

      The words never

      really made sense to me.

      But reading

      prose & examining art

      had failed to

      unmask the mystery

      that would always be you & I.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            REFLECTION

          

        

      

    

    
      It was unlike me.

      No kitten heels.

      No rouge on my cheeks.

      

      I left my tricks in the bag on the floor next

      to your mattress.

      

      I was days of beach hair

      & maybe a swipe or two

      of mascara here & there.

      

      I didn't rely on the smoke

      & mirrors I planned on

      placing around myself to fool you into

      not seeing the years I had on you & the

      quivering of my lip.

      

      I saw a rawness in the mirror

      as I tangled my fingers in the

      knot on my head & wiped

      more sand from my brow.

      

      I saw a beauty in that reflection, too.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            UNTHAWED & UNCLENCHED

          

        

      

    

    
      Fear fucked me over.

      It filled the caverns of my

      shoes with cement

      & anxiety helped that bitch out, too.

      

      It took a village to raise me,

      but these two, they cage me.

      

      I’m past due on life dreams &

      a bucket list of to-do’s.

      

      I want to be brave—

      like you,

      unthawed & unclenched.

      You run & I see you thrive on the

      days it hurts to leave your bed.

      

      The days I kick myself in

      the gut & remind myself of the

      weeks & years I was barely ticking.

      

      The time before you

      & the way that you moved me.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            PLACE TO LAND

          

        

      

    

    
      Your voice

      has me falling back

      into it again.

      

      There

      is no sound

      quite like it.

      

      (The hushed tone,

      the soft laughter.)

      

      It’s a nice

      place to land.

      

      I think

      I’ll stay a while.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            WANTING WHISPERS

          

        

      

    

    
      I’m always losing sleep over you.

      The dark holds my wanting whispers,

      your vivid dreams of me,

      & the things we are too

      scared to say.

      

      I still wear your sun

      on my skin.

      

      I admit I’m jealous

      of that madman in the sky.

      

      I am cursed to know why

      every night

      he races to

      set where you are.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            INTOXICATING STORY

          

        

      

    

    
      I hear other men

      finishing your

      sentences for you

      in my head.

      

      Maybe I’m convinced you will

      let me down like the rest.

      Your words are ruining me

      in a foreign way.

      

      We have a way with fiction.

      

      Maybe I’m afraid we are

      fooling ourselves.

      

      It’s an intoxicating story.

      

      Reality is this:

      I’ve fallen too far with

      no knowledge of your skin.

      

      I fear the depths I’ll reach

      once I’ve tasted you.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            UNDRESS

          

        

      

    

    
      There’s nothing

      I want more

      than to undress for you.

      

      To steady my gaze

      when your eyes come near.

      

      To silence my insecurities

      & faltering.

      

      To fuse my truth

      with your skin.

      

      To throw it fiercely

      at the air above

      that mattress

      low on the ground.

      

      I want to strip down.

      To tangle our limbs

      & untie knots.

      

      To trust your gentle truth

      to lead me to heaven.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            TWIST & TURN

          

        

      

    

    
      I’d open a vein for you.

      I’d let everything I am

      pool around your feet.

      

      I’d whisper in your ear,

      with your shirt

      clutched in my fist,

      all the vowels

      I don’t dare smear

      on the page.

      

      I’d do it with

      clenched eyes

      & loose limbs.

      

      I’d do it terrified

      & without fear.

      

      You do that to me.

      You twist & turn me.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            HONEST WITH MYSELF

          

        

      

    

    
      It’s 2:47am &

      I am having

      a hard time keeping

      my eyes open.

      I just want to continue

      to hear the soft sound of

      your voice in my ear.

      

      I want to know every

      little truth

      you’ll offer up

      to me.

      

      Your beauty does

      something to me.

      You, do something to me.

      

      I am never going to be

      the same.

      

      & if I am being

      honest with myself,

      & I rarely am,

      that terrifies me.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            I’M IN LOVE

          

        

      

    

    
      warm water drops

      on rose tips

      & my hips 

      & you are looking into my dusk eyes

      & your emerald stare is

                  making my lip turn up

      & “what?” I breathe

      & you reach for me 

      & I hook you with my heel

      & I grip your marble back

      & I’m in love

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            FORT

          

        

      

    

    
      Just give me three days.

      I don’t care what we do.

      I don’t have a catalog of sights

      to check off a list.

      

      It’s just

      your lips

      on mine

      that I desire.

      

      Let’s make a fort out of sheets

      & forget the world that

      has forgotten us.

      

      Fall in love with me

      & maybe,

      maybe,

      I’ll finally catch a glimpse

      of that girl I lost

      too long

      ago.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            OUT OF HARM’S WAY

          

        

      

    

    
      The cars passing by whipped

      my sun stained hair around.

      I hated when it

      would get caught in my lip gloss.

      I hated the exhaust

      fumes in the air.

      

      You reached for my hand & pulled me

      closer to you in the median,

      out of harm’s way.

      (That's always where you kept me.)

      

      I aimed a mocking glare at you

      & pursed my lips.

      (Anything to see that crooked smile emerge & I never had to do much.)

      

      You adored me & I knew it.

      The words hadn't fallen yet but we were long gone.

      

      I gripped your hip with

      one hand & wrapped the other around your nape, dropping my second

      hand purse into the grass.

      

      "You're a fucking pain in my ass

      & I love you. Did you know that?"

      

      Your eyes said “yes” & your

      lips met mine.

      The honking

      & hollering from

      passing cars was

      a symphony to me on that

      spring day.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            WITH YOUR VOICE

          

        

      

    

    
      You brushed against the scar

      on my thigh,

      so I told you the story.

      Childhood & bicycles & a fear of stitches.

      You winced, but I never did,

      at the memory.

      

      I’d been through worse

      at that age.

      In that house.

      That was the thing, about telling

      you my stories.

      About my scars.

      

      You absorbed them. You absorbed me.

      You ached with me. You reached for me.

      

      With your hands. With your voice.

      With your poetry.

      & I wasn’t alone.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            TRACED PASSWORDS

          

        

      

    

    
      I made sure you winced a bit

      as I squeezed my thighs

      around your sides.

      

      I laughed at the face you pulled,

      your breath hovering just above mine.

      

      I bit your jaw & leaned back into

      the plush pillow case.

      

           “You’re hurting me,”

                       you mocked.

      

               “I’m doing no such thing.”

                            I kissed your nose.

      

      You were hurting me.

      With that smile & your

      hair brushing my

      sunburnt shoulders as you

      traced passwords onto my skin.

      

      You knew how to get in.

      No one else did.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            YOU SHIVERED

          

        

      

    

    
      I placed my

      mouth near your neck,

      & you shivered.

      

      I had obsessed

      over when the moment

      would happen.

      When you would

      place your lips

      on me.

      

      (Many bets were made.)

      

      Fuck, you shivered.

      So, I couldn’t

      wait.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            DESPITE THE CIRCUMSTANCE

          

        

      

    

    
      I can feel you,

      despite the miles.

      

      You're inside of me,

      despite the circumstance.

      

      This world we live in,

      it's a now world.

      

      We want it all now.

      Here.

      In each breath. 

      

      For you,

      I'll wait.

      

      I'll count the

      moments between.

      I can't see moving

      any way but toward you.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            TIMID & TERRIBLE PLACES

          

        

      

    

    
      I’ll never apologize

      for wanting you.

      I’ll never hold my feelings close

      inside behind locked doors again.

      

      I can see it 

      in others’ eyes

      when I speak of you

      & how it began & how

      I have slowly grown bolder

      & softer in

      all of my stone places.

      

      I see the doubt &

      skeptic stain.

      

      I was lost for so long & now

      I’ve found a narrow

      path to who I was when

      love didn't linger

      in only my timid & terrible

      places.

      

      You've flowed

      around me in a gentle way.

      

      It's what you are,

      & what I am slowly becoming

      again.

      

      Gone are the very violent lines of my past.

      The volatile tone in my voice

      is but a whisper.

      

      I’ll never apologize for wanting you.

      I’ll never apologize for becoming new again.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            PAST LOVERS

          

        

      

    

    
      When you

      write of sex,

      

      & at times

      my shifty mind

      plucks it from

      the spaces

      between the words,

      

      something breaks

      loose

      inside of me,

      

      & that’s

      more than I can

      say

      of past

      lovers.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            WEARY OF REALITY

          

        

      

    

    
      I just want

      to climb inside your mind

      for a while.

      

      I'd venture a guess your

      dreams are a

      beautiful

      place to live.

      

      & I've grown

      so weary of

      reality.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            GAZEDGAZEDGAZED

          

        

      

    

    
      I couldn't get

      your walk out of

      my mind today.

      (Beautiful distraction.)

      I saw the turn of your heel,

      barefoot on hardwood.

      The hard lines of your

      calf, the turn of your direction.

      

      You had forgotten

      something,

      spun,

      to me your

      gait was aimed.

      

      I propped up on one elbow

      & gazedgazedgazed.

      (Beautiful transfixion.)

      

      Your everything was showing,

      & I wanted it.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            EAVESDROPPING PALM

          

        

      

    

    
      I had aching heels, ridiculous pumps

      on, & seven blocks to go until

      we were safe in your sheets.

      

      So I hopped on your back

      & threw my arms around

      you, giggling as you hefted me up.

      

      I couldn't keep my kiss from your ear.

      Thanking you for saving me from

      the torture my fashion sense always

      inflicted.

      Thanking you for pressing a

      water into my hand after every

      couple of shots.

      Thanking you for being the

      one who always saved me.

      

      You responded with goosebumps

      & dropped me to the pavement.

      You pushed me up against the

      eavesdropping palm tree &

      whispered your own “thank you”

      into my skin.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            TENDER WHIT OF HOPE

          

        

      

    

    
      I’m dying to know you.

      To crawl in between

      your commas

      & spaces.

      

      To whisper in ways,

      intimate ways,

      your words & mine.

      

      To marry them

      for a while,

      or we can write

      us as a one night stand

      with a tender

      whit

      of hope.
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