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    To the uniforms we've unzipped with our eyes,
the glances we wore longer than we should have,
and the stories that made our pulses pick up the beat.
 
This one's for the heartbeat behind the badge,
the heat under the collar,
and every job that got us
just a little hot under it.
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​Introduction
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Darling,

––––––––
[image: ]


Let’s not pretend we haven’t all paused

a second too long at the fire hall,

lingered near the lifeguard chair,

waited for a parcel that wasn’t even ours

just to hear a postal worker say our name.
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This is a love letter

to those who show up.

Who clock in and carry more than duty.

Who steady ladders and steering wheels,

gurneys and gazes,

and sometimes, us.

––––––––
[image: ]


Each poem here is a glance.

A brush of the hand.

A moment that might not belong to anyone

but sure as sugar feels like it was made

just for you.
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Welcome to a working love.

It wears boots.

It wears gloves.

It wears a look

you can’t shake for days.
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Yours in the hush between verses,

Delilah
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​Out of Breath, Not Out of Love
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The beach was postcard-perfect

which only made it worse.
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Blue so bright it mocked my mood,

sunlight sharp as memory.
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I didn’t mean to wander

so far from safety.

Didn’t mean to test the tides

or tempt the current.
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But what’s the point of a romantic getaway

when you arrive solo,

still dressed in silence

where conversation used to be?
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I went out

too far,

too numb.
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The flags warned me.

The staff warned me.

My own body tried.

But I didn’t listen

until the ocean grabbed my ankle

and pulled.
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You saw me

before I sank.

Strong arms,

no questions.

Just action.

You hauled me from blue despair

into breath.
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Pressed me against your chest

and said I was okay.

Said I was safe.

––––––––
[image: ]


Your hands stayed steady.

But mine shook

not from drowning,

but from the way your grip

reminded me

how it felt to be held

like I was worth saving.
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I came back

the next day.

And the one after.
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Not to swim.

Not to risk.

Just to see if you’d be there again

still watching the waves,

still waiting

for someone

who might forget

what the ocean

never does.
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And maybe I’m still drowning inside.

But when you look at me

I don’t mind so much.
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​Dress Blues, Open Wounds
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They call them heroes,

but I remember the boy

before the battlefield.
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Before medals hung like weighted praise

from fabric that still holds a collection of fear, determination and resolve.
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He loved me first

in a beat-up convertible

top down,

engine louder than his dreams.

He’d talk gears and spark plugs,

while I nodded,

half-listening,

but fully watching

the light in his eyes

when he spoke of movement.

Of roads, of speed,

of possibility.
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Eventually,

his gaze turned inward

to futures,

to shared pillow talk about Thailand,

Route 66,

how many pairs of jeans we’d need

if we just kept going.
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He asked me

when the world began to unravel

if he should go.

He waited for my yes.

––––––––
[image: ]


That mattered.

Still does.
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Now,

he walks in dress blues.

Shoulders broader.

Voice deeper.

Smile rarer.
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But I see past the uniform.

Past the ceremony.

To the man who once wiped grease

on his jeans

and kissed me

like I was something holy.
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He came back.

Not unchanged.

Not untouched.
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But mine.
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So I tell him

every day,

every time I catch his hand drifting

to old wounds,

to silent aches

that what he did

matters.

That who he was

still lives here,

in this home,

in this bed,

in me.
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He wears medals.

But I remember his laugh.

And that’s the part

I pin my love to.
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​Last Call, First Kiss
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It was my birthday.

Not the milestone kind.

Just enough to make a scene,

just enough to let my friends wear sequins

and call me “the reluctant queen.”
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I ordered a virgin old fashioned.

You raised an eyebrow,

offered a pairing suggestion,

like pleasure didn’t need proof

to be real.
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I asked you - half serious, half teasing - 

to keep an eye on my girls.

You said,

“With pleasure.”

And looked only at me.
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From then on,

I made every trip to the bar myself.

Let them toast without me.

Let them spill secrets at the booth.

I came to you.

Again.

And again.

––––––––
[image: ]


Your blacks fit just right.

Your voice didn’t try too hard.

You spoke to me like a woman

who knows her worth

and isn’t afraid to sip slow.
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There was reverence in your glance,

not hunger.

Admiration.

Not chase.
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You smiled like I was the sharpest thing

you’d seen all night.
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When it was time to leave,

my friends nudged.

“Elbows and numbers,” they said.

“Lipstick and luck.”
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But I didn’t want to be one more voice

echoing down your bar.
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So I brought you a tip.

Just a thank you, I said.

You shook your head.

Slid a coaster across instead.
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I didn’t read it until home.

Didn’t dare.

Afraid it was empty.

Or worse - clever.
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But there it was:

the name of your club,

my drink in shorthand,

and on the back
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“First round’s on me.

Next one’s ours.

- R.”
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I didn’t sleep that night.

Not from nerves.

From memory.

From the way your eyes felt

when you said,

“With pleasure.”
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And meant me.
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​Wrong Address, Right Timing
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It started like a cliché.

A doorbell,

a knock that wasn’t meant to linger.
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But I was already standing,

halfway to the door

as if summoned

by something in the air

the scent of mail and maybe.
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You stood there,

sun caught in your hair,

a uniform slightly creased,

as if your route had detoured

just for me.
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“Pardon me, miss,”

you said,

in a voice made for porch swing confessions.

You were looking for an address.

But your eyes found mine instead.
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My father wandered by.

Knew your name.

Smiled like a man who’d watched

too many Hallmark endings.
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He left us there.

You and I,

mid-mistake,

or mid-meet-cute.
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I asked if this was a setup.

You blinked.

Flushed.

Read the address again

like it might exonerate you.
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I gave directions.

You gave a parting smile.

The kind you tuck behind your ribs

and take out on quiet nights.
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Inside,

my father hummed.

Said you were raised right.

Said you were the kind of man

who leaves no letters lost

and no woman unseen.
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The bell rang again.

My name this time.

Your voice softer.

Less duty, more dare.
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You offered dinner,

or a walk,

or something that sounded like hope

in a town where surprises

don’t knock twice.
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I asked about your mother.

You said respect wasn’t taught

it was practiced.

––––––––
[image: ]


I said maybe

this woman

could use a little more

of that kind of practice.
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And you smiled,

like the delivery had landed.
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