i’d like to blame it on hormones.
conceited much?

no muscle here

not toned, shaped, or cut.

with baby cheeks and a cross-my-arms-over-it stomach

i get no bragging rights

remind me not to flaunt it. 

i don’t know why i sit and heed your complaints

tell me how you really feel
you just go

sit and have your fantasy

while i dream of the most imperfect boy

in the world. 
