My Crush
Kiss her she says

It will make her love you

My best friend then

Such a trustworthy liar

So convincing I walked up to my crush

I stood behind her admiring her golden hair

She smelled sweet like honeycups

Her face was so young and innocent

Adorning a radiant smile

Like a burglar I surveyed the scene

My heart racing

The room completely silent except,

Except for the pencils clacking on the desktops

All the students working diligently

All ignoring my presence

My friend watched as I bent forward

Puckered and petrified I placed a kiss

Upon the top of my crush’s head

Oh, how my heart did break as she turned

My friend giggling at my torment

My crush’s smile transforming with confusion and disgust

Into a frown

