Poker Disgrace

On the tails of laughter

We entered this,

Our final game:

I desired a measly pair

And thought you too ambitious

Aiming for the elusive royal flush.

I was so content 

Until your restive gaze

Branded my candid ambition

Inferior to your noble goal.

Hidden by your mask of delight,

Cutthroated aggression spurred

Your competitive spirit.

I should have known

You were bidding on my failure

As we dealt ourselves

This telling hand.

It isn’t fun, never a game 

When you refuse to discard

Your poker face.

A pair was never enough for you,

Insufficient in your eyes

Even while learning the game.

So I’m laying down four-of-a-kind.

You display your Royal Flush,

Complete, with one exeption.

It is all hearts leering up at me,

Attempting to hide the ace of spades.

You cannot win this hand

So go on, get out of this place.

It is I who has the Lover’s Ace.

