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Written for a friend that is dealing with regret after a failed love affair. Hang in there, H.
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It’s hard to be your dirty little secret, a skeleton in your closet that you hope to never be found. It’s
hard to think that she gets to sleep with you, to roll over and touch you, hear you, kiss you, and make
love with you, whenever she desires. . To hear you talk about her, about what’s lacking in your life, in
your bedroom, what you want, and what you’ve turned to me to get … and then to see you choose
her above me? That stings. It stings like alcohol seeping in to a fresh paper cut. . To lie to get to you,
to worry about my alibi so I can see you and kiss you and fuck you, then send you home to your cold
bed with her … it bites. It bites like that first breath of air on a frozen winter morning. . To want you so
badly, to wait for that message that says you're thinking about me, to log-on a thousand times a day,
to obsess over you in my thoughts and in my dreams, that’s a burden, a burden like that awful secret
you were once told that you never asked to hear. . To know that it was easy for you to stop seeing
me, to not call or reach out, that our time together meant little more to you than a casual fling, that
even though you said she’s a “bitch”, you treat me like one. That hurts, hurts deep like a torturous
memory of a pain decades old. . Mostly, it’s hard to be your dirty little secret. It's hard to accept the
fact that I've become just another set of hidden bones. . But knowing that I could destroy you, destroy
that cold bed you share with her, that I could let my anger and feelings of abandonment easily take
over my sensibility, causing you stinging, burdening hurts that never go away ... this is my only
solace.

