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Ghosts in the Audience
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the stairs creak

not from age

but from memory

each step holds a breath

that never finished leaving

each board knows your name

you thought the house was empty

you thought the room was done

you thought the last word had already fallen

you are done

the light stays longer than it should

the silence watches instead of listens

no one claps

we sit where voices once waited

we stand where courage thinned

we lean in when you look away

this is not an ending

this is attendance

we do not speak

because you already did

and still returned

the stairs creak again

we are not behind you

we are not ahead of you

we are with you

we are the ghosts

in the audience
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The Real Times We Loved Each Other
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There were real times.

Not metaphors.

Not dreams we later sharpened into truth.

Real times—

when your name rested in my mouth

like a warm coin,

when the air between us learned our shapes

before we ever did.

I remember the first silence

that felt like permission.

Not consent spoken aloud—

something older, quieter,

the way night leans into a window

without breaking it.

Your shoulder near mine

rewrote gravity.

The room tilted.

The walls stepped back politely.

We were not performing love.

No audience.

No future watching.

Just breath recognizing breath

as if it had been waiting a long time.

Your skin was not an object—

it was a climate.

I stepped into it.

I adjusted my weather.

We did not rush.

We never rushed.

Desire grew the way fires do

when no one is panicking—

slow heat, patient flame,

wood learning it will be changed.

I remember your hands

not for where they went

but for how they paused.

How they learned me

before touching me.

How restraint itself felt electric,

how waiting made everything louder.

Time softened.

Minutes forgot their job.

The clock took off its shoes

and sat down with us.

We were not young because of age.

We were young because we believed

this moment would not betray us.

Your breath changed when you were close.

Mine answered.

It was a conversation

no language ever improved upon.

I knew your body

like a map that does not end—

no destination,

only regions of warmth,

places to linger,

edges that invited curiosity.

We did not consume each other.

We entered.

The bed was not a stage.

It was a field—

wide, forgiving,

where nothing had to be proven.

I remember your weight beside me,

not heavy, not light—

real.

Anchoring me to the fact

that I was here,

that you were not a thought.

There were nights

when we barely moved,

when closeness itself was enough—

skin talking to skin

in a language older than urgency.

There were other nights

when want rose fast,

surprising even us,

when desire felt like a wave

that did not ask permission

but still carried us gently.

I will not name the acts.

They do not need names.

What mattered was the way
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