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“Sometimes the people you’d take a bullet for are the ones pulling the trigger.” — Unknown

There was a night I almost choked on my own silence. The kind where your heart keeps knocking, louder than your thoughts, but your mouth just won’t move. She was asleep on my couch with the blanket I bought for nights like this. That girl could sleep through anything — lies, guilt, God’s warnings. And he? He was probably scrolling through her messages with my name still saved in his phone. I don’t know what stung more: the betrayal or the fact that I saw it coming and stayed anyway.

People talk about heartbreak like it’s fireworks and crying on bathroom floors. But nobody tells you what it feels like to pass someone the salt at dinner and know they’re sleeping with your man. Nobody writes songs about cooking for the people killing your peace.

The betrayal didn’t knock. It moved in quietly, took off its shoes, got comfortable, and left the door wide open for hell to visit.

I remember her laugh echoing in my kitchen while I poured her tea. Chamomile — her favorite. She always said it tasted like home. And maybe that’s what made it worse. I was home. She was safe. And still, she chose to be a snake in a robe.

There’s a moment that plays on loop in my head — her asking me how I made my stew so rich. I was stirring that pot with hands that built everything for her, showing her the things my mother taught me. And behind all that “sis” and Sunday morning prayer voice, she was plotting. Studying me. I thought I was being helpful. She thought I was being stupid.

I gave her a room. She took the whole damn house.

She walked through my door with dreams in a suitcase and left fingerprints on my foundation. You know the kind of girl who makes you believe in sisterhood? That was her. Or at least, that’s the mask she wore so well, it even had me fooled. I trusted her more than I trusted my own intuition — and that was my first mistake.

They say God gives warnings, but we romanticize red flags until they start to look like decorations. And me? I decorated every inch of that betrayal. Put fairy lights around it and called it love.

There was a Sunday she borrowed my perfume. Sprayed it like it was hers. Walked out with my scent while texting my man. I was blind, but my spirit was not quiet. It tugged and tugged, and I kept brushing it off like a loose thread. You don’t want to believe someone you’d bleed for would cut you — not until you’re standing there, dripping, asking them to just tell the truth.

She never did. He didn’t either.

The text wasn’t poetic. It was stupid. “You around?” That’s all it said. But it was enough. My chest tightened like I’d swallowed wire. I laughed out loud, not because it was funny, but because my body didn’t know what else to do with the shock. “You around.” Yeah. I’ve always been around. That’s the problem.

I wish I could say I confronted her like in the movies — yelling, slamming doors, a glass of water to the face. But I didn’t. I watched her pour cereal the next morning with the same hands that had touched him. She chewed like nothing had changed. And I stood there, quiet, shattered, but still handing her a spoon.

That’s the thing about betrayal: it doesn’t shout. It whispers in the kitchen while the kettle’s boiling. It slips in through cracked doors and hides behind "I love you." It’s the quiet betrayal that ruins you. The kind that steals your voice while you're still trying to pronounce the word “loyalty.”

I started keeping a notebook. Nothing poetic, just bullet points. Things I noticed. The silence after my calls. Her knowing where I kept his charger. Him knowing she doesn’t like onions. I wrote until the pages screamed louder than I could.

Funny thing is, everyone said I was lucky. “She’s so helpful.” “You’ve got a solid friend.” “You’re blessed to have a man who respects you.” And I nodded, wore the compliments like armor, not knowing I was bleeding underneath.

God didn’t raise me to be weak. But He did give me a soft heart. And she used every inch of that softness like it was hers to spend. What kind of woman stands beside you in church and sleeps with your man in silence?

I started noticing how often I said “it’s okay” when it wasn’t. That phrase became my shield. I’d say it when the room got too quiet, when my chest tightened at the sound of her laughter, when he touched my shoulder like it still belonged to him. “It’s okay.” But it never was.

They made a game out of my grace.

It’s strange, grieving people who are still alive and breathing in your space. She was brushing her teeth, humming gospel, and I was in the next room trying to remember the last time I felt safe in my own bed.

She once told me, “God sees hearts.” I didn’t know she was hiding hers behind mine.

One night I laid on the floor — not because I fell, but because my bed felt too shared, too touched, too fake. I laid there wondering if I was crazy. Wondering if maybe I had imagined it all. That’s the power of manipulation — it makes you doubt your own gut. But deep down, we always know.

I knew. I just didn’t want to say it out loud.

Because saying it made it real. Saying it meant I’d have to look at her and admit the love was one-sided. Saying it meant I’d have to admit that the man I prayed with, the friend I cried with, were never on my side to begin with.

And that kind of truth? It rearranges everything.

They say hurt people hurt people. Maybe. But I think some people are just comfortable being harmful. Comfortable in your comfort. Unbothered by the damage they cause. She was about to travel overseas. I had bought her a few things to make her trip smoother. I stayed up ironing her outfits. And she was screwing my peace one moment at a time.

No guilt. No remorse. Just good morning and fake concern.

I heard them once. Not clearly — just enough to know. A laugh. A low whisper. His voice saying her name the way he used to say mine. I sat outside the door like a stranger in my own life.

That’s when I stopped writing in the notebook. There was no need. The story was loud enough.

I became quiet. Not cold — just quiet. The kind of quiet that comes after a storm that didn’t announce itself. I started folding my energy the way you fold a shirt before packing it away. I smiled when I needed to. Played nice until I figured out my next move.

People always say "you deserve better" like it’s healing. But healing isn’t a quote. Healing is rage and red eyes and talking to walls because the people you love can’t hear you anymore. Healing is removing someone’s toothbrush from your bathroom and not crying when you throw it in the trash.

She knew better. She knew I would’ve never done this to her.

She knew I prayed for her, stood for her, even lied to defend her. She knew. But she did it anyway.
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