So, now the truth is out.

You don’t have to bother telling Rue about us sleeping together-she already knows and I admitted to it all last night on the phone. I have no more secrets, except how I really feel about how all of this happened. There has never been a time where I could express to anyone-especially you and Rue-how I feel and have either or both of you understand it. Even though you listen and pay attention to everything I say, you never seemed to understand that I couldn’t just walk up to a person I know feels very strongly for me and say ‘hey, I slept with someone else.’ That has always been a problem for me. Yeah, you told me to just say it if it happened, and I try sometimes, but it doesn’t come out.

For the sake of information, it happened Sunday morning at my house. I showered afterwards, and said nothing because, like I mentioned before, I’ve never felt that I could just say it to you. I know how you feel about me, that you love me, and I already know what it’s like having to hear that from someone else. And the fact that you seem to get upset very easily with things I say or do-because you think about them-makes me feel like I can’t say it because you’ll make these very depressing journal entries or talk about things in a ‘I want to die; I can’t like’ sort of way. You know full well that it always worries me when you talk like that, given what you’ve done at times like that in the past. I don’t want something bad to happen, and I feel there is nothing I can do but try and be there in some way for you, to try and help to make things better. The same goes with Rue, and most of the time I feel like I’m in the position where both of you are dependent on me to be exactly the same thing in both your lives, and if that doesn’t happen, then something bad will happen to either one of you. I worry constantly about you and how you feel and so on. When you get quiet, yes, I do worry a lot if you’re all right or if you’re upset or something. I worry if it’s because of me, something I did or didn’t do, something I said, and so on. Again, the same applies to Rue. 

When I admitted to Rue about sleeping with you last night, she cried for a while, calmed down, and things got back to nearly the way they were before. She is again giving me the choice of getting rid of you or her. Tonight, I am going to tell her that my friendships, with you or anyone else, are a part of who I am, and that if she can’t come to accept that, to accept my friendships along with me personally, then there can’t be another relationship. What she does from there is none of my business and it’s her choice. With you, yeah, I fucked up. I will not ask for forgiveness or anything along that line because I don’t expect it. I can only apologize and wait for whatever you want to do with your life.

I am sorry.

