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    For the One Who Lit the Match
You said it would only be once.But you never said how many times that once would echo.
This is for the nights that burned too hot,the mornings that came too fast,and the glances that asked questions we never dared answer out loud.
For the hand that hovered,the breath that hitched,the mouth that said nobut the eyes that whispered try anyway.
You were never mine.But oh—you were the spark that made me write like I was on fire.
With a pen that still misses your name,
Delilah
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A Note from the Bedside Table
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Darling Reader,

––––––––
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If you’ve opened this little collection in search of restraint, dignity, or the gentle whisper of literary propriety... well, how delightfully lost you are.
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Welcome.
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I am Delilah DeBrief: poet, flirt, and proud collector of emotional misfires and impractical underwear. This book is not strictly obscene (I checked), but it does press up quite suggestively against the idea. Think less pornographic, more poetic, with heavy breathing and clever wordplay.
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Inside, you’ll find poems devoted to the best (and worst) of love’s favorite tropes: friends who cross the line, enemies who never meant to look that long, lovers trapped in elevators, fake relationships, mistaken identities, forbidden liaisons, and second chances that taste like third glasses of wine.
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There are no tidy endings here. Just heat, humor, heartbreak, and an unapologetic thirst for connection spoken through longing glances, slow-burn tension, and the kind of foreplay that begins with eye contact and ends somewhere near a metaphor.
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So pour yourself something that breathes. Undo one button too many. And read on. I promise to make you blush without ever being crass, and to ruin you just enough that you'll want to turn the page.

––––––––
[image: ]


With all my warmth and precisely none of my shame,
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Delilah DeBrief 
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Introduction: The Trouble With Love (and Other Four-Letter Words)
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Love is the door that won’t quite shut

and wouldn't you know, we're both leaning on it.

One of us has secrets.

One of us forgot pants.
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It starts with bickering,

ends with breathlessness,

and in between there’s a moment

your hand brushes mine

and I suddenly understand why fainting couches were invented.
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We were friends

until that one laugh lingered too long,

your gaze dropped too low,

and I started dreaming of you

misplacing your shirt.

Frequently.
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You’re the best man.

I’m the bride’s problem.

We kiss in the coat closet

to “test the theory,”

and now I can’t stop

testing.
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There’s always something forbidden:

a sibling, a title, a fake engagement that got way too real.

We lie.

We swear it’s nothing.

We let our pinkies touch beneath the table

like fools with no self-control

and excellent lighting.
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You say we’re just pretending

yet your hand is on my thigh.

You say we’re soulmates

and I want to slap you for being right.

You forget who I am

and still, somehow, you flirt like it’s muscle memory.
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Love is holiday wine and slippery intentions.

It’s a blizzard with one bed and too many feelings.

It’s a name whispered into the wrong ear

at exactly the wrong moment

by exactly the right person.
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So yes, this book is for you.

The hopeful. The hormonal.

The bitter with excellent taste.

The ones who swore off romance

and still packed a silk nightgown.
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Take off your coat.

Kick off your doubt.

Try not to fall in love

unless you plan to write about it later. 
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Section 1: Friends to Lovers
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Darling,
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You said it would never happen. You swore they were safe, that you knew them too well, that their laugh wasn’t your type, that the idea was ridiculous.
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And then one night, the couch got smaller.

The touch lingered longer.

The air changed from playful to precarious.

From “pass the popcorn” to “pass me, slowly.”

––––––––
[image: ]


This section is for the ones who never meant to fall for their person

until that person said their name

just a little differently.
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So go ahead.

Cross the line.

You were always going to. 
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When Did Your Elbow Get So Hot?
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This is the slowest burn.

A glacial melt of glances,

a twenty-one year accidental courtship

held together by inside jokes

and snacks.
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You were always there:

at my side, on my couch,

in my fridge,

eating my yogurt and saying things like

"we're just friends"

while looking directly at my lips.
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We’ve seen each other cry,

laugh-snort,

fall down the stairs.

You know about the mole.

I know about the sock incident.
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Nothing about this is sexy.

Except now it is.
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Now your laugh sounds like a promise.

Now you brush my hair back

and my soul leaps out of its seat like

an untrained theatre extra with too many feelings.
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There was no moment,

except maybe that one time

you fixed my sink shirtless

and I accidentally thought about you

emotionally.
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Now we’re circling,

touching knees under the table,

pretending this is new

when it’s ancient.
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We were friends.

But now?

Now I dream of you saying my name

like it’s a secret.

And you...

you’re suddenly very good at closing the distance. 
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