To Be Loved Is to Be Known.
They say that to be loved is to be known, but that is in fact my biggest fear in life. I don’t want to be known. I hate talking, I despise vulnerability, and I’m terrible at communicating. I get angry easily and I cry too much. And yet…and yet I crave it. Why is it that I want you to know me?

***
“It’s okay,” he breathes, his words hot and sticky against my neck, “You’ll feel good too.” But I don’t. It hurts. The pounding music outside the door and the heat of the alcohol in my veins did nothing to numb me. Pain sears through me as I feel the blood seep between my legs, soaking the sheets while he continues moving his hips. It’ll be over soon. It’ll all be over soon. The words loop in my mind like counting sheep – a broken lullaby – desperately trying to numb myself from this reality. I can feel myself die; he’s still inside. His touch is like barbed poison, tearing through my skin. 

***
To go back is to poison myself again. Reliving moments of the past, trying to forgive myself, it’s all so ugly. Why would anyone want to see that? How could someone try to bear witness to all that I’ve endured and still choose to stay. The scars of my life are flayed across my body: hips and legs. The pain of silence scratches at my throat every time I open my mouth. And worst of all are my parents' words, boulders in my chest that suffocate me. My body is torn, my mind worn. I’m dirty.  This man I wish to know me, cannot. I want him so selfishly, but the possibility of he and I in this lifetime or the next feels too much to ask for. There is nothing I have done to earn him. He is a love letter in human form, lighting up every room with his presence, carrying so much love, his aura so warm. I don’t know what to do with these feelings; I’m trapped in a box of my own making, forever haunted by a past I can never return to. I have been drowning my entire life, and I fear I will pull him down with me.

“Are you okay?” he asks gently, setting the coffee mug down atop the bedside table. I nod, my throat tight. Silence stretches between us for a few minutes, and then he speaks again. God, I love his voice. It’s so soft and sweet; I feel like I’m home. “Do you want to talk about it?” Oh. “Your nightmares?” My stomach sinks. How am I meant to explain my loss when there are no physical markings of it? How do I put into words that my nightmares are just memories? That this ache is not a metaphor. I can’t articulate this storm of emotions – fear, shame, sadness. I’m terrified. I don’t want to be seen as a tragedy. 

***
“I’m sorry, Daddy! I’m sorry! I won’t do it again, I promise!” I scream, but my voice is too small, too insignificant. After all, the words of a child never mattered to him. His belt whips my bare back again, the sound of the worn cowhide against my own torn skin creates a grotesque symphony that muffles my cries. My grief is horribly discreet, but as relentless as the belt tearing my skin. I have learned to swallow. I look up, hoping to find solace in my mother’s eyes, but they are cold and uncaring. Why doesn’t she help? Have I been such a bad child? Why is no one ever there? The belt's rhythm continued, and with each strike, I felt a piece of myself breaking away. The room was a blur of pain and hopelessness. I just wanted to swim with my friends. I forgot about the bruises that peppered my body. I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to. I’m sorry. 










***
I don’t speak. He sits there on the bed, waiting, patient. “You know…” he starts, and I look up to meet his gaze. His eyes are like stars, so full and kind, forever shining even on the darkest of nights. Every time I look at them, I feel like I’m being hugged by a supernova, the explosion of a dying star. But I don’t feel like I’m dying. I feel like I’m running, out of breath but happy, moving, chasing life. I feel safe. I tilt my head, waiting for him to continue. “I was talking to God, and I just feel like you are the most honest and genuine person.” My heart hitches – he talks to God about me? “You’re so kind. You give gifts and help the people around you because you want to.” No. I help people because it heals the part of me that needed someone to help me, to take care of me. I’m ashamed to take, so I give. I’m not kind; I’m selfish. “You make me feel like I can be myself with you. I would live in the worst, most grubby little rubbish apartment my whole life, but if it was with you, I would be the happiest man in the world. You make me feel loved and special every minute of every day – I don’t need anything else.”

***
“I don’t need anyone else but you,” he lied. The words echoed in my mind as I sat there, alone, on an unfamiliar bed in an unfamiliar house. This notion that I had never considered hit me harder than my father ever did. He lied. He never wanted me. And I didn’t want this. He promised it would feel good, he lied. He swore he’d never leave me, he lied. He insisted that it was real, that his feelings were genuine, that his love was true. But it was all a lie. And I’m left here, after being taken wholly and completely, emotionally and physically, only to be alone once again. Naked and bleeding.

***
Will I be left again like I was on that night? If I open up, will it all amount to nothing? It’s funny. I’ve always wanted to be loved like this, without feeling like I was begging for it, needing affection but having my stomach churn at the mere thought of someone caring. I never felt like I belonged in anyone’s memories, and yet here I am, being told that I am a core part of someone’s life, that they want to be with me. This doesn’t feel like what I thought it would. Most days, I don’t even recognise myself, but he seems to be ripping open my heart and staring straight into my soul. I have never been a child, but I feel like one with him. “So…” he continues, still as patient and caring as ever, “why don’t you just tell me one thing then?”

***
The shivers persist, tracing icy paths down my spine as I huddle, arms wrapped tightly around myself. Once more, I’m ensnared in the choking embrace of darkness, thrown into the backroom of our house. It’s a frigid place, this void. I should’ve finished my food. I wasn’t hungry, but wasting good food was a mistake I shouldn’t have made. It’s on me, as always. Why can’t I ever get anything right? The darkness presses in, a relentless and suffocating force, holding me in a stalemate with my own self. If I can just, please my parents, then maybe the punishments will stop. This onslaught of paranoia gives me a headache. All the voices in my head are so loud, pulling me in opposite directions, I wish I could shut them out, but the darkness is catalysing. I’ve been in here for hours now and the exhaustion is weighing me down. I want to sleep. The brief respite of unconsciousness is…comforting. But I dread waking, being thrust back into this house of terrors, still stuck. Alone. Again. Forever alone. But it’s okay, if I’m alone, no one will ever know how scary I find the dark. 









***
I take a deep breath, preparing myself to speak and finally be heard, to be healed – if that’s possible. I want these scars to vanish, to be seen, to finally be held. And I want him to be the one to know me, utterly. I no longer want to run away from my own life. I want to stay here, with him. Safe. I want to wander through this life together, hand in hand, hearts in hearts, our shadows and souls as one. He feels warm, reassuring. I want to give him everything, because it seems just by living, breathing, existing, he’s given me everything. So, I want to give him everything too, starting with all of me. I hope he's not disappointed when he gets to know me. Because I want him to be my end and my beginning. I want to rewrite my whole life with him at the precipice, to create memories that last an eternity. And if they don’t, I promise that across every universe, every story, every lifetime, I will find him. Contradictory really, because I always thought that love was a weakness, but love exudes from every crack of his soul, and he is strong.  It so freeing, loving him. He, who reminds me of the beautiful night sky. He, who I will never stop falling in love with. He, who is now so deeply woven into my soul that I could never let go.  For him, I will try to untie from my old life so we can live together in this new one. The knot in my throat loosens, and I clear my head. I’m ready. Ready to be known. I just hope that when I’m done, he will stay with me, because I don’t want to be alone anymore. Finally, the words that have long been swallowed start to surface and I speak, soft but strong, “I’m afraid of the dark.”

