During broad daylight, in the open space of the courtyards, under the lunch tables, that’s when it starts – from a playful game of footsy to their fingers clawing its way up my legs, digging into my inner thighs and further up. Months I endured the thousand hands of another, having to bear their consistent craving for affection. 

At night, when all was black, under the cover of my duvet is when I would feel it: fingers gliding onto and through my clothes, their thousand hands wrapping itself around my fragile body like how a snake coils its prey. I’d feel the crushing and puncturing of my lungs inflicted by my ribs, leading to air becoming harder to find, harder to grasp, all that is heard in the dead of night is the heavy breathing of a beast who has finished chasing their prey around in circles. I am sucked into oblivion by the very bed I lie on, to what seems like an infinite darkness. 

Stuck. 
Trapped. 
I’ve become the bird imprisoned by a cage I willingly went into.
…
Trauma is nothing like how it’s described. Through horror, fear, and pain, you only feel scattered. Your mind divides into millions of fractions, like the flickers of light bouncing off a disco ball, you are everywhere and nowhere all at once. I won’t deny that at times I reincarnate into some desperate creature whose skin itches for their touch, their toxicity. I know they will take my last breath if I don’t leave. They’re no different than a wildfire who travels at the speed of light; outrunning their flare is slim, impossible even. Sooner or later, they will ignite and engulf everything and everyone they touch. 
Their deceiving sweet smile, warmhearted gestures, eyes the embodiment of freshly washed-up fragments of sea-glass, spotlighted by the sun on a hot summer’s day at the beach, has kept me staying in their twisted spiderweb of love. Funny, isn’t it? To long for something that can kill or hurt you while having all knowledge of the risks, we still seek it out anyway. I suppose it is what makes us creatures of habit. 
I have learned of a fear that surrounds their name – laughter turns into silence, cheerful faces go blank, conversation becomes whispers and murmurs. I too conform to that fear. A person, one out of billions, with no magical or supernatural ability or extraordinary talent can perform such acts of sin, but then again, I am no better. I created the leash around my neck, the cuffs around my ankles and wrists, and the chain that secures my body. I let them own me. 
Maybe I am nothing more than a fool who pines for anything that remotely resembles love and affection. Is this what love is? Just deluding yourself to thinking everything is okay, that it’s normal and to pick a part yourself till there’s nothing but scraps of flesh and broken bones. 
But to completely rip open yourself for someone, a stranger, is such a beautiful act of humanity; I’d do it over and over again till I become one with the earth.
…
How can you escape something that you’ve done to yourself? The answer is you don’t and never will. Experiences are what shape you into the person you are today, right? Meaning my decisions are what led me to this current place in time: living alone, in an average sized room, surrounded by four walls of cream with pale blue rubber flooring that is splattered with tiny dots of different shades of blue that have the occasional one or two red and black dots. Every piece of furniture but the two weighted steal chairs (one by the bed and the other next to the tallboy) are embedded and nailed into the wall. There isn’t even a door to the lavatory. What revives this ghastly room is the two man-sized windows opposite the entrance. It peers out into a great forest, stretching for miles and miles into the horizon, away from society. I am not sure why I’m here, in a place so secluded, it doesn’t change the fact that I still see and feel them every day. 
Stephan Chbosky once said, “We accept the love we think we deserve.” I believe this to be true. That this version of love is the only thing I deserve, it’s the universe’s way of justified karma for all the wrongdoing I’ve committed in my early years. 
…
The lack of sleep and endless exhaustion has been causing me to black out. I am never in the same place and the concept of time can’t comply with my current state of mind. The distortion of reality is so surreal, my dreams could be reality and reality my dreams. Sometimes I wake to a group of doctors and nurses talking to me like I’m a child of five who just fell over and scraped their knee; other times, I find myself strapped down into bed, in restraints from head to toe - they usually do this when the individual attempts to kill or hurt themselves.

There is truth in what people say about history: how it still follows and lingers over you when it has long passed, and when you least expect it, it closes in on you with its myriad arms. It is inescapable.












