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Author’s Confession
This book is my confession—my truth, my undying, unapologetic 
expression of emotion.

It is the sacrifice of an entire year offered to one person—one 
stranger—whom I believed I was building a life with.

A long-distance promise stretched thin across oceans and time 
zones, trying to hold longevity, close a gap, build a foundation, 
create a future.
I poured my energy into love—into the idea of unconditional 
connection: two souls learning, growing, becoming something 
greater together.

But instead, I met the reflection of someone who could not face 
themselves—someone lost in the distance of their own denial.
This book is my truth about that unraveling.

It is about self-accountability, and what happens in its absence.

It is about reflection, and what happens when we avoid it.

It is about the strangers we love, and the strangers we become.
These pages explore the contradictions of life—the questions we 
ask when the world goes silent:

Why do people judge what they don’t understand?

Why does love demand so much silence before it teaches us to 
speak?

What does healing really mean when we’ve already been broken 
open?
This book is therapy, confession, confrontation, and closure.

It is about being tested, challenged, and still choosing to 
overcome.

It is about saying the things we hide to keep the peace, and the 
truths we bury to protect others.
This is a book about choice—what we choose and who we 
choose.

Love is not destiny. It is not fate. It is not a novel or a fantasy.

Love is choice—deliberate, imperfect, human.

It is the act of showing up every day, even when it’s hard, when 
the magic fades, when the mirror reflects truth instead of illusion.


It’s who we stand beside when storms come, and what we build 
together when the world feels uncertain.

It’s what we give, how we show up, how we stay.
But most people will choose to walk away—

because leaving is easier than looking inward.

It is easier to abandon than rebuild, easier to chase a fantasy than 
face a reflection.
And that is what this book rebels against—

the culture of running, the habit of avoidance, the fear of seeing 
oneself too clearly.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


Introduction: The Stranger in the Mirror
This book is about the stranger within us—

the stranger who lives behind our own eyes,

the stranger we meet each time we look in the mirror and realise 
we no longer recognise the person staring back.
It is the stranger we slowly grow to become when we leave 
childhood unexamined—

the pieces of ourselves we never name,

the wounds we never face,

the truths we bury because facing them might shatter the life we 
built around them.
It is the stranger we date in the hope of familiarity,

the stranger we fall asleep beside and wake to find already gone,

the stranger we marry and later leave, because the once-familiar 
face becomes foreign in the quiet hours.
It is the stranger who smiles across a table while hiding a lifetime 
of unspoken chaos.
Sometimes it is the stranger we become inside a relationship—

losing ourselves piece by piece until our own reflection feels like 
someone else’s shadow.
Sometimes it is the stranger who presents themselves as destiny
—

the one we believe will finally stay,

the one whose presence feels like a miracle,

the one we imagine a future with, only to discover they are a 
stranger even to themselves.
They arrive hungry for belonging,

and for a while, we become their familiar face—their temporary 
home.
But a home built on someone else’s unfinished story will always 
collapse.
 


One day you wake to find that the person beside you is still a 
stranger—

and so are you.
This book is about those strangers—

the strangers we love,

the strangers we lose,

the strangers we watch walk away,

and the stranger we finally meet inside ourselves after all the 
leaving is done.
Because in the end, the most haunting stranger is not the lover 
who disappears.
It is the self we abandoned while reaching for them—
the self we must learn to recognise,
to welcome back,
and to keep.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


The Letter Test
A therapist once told me that after a relationship ends — whether 
a friendship or a family fallout — writing is a form of self-surgery.
“Write it all down,” he said. “Everything you want to say. Then 
leave it. Come back in a day, a week, a month, and read it again.
Now ask yourself — would you send this? Would you change the 
words? Would you erase them? Would you still mean them if they 
read every line?”
He explained that nearly everyone returns with the same 
confession:

they soften their edges,

they delete the fury,

they burn the letter or bury it in a drawer.
What felt like truth in the storm begins to feel too sharp in the 
calm.

It isn’t weakness — it’s a mirror.
The exercise isn’t about reconciliation; it is about confrontation — 
facing your own emotions without the disguise of performance.

It is a test of ownership.
I followed his advice.

I wrote the words.

I read them back.
I asked the questions he told me to ask:

Would I send this?

Would I change it?

Would I regret it if she saw every line?
My answer arrived before the page cooled.

I laughed and told my therapist,
“I’d sign it and send it express.

Or maybe I’d do one better — I’ll publish it.”


Because these pages are not letters of reconciliation.

They are not invitations to return.

They are the record of a life I refuse to keep hidden.
They are proof that I survived —

that I saw through the fog,

that I will no longer edit my truth to protect someone who never 
protected me.
 
 
 
 


 
 
 
 
 
 
"I would often hear her voice like a whisper tucked behind her 
words —

soft, hidden, almost like my own intuition speaking back to me.

It wasn’t a voice of full sentences, but fragments; hints; unfinished 
thoughts I had to piece together.
Sometimes I wondered whether I was hearing her

or only the echo of my own hopes trying to make sense of her.
That’s how our story lived —

between her hidden voice and my inner voice.

Between what she said and what she didn’t.

Between what I wanted to believe and what my instincts quietly 
warned me about.
Enough hope can do that —

it can turn contradictions into poetry,

and silence into meaning.
It can make a stranger’s voice sound like destiny,

and your doubt sound like devotion.”
 
 
 
 


Her Words Whispering in My Mind
“I want you to lay with me,

to tell me you love me,

to take me to a world that exists only in your arms.
I know this world isn’t real,

but yours is — and that is where I long to belong.
Reality is not where I live.

My heart has never truly found it,

but you will show me.

And then I will lie,

because I already know the truth.
Your truth is where my heart lies.

I replay your story in my mind until it becomes my own,

but I will not stay.
I am a stranger in your heart

and a lost soul within my own.
Do not love me,

because I cannot love you.”
The lies rest in the lover’s hands.

We know only what our hearts allow us to believe —

but what do we really know

when all we hold are the internal lies

masquerading as truth,

offered by the lost souls beside us?
Was the stranger me,

lost inside myself —

or was the stranger you,

posing as the familiar face

you knew I would answer to?
Lies to feed your validation.

Lies to break my heart so yours might heal.

I did not know harm until I met you.


We love the conditioned,

because they know only the limits set by others.

But when we love without condition,

we reveal the truth of their worth.
You let me stay only because I gave you a comfort

you had never known.

But you never chose me.

You chose the life you imagined —

a dream, a fiction, a story you read

and wanted to live inside.
She falls asleep on my chest,

her breathing soft and slow.
The comfort eases her soul,

heals wounds I cannot see,

while I stay awake,

giving myself away,

pardoning her absence from my heart.
Maybe she needed that love more than I did.
As she rolls over to rest more peacefully,

I caress her hair,

letting her drift into the dream of a beautiful life.
I kiss her cheek

and hear her smile in her sleep,

sacrificing my own time and heart

just to let her feel loved.
Inside, a quiet part of me is dying —

knowing she will not stay,

knowing every word she speaks lives only inside the story I have 
written.
She wants my presence,

but not a future.
In the end, there are only strangers in our lives.

A lover becomes love only when they settle in the heart.



But you are ungrounded, invalidated,

an unloved soul that can never settle —
because you are the lost,

and I am the bearer of the weight

that carried the love.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


The Quiet Mirror Within
The present moment is a paradox.

It carries the weight of a lifetime of experience, yet it exists only as 
now —

one fleeting inhale of reality, gone as soon as we name it.
When we are alone, stripped of company and the theatre of daily 
roles, the only presence we truly encounter is the one hidden 
behind our own eyes.
To see it, we must turn inward — look, listen, descend.

Discovery waits there, but few of us linger long enough to meet it.
Society urges the opposite.

During heartbreak or despair, we are told to seek others —

to fill the silence with laughter, distraction, movement.
Their warmth comforts, but it also numbs.

Joy from others is a balm, but like any anaesthetic,

it dulls the ache before we learn what it is trying to teach.
Every remedy carries its shadow.

Every comfort has its counterweight.

Light exists only because of darkness;

yin cannot breathe without yang.
Stillness, not escape, is where truth emerges —

to sit with our thoughts until the storm names itself,

to untangle the knots until the pattern beneath reveals why the 
heart trembles.
Outside offers reprieve; inside offers reason.

Perhaps the art lies in balance —

the willingness to hold both the grounding of the world

and the gravity of the soul.
Relationships are woven from countless threads:

trust, communication, honesty, respect, loyalty.

Yet the one we neglect most

is the relationship with ourselves.


We rush into another’s orbit, intoxicated by their presence,

before we have learned the language of our own.
We feel their impact and announce, I met someone — they make 
me feel alive.

Friends smile, they celebrate,

but rarely ask the deeper questions:
Who are you in this happiness?

How do you feel when you are with this person?

Do they ask you questions about you?

Do they make you feel seen?

How do they make you feel seen?

What do they ask that makes you feel acknowledged?

Do you feel safe with them?

Why do you feel safe?

What does safety feel like to you?
Our friends just see us happy and want us to stay that way.

But often, we are simply caught in a whirlwind of charm —

a blur of colour and chemistry that feels like destiny.
In that rush, we surrender the most important question —

the one I ignored from the start:
What do you actually like about this person?
That question remains unanswered.
Longevity does not guarantee knowing.

A friend of twenty years can remain a mystery.
In boxing, I have a saying: Know your fighter as you know your 
best friend.

It speaks to the discipline of true observation —

of understanding the one before you in a way that keeps you safe 
and connected.
Yet even those closest to us remain, in some unlit corner, 
strangers.


People reveal themselves in fragments,

in the timing they choose,

in the trust they may never find.
Trauma surfaces when it decides to —

sometimes years later, sometimes never.

Silence can be as permanent as breath.
Still, we behave as though complete knowing is our right.

We expect partners to bare everything

and are startled when hidden chapters appear.
But every revelation carries both explanation and contradiction.

Most of us are unprepared because we have never interrogated 
our own depths.

We catalogue the other while leaving ourselves unread.
With the wrong person, this imbalance sharpens —

what begins as questioning them becomes doubting ourselves.
The world is filled with people smiling through private wars.

Each carries conflicts, contradictions, stories untold.
And when someone dares to speak —

when they set a boundary or name their pain —

they are often judged or dismissed.
But truth, even when uncomfortable, remains sacred.

It is the first crack in the wall of silence,

the first movement toward real connection.
And perhaps the deepest reminder of all:

before we can love anyone fully,

we must first return to the most overlooked relationship —

the quiet mirror within.
 
 
 


 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
“Love changes our lives;

validation softens our days”
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


A cool evening - Quiet dining.
I am there first.
Waiting for him, I feel the familiar flutter beneath my ribs —

tentative, nervous, but alive in a way I have never felt before.
For once, the nerves are not confusion; they are clarity.

I know what I want.

I know who I came here to meet.
I straighten my posture, exhale, and let the quiet settle around me 
— the anticipation becoming its own kind of warmth.
The door opens and a rush of cool night air follows him inside.

I recognise him before he sees me — something in the way he 
moves, unhurried yet certain, eyes scanning the room as though 
he already knows where I’ll be.
Before my thoughts can form, I’m on my feet.

I step away from the table as though I belong to the place,

crossing the narrow aisle with the ease of a host greeting a 
favoured guest.
For a moment, I pretend I work here —

a quiet performance that lets me hide the nerves pulsing beneath 
my skin.
Lost in his eyes,

I fell in love with his presence.

I felt at home.

I felt his heart and adored him.
I saw my life in his hands —

but only when I was held in his arms.
I was lost,

yet I became familiar when I was near him.

I needed him.

I wanted to keep him.

I rushed to hold on before I could lose him,



filling every silence

before he could discover my truth.
His flaw was loving me for who I was not.

My flaw was inviting him to stay.
I know who I am not,

but with him, I came closer

to understanding who I might want to be.
When faced with reality,

I realised what I truly wanted

was to be loved conditionally —

and in that exception,

I finally understood my own limits.
I never intended to give him my heart.

I only knew it began beating differently

when I was around him.
But the conditions of my love

could never validate his heart.
I do not love.

I do not know how.

So why should he love me?
Stay with me.

In your arms I lie,

resting on your heart,

safe for a moment.
You invite me into a world

I know will never exist.
But in my mind,

this is the story I recognise.

Let me live it.
I will turn every page until the chapter ends,

re-read it, memorise it, adore it.


This is your book.

My name is written inside,

and I want to stay.

But I will not finish the book —

because it is not my story.
I am only a feature in the pages.

Let me be the only one

to read the story meant only for me.
My sights are set on you.

I love how you make me feel.

My mind lingers on you.

I love your words.
My heart skips when you call my name.

I love… that I can feel this way.
But not be here to stay.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


The Stranger You Chose to Be
You saw, for the first time, a truth that felt lifted straight from one of 
your novels —

a rewritten passage you could share among friends,

an attempt to seal fate and turn a fleeting connection into a story 
worth retelling.
For once, I knew something.

For once, I felt.
And still, you behaved as though you were not enough —

as though you needed to convince me that you were worthy.
It was as if you whispered to yourself,

He is above me. He is out of my league.
So you acted.

You performed.

You presented a version of yourself carefully designed to draw me 
in.
But you already knew who I was.

You knew my story, my history, the narrative of my life.

There was nothing to prove, nothing to earn.

All you ever needed to do was simply be yourself.
I still return to that first night in my mind.

Because the person I met was not the person I came to know —

not the person I shared a relationship with,

not the person who eventually stood before me.
The stranger I met that evening became a stranger even to 
herself.

And the more truth surfaced,

the more you withdrew.
Every revelation, every glimpse of authenticity,

pushed you further from the unconditional love that was offered to 
you.


You retreated back into the shadows —

back into the stranger you always intended to forget.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


The Pattern Beneath the Silence
I often lose myself inside relationships —

family, work, friends, lovers.
Each connection becomes a room

where my thoughts, reactions, and triggers

are questioned, examined, and, in the end, blamed.
My need to understand becomes the offence.
Perhaps my past taught me to turn inward too often,

but self-examination is the only practice

that has ever cleared the fog

and allowed me to keep moving.
For most of my life, I stayed quiet.

I let things slide.

I tolerated behaviours I would never accept

if directed at someone I love.
Yet from those same relationships,

the chorus was always the same:
Stand up for yourself.

Don’t let this happen.

Don’t stay where you were a year ago.

Five years ago.
Still, when I reached for clarity —

when I asked questions or sought understanding —

those same voices warned me again:
Don’t ask.

Don’t push.

Let it go.
So I followed their advice,

only to find myself in the same place,

hearing the same refrain,

repeating the same pattern.


Admitting trauma, even in whispers,

is admitting a cycle — and we all carry one.
Not every pattern is born of violence;

some are woven quietly from childhood habits,

family silences, inherited fears.
Mine grew out of gender —

out of a lifetime of being told

that men hold power and women bow to it.
This is not yin and yang.

It is not balance.

It is hierarchy disguised as natural order.
I grew up watching toxic masculinity perform its endless play:

women dismissed, their voices muted, their truths rewritten.
My mother, against that backdrop,

taught me one unshakable lesson:

Respect everyone equally, regardless of gender.
I hold that lesson like a compass,

even when the world tries to spin me in circles.
But being transgender is to live without a map.

The path others walk as if it were paved

feels, for me, like wilderness.
Questions stalk every step:

Am I enough?

Am I adequate?

Does my presence register here at all?
I have been questioned.

I have questioned myself.

And still, the questions remain.
Self-awareness sharpens everything.

It brings perspective, maturity, a relentless drive to grow —

and it strips away comforting illusions.


OPS/toc.xhtml
		Page 1



		Cover Page

		Page 1






OPS/images/image1.jpeg
SLEEPING WITH STRANGERS

BY PHARRELL SHAYMAR






OPS/js/book.js
function Body_onLoad() {
}





OPS/images/cover-image.png
SLEEPING WITH STRANGERS

BY PHARRELL SHAYMAR





