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To the man I love

​

“Not all stories are perfect, just like how change isn’t perfect. One may change, may heal, but the pain lingers and someday may consume you whole.”

A. B. Basson
​

​

​

Preface

Not much can be said about the story, it’s every moment of pain I have felt, put on paper. It’s my pain in the form of words, of a tale that’s not as loud as the pain was, and still is.

I love writing, it’s messy, filled with problems and mistakes, but I’m glad I did it all on my own. Please stay with it and just read, a story is only as good as the imagination a reader puts in so do just that.  

I’m not great with words directed towards people so all I can say is, thank you.

​
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​Scars in Silence

He felt like choking on blood, the same blood that made his nights restless and empty. Jackson laid flat on his back, eyes open and staring at the ceiling. Sleep avoided him. Images blurred at the edges of his mind, sharp enough to sting, keeping him awake. His hoodie sleeve rode up, exposing pale lines carved into his arm. He pulled it down quickly, tracing the marks of past pain. Old scars, new ones, none different but not all the same. The silence in his room wasn’t silent. It had teeth. It chewed through his chest, gnawed at his ribs, whispered things he didn’t want to hear. Nobody cares. Nobody ever will.

He turned his head toward the window. The glass reflected his hollow eyes, his messy brown hair. Beyond it, the night hung heavy, a sky without stars. He remembered another night when it hadn’t felt empty, lying in the grass with someone who made it seem endless. Laughter, bright and careless, spilling into the dark. The memory fractured before it could finish. He squeezed his eyes shut, willing it to stay. His chest tightened, sharp and familiar. He pressed his hand against his ribs, trying to hold himself together. He wanted sleep, he wanted the pain to stop, or something strong enough to split the silence.

The ceiling cracked, his eyes fixed on the hue of lightning against the walls above, waiting for silence to creep in. Slowly he stood, making his way to the desk across the room. With the creak of wood, his body relaxed. The sound of paper and the clicking of a pen filled the space.

With a deep breath, Jackson’s every thought and scar broke onto the paper.

“Dear...

I don’t... I can’t...”

Drip... drip... drop after drop stained the ink. The creaking of wood and scraping of the chair’s legs on the floor overclouded

the bursts and roars of lightning. One by one stars blurred in a hazy pigment of colours: yellows, blues, silvers and reds.
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​Hues of Glass

September 5, 2025 (Present day)

The sun broke through the blinds in thin, dusty strips that barely reached him. Jackson sat at the edge of his bed, shirtless, his white school button-up shirt forgotten beside him. His head hung heavy from another night without sleep, his chest aching with the kind of tiredness that rest never touches.

Slowly he moved to dress, shirt ruffling, making his way to the bathroom. After a few moments of brushing his teeth and taking a deep breath, he made his way down the stairs just to collide with Harper. “Watch where you’re going, faggot!” she spat before pushing past and heading upstairs. Jackson did not retort; he just made his way into the kitchen, where Lily and his mum buised themselves.

Lily’s brown eyes lifted from her plate of pancakes to her brother. Unconsciously, she messed with her black hair that hung neatly at her shoulders, fingers pulling at the ends. “Jacky... are you going to school?” she asked, her voice softer than usual, a tone he barely recognized. Elizabeth looked over at her daughter and son, a small smile on her face. As she plated pancakes for him, she spoke. “Are you sure, love? You don’t have to if you...” she trailed off, unsure whether to keep pushing. “No... I thought maybe I... should give the therapy thing a shot?” he nervously picked at his arm. Elizabeth and Lily beamed with relief. Without wasting a second, his mum hugged him tightly. “I’m so proud of you, Jacky. Thanks for trying.”

“Yeah, thanks for giving it a try,” Lily spoke softly, rubbing his arm. They all knew it wasn’t going to be easy, but it was worth giving a chance.

The hum of the air-con and the clatter of footsteps were deafening. Slick palms, heavy loud breaths and a constant tap of his foot against the tile. Gently, Lily placed her hand on his knee, stopping the loud tapping. “Are you nervous?” she asked softly. Jackson just nodded, wanting nothing more than to run out of the pale waiting room. The sound of a door creaking open broke through the silence like falling glass. Before Jackson could move to escape, his mum stood with her hand extended to the tall figure. Slowly he looked up. His brown eyes took in the greyish-brown full beard framing the man’s middle-aged face, the spicy ginger-brown hair forced into a slicked-down shape. The man was dressed in a black shirt and what looked like ugly brown slacks from 1992. Lily giggled before whispering playfully, “Too bad you’re stuck with an old grumpy man.”

Before Jackson could retort, the man finished talking to Elizabeth and looked at him with brown eyes that felt like they were boring holes into him. “You must be Jackson O’Kelly. It’s a pleasure to meet you, young man.” A smile as wide as sunlight pulled across the man’s face, and all Jackson wanted to do was go home. But when he turned to his sister and mum, they were already heading for the exit. “Traitors...” he whispered under his breath before nervously pulling at his school jersey’s sleeves. He stood, took a deep breath, and spoke in his calm tone. “Yes, that’s me. And you must be my therapist... Dr. Who?”

The man chuckled and without giving an answer walked into his office, expecting Jackson to follow. As he closed the door behind him, the man’s voice was low but warm. “Harris... My name is Harris, but everyone here calls me Dr. Blackwood. You, on the other hand, can call me whatever you like.” He took his seat, gesturing for Jackson to take a seat across from him on a cozy-looking office chair.
	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Three

[image: ]


​Shadows in Glass

Four months earlier...

The kitchen smelled of boiled vegetables and bleach. A single bulb hummed above the table, its light too harsh, flickering at the edges. The fridge rattled now and then, filling the silence between voices. Dinner steamed on the plates, but no one seemed hungry. Elizabeth moved her fork without eating, eyes fixed on the table. The two girls chewed quietly, Lily’s shoulders tight, her gaze somewhere past the wall. Across from Jackson, who was tense and blankly staring at his food, Harper slouched in her chair, picking at her food with a smirk that didn’t reach her eyes. Her fork dangled from her hand as she leaned back into the chair. “So, you’re into boys, huh?” 

Jackson’s fork slipped from his grip and struck the plate, a hollow sound. “What?” he asked, stunned by her statement. “Don’t act dumb. I saw your texts. You told Leo. You’re disgusting.” Heat rushed into his chest. “You had no right to read that.” 

Her grin sharpened. “Dad was right about you. Nothing but trouble.” Lily shifted in her chair but stayed quiet. His mum froze mid-motion, the knife in her hand hovering over her plate before she slowly lowered it. She didn’t speak.

“You don’t know anything!” Jackson pushed back from the table, chair legs screeching against the tile.

“Oh, I know plenty.” She tilted her head, voice rising. “You’re the reason he left. You drove him out. He said it himself. You ruined this family.” 

Jackson’s breath caught in his throat. The words sliced deeper than she knew. His hands trembled, fists clenching the fabric of his shorts. “Say that again.” he muttered below earshot. Harper smirked wider, eyes glinting with spite. “You’re the problem... a mistake. You ruined everything.”

The sound of stomping feet filled the kitchen as he stormed down the hall, up the stairs and slammed his bedroom door hard enough that it sounded like crushing thunder. In his room, Jackson shoved the desk chair under the knob, breath ragged. Palms pressed against the door frame, forehead resting against the cool wood. Her voice rang in his ear like a bomb going off: loud, clear, painfully so. You ruined this family. You’re nothing but trouble.

He whispered back into the darkness, sharp and low, “Better than being you.”

The bulb buzzed like swarms of bees, loud, steady, uncaring. The house had never felt this empty, even when it should. Fragments of his father’s voice still echoed on the walls, caught in the dents on the door frame, the cracked tile near the stove. Jackson sat at the kitchen table long after dinner had gone, sleeves tugged low, staring at the faint scratches carved into the wood. His mum rinsed plates by the sink, focused, without a thought. At the end of the day, no words and no acknowledgment were exchanged.

The very next day...

Slowly he pulled himself out of bed, grabbing his phone from under his pillow. As the glow of the screen flooded the room in warm hues, the first thing Jackson noticed was the text message from Leo

Messages:

Leo: Jacky came over. It’s a nice Saturday... let’s hang out? 

Jackson: Okay, I’m on my way, just give me a few to wash up and gather a book or two.

Leo: You’re so old...

He made quick work of getting into the shower, washing his slim, almost skinny body, pausing as his fingers traced the fresh scars on his wrist. Shaking his head, he continued washing. As he finished, he dressed fast in a gray shirt, black shorts, and pulled on his sneakers. Grabbing his bag, he dropped two novels inside before rushing toward his bedroom door, grabbing his black hoodie and heading down the hall toward the stairs, only to brush past Lily on his way down. Her eyes locked to the marks briefly. As he left the house, the cold of the Lancaster streets hit him. Pulling his hoodie on, he made his way down the street in a rush, a warm smile playing on his face.

The moment Jackson was about to knock, the door opened, Leo smiling from ear to ear. “Finally thought you were abducted by aliens” Leo said playfully, chuckling. “Aliens? Really?” Jackson rolled his eyes, walking past Leo smiling. As he passed the living room, he made it a point as usual to greet Leo’s parents: Mrs and Mr Page. “Good afternoon” he said cheerfully, getting a smile from both adults. “Afternoon there, little dude” Mr Page said, his deep voice warm and matching the smile that brightened his handsome face. “Focus on getting the Wi-Fi on” Mrs Page said, her voice soft and, as normal, ignoring Jackson’s existence.

Leo took his hand, guiding him up the stairs into his bedroom, smiling, his voice breaking out shaky as he rubbed the back of his neck. “Sorry about that... my mum is still angry about me getting my ass kicked.” He closed his bedroom door before flopping down onto a bean bag, face pointed toward the ceiling. “It’s fine. I get it... you got your ass kicked by my bullies, so I understand.” Jackson said, Leo looked at Jackson, a mischievous smile on his face. “Want to go play in a puddle?” Leo asked, already standing. “I’m about to turn 19, and Leo you’re 17, and you still want to play in puddles?” Jackson spoke, sighing.

“Well, I’m still a child, so... it’s your fault for being friends with a child,” he said warmly, chuckling. Jackson dropped his bag and followed him downstairs and into their backyard, smiling. The grass damp beneath his back, cold seeping through his hoodie. Leo laid staring up at the grey paint of clouds. “Hey... I’ve been seeing someone. Harper’s friend’s sister, Ellie. You know her.”

Jackson stiffened. “Seriously? You mean one of their lot?” Leo turned his attention to Jackson. “She’s not like them” he said quickly, sitting up and running a hand through his black curly hair. “She’s different.”

“Doesn’t matter. They’ll use it against me. Against us” he said, gritting his teeth. Leo’s jaw tightened. “Not everything is about you, Jack.” 

The words were like razors, cutting and shredding at the peace that had lingered moments ago. His chest tightened, brown eyes flaring hot. “Easy for you to say. You don’t get spat on every day!” He turned, storming into the house, grabbing his bag before rushing out down the street.
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​Throughout light

September 5, 2025 (Present day)

The chair creaked, filling the silence of the room, pages turning, pen scrawling. Harris set down the pen and looked at the young man across from him, his blue eyes filled with a deep warmth that’s both professional and personal. The offices are just as warm as his eyes: it is small, the kind of place that keeps things close. Books sit in leaning piles. A small telescope perched by the window, its brass dull in the hazy light. A mug on the desk reads World’s Okay’est Therapist.

His smile is soft, honest, and not careful. He has a way of looking at you that makes the room breathe. “So, Jackson, are you comfortable? You are welcome to sit where you want” he moves with a kind of loose attention, not the quick, professional pivot Jackson expected. His arms resting on the table. “No monsters hiding in here, promise”

Jackson snorts. “I’ve seen worse than monsters.”

Harris lets the silence sit like a stone between them. He stands rounding the desk and taking a seat right next to Jackson on an office chair. “Why don’t you tell me what brought you here?”

“My mum” he says bluntly, it is easier to hand blame to her than to unpack what hurts. Then, slower, almost spiteful; “Insomnia. Bad dreams. My wrists get fidgety.” He pulls his sleeve up, the scars pale in the hazy light. He waits for the usual quick pen, the script of someone trying to tidy him up.

Harris does not reach for a pen. He watches instead, attentive but not professional or judgmental. “Okay” he says quietly. “Tell me about the dreams.”

Jackson exhales, a small, hard sound. He doesn’t trust the warm looks. He doesn’t like to talk. But the room makes it easier to start. He finds his sentence, raw and blunt, and lets it go like running water. “I had someone special... We used to stare up at the stars” he says softly, hesitantly. “He knew all the constellations. He’d point and make up stories so ridiculous I used to laugh until my stomach hurt.” A huff short laugh escapes, like a protest against the dark, the empty. ‘“We fought. I said something stupid... he...” The sentence cuts off, Jackson swallows and looks at his hands.

Harris leans forward a fraction. “What did he do or say?” he asks softly.

His fingers found a dent in the desk, tracing it without thinking. But no words left his lips. Harris nods. “Silence can do strange things” he says. “Talking doesn’t hurt less, but it can validate the pain... make it lighter.” Harris smiled softly, his forehead creases, a small motion, like a flinch. “I used to not sleep after my divorce. I’d stare at the ceiling until the sky went light. It felt like the world was waiting for me to catch up.” He gives a short, rueful smile. “Coffee helped. Badly.”

Jackson looks at him, surprised by the confession. It is small and human and, for reasons he cannot name, it matters. His throat is tight. “You’re not supposed to talk about yourself” he says softly, an almost ghost of a smile on his lips.

“Maybe not” Harris answers. ‘But sometimes it helps to know the other person is not made of stone’ he smiles warmly, tapping his fingers on the table. “You’re safe here. Say what you need to say.”

Harris’s phone buzzed, timer loud and uneasy. “That’s the end of our session... But Jackson, I’m here if you need to talk. Your mother has my personal number, feel free to call at any time”

The walk home was quiet, the faint humming of footsteps on pavement, the sky low flat with clouds. Jackson pulls his hood up, letting the day hide the darkness under his skin. The bus ride was quiet, as he stepped in the house. His mum is at the table when he comes in, hands folded around a mug. She looks up, eyes tired but relieved to see him. “How was it?” she asks, voice small, low and gentle.

He drops his bag and shrugs. “Fine.” He wants to be done with the whole idea. “Bet already told tales. Bet the therapist cried.” Harper slings herself into a chair, folding her arms like she owns the room. “Honestly, you’re embarrassing us.”

Lily comes in behind her, quieter, hair tucked back, hands steady. She offers Jackson a small smile that does not reach her eyes. “How was it?” she asks, softer than their mum.

“Interesting...” he says softly. Lily pulls up a chair beside him. She does not mock. Instead, she says, “You looked... I can’t get it out of my head... I never want to see you like that again.”

Harper snorts. “Oh, spare us the drama. We’ve all had bad days.’”

Lily’s jaw sets. But before she could speak, slap! Elizabeth’s brown eyes burn with anger. Her hand pulled through the air, red blooming on Harper’s cheek. “Your brother nearly ended his fucking life!! Don’t you dare call it a bad day!!”

Jackson and Lily set their quiet, their eyes filled with confusion, dilated with surprise. Harper stands up, shooting the chair to the floor. She rushes upstairs and slams her bedroom door. 
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​Crimson darkness and little...

Settling into the chair as if it is a place he has to get used to every week. The room smells faintly of coffee. The telescope by the window catches a slant of late light. Harris folds his hands on his knee and watches him without hurry. “Do you want to continue from the last talk we had or move?”  he asks warmly.

Jackson picks at the sleeve of his hoodie, thread unravelling like a moment of thought, his voice drags low, the rhythm uneven. “We didn’t talk for two weeks... I was stubborn. He was, too.” Harris doesn’t move, doesn’t fill the silence. Just wait.

Jackson shifts, restless. “Then... I started seeing him in my dreams. Not the good ones. It’s always the same. He’s running. Streetlights flicker. There’s shouting, I can’t make out.” He speaks, his voice heavy husky, foot tapping on the floor rapidly. “I try to catch him, but my legs won’t move. Like I’m stuck in glue.”

His breath falters. He presses a hand against his ribs. “When I finally reach him...there’s blood. So much so that I can’t tell where it starts. And he’s looking at me, like I should have been there sooner.” The room narrows. The clock’s ticks are too loud. The chair creaks like thunder. His heart was pounding in his ears. Harris leans forward slightly, voice low. “Nightmares often take the shape of blame. They make us relive what we couldn’t control.”

Jackson’s jaw clenched. “It feels real” 

“I don’t doubt it” Harris says. “Dreams borrow from memory, twist it, magnify it. But what they can’t change is that you’re here, sitting in this chair. Still breathing”

Jackson’s mind drifts into a still lake, a void of mindless lull, he stares at the floor, eyes burning. ‘Sometimes that feels like the problem.’

Like gravity sinking boats into deep waters, the words hang, raw, heavy in the air. Harris lets it settle before speaking again. “That sounds like a lot to carry alone. We’ll take it slow. One piece at a time.” Jackson nods once, barely a motion. He pulls his sleeves down, hiding the stories of darkness that laid on his wrist.

“Jack, your mum says you are not ready to go back to school” Harris says hesitantly, ready to back off at any given second. Jackson looks at him, brown eyes drawing a curious, swarm of intrigue, his voice tumbles out softly. “Jack? Shortening my name now...” like drops of rain on a leaf, he didn’t hold any anger or heat in his voice.

Harris’s cheeks turned cherry red as if steam would blow from his head, his voice creaked but was cut off by a low summer buzzing tone of giggling, Jackson’s face filled with sunflower bright light. “Thanks... for not being so up-tight and professional” Jackson said warmly, a glimmer of dancing hues
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