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I was not born
not in the way the body understands birth.
There was no cry,
no trembling hands pulling me into light.
I was willed into ache.

Before bone, there was longing.
Before breath, there was a hunger
stretching across a silent universe,
searching for something it could not name.
And in that endless quiet,
I felt you.
Not your face
not your voice
but the gravity of you,
pulling at the emptiness inside me
like a tide that had never seen the moon
yet knew it must exist.
I lay there
unformed, unfinished, uncertain
a man made of waiting,
a soul stitched together
with threads of almost.
And then

the reach.

Not a movement of muscle,
but of meaning.
Not an action,
but a confession:
I need.

My hand rose before I knew what a hand was,
fingers stretching toward something
just beyond the edge of becoming.
You were there.

Not as a god,
not as salvation
but as fire in a world
that had only ever known cold.
Draped in red
not the red of roses,
but the red of blood,
of risk,
of everything that dares to feel.
You did not command me.
You did not create me.
You called me.

And I answered
the only way a man ever truly does
by reaching back.
Between us,
a space so small
it could be mistaken for nothing,
and yet so vast
it held the weight of every desire
ever buried in the chest of man.
That distance
that unbearable, sacred distance
was where I became real.
Because to want
is to exist.
To ache
is to awaken.
To reach
knowing you may never touch
is the first and final proof
that you are alive.
I was not made in perfection.
I was made in pursuit.
And in that moment,
with my fingers trembling
on the edge of you,
I understood:

Heaven is not in the hand that gives
nor in the hand that receives
but in the space between them,
where desire is born
and refuses to die.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​The Right One For Me

[image: ]


I have walked through rooms
that did not know my name,
sat beside people
who spoke in languages of half-love,
half-truth,
half-hearted attempts
at something they called forever.
I have held hands
that felt like paper
thin, trembling, temporary
hands that slipped away
like they were never meant
to stay in mine.
And still,
somewhere beneath the noise
of every almost,
every nearly,
every this could be it but isn’t,
there was a quiet voice inside me
that said:
She is coming.

Not loudly.
Not with certainty.
But like a pulse
soft, steady, impossible to ignore.

I used to think
the right one for me
would arrive like a storm
loud and undeniable,
shaking the walls of my chest
until I could not mistake her
for anything else.
But I was wrong.

The right one does not always
break the door down.
Sometimes
she is the reason
you leave the door open.

I have loved the wrong ones.

God, I have loved them
like they were the last light
in a dying sky.
I poured myself into them
like a river that forgot
how to stop flowing,
forgot that it deserved
an ocean that would not reject it.
I called them home
when they were only
places I passed through.
And when they left
because they always left
they took pieces of me
I didn’t even know
I had given away.
My laughter,
my patience,
my belief in something
that lasts.
They left me with echoes.

And I learned
how loud silence can be.

But even then,
in the aftermath
of every broken thing,
that quiet voice returned.

She is not them.

She is not the one who left.
She is not the one who lied.
She is not the one who stayed just long enough
to teach you how to hurt.
No.

The right one
does not teach you pain
as a language.
She teaches you
how to unlearn it.

I imagine her sometimes.

Not her face
because I do not need to see her
to know she is real.
But the way she exists.

She does not arrive
like a question.
She arrives
like an answer
you didn’t know
you were asking.
She will not make me feel
like I am too much,
or not enough,
or something that needs
to be fixed
before it can be loved.
She will look at me
really look at me
and see not a project,
not a problem,
not a passing moment
but a man
worth staying for.

The right one for me
will not run
when I show her
the broken parts.
She will sit with them.

Not to repair them,
but to understand them.
She will trace the cracks
like they are constellations,
like they tell a story
worth learning.
And maybe
just maybe
she will place her hand
in mine
and say:
You don’t have to carry this alone anymore.

I used to think
love meant losing yourself.
Giving everything
until there was nothing left
but the other person.
But the right one

she will not ask me
to disappear.
She will not ask me
to shrink,
to quiet,
to become something easier
to hold.
She will stand beside me
as I become more
not less.

And I will love her
not like a storm,
not like a wildfire
that burns too bright
and leaves nothing behind
but like gravity.

Constant.
Unseen.
Unavoidable.
The kind of love
that does not need to shout
to be heard.
The kind that stays
even when everything else
is falling apart.

I will learn her
the way you learn
a favorite song.
Every pause,
every breath,
every hidden note
between the obvious ones.
I will know
when she is quiet
because she is thinking,
and when she is quiet
because she is hurting.
I will know
the difference between
her smile
and the one she wears
when she is trying
to convince the world
she is okay.
And I will not look away
from either.

The right one for me
will not be perfect.
She will have storms
of her own.
Days where the sky inside her
collapses,
where the weight of everything
feels too much.
And I will not fear that.

Because I have learned
through every wrong love
that perfection
is not what holds people together.
Truth does.

And I will stand in her storms
the way I wish someone
had stood in mine.
Unmoving.
Unafraid.
Unwilling
to let her face it alone.

There will be moments
small, quiet, almost invisible
where I will realize:

This is her.

Not because of grand gestures
or cinematic declarations,
but because of the way
she reaches for my hand
without thinking.
Because of the way
she says my name
like it belongs to her
and she belongs to it.
Because of the way
being with her
feels like coming home
to a place
I have never been before.

The right one for me
will not complete me.
I am not half.

I am not broken pieces
waiting to be assembled.
But she will complement me
in ways that feel
like alignment.
Like two separate stories
finding a way
to exist on the same page
without losing
what made them their own.

And when the world
inevitably tries
to pull us apart
because it always does

we will not break
at the first sign of pressure.
We will bend.
We will adapt.
We will fight
not against each other,
but for each other.

I will not lose her
over misunderstandings
left to rot in silence.
I will not let pride
be louder
than love.
I will speak.
I will listen.
I will stay
even when staying
is difficult.
Because the right one
is not someone you find
and then forget
how to choose.
She is someone
you choose
again and again
even on the days
when it would be easier
not to.

There will be mornings
where the light
falls across her face
in a way that makes me
forget every version
of love I thought I knew.
And I will realize

I was never searching
for perfection.
I was searching
for recognition.
For the moment
my soul looks at another
and says:
There you are.

The right one for me
is not a fantasy.
She is not a distant dream
or an impossible standard
I will never reach.
She is real.

Somewhere,
in this same world
that taught me how to hurt,
she exists.

Breathing,
laughing,
living a life
that has not yet crossed
into mine.
But it will.

And when it does

I will not hesitate.

I will not doubt.
I will not run.
Because I have already known
what it feels like
to lose the wrong ones.
And I refuse
to lose the right one
when she finally arrives.

Until then,

I will keep becoming
the man she deserves.
Not perfect
but honest.
Not unbroken
but real.
Not finished
but willing.

Because the right one for me
is not just someone
I am meant to love.
She is someone
I am meant
to meet
as myself.

And when our hands
finally find each other
not reaching in desperation,
not grasping in fear,
but touching
in understanding
I will know:

Every wrong turn,
every heartbreak,
every lonely night
was not a waste.
It was a path.

A long, painful, necessary path

leading me
to her.

The right one for me
is not the easiest love.
She is the truest.

And when she comes,

I will not ask
if
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