Arian

They'll raise the questions, and I'll kill the answers. Why? I don't know. Or, am I afraid that when they raise the questions, they'll kill the answers since they don't understand? Maybe it's because I don't want them to know the truth since it sounds dumb. Immature. Childish. Then why do I still try to explain it to people? I just make myself look stupid. I can't explain it. And to be honest, I don't think I even know how to explain it. I need to understand it for me, and the only way to do that is to remember why it came up in the first place.

"Sienna, is the character talking to a person? Because when I read it, it sounds that way since there's a 'he'."
"Huh? What- no! It's not a person. She's- the character is talking to her dream. A thing. Ah..."
I facepalm myself and shake my head sadly. I can't pity myself more than this. The bed creaks under my weight as I glance at the crumpled paper with my failed, half-written story scrawled on it. What the hell was that? Stupid, stupid, stupid. Why couldn't I have just said that it was a 'he'? Why did I lie? It would have explained all the nonsense I wrote and it would have saved me from the weird look I got right after I tried to explain my lie to my friend. I'm so dumb. But, that's not my problem right now. I have to keep asking myself these questions until I can give myself the answers.

But, do I really want to know? My heart pounds like a drum in my chest, and my body trembles as chills run up my spine. I pull my blanket around me for warmth as I stare at the paper with a blank look on my face.

"Such a simple question, and you're stressing about it?"

Instantly I was snapped back to reality when I heard a voice. Looking around, my eyes fell on the edge of the bed where he sat, looking at me with a raised eyebrow. I acknowledge him for a quick second before turning back to my work. 

"You don't understand." I mumble, glancing at the papers. "I can't find words to explain it." 

"So instead of sitting down and finding the words, you choose to lie?" he asks next. I turn around to then see him kneeling on the floor with his arms propped up on the edge of the bed.

"Yes," I admit softly. 

"Why?"

My heart begins to beat quickly by the question, my mind buzzing with thoughts that I couldn't make sense of. Confusion begins to cloud my mind, and I explode.

"I don't know! I don't know why. I- I just can't." I breathe heavily, looking into his calm, dark brown eyes. "It's- you're not someone I can just go around talking to people about." I then sigh, blinking slowly as I stare at the bed. "Trust me, I tried. In the end I only sound like an idiot."

"Then, why are you still trying to explain it?" I watch him change positions once more, this time sitting flat on the ground to fiddle with the handle on my drawer. "Why don't you write those stories about me as a vampire or a ghost or something? Like you usually do," he says quietly, his eyes locked on the silver handle.

"Because this time I can't." 

He looks up at my response with wide, surprised eyes. "What? Why not?!"

I shrug before explaining. "I don't know. When I try to do it, I can't. I feel like I'm forced to come out and say the truth instead of hiding you behind fake IDs." I bury my head in my hands for a moment before looking up at him. "Is it a sign that I should just write honestly about you?"

It was his turn to shrug. "I can't tell you what to do. But, I can do what I do best. I can advise you. If you're having such a hard time hiding me, don't write about me."

My heart starts to pound against my chest as confusion and worry slammed into me. Every story I write has him in it. I can't just stop writing about him. I can't. He's the reason I write. If I can't write about him somewhere in my stories, I will quickly lose interest and scrap the story. He knows that! So, why did he suggest it?

"Then write about me."

Startled, I look at him. "Huh?"

He gets up off of the ground and gets on to the bed soundlessly and proceeds to crawl over and sit across from me. I watch uneasily as he crosses his legs before looking at the book now between us. He stares at the papers on my book for a few seconds before looking up at me. 

"Write about me," he repeats slowly, and this time I look at the book without a word. I know, but, how? How should I say it?"
I hear a scoff and I look up at him with wide, worried eyes. 

"Why are you overthinking it? It's not that hard? Just write. Tell me about myself. What kind of person am I? Why am I so important to you?" I watch as he laughs softly, smiling to himself for a moment before he stops and sits up properly.

I watch with trepidation as he suddenly frowns, his face holding confusion, curiosity, and desperation. He was so silent to the point it began to unnerve me. He then looks up at me carefully and steadily, holding my gaze with his. 

"Who am I?" he whispers.

"Just say it. Be specific and don't just hint at things. Go deeper. Go into that place where people don't want to go."
I gulp, and without removing my gaze, I answer.

"You're my best friend." 

He gives a small smile and nods, looking down at the book. "Tell me more."

"You're very kind, and very caring. You love your family more than anything in the world. You cherish your close friends, and you're always there to support those close to you. You put your loved ones before yourself, and you would give up and go through anything for those you care about because that's just who you are."

I then laugh, my face red from embarrassment and he bursts out laughing as well. He then sniffs, chuckling a bit before biting his lip to stop himself from laughing any further.

"Go on." he finally says, leaning against the headboard of the bed. Calming myself, I try to continue only to facepalm myself when I feel another stupid smile appear on my face.

"You know what, turn around. I can't talk if you're staring at me!" I exclaim.

"I wasn't staring!" He shoots back, but turns around to face the headboard anyways.

Now that he wasn't watching, I try once more to speak but no sound came to my mouth. The words got stuck in my throat. I sigh out of frustration before a thought came to mind. I also turn around, the bed singing as I do so, my legs dancing off the edge of the bed. Now that I couldn't see him at all, my voice returns.

"I admired you ever since I was a little girl. You're my hero, and you were someone I always dreamed of having as a friend."

"But you do!" 

"Will you let me talk!?" I hiss, and I receive a small laugh before hearing silence once more.
“I was a big dreamer. And I was very naive when it came to what I thought the world was. I thought everything was like a princess story. That everything had a happy ending. And that everything was perfect. But, one day my fantasy world shattered around me in the place where I truly believed I was happy. It opened my eyes, showing me that everything was just a big lie. Life wasn't like a fairytale at all." I bite my lip, gazing at the white, furry mat on the ground. My body felt numb and I begin to fidget, but somehow I force myself to continue.

"I was heartbroken, scared, and so confused. I thought life was terrible. I saw that it was horrible, and from that I started to believe it. But, you were there. You gave me hope again. And because of that I got more attached you. You then became my teacher. You taught me how people should be treated, how they should be cared for, and forgiven."

I smile to myself. Even though he's not real, he taught me so many things. He meets many people, and almost every time he changed them for the better in some way. Seeing that, I try to do the same. And, he's not perfect. No one is perfect, but what makes the difference is the effort. And he tries. He always tries his best to be the best that he can be. That's what I love about him.

He's my...

When I tried telling people, they thought I was too obsessive. They thought I was crazy. But, now I know the truth. It isn't an obsession. Then what is it? Adoration? 

I sigh, closing my eyes tightly. I know who he is, and I understand what he means to me. But, if I write about him, do I have enough guts to hand this over to someone? What would other people think?

"What other people think? You're really concerned about what others would think?"

I snap my head around at the angry tone to see him staring fiercely at me. He was facing towards me, his hands gripping the bed tightly. 

"Why are you so afraid? What's the worst that could happen when you say that ever since you were a little girl you held on to a fictional character as a way of coping with your life, and that to this day you're still attached to him? What?" he yells.

I shake my head, and look up at him. "I don't see anything wrong with it. I created my own remedy." 

He nods, and gives me a reassuring smile. "Good."

I made my decision. Picking my pencil up, I glance at the crumpled papers and move them aside to put clean ones in front of me. But, here's another question. What should the title be? 

"Ah, A-" I suddenly stop mid question, staring at the empty spot on the bed before me. I then sigh, looking at the blank set of papers before me as I smiled sadly to myself. 

How about his name? I'm going to write a story about him, so I'll have to give him a name. But, he has one already. Should I be honest about his name too? No. Maybe there should be some mystery. They don't have to know everything. Besides, I knew from the beginning I wouldn't have said his true name. So, I guess there will always be something about him that I will hide. But, for the sake of starting this story, I'll call him...

Arian.
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