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Prologue: Chasing a Ghost (Reason for Pain)

How She Undressed Me Without Touching Me – Part II

> There are loves that hold you.

There are loves that hurt you.

And then there are loves...

that don’t exist the way you hoped they did.

But you chase them anyway.

I don’t know when it began.

The longing.

The illusion.

The echo of a woman who felt more like a vision than a person.

She didn’t undress me with her hands.

She undressed me with her absence.

With her silence.

With her almosts.

I built her in my dreams.

I wrote her into my prayers.

I imagined her into someone real—

and when she finally appeared,

it was like my soul whispered:

> “That’s her.”

Even though something in me already knew:

She was not here to stay.

This is not just a love story.

It’s a study in energy.

A poetic autopsy of what happens

when you pour your soul

into a ghost

wearing a heartbeat.

This is the story of how I

fell for someone

who held me like a memory—

and vanished like one too.

This is not revenge.

It’s not obsession.

It’s not regret.

It’s simply this:

> I needed to know why it hurt that much...

to love someone

who was never fully here.
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Chapter One: The First Time I Saw Her
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She didn’t walk into the room.

She glided.

As if her body had made peace with gravity

but refused to obey it fully.

Everything about her

felt like déjà vu.

Her eyes didn’t search the space—

they remembered it.

And when they landed on me,

it didn’t feel like attention.

It felt like recognition.

> I didn’t think: “Who is she?”

I thought:

“There you are.”

She was quiet,

but her silence hummed with knowing.

She didn’t say much.

But the space around her

began to speak in ways I hadn’t heard before.

The room felt warmer.

Time felt slower.

My spirit felt... alert.

Like something divine had just entered,

disguised as a woman with soft lips

and unfinished stories in her eyes.

I don’t remember what song was playing.

But I remember

my heart matching its rhythm

when she looked at me again.

There was no flirting.

No tension.

Just that thick, electric stillness

that happens when two people meet—

not for the first time,

but for the first time here.

I told myself not to stare.

But my soul wouldn’t stop listening.

Because something in her moved like poetry,

but carried the ache of a secret.

And I knew—

I didn’t want to touch her yet.

I just wanted to understand the storm she came with.

She walked past me,

and didn’t speak.

But her presence said everything:

> “You’ve been looking for me.”

And my silence replied:

> “I know.”

I Fell in Love With Her Energy Before I Knew Her Name

It wasn’t the way she walked.

It was the way space bent around her.

Like she carried gravity in her silence

and freedom in her stillness.

I didn’t know her name.

But I knew her absence

would haunt me

if I didn’t at least try to meet her presence.

> She didn’t speak to me.

But something ancient in me

started confessing anyway.

My heart began to explain itself.

My trauma uncurled like smoke.

My soul said,

“This is the frequency we used to dream of.”

Not perfect.

Not polished.

But familiar.

She was a poem written in energy.

And I was tired of reading pain in paragraphs.

So I listened.

Not with ears.

But with the ache I kept buried

under masculine calmness.

And when she looked at me—

I swear I heard my childhood wounds

take a breath they had been holding for years.

> I didn’t want to touch her.

I just wanted to know how she stayed whole

in a world that kept slicing people into fragments.

I didn’t know if I loved her.

But I already missed her.

Like the moment was afraid

to make itself too permanent.

So I just watched.

Let the mystery live.

Let the ache stay soft.

And let the ghost teach me something

before she vanished

into whatever dimension

she came from.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter Two: She Spoke Like She Already Knew Me
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It wasn’t a pickup line.

It wasn’t even small talk.

She said:

> “You don’t say much, but your energy is loud.”

And just like that,

my chest forgot how to breathe politely.

Because no one had ever read me that fast—

with no effort,

no invasion,

just... awareness.

I smiled, slow.

Not because I had a clever reply.

But because I felt seen

in a way that wasn’t asking anything from me.

> She wasn’t impressed.

She was remembering.

And that’s when I realized—

this wasn’t new.

This was familiar.

We spoke for maybe fifteen minutes.

But the air bent around every word

like we were both trying not to disturb

the fragile dimension we’d wandered into.

She didn’t ask the usual questions.

She asked the ones people avoid:

> “What keeps you up at night?”

“When did you stop trusting love?”

“Do you still write things you’ll never show anyone?”

Each question undressed a part of me

I didn’t know I was still hiding.
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> “Why do you ask those kinds of things?” I said.

She smiled.

> “Because everyone talks about what they want.

But no one talks about what they lost.”

That’s when I knew:

She wasn’t here to stay.

But she was here to stir something.

To awaken a version of me

that had been sleeping with its back turned

to love.

There was no kiss.

No number exchange.

No “see you again.”

But something in me

was already following her frequency

like it was the first real map I’d ever been given.

And when she left—

I didn’t feel rejected.

I felt opened.

I Was Touched by a Presence, Not a Person

She didn’t touch me.

She entered me.

Like a memory I hadn’t lived yet.

Her presence slipped beneath the surface

without needing permission.

Like she was born fluent

in the language of my silence.

She didn’t need to stay.

She had already moved something

that people I loved for years

couldn’t even reach.

No loud moments.

No performance.

Just truth—

whispered in glances

and wrapped in stillness.
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> Her voice didn’t echo in my head—

it settled in my chest.

Not loud.

Not haunting.

Just known.
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It wasn’t love.

It wasn’t lust.

It was alignment—

brief,

unexplainable,

and forever sacred.

Because not every soul that touches you

is meant to stay...

> Some are just there

to remind you

what your frequency feels like

when it's seen without fear.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter Three: Her Absence Spoke in My Room
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I woke up the next day

and didn’t reach for my phone.

I reached for the feeling.

The one she left behind—

like an energy fingerprint

pressed onto my chest.

It didn’t ache.

It echoed.

Not loudly.

But enough to remind me

that real presence

never asks to be remembered.

It just stays.
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I tried to write it off.

Tried to distract myself.

Tried to label it as curiosity.

But the truth was:

> She was gone,

and still everywhere.
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Her scent wasn’t in my room.

But my thoughts smelled like her rhythm.

Every time I walked past mirrors,

I expected to see her reflection

standing behind me.

Not haunting—

just... still there.

Not physically,

but in the parts of me

she quietly rearranged.

> This wasn’t love.

This was possession without ownership

And I didn’t mind.

Because something in me had been waiting

for someone to make me feel that real

without touching me.

And she did.

I told myself it would fade.

But it didn’t.

Not because she was unforgettable—

but because something about me

was never going to go back

to being untouched.

So I walked differently.

Sat deeper in my own thoughts.

Listened longer when people spoke—

because now I knew what it felt like

to be heard without explaining myself.

She didn’t stay...

> But she left a version of me behind

that didn’t exist before she arrived.

She’s Not in My Life, But She’s in the Way I Breathe

She’s not in my life.

We don’t talk.

We don’t check in.

We don’t pretend.

But still...

she lingers.

Not in the loud places.

Not in the inbox.

Not in the “maybe one day” drawer.

She lives

in the way I pause

when a song plays

that feels like her smile.

She lives

in the silence between my thoughts—

where energy gathers before it speaks.

> She’s not mine.

But her memory borrowed the shape of my breathing.

She’s in the way I stay still longer now.

In how I study eyes differently.

In how I stopped chasing surface

because I once touched soul.
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People ask me why I’ve changed.

Why I no longer settle.

Why I move like I’ve met something sacred.

And I don’t explain.

Because what do you call a woman

who didn’t break you—

but broke open a version of you

you didn’t know was waiting?

She’s not in my life.

But she’s in the poetry.

She’s in the quiet.

She’s in the spaces

I no longer let anyone enter

unless they know how to vibrate,

not just speak.

I don’t need her back.

I just thank the moment.

Because presence like that

doesn’t vanish—

it simply transforms

into the way you breathe

after your soul’s been touched.
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Chapter Four: I Never Stopped Looking for Her
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I told myself it was a moment.

A spark.

A one-night universe folding in on itself.

But I was lying.

Because I never stopped replaying it.

Never stopped wondering if she felt it too—

that silence that spoke like scripture,

that energy that touched more than hands ever could.

> I kept looking.

In crowds.

In playlists.

In poems I hadn’t written yet.

I searched for her

in the curves of other smiles,

in the timing of glances,

in the warmth of strangers

who didn’t know they were auditioning

for a role that was never theirs.

And no, she didn’t owe me anything.

But I wish I knew

why she appeared like prophecy

and disappeared like wind.

Was I too open?

Too slow?

Too easy to read?

Or was she always

meant to leave before I could ask her

to stay?

> I didn’t want her back.

I wanted a version of me

who didn’t carry questions

like love letters with no address.

I kept chasing.

Not her body.

Her frequency.

That feeling of being disarmed

without being destroyed.

That rare safety

that lives in someone’s eyes

when they see you completely—

and don’t blink.

And every day she didn’t return,

I told myself:

> “Maybe she was real.

Maybe she was mine.

Maybe... she was just a dream I mistook for a woman.”

But dreams don’t leave fingerprints on your soul.

And she did.

What Do You Call Love That Wasn’t Given
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