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            In every beat of desire, in every whisper of tenderness, in every mischievous glance and stolen kiss, there is hope. Hope that love can endure, hope that hearts can remain loyal, hope that even amidst storms, the Sparrow and the Eagle may soar together, free yet entwined."
---------- TOBIAS OTIENO OGOLA, BscN 
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Preface
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Love is a storm, a whisper, a dance, a battlefield, and a sanctuary all at once. It tests the wings of the daring, it tempers the feathers of the devoted, it exposes the fragility of the soul while celebrating its resilience. In this book, I have woven my experiences, my observations, my mischief, my tenderness, my fears, and my devotion. Tobias, speaks not just to himself, but to every soul that has felt the pull of love’s gravity, the heat of desire, the ache of uncertainty, and the intoxicating thrill of intimacy.

This work is not a guide to perfectionit is a map of imperfection, a navigation through the storms of romance, the currents of temptation, the shadows of the past, and the fires of desire. It is a celebration of love in its raw, erotic, tender, mischievous, and courageous forms. Here, you will find both warning and wisdom, reflection and play, temptation and restraint, all folded into the narrative of a man and his sparrow, a metaphorical dance that mirrors the challenges and ecstasy of real life. 
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Foreword
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To those who pick up this book, understand that it is an invitation to witness intimacy in its most vivid, honest, and unapologetic form. Tobias does not shy away from desire, nor does he sanitize the complexities of love. Instead, he embraces them,he teases, he protects, he doubts, he dreams, and he dares.

Within these pages, you will see the fragile and the fierce coexist, the playful and the profound entwine, and the eternal tension between freedom and devotion unfold. Let it be a mirror for your own relationships, a spark for your own heart, and a whisper that even amidst passion and fear, love can be intentional, mischievous, tender, and wise.
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Dedication
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To my wife, my sparrow, my little star that brightens my darkest skies, may we always dance in our orbit, playful, devoted, mischievous, and free.

To young couples, who are learning the weight and wonder of love, may these words guide you to loyalty, courage, tenderness, and wisdom as you navigate your shared skies.
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CHAPTER 1: THE SPARROW & THE EAGLE
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It was Monday, the 12th of that month. I never believed love could truly exist in this lustful world. On this day, I met a stunning gorgeousness that robbed me of my heart, got invited into my soul and mind, and never left.

She is calm but dangerous, smooth yet a tornado when provoked. Seeing her made entire episodes of our lives together flash before my eyes. Is this another test? When I met her, she wasn't everything on my list of choices—she was my choice for eternity.

I walked past her greatness; I couldn't bow because she wasn't an angel but my reflection. And I felt that beautiful prison, a prison I couldn't escape. Some say it's a hurtful entity, yet they claim it's the most noble thing a man could ever experience.

Love, a four-letter word, caged my every cell. Even if I travelled through every universe, I could feel it binding me everywhere. Is this love, or a dream I can't wake up from? Or is it a mental disease I can't unravel?

I never felt this way before. Twenty-four hours a day, all I think about starts, drifts away, and comes back to her shores. Yes, love made me drop a piece of paper containing my address into her hand without saying a word. The magnet tying me to her was stronger than the South–North pull of our dear planet.

Before I even made my way past her, my heart skipped a beat, and only regained it upon seeing her beautiful, humble face. She couldn't smile; she had never had a man approach her without a word, just a note. To her, I was rude, crude, and oblivious to the fact that everything needs a starting point, be it a simple "Hello" or "To nang'o?" in my Luo dialect.

I knew she was my wife. How could she not be? Many beautiful women couldn't ignite my star core.

I had trained myself to focus and cut all distractions from my life—women, alcohol, gambling. I left myself to only love God, myself, and duty. But I was wrong. Love is duty. She became my responsibility, one I never asked for.

And today, I am still wondering what brought me to her, or her to me. Is it God's plan, or another fate's mystery waiting to caress my heart and circle back to bite my flesh with its sharp beak? I don't know.

Beautiful women tried charming me since childhood, and my heart refused to let them in. Why this one? I can't close my heart to her, however much I try. My heart let her in as if it's a faulty gate.

But let me not lie—she is a tigress, a lioness, a she-hulk in waiting, but calm until provoked. She bites hard but heals me at the same time. She cooks me and spares me from heat at the same time. She is the madness I am stuck in.

A third of me wants to run, flee away, but two-thirds have already stayed, questioning: Why am I running? Why do I feel as if I am drowning in honey? Why do I feel no one can love me but me? Why do I think love is for the holy and angels? Am I a saint, or am I up for martyrdom?

Is she my doomsday or my freedom? Why is it scary? Day in, day out, I'm afraid she'll build me a heaven and then lash out at me before throwing me into hell one day—the day I am not what she wants.

What is my choice as a man who never trusted any butterfly? Every nectar seems to attract them. What if I run out of my sap? Will she fly away or hover over me? Or am I just paranoid?

It's been weeks in this universe. It's raining sulphur, but the river is full of honey. Should I camp here, or continue to doubt the terrain and the climate? When I am down, she covers me with eternal love. She holds my arm. She tells me where home is, but half of me wants to stay at the door. Not because I don't want her. No. It's because I am afraid of the beautiful prison.

Love eternal is God's greatest gift to us humans. Are humans capable of giving the same? Will she give me an eternal flame, or run out of her oil? Yes, Mother Earth, I love the beauty of her; I love her tender soul and mindsets, but she is a tigress when annoyed. Her anger could calm an angry lion and make it hide in the piles of its own filth.

What should I do? Love this strong, blended with sulphur in the cup of honey, makes me doubt the pot.

I went home after the workshop where I met Mrs. Tobias, her majesty. My grandmother asked why I am all smiley now. Yes, she's right—I'm smiling because my heart is warmer. My cold, heartbreaking, diamond-walled heart is free now. But I am crying in the middle of the smile. I am stepping into a sanctuary I never built.

I spent all my younger days seducing women and refusing to bed them when their body and mind were into me. To me, it was a game—seeing how helplessly they wanted my body. Watching them perspire in wait of me was enough for my satisfaction.

What should I do? Should I build this garden for this rose? Or should I pluck it and wish I never did? Or should I water it and build it forever? What if, after building it, it is taken from me? Or is it true roses are most beautiful when you're not the tender? Or am I complaining about the thorns from the rose, yet I still chose it over lilies?

Yes, she's chosen for eternity to be mine. Will she choose me forever?

Yes, this is the beautiful garden I want forever. What if it kills me, not because it's poisonous, but because it allowed another to deflower it in my slumber? Can this be just for me? Can she help me kill the weeds and help me guard her just for me?

Life is a contest, and the contenders are the individual and life itself. Why am I so afraid? I used to battle waves on the lake alone, capsizing countless times, almost dying on one voyage from Sori to Mfangano Island back in December 2019. I once walked through a bush of sugarcane as a shortcut to cross the river on my way to Ndhiwa Parish for morning Mass—not knowing there was a pack of hyenas hiding in the plantation.

I've flown from a speeding vehicle at Kariobangi Roundabout in Nairobi, saved only by the road safety guardrails. I survived all that miraculously, but I wasn't this afraid.

In all those occasions, I have never been so scared as I am now. I'm terrified of her leaving me, not realizing that I am pulling away from her in the same act. I'm running towards a shelter, not knowing she is my shelter.

Yes, she's my shell, she's my home. As a man, I can only build a house, but it's the woman—the mother—who makes that building a home. She's my transcripter and RNA messenger for my family tree.

What should I do? Should I dance the legendary songs of fire and ice? Should I bite a bullet hoping to stop it? Yes, as they say, no valley forms without a mountain, and there's no visible summit without a hard climb. Yes, she's my mountain, and I'm going to scale her. But what if she throws me off the cliff?

Yes, she's human—she'll make mistakes, and she'll deserve forgiveness like any human being. We aren't angels. But what if the mistake is the hard one? What if it becomes my doomsday?

If I say she'll stay forever, she has already shown me that "forever" is uncertain. What should I do to keep the eternal flame burning, to keep what we have alive? Or will the wheel of time stop rolling, making it all as useless as chasing the wind?

Yes, I have to keep the torch burning. But what if someone extinguishes hers?

So while I was smiling, I didn't know she had become my addictive opiate. I can't live with the mindset that one day she'll be gone, leaving me battling with the agents of pain, all of which will disintegrate me. Why? Because I'm an overthinker. Every day, every time, my brain works like a machine, thinking about all the possibilities of eternal happiness with her—not knowing happiness is an illusion. It isn't permanent. The more you chase it, the further it flies; the shorter it lives.

Days turned to weeks, then months. A call arrived. She said, "Hey." And my response was a flood of sweet words Shakespeare couldn't match.

After all that, seeing those paragraphs aligned, packed tight like a highway traffic jam, I started questioning my sanity. My personality changed—from a cold-hearted polite boy to a warm, talkative, hyperactive man. I could think of mental conditions like ADHD or bipolar. What do I know? I don't know.

I feel as if I'm in a beautiful prison. I've become a new person. Was it me? Did she switch something on that was never meant to be? This beautiful heart has become my favourite little sparrow—a gem I never knew was an exact mirror of me.

How I wish I could die at an older age, knowing she is mine for eternity, and see her while I ascend to my resting place as my heart, my wife, and my other me, who has stood by me all those years in all circumstances without ever cheating on me in any form. That is the only cup I cannot take; its smell alone could churn me in a furnace that would kill every happy cell in my entire body and leave me as decaying carbon particles.

Yes, she's my Mrs. Tobias, my other me, my hidden gem that I will protect from vultures, scavengers, and the bad omens of this beautiful planet. They wait until it's perfect, then destroy everything with a single pluck.

Dear God, please protect her for me, and me for her, for all eternity. For she's my other self. The world is not as before, when you planted and it fed only you. Nowadays, only if you guard your garden without slumber can you experience what our ancestors did. How I wish I lived in their era—I wouldn't worry about someone plucking my flowers.

It's the only horror in a man's life second to witnessing his parents consummate with anyone but their other biological parent.

I know we can't cage a human being, a social being, comfortably. I'm worried that if I don't cage my heart, it will desire many. New aromas from different pots are addictive. But I know I prefer the same aroma from the same pot.

Now I just want to cage and protect this vase for only my flower. But what if my little sparrow mistakes my cage for a prison and flees away?

What will happen to my desolate, solitary, cold heart? Will it regress to its former self from this heaven it's been experiencing, from the temperate world it's been feeling? What kind of mist will form when my flower gets plucked in my absence?

Our world is full of people who can't help but keep their hands off other people's butter. Do I blame the world for what it has been? Or do I try changing it, knowing that all I may incur are losses in my attempt to change the narrative?

I can only conclude that the world remains a mysterious place, still beyond the full grasp of us humans. When it comes to love, every ink will run dry, every rock will be worn down by the endless attempts of humanity to define it. I cannot be the hero or the savior to her—Mother Earth existed long before me, me, nothing but dying ashes of a star, scattered cosmic particles. I cannot save all the figures born of cosmic creation. Saving her for myself is all I can do. Yet what if this is nothing but a brief relief in the heart of a furnace?

Loving deeply is all I know; playing with someone's feelings was a game I once knew too well, even from my earliest days. But now, I find myself caught in the thickness of this honeycomb. I am loyal to my butterfly, yet my garden is still being planted, and all my flowers remain in the nursery. Will she be patient, waiting for my seedlings to sprout, to grow, to reach their bloom? Or will my butterfly be drawn away by the fragrance of distant nectar?

Let's be honest—most women would rather join a man whose home is already built, than build from the ground up with a lad still laying his foundation. So, am I wrong to hold this quiet fear that my little sparrow might one day take flight, seeking a grander nest when my sap runs dry? Am I simply paranoid? Or is the world outside harsher than I dare to believe, and my fear nothing but the voice of truth in disguise?

They say it well—a man's life only carries weight if he comes back to a home, to a family, or even to a humble pet that gives him reason to keep pushing forward. But the question still lingers, and will not let me go: how can a man ever be sure which butterfly will be the one that stays?

I love my Skywalker; I cherish this favored dove of my heart. Yet what if she does not feel the same? What if she is only here for summer, only to vanish when winter comes? Is this just fear? Of course I am afraid—afraid that someone else will see her as I do, pluck her away, and be done with her. Then I would be broken, and none of the pieces I gather would belong to her anymore. My world would grow colder. Darker.

This is why I cage my butterfly. Is that not a noble thing, to protect what you love, to keep it for yourself alone? Or should I gather other butterflies to keep this one connected to me for eternity? Women hate sharing, yet they do not wish to be bound to men who hold no attraction for other women.

If you are loyal, you may yet find yourself divorced; statistics tell us that monogamous marriages end at a rate of about 80%, while polygamous ones end at around 8%. What then should I do? Should I draw a little stem support from other butterflies? Would that be cheating?

The flower has threatened to elope to a world unlike mine. Were those empty threats, or lies? Do you know what it is to lie to those who love you? We keep lying to those brave enough to care for us. Has it ever occurred to you? What happens when those who love us finally see what we really are? We bury ourselves in lies, trying to make them comfortable, never realizing that one day the truth will bloom, unstoppable.

She threatened to flee to another universe, another reality far from mine—a world to escape to in case my sap turned bitter and impossible to swallow. But how am I to grow if there is no room for error? We are all imperfect. And perhaps by merging the garden and the flower, we might, at the very least, draw closer to paradise.

Month after month, the nearer I come to my little sparrow, the more I feel I am already there. If tonight were my last, I would still see her in paradise. And yet, the closer I get, the more fear takes root in me. I am so lonely when she is far away—but that feeling is not new. I have long lived in this ditch of solitude. There is a peace to it, a freedom.

It is not that I could not claim one of the many butterflies around me—no. Quite the opposite. I am used to sidestepping their attempts to land upon me.

Since the age of eight, I walked this earth with the face of my mother's people, the Kakimba—a beauty so distinct that it felt almost ancestral, as though the bloodline itself insisted I carry the mark. Born on the islands, surrounded by the salt and song of the ocean, I carried the sun in my skin and the wind in my spirit. And I never strayed far from the Kakimba tree. My roots ran deep in their soil, and I bore the fruit of their DNA without blemish, without dilution. I was the sum of those who came before me—their grace, their fire, their stubborn beauty.

At that same age of eight, when most boys are still chasing grasshoppers or carving their names into tree trunks, I began to feel the strange, uninvited presence of butterflies hovering close. Not the kind that flit above flowers, but those in human form, with gazes sharp as hooks and intentions wrapped in honey. They circled me as though I carried something rare, something sweet. And perhaps I did. But I could not call it love, even then. No, it was not love they sought. They wished only to cage my king snake, to claim what was not yet theirs to hold.

I remember it vividly, like carvings etched into my earliest memories. Some of them, women three times my age, called me "husband" with a boldness that startled me. Their laughter was the laughter of hunters, not playmates. Some reached out and smeared their fingers beneath my nose, leaving behind a scent I did not yet understand. And yet, at nineteen, that smell would return to me like an echo from the past, and I would finally name it—the unmistakable fragrance of the honeypot.

By ten, then fifteen, the butterflies had become my experimental specimens. I studied them not with cruelty, but with curiosity. Many of them would fall deeply, hopelessly into their feelings for me, convinced it was love. But I dismissed such claims, certain they were wrong babies crying for milk they did not need. I tested them over and over, as if to prove my own theory. At times, I could ignite their very core, stir their deepest fires, without ever laying down my burn tube—or, to speak plainly, without letting the king snake strike. Some mistook this restraint for weakness. They whispered that I was no man.

No. I am the man of my era. God Himself blessed me with the king of all cobras, a creature unmatched in length, its girth incomparable to any other—and yet I kept it caged, bound in self-discipline. If you possess what it takes to rule the entire planet of amusement, you need not parade your power before those who could not survive its euphoria. I knew what I had. I knew what it could do. And so I chose not to prove it.

I spent the golden years of my youth dodging these flowers and butterflies, choosing instead to guard myself like a fortress. I loved myself enough to understand that one small error—a single miscalculation—could turn chemists into my regular companions, supplying potions and prescriptions for mistakes I could have avoided. That was not the life I wanted.

I never liked the thought of my king snake swimming in the depths of dark pools or dipping into uncertain springs. Water, after all, can hide venom as easily as it hides treasure. One mistake, one reckless moment, and I could drain a fountain of fire. I knew the risks. I knew the ruin that could follow. That is why I kept it caged—not because I lacked the hunger, but because I refused to feed it in the wrong place.

I told myself I was waiting for the right moment. I fed myself the lie that one day the stars would align, and I would unleash it—let it slither and strike, snap and claim the butterfly meant for me. But not before. Not until every pot was clean, every spring pure, every path free from the vultures that circle the dying. The world was full of beautiful traps, and I would not fall into them.

Where I lived, the air was thick with temptation, but it was also heavy with danger. STIs were no rumor here—they were reality, spiking at levels that could drain a man's joy faster than thirst drains the body. Around my place of habitation, one careless urge could plant a disease deeper than any seed of love. I could not risk it. I would not let my monster roam simply because the butterflies danced too close.

In my youth, I learned the difference between power and recklessness. Power is knowing you can, but choosing when you will. Recklessness is letting desire lead you into a battle you cannot win. I was no reckless boy. I was a man biding his time, letting my years sharpen me like a blade still in its sheath.

Yet there was a cost to this patience. It made me both feared and misunderstood. Some called me disciplined, others called me cold. But they did not know the truth: that my self-restraint was not born of fear, but of a deep, unshakable respect for myself. The king snake was not for the amusement of the crowd. It was for the queen who would know how to rule alongside it.

And so, I lived my youth as both a target and a mystery. Butterflies still came—some timid, some bold, some with the perfume of danger on their wings. Flowers still opened at my passing, hoping I would stop to drink their nectar. But I walked on. My steps were steady, my eyes forward. I carried the weight of my inheritance, the beauty of my people, and the dangerous gift God had given me.

They could whisper. They could wonder. But the truth would remain mine alone: the king snake sleeps until I choose to wake it.

However, I never starved my eyes. The anatomy of every butterfly that ever crossed my path still lives in my encephalon, as vivid as if I were redrawing them anew. Every size—tiny, ginormous, threaded, and medium duty—are figures I have grown used to seeing. I found my contentment at sixteen without ever driving my train into any tunnel, and the owners of each tunnel cursed the day I was born. What I did to them, no one could replicate unless they were a devil incarnate like me.

Imagine setting a table only to refuse to eat when the dish is already served with the most delicious food. Imagine refusing to lay upon a king's bed already made, or declining to skate when the board has been crafted perfectly beneath your feet. Not because you do not know how to eat, sleep, or skate, but because you understand the power of precaution. This world is crawling with rotten souls and walking zombies. Some died decades ago yet still wander among us. I love myself enough to know the difference between forty-five minutes of pleasure and eons of mystery and cell-bound suffering.

So I do not know what planet she came from. She reasons like my reflection, thinks and awakens as I do. I call her Mrs. Tobias, my little sparrow that hovers and dances above my head. She is the little star that brightens my dark planet, the perfect wind that whistles in my cochlea. She may not be everything in every man's checklist, but she is the sole keeper of mine. And that is why I am so afraid of anyone laying a hand on her.

If that day ever came, I would fume until I detonated—an explosion capable of sending the galaxy into years of darkness. It would blow out the sun and cast me back into my former cold planet. No honeypot in this world could remain untouched in the wake of my bulldozer on an avenging mission.

That's why I am caging my sparrow—yet I fear the cage may be mistaken for a prison. A control. A deep-sea cell. How could I ensure she never freezes me back into my former self? Yes, that former self that could take many forms—just like water, soft yet powerful, a river you cannot touch twice. A form dangerous enough to shatter rocks into pieces, yet gentle as cotton.

I cannot allow that self to rise again. I must hide this gem for eternity. But what do I truly know? The human body was made to crave new things. I cannot name the exact measure of accomplishments or entitlements that could satisfy the threshold of human wants. I might boast of being the most loyal man alive, only to be betrayed by unhatched, creeping shadows waiting for their moment to unravel.

I can't be certain—but what if the miles between us become the room where my Heaven's gate is throttled by new, different sizes of yarns? I know I possess the most enormous and fearsome dead-hand missile, a torpedo capable of boiling any ocean no matter how vast. And yet, even a queen can grow bored of the palace and wish to taste the life of peasants.

The heart is ever restless, always in search of new horizons. One day, the agent of temptation might stand at my door, and my doorkeeper may not hesitate to let them in. Yes, as the owner, I can enter anytime I please—but how long will the doorkeeper keep the bolts fastened when I am away?

Life is an irony—it always finds a way to disappoint us, no matter how carefully we tread. The journey of love feels hard, almost impossible to navigate, and divorce has become the inevitable course of human life. It's like a rite of passage for both the present and the rising generations.

So I love, and I prefer myself—because love has become nothing more than hearsay. Loyalty now feels rarer than gold, the most expensive treasure in existence. People will hide their messages, delete call logs and texts, all to keep the inevitability of truth from catching up to them. They open their legs, give their bodies without hesitation, yet never their phone passwords.

So should I travel back in time to ask my ancestors how to keep one woman in a sea of them—without ever seeming controlling, or a simp?

I am a sigma man—one who doesn't care what society thinks. I do only what is just in the eyes of my own conscience and my Creator. I fear only God, and the slow crawl toward the event of my demise.

Should I trust this butterfly to stand as my doorkeeper, with me as the only key to unlock her heart? I cannot say it's impossible, but in the world of today, temptation's influence is irresistible and undeniable. I will hide myself from myself until I am certain she will not consume me. Until I know the burner of her passion and the armor guarding her heart are mine, and mine alone.

Nowadays, the good has gone extinct. Evil is all we seem to know. Love songs are everywhere, romantic movies flood our screens, countless series paint tales of passion and heartbreak—yet the world still cannot raise fidelity to even 80%. All marriages feel doomed to fail.

Men like me see marriage as a gamble. You never know if the stakes will favor you or ruin you. Maybe I'm just paranoid. Thirty-two moons in, and I still can't tell if this voyage is sailing toward eternity... or hell.

Yes, my orbit and hers are intertwined, like Saturn's rings or a pair of twin stars locked in eternal twilight. And yet, I feel like I'm trapped inside a jar of honey—sweet, golden, irresistible but with the temperature rising and falling without warning. I don't like the heat, but I can't let go of the honey.

It's an addiction—like methadone, with a shadow of tramadol waiting in the wings. She is, at first, the warm breeze on a cold winter's night, or the cool relief on a scorching summer day. But with the smallest misunderstanding, she becomes the very winter that freezes hell, or the summer that scorches even the desert.

I could run, but where would I go?

She is loyal. She is supportive. And yet, one small blemish in my trust and her words can scald me like boiling water from a pot filled with promises of being left alone. I knew how to bear solitude before I entered this jar, but now, its sticky viscosity keeps me from making a single step.

She is the best reflection of myself—yet my heart is striated with scars from her whip of looming abandonment. I am hers, forever. But why am I drowning before I can even finish a single cup of this honey? Why am I drained before a decade has passed in this planet of amusement?

I adore this dove with everything in me. But she takes flight when the pressure rises. She doesn't understand—it's pressure that turns ash to coal, coal to graphite, and graphite to diamond. Or... is the pressure simply too much for her?

I am an overthinker—my mind always spins in dimensions unseen, mapping every possibility like a cartographer of fate. All I do is calculate outcomes, charting storms before they form. Yes, I speak much, love too deeply, and cherish with a forever kind of loyalty. I could lay with every woman on this planet and still choose her, over the billions of other butterflies fluttering upon Mother Earth's surface.

They call me talkative, yet I am a deep listener—listening even when she is not there, even when silence is the only company. Loneliness and I are old companions. In my overthinking, everything I see becomes a probability, almost prophetic—not always precise like the symmetry of mirrored images, but close enough, like their rotations upon a single axis.

I want her secured in the vault of my heart, yet that can only be if she gives her full consent. Love cannot be shackled; a heart cannot be held by force. So I ask myself—should I love her harder, or should I let her walk the road of mistakes I have been trying to shield her from? How do I convince her that I am her best chance at experiencing the raw, unfiltered essence of love?

She is stitched into my core. The same fate that tied us together in ways I never imagined also left us each holding our own private fears. There's a part of her that doubts my loyalty, that believes I will one day leave. My greatest fear is the mirror of hers—that she will abandon me or push me out. She does not see that my frown is not anger, but the silent tremor of me slipping from the ledge of her soul. And when I fall, that cliff is steep, and the climb back may be impossible.

I keep warning her—push me too far, and I may reach the point where I can no longer hold on. Of course, if you truly love someone, you cling to them even when they are the storm itself. I know I should endure, weathering it all until the end of time. But what if the more I hold on, the more it consumes me, burning me from the inside out?

I have already given her my heart for eternity. But what if she shatters it into infinite fragments? Would I gather each piece, glue them together, and promise never to entrust them to anyone else until I return to the cosmic dust from which I came? Would that make me selfish? No. In love, there must be infinite forgiveness—but that forgiveness must be met with even the smallest drop of change. Change shaped by both hearts, bound by limitations that protect love, not the kind of reckless mistakes that do not repair but instead replace, abandon, or destroy.

Take this for example: imagine being torn from your own home, cast out into the cold, only to be invited back not because you were missed, but because no better replacement could be found. Now imagine if they had found that perfect replacement. Would you still be outside, waiting endlessly, enduring the lashes of wind, rain, and sun? That, to me, is the most unforgivable betrayal.

If another man ever stepped into her heart and replaced me, then love never existed between us in the first place. This is why I guard this gem with everything I am. This is why I protect myself with even greater ferocity. But then, another question gnaws at me—what if I hold on to this gem, and its orb burns me hollow? Will I still keep it locked within my treasure chest?

It's common for people to grow bored of the vessel long before reaching the end of the voyage—maybe because the vessel sails too slowly, or maybe because the sea stretches endlessly in all directions. Then comes the dangerous whisper of escape. They begin to see the vessel as a prison, its walls too narrow, its routine too predictable. They want off the ship.

What they forget is that the vessel is the only thing standing between them and the sharks, the storms, the waves, the tides, and the pirates. In their impatience, they deceive themselves mid-voyage. They leap into the waters, chasing novelty, seeking new amusements, desperate for surfaces untouched by the familiar. They forget the wisdom of the old saying—better the devil you know. For the demon who knows you doesn't devour you completely; it leaves just enough of you alive for remembrance.

At first, it feels like liberation—a paradise of their own choosing, a bowl of freedom overflowing with euphoria. Minutes turn to hours, hours to days, days to months, until
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