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for the ones who stood close enough to feel everything, 

and did not step back.

this book is yours.
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love forming in silence
1d/  Where You Stand      



The night dissolves under steady rain,

sharp against skin, soft against the world,

the city’s edges melting into haze.

Streetlights fracture in puddles, spilling neon across wet concrete.

The streetlights spotlight us, each in a private glow.

You stand across the street, parallel to me, and our eyes find each other.

The tension between us rises taller than the buildings around us.

Every blink, every shrug, every imperceptible step is a pressure pulling tight across the ground.

I know you. You are aware of me.

The love between us is older than words, more familiar than thought itself.

I don’t know your life, but I am now a part of it.

I don’t know your story, but I am a page in it,

my name etched quietly in the table of contents.

Everything else blurs, muted and irrelevant.

The rain magnifies our intimacy,

light glistening off soaked skin,

hair plastered to our faces, clothes clinging to the shape of each other’s longing.

Time bends.

Breath catches.

Nothing else matters.

Our destination dissolves.

The air between us vibrates with what could happen,

and even silence feels like it could ignite.

Your gaze lingers, and I feel the heat of it across the street.

A drop of rain slides along your cheek,

a mirrored drop slides down mine.

It’s a rhythm we share without touching,

a pulse of connection as old and alive as our bodies themselves.

And for a moment,

the rain carries nothing but us,

our reflections trembling in puddles.

I feel every inch of you,

without a single touch,

as if the night itself remembers

what we once were,

and keeps our pulse written into the night.
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A “Love” Written Letter
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I don’t need to be a replacement for her. I need to be my own story, my own movie, for I am not a sequel, an explanation, an option or comparison.
I don’t need to show how I love through romantic actions of materialistic figures or money, for love is not on the same level of value as money.

Love is not sex. Love is not objects or materials. Love is not a self comparison, rejection or even self sabotage, love just is. Love is like matter, for it can’t be created nor destroyed. 
Love is connection, soulfully. Love is an experience, an emotion, a drug. An addictive one. 

Love is an ache in your ribs, lungs and heart. Love is the name you’d like to be called when you’re having a heart to heart with your partner– and they suddenly say your name with seriousness:

“I love you, _____”... darling, my love, baby... My name. Express it to me– in words– I say; don’t sexualize me. 
No, I don’t want flowers, or a ring– don’t lust over me. 
I wept. I’m on my knees– but this time it’s not for anything sexual. 
I’m on my knees as you get on yours as you hold my hands– warmth– you don’t break eye contact with me, your brown eyes lock with mine: 
“I love you for you. Not for your performance. I don’t just love you when you’re exceptional– because I’d only be loving what you provide.
I love you for what you can and can’t provide. I love the good things about you, but I love your flaws more.
I love what you hate about yourself– I love how even when you don’t want to hear me in anger, you still listen to me and all I go through. 
I love the way I feel high without making contact with marijuana, but for looking in your eyes. 
I love how you always try to right every wrong in my life, even when you didn’t exist to me then. I love the way that all those things I just said are done by one person– you. 
And even on the days you feel replaceable, I can’t help but let out a giggle, and a sigh because just you alone being anxious on such an accusation that you created, provides enough originality that is irreplaceable. 
I love you.” 
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The Language of Almost
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We stood close enough to mistake my breath for a confession.
You said my name—

not like that, 

but almost.
As if the rest of it stayed behind your teeth.
As if it had weight. 
Like it wanted to mean more
than you allowed it to.
The air shifted.
Not loudly– 
just enough for me to notice.
Your hand moved,
then reconsidered. 
Mine stayed still,
out of discipline,
not indifference.
There is a language
spoken only in pauses. 
We were fluent in it.
In the way your shoulder leaned–
and then didn’t. 
In the silence
that followed my laugh
a second too long.
In the way we both pretended
we hadn’t felt it. 
Almost
is not a small word. 
It carries the weight of everything
that could have changed 
if either of us 
had moved
one inch closer. 
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We named it coincidence–
we never collided.
We’d find each other in the same room
and never spoke.
We allowed the silence to converse
rather than the words from our mouths.
Everywhere I went,
I saw you.
I heard you.
I noticed you.
I recognized your existence–
but never interacted with it–
as you were the same with me.
Everywhere you went,
You saw me.
You heard me.
You noticed me.
You recognized my existence–
but never interacted with it.
You faced the thought of how you see me everywhere–
and yet you never faced me.

We orbited.
We were bound. 
We were parallel to each other– yet in reach of one another.
We had unintersected paths–
and yet we still remain with acknowledgement for each other.
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