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I

t has become routine for me, to walk in Hyde Park in the beginning of every week, with my red morning dress, my hand-designed fabric hat, my white silk satin scarf wrapped in refinement on my neck and my turquoise heels, and after about half an hour to sit and rest on my usual bench by the serpentine lake and deepen my thoughts. Ask: “What am I thinking about?” Now, that’s a very good question. Oh, it can be about a lot of things. It can be about different episodes from the past, about what may be in store for me in the near future, about silly things from my every day's life. My thoughts finally wander mainly to my clients, who are dear to me more than anything in this world. I think about their troubles, their problems, about the lost dreams they couldn’t process in their minds and turn into a reality, about their silence in bed when they are embarrassed and have nothing to say. All this is mixed inside my heart, and generates a kind of real excitement in me, the kind of elevation that you feel when the blood rises to your head, adrenaline. These are huge moments of hope, a good enough reason to continue to get up for another morning. Minute after minute, I imagine them passing by my bed like clean sheets anointed with olive oil and I pamper them, each in turn, with soft kisses on their armpits and perfume them with sweet scents of nectar. Their faces alternating before my mind's eye in varying, cosmic frequencies. They beg for my sensual touch, become satisfied and then melt with pleasure and sink into themselves. Sometimes, I wish I had the ability to be with everyone of them at once, to absorb them into me in a moment, to smell their washed clothes hanging symbolically on the giant hanger, to tag their eyes in my mind. I wish I could find my way straight into their private world, without being told a single thing, without unnecessary words, just with one loving look. You know, of all the important books written about love, there is only one worth talking about. The one that hasn't been written yet. The one that exists only in our hearts. Once, Joanna, my client, told me that my heart is so generous and big, that it can contain any kind of love. From a small and immature love that forms in the mind of a student, who only begins to weave the path of his life, up to the complex love of a philosopher, who discusses with sages from all over the globe about important affairs. What I know for sure, is that I can dive elegantly into the depth of their souls and sweeten their sorrow, even if it's a fantasy for one night. Because for such a heavenly night, it is worth dreaming for a lifetime. And they never stop dreaming, hoping and believing that I will stay with them, long after the expected parting. That I’ll be like the shining star on top of the hill, to which pilgrims go at the hour of distress. That I will give them spiritual meaning and direction, far beyond the physical sex, which I of course provide with the utmost expertise and professionalism that is second to none. There is nothing in the world I wouldn’t do for their happiness. When they are happy, I am happy. That's how it is, and that’s how it always has been and will remain so. Long days without purpose may sadly pass by until they’ll return in peace to my sweet arms. Sometimes, I bring them here to Hyde Park for an appointment, instead of the clinic. I invite them to travel with me for a whole day in the cool fresh air, so they can feel exactly what I feel. So that they sense while they’re holding my warm hands, all the brilliant magic rising from the blades of grass. So that they learn how many metaphysical colours light the skies at sunrise and what a rare privilege it is to witness the romantic, divine sunset. I whisper in their ear, they can truly enjoy life only once they put all their hesitations and doubts aside and declare out loud what their place in the world is, what their worth and value are. The fears that overshadowed their thoughts will then make way to confidence, assertiveness and intelligence. Any pessimistic vision will gradually be converted into sheer optimism. Then I, Marseille Mars, will know for sure that I’m fulfilling my purpose in this world. It's even more than just a purpose , it's my destiny. Any used slogan nor a tired saying will not compare to this sense of mission that faithfully fills my spirit. After all these thoughts, I get up from the bench with a big smile and continue walking in the park. Usually in the early morning, there are not many people in Hyde Park. Just a few lonely runners, mothers with strollers and people who take their dog for a walk. It allows me to move more freely, skip in light steps and run like a child in my favourite rose garden. There, the flowerbeds grow slowly in mutual harmony and coloured velvets sweep the eyes in a bright, endless arc. I inhale there, with every simple step, the song of nature into my lungs and charge the candles of my soul to be lit for anyone who needs me for the whole day, until the stars appear in the skies. I am filled in the rose garden with all the good that this world has to offer, and will pass this goodness on to my loved ones through my wise words, the soft touch of my hands, my full lips, the sensuality of my body and my desire. But nevertheless, leaving the fragrant garden always gives me in the end, a slight feeling of sadness. Like something was missing all along. Something essential and basic to the soul, a feeling of restrained longing for an old, forbidden, unfulfilled dream. God, if I could find one good reason to cry quietly, without wiping away my tears afterwards. To release all the sorrow and regret and then re-match my soul back to hope. If only everything was simpler and easier... But it's not. I can't convert all my feelings into pure joy. I wish I could. I can only try my best, and that means a lot. The external world is round and for a reason. My soul is just a pale reflection of it. There are many things that make me happy and light up like a boiling fire at the height of frost, but also to turn off at a sudden moment and surrender in shame to the white darkness of the ice. And then, at the most unexpected moment, my fire is lit again. This is the same circular, fragile, cosmic movement, moving at the speed of light and attached to lost, but unforgettable moments of my life. Moments I want now to write in a personal diary, which will one day become a book. The book that will tell you my story and that of my clients, a story I already revealed to everyone in the distant past, but paradoxically I kept it a secret from myself. Why in secret? Because I didn't always want to know where life has taken me. I just wanted to live and give what I had in my power to grant. I wanted to be Marseille, period. To follow my destiny and fulfil its bidirectional commandments. To have a stormy and interesting dialogue with it, but allow it in the end to sing the anthem of my life in a silent monologue. I know that the craft of writing will not be easy. It’s not a simple thing for me to sit at the laptop and write. I'm not used to it. I didn't have the discipline and willpower for it until now, but I listen here in the park for many days to my inner voice, to this lack that wants to be filled again and enrich the digital paper with content, to the enormous, magnetic force that pulls me to look back in time, to look at the past and take a compassionate look at who I once was, which is roughly who I am today, only with more life experience, and on them... On each and everyone separately. They had a fascinating story like mine. Each client and his background, each client with his mental complexity, with the struggles, the fears, the depressions, the moments of happiness, the losses, the gains, the victories, the highs and lows, that exist in every person wherever he is. This book, the first in the series, is dedicated to a sensitive and unique man, very dear to my heart - Piero. He came to me at my clinic at 7 Pembridge Square, five years ago, confused, pale, emotionally wounded, lacking any direction. Like a gentle angel with a harp, trampled in an internal, brutal battle, which he had little chance of surviving. But his poetic soul, managed to penetrate my heart in an unexpected way. I never dreamed that someone so vulnerable would be able to shed light on my life from a different angle and illustrate to me what the real star of a lonely person is really made of. Piero did all that, without even intending to, and that's why I choose to start writing my diary on him, in the hope that I can later talk about many more significant people in my life and spread my story to as many souls as possible, who are thirsty for true love. 
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