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Part I, Of the Soul
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SOUL

The soul is never in a hurry. It waits, while we run, while we lose ourselves, while we pretend we don't need it. And when we finally stop, it's there. It always was.

There are days when the soul feels heavy. Not with sadness, but with everything that hasn't been said yet, everything left unlived.

No one teaches us where the soul lives. And yet everyone knows when it hurts.

The soul doesn't lie. The body disguises, the mind justifies, but the soul always trembles in the right direction.

Being true to oneself is the most solitary and the bravest act there is. The soul knows this. That's why it insists.

The soul is the only place where we don't need to explain who we are. In there, we simply are, without apologies, without masks, without fear.

Sometimes the soul cries without the eyes knowing. It's a dry sadness, deep, with no name, but with weight.

Take care of your soul as you would a rare plant, with water, with light, with silence. It grows slowly. But it grows.

There are people who enter our life and touch the soul without asking permission. They stay. Even when they leave.

The soul doesn't age. It only deepens.



HEART

THE HEART DOESN'T ASK permission. It beats when it wants, for whom it wants, against all logic and all common sense. And what can we do, but let it?

There are loves that don't fit into words. They fit only in the chest, tight, warm, impossible to explain to anyone who has never felt them.

The heart breaks. But it always breaks into pieces that can still love again. That's the most terrifying thing, and the most beautiful.

To truly love someone is to see them, not what they show, but what they hide. The heart knows how to do this. The eyes, sometimes, still haven't learned.

There are hearts that beat loudly and hearts that beat quietly. The ones that beat quietly are the ones that feel the most; they just don't know yet how to say it.

The heart has a strange memory. It forgets faces, forgets dates, but it doesn't forget what it felt like to be touched by someone who truly mattered.

Sometimes the heart chooses badly. But it always chooses with everything it has. And that, however much it hurts, is never entirely wrong.

Take care of your heart, don't protect it too much. A heart with walls isn't a safe heart. It's a lonely heart.

There are people who go through life without ever risking their heart. They live whole, but they live hungry.

The heart doesn't understand goodbyes. Maybe that's why the pain is so immense when they come.



DESIRE

DESIRE DOESN'T WARN you. It arrives, like a wave you don't see coming, like a heat that starts from within and doesn't ask permission to stay.

To desire someone is to want to occupy the same space they occupy. To want to breathe the same air, touch the same skin, exist close, so close the outlines blur.

There are desires that are never spoken aloud. They live inside us like embers covered in ash, quiet, but always warm.

Desire isn't only of the body. It's of the soul wanting to merge with another soul. The body is just the most honest path we find to get there.

To desire and not be able to have is one of the most silent pains that exist. No one sees it. But it stays.

There's a moment, before the first touch, before the first word said in a different way, when desire exists pure, suspended in the air between two bodies. That moment is worth a lifetime.

Desire is afraid. Afraid of being too much, afraid of not being reciprocated, afraid of revealing who we truly are when we want someone. And still, it insists.

To desire is an act of courage disguised as weakness.

There are bodies that recognize each other before touching. It's desire speaking, in a language older than any word.

Desire doesn't age. It changes shape, changes face, but the flame itself never fully goes out.
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Part II, Of Love
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PASSION

Passion doesn't walk. It runs, uncontrolled, barefoot, without a map and without a fixed destination. And we run with it, because there's no other way to live it.

When passion arrives, the world shrinks. Only one person exists, one face, one voice. Everything else blurs, like the background of a photograph of someone who has eyes for only one point.

Passion lies a little. It makes us see perfection where there is imperfection, makes us hear music where there is silence. But what a beautiful lie, what a necessary lie.

There's a difference between loving and falling in love. Loving is choice, is construction, is patience. Falling in love is falling, free, dizzying, without a net.

Passion has a smell. It has texture. It has a time of day when it presses harder, usually at night, usually when we're alone and shouldn't be thinking about what we're thinking about.

Falling in love is losing your mind with a smile on your lips. And knowing you're losing it. And not wanting it any other way.

Passion fades, they say. And it's true. But what it leaves behind, that trail of fire inside the chest, that stays forever.

There are passions that last one night and mark an entire life. There are loves that last a lifetime and never become passion. Luck is when the two coincide.

Passion isn't chosen. It happens, like rain, like light, like everything that is true and uncontrollable.

Whoever has never fallen in love in an absurd, irrational, and completely inconvenient way... hasn't truly lived yet.


EROTICISM

EROTICISM ISN'T WHAT is shown. It's what is hinted at, the look that lingers a second too long, the word said with another intention, the silence that says everything the mouth didn't dare say.

There's a touch that isn't just touch. It's conversation. It's question. It's answer. The body speaks a language the mind takes time to translate, but the heart understands right away.

Eroticism lives in anticipation. In the before. In that suspended space between wanting and having, where everything is possible and nothing has yet been undone.

There are looks that undress without touching. That arrive before the hands, before the lips, before any movement. Those looks are the most intimate of all.

The body has its own memory. It keeps what the mind tries to forget, a touch, a scent, a way of being touched that never repeats itself quite the same with anyone else.

Eroticism is the art of turning desire into a slow work. It's in no hurry. It knows the best is still to come, and so it takes its time, and so it savors.

There are words that, said in a certain way, to the right ear, at the right moment, are worth more than any touch. Eroticism knows this. It uses them with care, and with intention.

To be desired is one of the most powerful sensations that exist. Not because of the other person, but because of what it awakens inside us when we feel that way.

Eroticism isn't sin. It's language. It's one of the oldest and most honest ways we have of saying: I'm here, you're real, you matter.

Between two bodies that understand each other, nothing needs to be explained. There's only presence, whole, warm, true.


LOVE

LOVE DOESN'T ARRIVE with fanfare. It enters slowly, through the back door, quietly, without warning. And by the time we notice, it's already inside us as if it had always lived there.

To love someone is to want their good even when that good hurts us. It's the most generous and the most difficult way of being in the world.

True love doesn't suffocate. It gives air. It gives space. It gives freedom to be exactly who one is, without fear, without performance, without a mask.

There's a love that's shouted and a love that's whispered. The one that's whispered is always the deepest. The one that stays.

Loving is also knowing how to stay silent beside someone. Not needing to fill the space. Knowing that presence, just presence, is already enough.

Love isn't perfect. It stumbles, fails, apologizes, starts over. It's precisely in that stumbling that it proves it's real.

There are people we love forever, even when love changes shape. Even when it's no longer romance, no longer fire. It stays there, quiet and loyal, in a drawer of the heart that never quite closes.

Loving without being loved back is one of the most formative and cruelest experiences in life. It teaches, but it charges too high a price.

Love has no expiration date. It doesn't run out, doesn't lapse, doesn't disappear with time. It transforms, but it doesn't disappear. It never truly disappears.

In the end, what remains isn't achievements, isn't titles, isn't things. What remains is who we loved. What remains is who loved us. What remains is love, always love.


BEING LOVED

BEING LOVED IS DISCOVERING that someone chose you, not the well-dressed, presentable version, but the real one. The one who wakes up in a bad mood, who doubts, who sometimes doesn't quite know what she wants. That one. They chose that one.

There's a difference between being cared for and being loved. Being cared for is comfort. Being loved is being seen, down to where it hurts, down to where you're afraid to show yourself, and still, not being abandoned.

To be loved is to feel that there's a place in the world shaped like you. A spot where you fit exactly as you are, without squeezing, without spilling over, without needing to bend to fit.

There's a moment when we realize someone truly loves us. It's not in a grand gesture. It's in a small detail, something only someone who truly sees us could know. And that moment changes everything.

Being loved isn't being perfect for someone. It's being imperfect, and being loved precisely for that. For the flaws, for the contradictions, for what's still unresolved.

There's a kind of love that makes us grow. That
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