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About her


(this is not a love story)


And no matter how mushroom I give you in my


heart.. it’s never enough.


She said she really loves fire and burning shit from time to time…


You know what?


Just give me a few more months and I’ll change that. Because literally I’m the fire in person and (as everyone else I’ve ever met) she won't be able to stand me.


Yesterday I was sad.


I missed you. Not because we haven’t seen a long


time. But because we saw each other and knew it


would be the last time. Maybe not the last time we


would see each other but definitely the last time we


saw one another with open eyes. With our hearts.


Definitely the last time we shared our dreams and


fears and the last time we trusted each other. And


this made me so fucking sad. I sat down and took


my own hand - and I imagined it was your hand.


That calmed me.


We’re strangers now.


Again.


Okay. I see.


You hate me.


I can imagine exactly one situation where I’d like her


to shut up. If we’d watch the moon together I would


need her to be quiet for some time because I


appreciate looking at the moon together but I need


a few seconds where I pray to the moon and where


I’m able to drown in her beauty. That’s it. And after a


short moment she could talk again. As much as she


wants to. And then I’d take time to drown in her way


of being beautiful.


Can I please come and stay a while in your mind?


Because I am tired of my brain and I need to get out


of this head for a while. Just share your thoughts


with me and hug me with your words until I am full


of you.


Would you do that for me?




I’m not immune to how she looks.


I'm not immune to how she thinks.


I'm not immune to how she speaks.


I'm not immune to how she smells.


I'm not immune to her.


Guess it’s over now.


Of course I would absolutely love it if she fell for me.


And yes, I sometimes hope for her to fall in love


with me. I dream about it and I think my favorite
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