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			For you, my Love.

			Thank you for these almost 25 wonderful years walking, 

			Giving and receiving so much together 

			Thank you for still stealing flowers for me.
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			Author’s Note

			When people ask me what moved me, what motivated me and made me write this book, the word that unequivocally comes to my mind is “sharing”. I don’t aspire at all for this book to be a manual or something miraculous. Not at all. Actually, I like to share my experience as a person, woman and psychotherapist. Just like that, in that order. Throughout my life what has helped me most to grow (and still does) is undoubtedly to share experiences, feelings, knowledge… to be a witness of life. I would like to somehow be able to help making bridges: between the daily, history, philosophy, psychology, medicine, intuition, heart, society, psychotherapy, little things, big things…

			I don’t want to make the mistake of saying that some passed time was better than the one that I live in now, or that the best (or worst) is yet to come. In this reality in which I meet you, in which you are starting to read these pages, there is a whole world of sensations to discover, feel and understand even better. I became much happier when I understood in depth what it means to “not build up expectations and live in the present”. There is a lot of confusion with certain ideas that are wonderful but are interconnected in a functional or superficial way.

			A lot has been written. There is a lot of knowledge available. But knowing how to use it is something totally different. This book is a part of me since we can only write about something we feel and know. Therefore, in between the stories that follow, a part of my soul appears naked. As time goes by I realize even more that strategies or complexities are not needed, especially when it comes to relationships.

			For that reason, and because I actually confess that I can’t do it in any other way, I write like I speak, with no literary aspiration whatsoever. 

			Those who know me know, that although I can express myself in different languages, at this point I can’t speak any of them correctly, not even my mother tongue, Spanish. There is no doubt that it is my intention to somehow touch “your sensibility”, and to be able to look deeply at the discovery that is loving ourselves and loving the person that walks right next to us. Be it so during only a while in our lives, or throughout our whole existence. 

			For this sharing, I have “helped myself” of the many couples that I have seen throughout these two decades. I tried to choose some examples, in between the many that I know. They all came up spontaneously to my mind and feelings, and all of them are protected in their intimacy. In reality it’s all about possibilities and realities of living related to human beings.

			The second part of the book is called “Brush Strokes” because it is how I felt it. It’s about ideas and sharing of possibilities in the office. It wasn’t my intention to go deep into this, but only give an introduction instead, hoping that with it, I can help both professionals and the ones “in love” with these areas.

			I am a woman of action, I like to experiment, travel, get to know for myself, take risks and study, I like the movement of life, doing a lot of things at the same time, and actually, the idea of beginning this journey of sharing through writing had always been inside me.

			I am the daughter of a writer. My father, Juan Cegarra Perez, that has already made his big journey over a decade ago, and to whom I was deeply connected to, wrote practically every day. He published several works, worked on the radio, wrote for the city of Huelva’s newspaper, in the south of Spain, having also written several theatre plays. I still remember as if it was today, the sound of the writing machine keys that could be heard in the middle of the night in our house in Spain. That was so familiar to me, that it almost worked as a lullaby. Somehow this is also my homage to that wonderful, cult and sweet man that he was.

			Enjoy your reading.

			Tenderly, 

			Maria del Mar Cegarra Cervantes
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			Chapter I

			It is passed 8pm.

			Laura doesn’t like to leave her practice so late but it happens sometimes. 

			Like many other people, she also needs to learn how to manage her time. 

			It used to be much worse in the past. She would frequently arrive to the end of the day with a feeling of tiredness, and of having left many things “undone”. Invariably, she felt guilty, indisposed and irritable. And the tasks would accumulate. At that point, the indisposition was such that it became physical. It was as if she had pieces of rock where the neck ends and the back begins, even if her “almost a hernia”, the famous L5, was getting better. As a body psychotherapist, she knew very well what had provoked that accumulation of tension, that “overcharge”. She still felt that no one could do it better than herself, and therefore, it was better not to delegate and control as much as possible. Little by little, she became aware that she was wrong, in the way that she looked at the world and at her relationship with others; but mostly with herself. Besides her fantastic “mental complicometre” with statements and more statements telling her “what she should or shouldn’t, or what she should already know”; she still felt irritated for feeling such normal things (that the most common people would understand), without being able to give a highly developed response (but what does it mean to be highly developed???), and simply be more efficient or more developed or more organized or… so many things that she knew in theory by then, understood cognitively, but that still went in through some door, hard to keep shut. And then she would feel exhausted, and having to make a tremendous effort to be able to “handle” it all: family, work, studies, overweight, underweight, money, and system… all of it!!! 

			But on the day that she left the practice late, her last session had “disturbed” her more than usual. Not because it had anything extraordinary or traumatic, but because, like in many other sessions, they talked about Love, about what it is, and how we can express it. Laura sees adults individually, but mostly couples. In that day, the last session was with a couple somehow “atypical”. They were young people, with 27 and 30 years old. They even weren’t living together yet. They went to see Laura so that with her, they could find out what Love is, what it is to have a healthy relationship. They wanted to find out if they had been “mistaken” about all that. They had to find out if they really wanted to get married. “We don’t want to fail!” they said, “everyone around us failed and we are afraid that it might happen to us as well”.

			This challenge was delightful, involving, weird, and, at the same time wonderful and deep. It was impossible not to look at this opportunity as something that might lead to an important evolution. 

			Laura was immersed in her thoughts. She had no doubts about what love was in her life. Or at least she felt that way. But wasn’t she deceiving herself sometimes? How is the ideal of a couple built? What are those stories that accompany us, that accompany our story and that constantly build our internal reality?

			She felt impelled to find a way to help them in their demand, in the search and validation of the Love that they felt. And, as if this wasn’t enough, she was the third psychotherapist that they were seeing and their hope was starting to fade. No one seemed to understand the depth of their request.

			As she always did, she alerted them to the fact that the goal of psychotherapy was not for them to stay together. The goal was for them to find enough reasons, between their feeling, their thinking and their doing, to stay together. If one of them wouldn’t find enough reasons, then after the therapeutic process and with mutual agreement, a conscious separation process would take place, with respect and allowing each one of them to take with him/her what had been “learned”, for their journey.

			While this is explained to the couples, a tension can be usually felt in the room. Maybe because they were not expecting it, maybe because the expectation is that “the right thing to do is to stay together”. Maybe because it is clear for one of them that of course that is what’s right, and for the other it is clear that of course that it is not what’s right. In this case, one of them “panics” and the other is “relieved”… It is a moment that works on the relationship in a more human and realistic dynamic and less illusory. Laura usually says that “expectations kill the flow”; easy to say, hard to understand and even harder to allow this to happen. We all have so many expectations and pre conceived ideas. We put our existence on hold so many times, by considering that we will only be happy “if this or that happens”, “if we have this or that”… In this way, the route until I supposedly get “this or that” becomes bumpy.

			They stayed in silence for a minute, listening to the “explanation”. Everything corresponds to what had been asked. A minute can seem like an eternity when there are such delicate and deep feelings involved. During that deep silence, filled with tension and sadness, they don’t look at each other in the eyes. Then, they look at each other again. A breath that sounds like courage gives way to the voice, and with it, in unisonous, we hear “that is what we want.” 

			The first seed of awareness has been planted. Ahead lays a lot of work to do. A lot indeed!

			He is a huge and corpulent man. He is almost 2 meters tall.

			His upper body is very overdeveloped. He is tense. His breathing is fast, anxious. His speech is angry, his words fast. His look is aloof, sometimes even mad, and others deeply sad and delicate, typical of a three year old. 

			He is an attractive man, with sudden movements. But he doesn’t seem to occupy much space in the room, despite being big. There are smaller people whose presence can be more noted. 

			It is said that the body translates what comes from our soul. It is the body that hugs, that moves, that speaks, that gets agitated. It is it that makes life happen. The body occupies more or less space, depending on the existing available energy to express ourselves in the world, expressing in a more or less adequate way, the internal life of the one who inhabits the body. That is why there are small people that occupy a lot of space, and others, much bigger, that barely occupy any space, being therefore, barely noticed. 

			The space that this young man occupies, does not match the size of his body.

			Luís has a 2 year older brother, with similar physical traits, but more abrupt, “he didn’t question anything in his life”, confesses Luís about his brother. They are both very connected to their family; they work together in the same family company, a soap factory, which was left to them by their father. They live in the region of Guarda, known by its rough climate: very cold winters and very hot summers. They were raised amongst the values of a traditional Portuguese family, and as it seldom happens in Latin countries, they had the obligation of bringing their girlfriends for lunch at their parents on the weekends. Truth be told, the girlfriends could not have found a better family…

			Luís’ mother, an authentic matriarch, dominates the three men in the family. She had had a “non childhood”, and because she was the oldest, she practically raised her 5 brothers. This had granted her a status of being a woman with a capital W. And this was something she made very clear, reinforcing the idea that she was always right. 

			The dad works. Only works; immersed in silence; always. After leaving the factory to his sons, he dedicated himself exclusively to his vegetable garden and animals he raises. He has no “voice” in the family, but that doesn’t seem to bother him. Everybody constantly fights, except for him. Although he is the target of a lot of criticism due to his passiveness, he never loses his posture. The children frequently fight and the wife accompanies them in their fights. Everything is a reason to fight: the clothes, the food, the task distribution, the usage of the car, the choice of the restaurant.

			Always together and always in tension; it is hard to be together, but they can’t picture themselves away from each other. Luís suffers from insomnia; constantly. He drinks too much coffee, eats too much sugar, too much starch, drinks too much soda, and eats too much meat. Naturally, his digestions are hard, and consequently, he takes too many antacids for his stomach.

			He has been dating Vânia for 8 years. It’s a love that comes from adolescence. Luís says he likes Vânia very much, but he doesn’t think it is necessary to tell her that he loves her. He finds that stupid. Yes! He sees her as his wife. As the mother of his children, but he also sees her as a “very difficult” woman. 

			Vânia is about 1,70, is constantly dieting, and has weight issues between being overweight and underweight.

			 But the most serious issue is her dilated stomach; that defensive stomach fat, which the body psychotherapy sees as a difficulty in setting boundaries in our territory. She is very frightened of authority but at the same time is fascinated by it. She attracts authoritarian people into her life.

			She has some gorgeous features, and a wonderful skin. She constantly cries while she speaks. Nevertheless, she does not lose her line of thought, and this is typical from people that have been crying for a long time; forever.

			Vânia has a 4 year older brother who she likes very much, even though they keep a distant relationship. 

			Her father had drunk compulsively, but hasn’t touched a drop of alcohol for 2 years now. 

			He had promised to stop drinking when his first grandchild was born. He seems to be keeping his promise since Vânia’s nephew was born. He is a car mechanic and always works late. He has always had affairs. Now that he is 65 years old he is “calmer”. He has never expressed affection for his children and hit his wife and son a lot. Only Vânia escaped the beating. But she watched it all, impotent and in panic. Her mother, since the beginning, expressed a lot of rage because Vânia was daddy’s “princess” and because she had not been treated with that distinction. She insulted Vânia constantly, calling her “fat and dumb” and accusing her of “being lost” in life. And she frequently hit her, forbidding her to tell her father and accusing her of being responsible for the mess that their family had become.

			Naturally, Vânia has a trembling and sweet voice, typical of someone who is not allowed to speak loud. Every time she uses her voice, she does so with fear of being punished.

			Despite all of this, energetically, she occupies quite some space. Luís had come into her life as a “savior”, a prince on a white horse (a white Fiat) that would take her out on the weekends; integrating her into the perfect family, where no one would ever “forbid” her to eat, or criticize her weight. And where, above all, some people told her that they liked her. She had never heard such a thing. Her father didn’t hit her, but he didn’t pamper her either.

			The sexuality between Luís and Vânia is excellent; they both have a lot of libido, especially her. Every time she feels a strong emotion, be it joy or sadness (more frequently the latter) sex calms her down. She tells as an example, that, during the wake and funeral days of a beloved aunt, she had wanted to make love in several occasions. This memory makes them laugh. Vânia “anesthetizes” a dense emotion, with another one with the same intensity.

			Laura understands what drives her to such “need”. And she welcomes it naturally, as something that flows between them. In their first session, which usually lasts for more than one and a half hours, Laura takes notes of these topics in front of their clients. After that, she never writes again in their presence. 

			Laura comes back home. She takes about an hour in this commute. She has time to self regulate and can go into other dimensions of her life. Since she doesn’t like to drive, most of the times she takes the subway and the train. She has to cross the 25th of April Bridge, which she has crossed a million times before. But every time she does so, she feels delighted as if it were the first time. 

			She can still “feel” the last session while she remembers the theory of the supposed three types of love, which the North American biologist and anthropologist Helen Fisher talks about. Fisher talks about the Sex Drive, the Romantic Love and Attachment. She explains how neurologically these three types work in different ways and “occupy” different areas of the brain. They also have different “brain chemistries”, that is, work with different neuroreceptors in several areas of the brain. 

			In the first type, the Sexual Drive, the attention is focused on individuals that have appellative characteristics from a sexual point of view: an attractive body, a pretty face, hands, voice, hair, and way of walking, smell or sensual gestures… Whether it is for women or men, we all have particular tastes and are attracted to certain physical and biological characteristics.

			The Romantic Love focuses the attention on one person only. This person is different from all other people and occupies a place where there doesn’t seem to exist space for anyone else.

			Finally, Attachment makes socializing easy, there is the support and care to create a life together, raise kids, live in the system and be comfortable with this. 

			These three systems can coincide or not. It is possible to feel very sexually attracted to someone, without feeling romantic love for him/her. In the same way, it can happen for someone to love another for years and feel sexually attracted to others, and loving these romantically as well, without stopping to love the first one.

			It is possible as well, to feel strongly “attached” to someone and work as a dynamic family with them, without feeling any sexual drive or romantic love. It is also true that these three systems: love as a sexual drive, romantic love and attachment can happen for the same person in different moments or at the same time. 

			These are the contradictions of the human being, in the search for happiness with more or less consciousness.

			It seemed clear that this couple had a good sexual drive. Nevertheless, they both doubted of the depth of their romantic love, and had serious doubts about being capable of creating a healthy attachment when they would move in together.  

			Laura kept on her journey home where her kids, Martim and Clara, and her life partner, her husband Tomás, were waiting for her. 

			Laura is 44 and Tomás 52 years old. Tomás lost his first wife very early. She and the baby they were expecting died in a tragic car accident, in their second year of marriage. Tomás was 27 then. Although the relationship he had with his first wife was more an attachment relationship than a sexual drive or romantic love relationship, he had cared for her very much. Both were friends since they were kids.

			This event left Tomás extraordinarily depressed and because his biological family was very dysfunctional, he thought several times about “leaving this uninteresting existence”. 

			He was a Portuguese teacher and lived “immersed” in music and in his books. In a world among the literature of the great Portuguese authors (Pessoa, Eça, Camões, Almada); and where we could also find some Nietzche, Dostoievsky, Kafka and for the more “challenging” moments Schopenhauer.

			 Tomás is tall and slim. He has a lot of hair and wears glasses. He has big hands and his movements are delicate. He is very polite, but a man of few words. He is always immersed in his thoughts and feelings, as are all of those that stand out for their “silence”. He only occupies space when he wants to. And he doesn’t want to.

			When he met Laura, Tomás was 32 years old and she was 24. Laura had just finished her psychology degree and was starting her clinical practice, as she was looking into specializing herself. It is absurd to think that we finish a degree ready for clinical practice.

			Tomás had scheduled a psychology appointment in the clinic where Laura had started to practice. He was going to be her client. He was going to, because he never actually became her client. He walked into the room where Laura was, and without her even being able to open her mouth he told her:

			“Sorry, I was expecting someone older and more experienced. I asked for a woman indeed. I find women more sensitive”.

			There was no doubt that Tomás needed a female and motherly energy, but he didn’t think he would find it in that “young girl” that was only twenty something years old. He left the room, apologizing. He offered to pay for the session, but he didn’t want to stay. 

			Laura couldn’t react. She stayed glued to her chair, wishing that she were 20 years older, had gray hair and glasses at the tip of her nose. Afterwards, she got irritated with herself for not even being able to open her mouth. And because, somewhere in her natural insecurity, she felt the weight of the sadness carried by that man, and thought that maybe she could have helped him. She couldn’t stop wondering about how many times this type of incident was going to happen to her. To end up with the situation, she was “told off” by the owner of the practice, an experienced psychologist with “amazing” grey hair. She now envied him more than anything: “Laura what happened?” he threw at her. “I have never seen such a short session!” 

			He didn’t want to know how she felt, how he could maybe help her…. nothing. He was only worried about the loss of a client because of her. 

			It was four in the afternoon. There were no more patients for Laura. Therefore, she had only one thing left to do: get lost in some bookstore (trying to get a little bit older), “feeding” her scared neurons.

			She was in love with Chiado and spent there many hours among old, new, used, forgotten, rare books and also old vinyl records. She spent a lot of time consulting them, since the money she had could barely cover for rent and the courses she took.

			In that afternoon, in a discreet and hidden bookstore in the Baixa, among letters and thoughts she heard: “Hello again!” As she turned, she was face to face with Tomás, her “fugitive client”. Laura got very tense. When she got irritated, she choked on her own saliva. Consequently she started coughing. 

			At the same time as she tried to avoid choking, she thought about how good it would be to disappear from that place. She only wanted a hole to open up under her feet so that she could disappear. As he saw Laura’s awkward look, Tomás offered her his bottle of water. He said it had not been open yet. Laura knew that when you cough at a moment like that, you get redder than a tomato rather than pink from blushing. Tomás seemed to find all of that delightful. 

			When that “horrible moment” passed and Laura was able to breathe and speak, she apologized and they started talking. 

			– I am happy it all passed now! I hope I didn’t scare you that much. I didn’t want to offend you back there, at the practice. 

			– Don’t worry, you didn’t offend me! Everything is all right! I am sure you will find the right therapist. I have several colleagues that are great professionals!

			– Yes, of course! May I ask you what you are choosing to read?

			Laura had in her hands a book by Kafka, and had just read one of his famous quotes: “Just when everything seems over with, new forces come marching up”.

			It was curious that she was reading Kafka in that occasion. Franz Kafka was a deeply tormented man. Shy, with serious problems with his father, he was authoritarian, fragile and insecure, having found in his writing a way to give a voice to his pain. 

			Trying to look mature, Laura replied:

			– I am “taking a look” at this exemplary by Kafka. I like him very much. He was looking for plenitude although he carried a deep sadness and wished for death. I find in his writings very interesting ideas that help me both in my life and in my work. 

			Tomás was getting more and more curious and interested in getting to know better the young woman. In fact, the age difference was no big deal. Tomás felt like he was more than 50. Laura was indeed 24. 

			– I know this may seem odd, but I would like to buy you a cup of tea or coffee. I feel like I have made you go through a rough bit, and I don’t want to feel any worst than I already do. As you can imagine, if I came to the practice where you work, it is because I am not going through the best period in my life. Do you accept? I promise I won’t treat you badly!

			Tomás said this with a smile that left her completely unarmed. Right now, she wanted not only to get out of there running but also to be swallowed by the earth. But the earth was not opening up and her legs were not responding. She thought of saying no for a moment. But from her mouth simply came out: “yes, that’s ok!”

			It was this pure female incongruence that has been talked about, described and written about so much. 

			The tea lasted for two and a half hours, and the male common sense came forward:

			– Would you like to eat something? Have dinner perhaps? Unless you have you boyfriend or husband and kids waiting for you…

			Laura was stupefied with herself, and with her disposition for wanting to stay there. In general, she thought that most of men were childish and a sad list of platonic crushes was part of her recent past. None of her relationships had lasted more than three months. She dreamt of long conversations about life, philosophy and the universe; they were more interested in something “practical and carnal”. 

			Laura was scared to death of that kind of intimacy, and her few experiences had been fortuitous and not very romantic.

			Now, there she was, in front of a man that had “blown her off” as a patient, but who as a man was interested in getting to know her. 

			Life is weird.

			From that tea, came up many encounters in bookstores, book exchanges, more teas, more dinners, more Kafka, Pessoa, Jung… Hugs, kisses, a lot of laughter, a lot of passion, not many doubts and an enormous will of sharing everything. 

			They have been together for 20 years.

			Laura feels that she feels the three types of love for her partner, although they have both been through very difficult times.

			On that day when she was coming back from her practice, it was the beginning of the week, Monday. 

			She knows that she has to “reorganize” herself as better as possible to welcome her family and let in her home the best of her. She knows that she has to be able to do so. It is not by chance that Laura has what she considers being “the best profession in the world”. 

			She learns a lot, gets to know some fascinating life stories, people from all types circles.  She receives and gives a lot of affection, enriches her existence and feels that she becomes a better person. And she can make a living out of this. 

			At home, her kids are waiting for her. They always have many things to tell her. She has fights to mediate, domestic chores and family organization to deal with. And not even a noisy neighbor, (that she already managed to make smile a little) was missing. And of course Tomás, always wishing for her to come back home. The kids tire him quite a lot. He adores them, naturally, but he considers them too “hectic”. Tomás enjoys his world of silence. He has therefore a hard time not to get affected by the agitation, a perk from the kids’ new phase, and by the friends “coming over”. 

			During that week she feels the need to read again some great novels about the history of humanity. 

			Men and women have always been interested by love stories, even if they don’t express it. 

			All love stories, independently of the culture in which they are staged, present two differentiated phases. The first one goes from the birth of the passion until the consummation of the love. Literature has been largely inspired by this phase. Many legendary love stories end up with the tragic faith of the lovers: Tristan and Isolde, Romeo and Juliet, Pedro and Inês. Many of those stories come from the oral tradition having stayed in the collective unconscious mind that “passionate love can only end badly”. 

			It is in this line of thought that the curious expressions used to say that someone is in love are inserted. Apparently, we are facing a catastrophe:

			Spanish – flechazo (being hit by an arrow) 

			English –  fall in love 

			French – coup de foudre (being hit by a lightning bolt) 

			Portuguese – cair de quatro ( fall on four legs)

			Being hit, fall, lose your verticality.

			The Spanish philosopher Ortega y Gasset used to say “el enamoramiento es una enfermedad de la atención.”Being in love is a disease, a pathologic change in the ability to stay focused.

			The person in love feels fragile, vulnerable, and needy for something, waiting for the incomparable happiness that can only be obtained with the look of the beloved one. 

			That’s why all languages and cultures help themselves of words of incredible adoration such as “my goddess”, “my prince”, “my everything”, “my life”. All of this happens at the beginning of the relationship. And a large part of this “falling in love” is not corresponded, what allows for many literary possibilities and narratives of heroic acts, conviction, seduction, rebellion (going against the rules), risking life, race, life… against winds and tides. 

			On the other hand, in the fairy tales, the heroin is in the tower, away from the world, pure and virginal, without barely any contact with reality (Cinderella, Rapunzel, Snow White, or Sleeping Beauty). The hero must be rich, from a good family, an excellent warrior, capable of killing a dragon the size of a tyrannosaurus rex, or destroy an army of evil entities. 

			In the Greek Mythology, tragedy is almost always guaranteed. One of the few stories with a happy ending is the story of Cupid (known at first as Eros) and of the Princess Psique. She is envied by Venus herself, who elaborates a plan to punish her for her beauty. After many obstacles, assault attempts, suicide and in the end compassion, Zeus transforms Psique into an immortal and marries her with her beloved Cupid, at the Olympus, with much pomp and circumstance. And they lived happily ever after. At least it’s what they say!

			What happens after the wedding, after the consummation of Love is another story. That is Laura´s job as a couples’ psychotherapist: the afterwards.

			In order to feel alive, we crave for exciting experiences, mixing up very often quality with intensity.

			The truth is that not always intensity means quality. Sometimes, it can be very pathologic. 

			Therefore, in our culture, and particularly these days, we still find the same as always: platonic love, adulterer, impossible, loyal until death, hidden, crazy…

		

	
		
			Chapter II

			Wednesday morning. It is early. Laura arrives to her practice. 

			The first session is scheduled with a couple she has been seeing for more than six months. Laura has studied in many psychotherapy schools, but the modality that inspired her most was Biosynthesis. A holistic and integrative approach that works with the cognitive, the transpersonal, the spiritual… It was the most complete and profound work she found in her searches, demands, discoveries. She knows that she can never stop getting updated in this area. 

			More than just an area, Biosynthesis is a way of life. It is a healthy way to bond with oneself and with others and the world. Laura works mostly with the evolutionary potential and the true resources of each one. 

			This couple always leaves her with a weight on her chest. There is too much sadness. In Biosynthesis, the therapist’s body is also his work instrument. It says a lot, and helps translating what is happening in depth, even when, a lot of times, it is not clear.

			Carla is 38 years old and about one meter sixty high. The upper part of her body is very developed. She has short hair, huge chest, and narrow hips and is about 35 kgs overweight. She doesn’t take much care of her looks. She says that the slavery that the fashion world dictates for women disgusts her very much. She says love can’t be dominated/ controlled by that. She talks most of the time. She occupies all the space in the room, energetically, with all the intensity she carries inside. It seems like she is going to explode from so many repressed emotions and desire. Her look is desperate, controlling and seems to say without word “set me free of this prison!” 
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