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         Amanda.

         Your name is Amanda.

         In Latin, your name means:

         She who is worthy of love.

          
   

         The alarm isn’t going off. Not today. The light searches its way through the curtains – it is late morning and the sun is laying out a blanket of drowsiness around us. Lines and shadows from the magnolia tree outside the window rest on your face. A soft shimmer lies across your skin. You are beautiful. The most beautiful person I have ever met. I don’t get up right away. I don’t do what I should be doing. Instead, I stay in bed, absorbing your face, every detail of it. Admire, remember, make plans. Our future. Our life together. You and me.

         	We got to know each other about a year ago. I was a lost soul and you took me into your warm, safe arms. You kissed my lips. I kissed yours. It didn’t take long until I bared my innermost feelings to you, before your very eyes. Before, I hid who I am. Hid my insecurities by pretending. I had wandered and searched, but never reached what I wanted – who I wanted. Not until you entered my life. That’s when everything changed. 

         	I found my way home. 

         	I lived without love a very long time. I had been searching for a purpose related to career – constantly developing in the workplace and getting closer to achieving new goals. This was my idea of happiness. My path led me to harder and more impossible goals, and I found myself drifting further and further away from my happiness. And my dreams.

         	After a few bad relationships, my faith in love faded. I didn’t believe in it. I had searched and I had found – or so I thought. And I experienced. But time and time again, love fled away from me, slipping between my fingers. I don’t blame her or myself. It just happened. We drifted apart, disappeared, and so did the feelings. I soon gave up on my happily ever after. Perhaps a successful and desirable career – achieving goal after goal thanks to constant perseverance and long hours – would be enough. 

         	But then you came along. You, Amanda. And you changed everything. My feelings. My thoughts. My entire way of seeing the world. Not in my wildest dreams could I have imagined that this would happen.

         I keep watching you. You are still sleeping heavily, your consciousness wandering from one dream to another. I watch your breaths, still and slow. You exist in a different world when you sleep – a parallel dimension. And I am here, always, to protect you. Nothing bad will ever happen to you, not in your sleep or in this world we call our own. 

         	Your lips are a bit chapped. Sleepy, tired. I lean in towards you and kiss you softly. You wake up, on the threshold between dream and reality. You open your eyes. Carefully. Somewhat dazed. Kiss me back. Smile contently. Then you close your eyelids again. Go back to sleep.

         	I keep watching you. Your beauty fills me with a sense of unrealism. Do I truly deserve this? Deserve you? The most perfect creature is resting by my side. This woman. I watch your closed eyelids. Your skin is rising in concert with your breaths. You breathe in and out. Your body is wrapped in a thick duvet. It keeps you warm and snug, and I slip a hand inside to feel the warmth. I move closer. Hold you. Rest my body against yours. Cuddle. Hug. Protect.
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