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    For you,dear reader,who once loved without guarantees,who doubted in silenceand still kept reading.

This book does not try to save you.It only wants to sit beside youwhile you remember who you werewhen you still allowed yourself to feel.
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INTRODUCTION
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The Pulse on the Page

Writing a letter is a dangerous act. Not because of what it says, but because of what it reveals. It means placing your pulse on the page and accepting that someone—perhaps the wrong person, perhaps the only right one—might read it and choose to remain there. In a world where everything is touched but rarely felt, writing is a form of undressing without the body, yet with far deeper consequences.

A letter is born when desire finds no rest. When silence becomes unbearable. When thinking of someone leaves physical traces: a tightness in the throat, a tremor in the hands, an absence that settles into the bed. Those who write letters are not seeking conversation; they are seeking permanence. They want to be remembered, even if they are rejected.

This book offers no safe answers and no comfortable paths. It is a collection of words written at the edge—of love, of error, of surrender. There are no clean loves here, no gentle goodbyes. There are glances held too long, hands that never meet, bodies that desire one another in silence, and words that arrive when there is no turning back. Throughout these pages, love appears as it truly is: intense, contradictory, capable of saving or destroying with the same delicacy.

Love changes depending on who feels it and how much they are willing to lose. It is not written the same way from innocence as it is from a wound. For this reason, the book is organized around decisive moments—those instants in which a single sentence can alter an entire life:

• “If Only”: when desire is just beginning to surface, and the fear of starting is as strong as the attraction.

• Letters of Rupture: for when the truth no longer fits within friendship and speaking it means breaking something irreversibly.

• The Chill of Friendship: because letting go also hurts in the body, and saying goodbye can be a quiet act of love.

• Erotic Letters Between Lovers: where language becomes skin, where desire must be named so it does not burn away in waiting.

• Letters for Eternity: when time is running out and loving means leaving words behind as a trace, as a final caress.

Writing does not always heal, but it leaves a scar. And sometimes, that is enough. A letter allows us to say what would never be spoken aloud, to confess what cannot be endured in silence, to touch another without permission and without return. It does not matter if you doubt, if you tremble, or if you do not know how to end it. The right letter is never written from certainty, but from necessity.

These pages do not promise comfort, but they do offer company. Use them when desire keeps you awake, when absence weighs too heavily, or when loving in silence is no longer an option.

Some letters are not written to please or to be understood, but simply to keep from burning alive inside.

They are born when desire no longer fits within the body and silence begins to ache.

This book is for those who loved without permission, for those who stayed silent for too long, and for those who know that a single sentence can change everything.

Do not read to understand—read to be inhabited. Some messages ask for no reply, because their only destination is to become part of you: invisible tattoos made of ink and memory.
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IF ONLY
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Chronicles of the First Sighting and the Art of Introducing Yourself

There is a kind of love that does not begin with a hello, but with a look. A silent magnetism born at close range: in the stranger who underlines the same passage of a book at a café, in the shared coincidence of ordering the same coffee every Tuesday, in a laugh that crosses a room and settles into your memory before it ever has a name.

This chapter is a map for charting the unknown. Here, letters are not confessions; they are bridges, built with a careful balance of boldness and respect. They are a way of saying—without speaking a single word: I have watched you long enough to want to know the sound of your voice.

We explore the Awakening of Interest: the subtle art of translating intuition into invitation. The goal is not to declare, but to signal. Not to dismantle the mystery, but to open a door within it—one the other person may choose to cross and finally become real.

These are words written with a racing pulse, designed to break the ice without melting the magic. Because sometimes the most difficult—and most valuable—hello is the one written in ink on the fragile paper of possibility.

It is more frightening to remain stranded on the shore of what if than to leap into the unknown. This is your first—and bravest—blank page.

THE CAPTIVATING OBSERVATION

***
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FORGIVE THE FAMILIARITY with which I write to you. It does not come from boldness, but from weariness. There are silences which, when sustained for years, cease to be respectful and become a discreet form of violence. This is one of them.

If I am not mistaken, it has been almost three years since we first saw each other. I do not count the time as someone who watches, but as someone who has learned to measure it through smaller signs: the repetition of places, the predictability of routes, that fraction of a second in which the body recognizes a presence before reason intervenes. In glances that are not sought and yet still happen.

Throughout all this time, we have crossed paths many times. Sometimes only for a few seconds—just enough to confirm that you are still there. Other times long enough for something to linger between us, unnamed and without destination. They have been brief, restrained, almost courteous glances. Looks that do not linger out of modesty yet are never entirely denied. And there lies my doubt: I never knew whether there was intention in them or merely habit; whether they meant something, or whether I simply learned to read too much into them. I don’t know. And it is precisely because of that uncertainty—because of that dangerous margin—that I have decided to write to you.

I would like to propose something simple, at least in appearance: to have a coffee and take a short walk through the district where we work. That shared territory which has allowed us to coincide so many times without anything truly happening. If it suits you, I was thinking this Friday the 13th, after work. We could meet on the street where that careless driver splashed you and soaked you completely. I remember the incident with a clarity I would rather not possess. Perhaps that should have been the right moment to approach you, but I chose cowardice instead. You were furious—justifiably so—and I chose to observe.

There is something I must admit, though it does not cast me in a flattering light: despite how unpleasant the scene was, I remember how beautiful you looked. Your hair swept to the side, the blue sweater darkened by water, the way you kept walking without stopping, as if the discomfort were not worth addressing. I remember thinking there was something improper in my attention, something faintly dirty about finding beauty in your discomfort. It is a small memory, but a stubborn one—one that does not ask permission to return.

If you accept, it would make me happy in a way I would not know how to explain without ruining it. If you don’t, nothing will happen at all. We will continue to cross paths with the same courtesy as always, the same functional distance, those glances that demand nothing. I will not insist. I will not dramatize. I will not turn this gesture into a burden for either of us.

I only wish to avoid a particular kind of defeat: carrying, years from now, that silent question which appears when nothing can be done about it anymore—what if I had tried to speak to her?

Whatever your answer may be, I sincerely wish you the very best.

Warm regards, to the woman I learned to observe far too well.

HELLO, UGLY STRANGER.

***
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I SUPPOSE THIS IS A terrible way to start a letter—especially if you’re not interested in the person writing it. It might even be reckless. Let’s be honest: you’re not handsome, you’re not particularly friendly, and you barely say hello when you walk in. I already know what you’re thinking—that some silly girl is making fun of you—but I promise that’s not it. There’s no irony or cruelty here, just awkwardness. A lot of it.

Even if you aren't "head-turning" handsome, you have qualities that don't go unnoticed by someone who watches more than she speaks. You’re tall, strong, and attentive. You have that quiet presence of someone who doesn't need to announce themselves. And although you rarely smile, you are patient. I see it in the way you wait for your coffee, how you listen without interrupting, and how you keep your cool when things don't go your way. You also leave generous tips on payday, which says more about a person than people realize.

I’ll admit it took me a long time to write this—far longer than I care to admit. I’ve torn up more drafts than I can count. Since I lack the courage to hand this to you myself (I’m not nearly as brave as I look behind the counter), I’ve asked someone else to pass it along. I don’t want you to think this is a blind date. I want you to know exactly who you’d be meeting.

I’m the clumsy girl who spilled coffee on you twice. Yes, that one.

The reason I dared to write is that, despite my clumsiness, you weren't harsh. You didn't raise your voice or look at me with contempt. You didn't seem particularly amused either, but I’d like to think you were kind because you’re a gentleman... and maybe, just maybe, because you found me a little pretty.

I know it’s unfair that the world treats attractive people better, but that’s the reality, however uncomfortable it is to admit. But looks aren't my only virtue. At night, I study nursing. You might wonder how someone so clumsy could care for others, but I’m actually very good with children. I have the patience and tenderness needed to calm them when they cry. I plan to specialize in pediatrics because I believe that caring for someone is a form of love.

I’m telling you this because I know you’re a successful lawyer. While I don't feel inferior, I don't want you to think I’m just a directionless twenty-something trapped behind an espresso machine. This job is a stepping stone, not my destination.

Now, if you’re married or have a girlfriend, I ask one thing: please don't be unkind. Don't take advantage of my honesty. I’ve made my interest clear, and I know some men can be cruel when a woman makes herself vulnerable. If someone else already holds your heart, simply decline, and I’ll understand. No hard feelings.

But if you are interested, I’ll be waiting for you on Saturday, April 8th—my early day. I’d rather my coworkers didn't find out; I wouldn't survive the collective embarrassment. I’ll be at the corner by the café, next to the traffic light, at 2:00 PM. I’ll be wearing a red sweater so you can spot me easily—and because I think I look better in red.

If you’re not interested, truly, nothing changes. You can keep coming to the café, and I’ll serve you with the same kindness as always. And if I spill something on you again, I swear it isn't revenge. I’m just, hopelessly, a little clumsy.

I hope you’re well.

A KISSING DATE

***
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I KNOW THIS LETTER is a bold move—bold because of our age difference and because, truth be told, I barely know you. I know you by sight and through fragments: whispers, repeated anecdotes, and loose impressions that don’t always align. I’m not sure what’s true and what’s invented, but I suppose that’s part of the appeal.

What I do know for certain is that I am captivated by you. It isn’t just one thing; it’s the accumulation of details I can’t quite name: the way you walk, how you hold a gaze a second longer than necessary, and the calm confidence with which you move through the world. Please don't think I'm mocking you or being disrespectful—and I certainly don’t want to scare you. But I must be honest: I find you deeply desirable. I don’t say this with malice, but with the kind of honesty that admits to a feeling you never planned for.

That’s why I’d like to propose something unconventional: a kissing date.

I know how daring, perhaps even reckless, that sounds. But before you close this letter with a frown—or a smile, who knows—allow me to explain. Usually, relationships are built slowly: glances, long conversations, and connections tested over time before a kiss ever happens. But I imagine that, at your stage in life, you might not want to waste time on predictable dinners and small talk, only to discover on the fifth date that there’s no chemistry. So, I thought: why not skip a few steps? Let’s go straight to what matters—to what can’t be faked.

If, after we meet, you feel it was worth kissing this "beardless" twenty-something, then we can exchange numbers and go on a traditional date. And if not? That’s perfectly fine. That’s life. It will have been a strange, perhaps even amusing moment—but an honest one.

If you accept, we could meet in the square of the neighboring town. It’s not that I’m ashamed to be seen with you, but I want to protect your reputation. In these situations, women often face harsher judgment, which is unfair. Besides, since I don’t know if I’ll manage to win you over for a second date, why expose you to unnecessary gossip?

We could meet on Thursday, July 23rd. I’m not stalking you, I simply know it’s your day off. Midday would be perfect. We could kiss for a while, without rushing, and then either grab lunch or simply say goodbye like two people who dared to try something different.

In any case, I am being bold. But if nothing else, I am being sincere.

CONFESSION OF A FIRST IMPULSE

***
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HI THERE,

I took the liberty of writing this not because I’m a hopeless romantic, or even because I like writing. To be honest, I’m not very good at this—but I’ll give it my best shot.

I wanted you to know that you’ve caught my eye for a while now. It’s your kindness and, honestly, that smile of yours. I even managed to get your number and thought about texting you, but I didn't dare. I know how that usually goes: guys either think you’re crazy or "easy," and within a week, they’re sending a terabyte of unsolicited pictures or videos I didn't ask for.

I don’t know you yet, and I’m not expecting a saint. And look, it’s not that I never want to see that side of you... just not right away. Everything in due time. First, I’d like us to actually get to know each other and see if we can find a bit of that "magic" people call love. After all, what’s the point of being young if we can’t be fools in love?

I don't have the guts to hand this to you in person—I’m way too nervous—so I’m leaving it among your things. Just so you don’t think your friends are playing a prank on you, here’s who I am: I’m the girl with glasses you see at the library every Thursday. It’s funny how we always end up there at the same time... or maybe it’s just fate.

If you’re interested, look for me next Thursday, but come a little earlier so we can take a walk—if that sounds good to you. I’ll be there at 4:00 PM.

Now, a heads-up: if you’re only looking for a quick hookup, forget it. I’m tired of guys who only want to get laid on the first or second date. It’s not that I don’t enjoy sex—I do—but I refuse to be treated like just anyone. I like to be pursued. If you can manage that, I promise I’ll be devoted and passionate behind closed doors.

One more thing: if you show up with one of your idiot friends, you can go straight to hell. This is between us, not a damn convention. If you respect my boundaries, I promise I’ll dress up so you’ll feel the date was worth it. But I’m warning you now: no kissing and no sex. Though, if you’d like, I’ll let you hold my hand.

Maybe I’m setting too many rules, but I’m looking for a boyfriend—not a quickie in a parking lot or some empty classroom.

I hope to see you on Thursday.

A SIMPLE, IDEAL DATE

***
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I SUPPOSE I SHOULD start by telling you how beautiful you are—though I’m sure you’re well aware. One look in the mirror is enough to know that, and I’m certainly not the first to say it. But beauty can be a curse; half the men you meet only want one thing, and the other half do too—they just try to buy your way into it with expensive gifts and glittering promises.

The reason I’m writing is that I’ve liked you since we were practically kids. But more than that, I’m writing because I know you aren't for sale. I heard you turned down that luxury car from one of your suitors. What sane woman does that? Only one who truly respects herself.

People talk, of course. Some say it wasn't enough, that you’re just holding out for a better millionaire—but I don't buy it. You have your own career, and while you might not be making millions, you’re doing just fine. I’ll be honest: until recently, I judged you unfairly too. I thought you were just another pretty face. It wasn’t fair, I know, but it’s becoming harder to trust someone as striking as you.

I can’t buy you a brand-new car, and I can't fly you to Paris. In fact, you probably don’t even remember me. I’m the younger brother of your best friend from back in the day. I know the two of you didn’t end on the best terms, but I’m not interested in old drama about who stole whose boyfriend. Now that you know who I am, you know exactly where to find me.

If you agree to a date, I promise a good time—no strings attached, and no expectations. We could drive up to the hill, listen to music, dance, and set off fireworks. We might not be teenagers anymore, but I still remember how much you loved watching them explode. You always did have a bit of a pyromaniac streak in you.

It won't be a glamorous night, but I promise you’ll enjoy yourself. With any luck, I might even convince you to go on a second date. If not, you’ve only lost one night. You’ve probably wasted more than a few on "frogs" already—and while you’re certainly not obligated to kiss me, few people would turn down lips as lovely as yours.

I don’t want you to think this is some strange fantasy about my sister’s friend. I simply believe you’re worth the effort. Maybe something serious comes of it, maybe it doesn't. But I have to try.

If you’re interested, you know where I am from nine to six. If not, that’s perfectly fine. I’ll understand, and I promise not to make it awkward if we cross paths.

I hope to hear from you.

Take care.

UNDERGROUND LOVE

***
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MAYBE YOU HAVEN’T NOTICED—OR maybe you have—but more than once I’ve caught myself offering you a glance a little gentler than strictly necessary. I see you every morning on the subway, always at the same time, always in the same car. You’re usually leaning against the door or lost in a book, oblivious to the chaos of the rush hour around you.

I don’t know your name, what you do for a living, or where you go when you step off into the crowd. To me, you are a mystery wrapped in a winter coat; a brief, silent inhabitant of my daily routine. Yet, there is something about the way you exist in that cramped, metallic space that has completely captivated me.

I’ve spent weeks rehearsing how to approach you. I’ve imagined a thousand different opening lines, but they all seem either too bold or utterly ridiculous. How do you tell a stranger that their presence has become the highlight of your commute? How do you explain that I’ve started memorizing the way the light hits your face when the train emerges from the tunnel?

I’m not a stalker, and I’m not looking to make you uncomfortable. I’m just someone who believes that life is too short to let interesting people pass us by without at least saying "hello."

So, I’m leaving this note here, hoping it finds its way to you. If you’re single and wouldn’t mind a coffee with a fellow traveler, I’d love to get to know the person behind the book. If you’re not interested, or if someone already holds your heart, please just ignore this. I promise I won't make our morning commutes awkward; I'll simply go back to being just another face in the crowd.

But if you are curious, I’ll be wearing a blue scarf tomorrow. A small signal, just in case you want to turn this "underground love" into something real.

Safe travels.

A MELODY

***
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I SUPPOSE I SHOULD start by telling you how beautiful you are, though I’m sure you’ve heard it before. All it takes is a glance in the mirror to know it’s true, and I know I’m not the first to say it. You are very beautiful, yes—but that beauty doesn’t always work in your favor. Perhaps it’s even a bit of a curse. I see how men look at you, with that predatory hunger, as if you were a prize to be won or a trophy to display. I’ve noticed how you retreat into yourself when you feel those eyes on you, building a wall of silence to protect yourself from the noise of the world.

But I’ve also noticed something else—something that happens when you put on your headphones.

It’s a subtle transformation. Your shoulders drop, the tension in your jaw fades, and for a few minutes, you aren’t just a "pretty girl" in a crowded room. You are somewhere else entirely. I find myself wondering what you’re listening to. Is it something grand and orchestral, or a quiet melody that matches the depth in your eyes? I’m fascinated by that version of you—the one that doesn't feel the need to perform or defend itself.

I’m writing this because I’d like to be part of that world, even if only for a moment. I don’t want to buy your attention with expensive gifts or hollow promises, and I’m not interested in just another superficial encounter. I want to know the person behind the silence. I want to know the songs that make you feel safe, and maybe, tell you about the ones that make me think of you.

I know I’m a stranger, and I know how many "frogs" you’ve probably had to deal with. But I promise that if you give me a chance, I won't be one of them. I’m not asking for much—just a coffee, or perhaps a walk to that old vinyl shop nearby. No pressure, no expectations; just two people sharing a bit of music.

I’ll be here tomorrow at the usual time. If you’re interested, just take off your headphones for a second and say hello. I promise I’ll make it worth your while.

Until then, I hope the music is good.



A SHARED OBSESSION

***
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I’VE TAKEN THE LIBERTY of writing you this letter because there are simply too many coincidences between us to keep pretending they don’t exist. And before you start spinning any wild theories: no, I’m not stalking you. We’ve just crossed paths enough times for any observant person to start connecting the dots.

I’m fairly certain you’re single. How do I know? It’s easy, really. Only a single man goes to that many baseball games without having to answer to anyone. Plus, I’ve seen your grocery runs: suspicious amounts of beer, snacks clearly meant for one, and the kind of food intended to be eaten in front of a TV that stays on for all nine innings. Trust me, I know the signs.

And again—this isn't stalking. It’s simple deduction... and a few too many "accidental" encounters.

You’ve probably only noticed me at the supermarket, always in my office clothes, rushing in and out with my "I have a thousand things to do" face. I imagine you’ve pinned me as boring, structured, maybe even a little rigid. But I’m not. Not at all. That version of me is just the one I use to pay the bills.

The truth is, we share an obsession. And not just any obsession: baseball. That already makes things serious. It’s important. It’s the kind of thing that—if there’s even the slightest chance I interest you—should work in my favor. We share this passion... even if, unfortunately, we’re on opposite sides of the fence.

The first time I really paid attention to you was when you were buying supplies for a game. That’s when it all clicked. You’re a Red Sox fan. You were wearing that jersey like armor, and all I could think was: "I am surrounded by idiots."

I know—not the most elegant opening line for an invitation. But if we love the game, let’s be honest. Besides, you know the rivalry is half the fun.

Yes, I’ll say it plainly: I’m a Yankees fan. I love them. I defend them. I choose them, every single time. And please, don’t make a scene about it—it’s not my fault I support the best team in the world while you’ve chosen to suffer with a second-rate, emotionally unstable one. Maybe that’s a bit harsh, but this is who I am when it comes to baseball. I’m not lukewarm. I’m passionate, and I’m fairly unbearable when I’m right.

To make matters better—or worse—I’m a Yankee by birth. It’s in my blood. I moved to Boston for work, so yes: life’s little irony. Imagine what it’s like surviving here, surrounded by Red Sox fans, pretending to be neutral while I’m screaming on the inside.

I considered inviting you straight to a Red Sox–Yankees game for a first date, but that wouldn't make much sense. You probably already have tickets for half the season—or the whole thing. So, I propose something more interesting:

You invite me to a Red Sox vs. Yankees game.

And if things go well—if we don’t end up throwing beer at each other or exchanging unforgivable insults—and you actually want to see me again, then I’ll invite you to a Celtics vs. Knicks game.

It’s a fair deal. Balanced. Civilized... as much as possible.

You might think it would’ve been easier to just ask for my number—or give me yours—the next time we ran into each other. Maybe. But considering how die-hard we both are, I preferred to set the ground rules from the start. Because there’s a very real chance you’re one of those lunatics incapable of dating a Yankee—even a spectacularly attractive one. I’ve seen it happen. Boston can be a hostile place.

If you’re interested, give me an answer the next time you see me. And no, I’m not giving you my number just yet. Trust is earned. I’ve had enough experience to know that giving out your phone number too soon usually ends with a useless collection of "unsolicited photos"—completely ineffective at warming these cold Boston nights. I don’t have room for that in my life.

And if you’re not interested, please don’t be the guy who just wants to sleep with "the Yankee girl" just to brag about it later over lukewarm beers and mediocre comments. I’m not an anecdote or a lost bet.

Now, if you accept my proposal, I’ll show up to the game in my Yankees jersey and sit right next to you, regardless of the murderous looks from your friends. I enjoy provoking people. Especially when I’m right.

I genuinely find you interesting. More than I expected to admit. And if you don't accept... well, I’ll keep surviving among Red Sox fans like I always have.

Nothing more to add.

Let’s go, Yankees.

AN INDECENT PROPOSAL

***
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I’LL HAND YOU THIS letter the next time I give you your popcorn. I’ll do it carefully, at the exact second your current conquest is distracted—staring at the movie listings or arguing over what size soda she wants. I don’t want to get you into trouble... yet. And I don’t want this story to begin with awkward explanations or curious glances.

What you do on weekends isn’t something I approve of as a woman. But then again, it’s not my place to judge you. Still, let’s be honest: you’re not just a womanizer. That would be too basic. You’re something worse—an elegant predator. The kind who doesn’t chase; he waits. He smiles. He watches. And when he leaves, he leaves behind a trail of emotional wreckage that no one dares to claim.

I’ll never forget that Saturday morning in spring. You showed up with that brunette—so proper, so predictable—to watch that cheesy, utterly forgettable Jenna Ortega movie. You came back hours later, well into the night, with a redhead who looked like she’d stepped straight out of a collective fever dream. In that moment, I found you despicable. And yet, I couldn’t stop watching you. Because those weren’t just dates. Those women weren’t kissing you out of habit or boredom. They kissed you as if the world might end the moment the credits rolled.

And just when I thought I’d seen it all, Deadpool & Wolverine happened.

Six women. The same weekend. All different. All undone. All melting into your arms as if you were the last sin allowed before the end of time. You’re a fascinating study in deviance—a walking social experiment. If anyone were actually paying attention, more than a few people would lose their faith in humanity, and the most radical feminists would probably burn this theater down with you inside.

I’m not writing to blackmail you. Or to sabotage your hunt. Or to demand anything from you. The truth is much more uncomfortable: something about you hooked me. Maybe I’m a little broken. Maybe dangerous men excite me. Or maybe I just want to know what it feels like to be on the other side of the game—just once.

My name is Dayana. The skinny girl with freckles. The one in the boring uniform. The one who sells you popcorn without holding your gaze for too long... because if I do, I’ll smile, and I don’t want you to notice that yet. I know I’m not like your spectacular conquests—the ones who walk in on your arm like freshly won trophies. But I can assure you that under this dull uniform lies a well-kept body. I work out every day, and I have pretty nice legs. Yes, this sounds a bit twisted. I feel like I’m selling myself. Maybe I am. But I’m doing it with my eyes wide open.

I want a date with you. And no—you won’t spend a single cent. This time, the woman pays. Or rather, the theater does. Saturday nights, I close up alone. The building is empty, silent, almost unreal. We can watch a movie at midnight, when there are no witnesses and the echo of every footstep feels heavier than it should. And if things become more intimate... darker... more reckless... you’d better come prepared. Not everyone knows how to handle silence when it turns complicit.

Don’t get me wrong: I don’t want love, or promises, or shared breakfasts. I don’t want to become another name on your list or a story you tell between laughs. I just want the vertigo. A conscious slip. A night that doesn’t repeat itself and stays unconfessed. I know you don’t usually let opportunities like this pass you by.

If you accept, I’ll see you the Saturday I give you this letter. At midnight. I promise I won’t look like the girl who sells you popcorn. I’ll be dressed to take control from the very first second, so you understand something important: that night, you don’t choose. You only decide whether you’ll let yourself be carried away.

And if you’re not interested—because your other conquests are absurdly beautiful—that’s fine. I’ll keep smiling behind the counter. I’ll sell you candy. You won’t have to change theaters. And I will never, ever say a word.

See you at the next premiere.

RED SHOES

***
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HELLO, NORA.

I’m an admirer. And—with a bit of luck, though I don’t take it for granted—a possible suitor.

I’ve noticed you for a while now, but in that quiet, almost accidental way one becomes aware of someone who draws attention without trying. There’s no obsession in it—just repeated coincidences and glances that cross a little more often than usual. Brief moments, nearly insignificant, and yet they linger. In a world where everything seems to be settled with an app and a couple of well-lit photos, I still believe some people can meet the old way: through a simple gesture, a carefully written letter, and a bit of courage.

I don’t want you to think this is some impossible invitation, or that I’m disconnected from reality. I’m fully aware of how beautiful you are—the kind of woman who subtly changes a room the moment she walks in. I assure you I wouldn’t dare take this step if I didn’t feel there was, at the very least, a small possibility with you. I’m no eyesore—though no hero either—and I have no intention of competing with the memory of your last boyfriend. I know of him because I should confess something before you imagine something worse: he’s my friend. You’ve probably seen me from a distance at some gathering or passing encounter, even if we’ve never spoken.

I don’t want you to think I was silently waiting for your relationship to end. That wasn’t the case. In fact, I only found out a few days ago that you’d broken up. It came to me by chance, and then I confirmed that, in truth, he’d already been part of the past for some time. I imagine—and I hope—you’ve found some peace as well. If not, I’m genuinely sorry to stir up a memory that might still hurt. My intention isn’t to reopen wounds, only to knock gently and with respect.

I’m not writing out of haste or easy opportunity. I’m writing from a question I don’t want to keep to myself any longer: what might have happened if I’d dared to get to know you?

It isn’t just that I find you attractive; what little I know about you strikes me as deeply charming. I’ve heard you like skating, going out dancing, and the theater. I enjoy dancing, and I’m especially fond of gothic theater—stories where beauty and shadow intertwine. I’ll admit skating isn’t my strong suit. I tried it as a child and ended up in the ER, casted and thoroughly humbled by an unheroic lesson that now makes me smile. I suppose we all have our talents and our clumsinesses; perhaps that’s part of what makes us interesting.

So I’ll get to the point, with the honesty this attempt deserves. I’d like to invite you dancing this coming Saturday, at the hall near your place. I’d meet you at the entrance at seven in the evening. I can’t think of a better way to get to know someone than letting the music make the first move—letting bodies speak before words, and allowing the night to set the pace.

And if you’re not interested, or if it makes you uncomfortable that I know a little more about you than you know about me, I’ll understand without reproach or drama. Truly. It’s fine. Sometimes daring also means accepting a no with grace and moving on without bitterness.

I’ll send this letter inside a shoebox. Perhaps a slightly expensive pair of very beautiful shoes. When I saw them, I thought they’d look stunning on you. Let me make something very clear, because I want to be absolutely transparent: accepting these red shoes doesn’t commit you to anything. You’re not obliged to accept my invitation in exchange for them. They’re not a bargain or a currency. I simply thought they’d be a lovely gesture—something that matched the idea of dancing and the woman I imagine when I think of you. So please, keep them, regardless of your answer.

I hope to see you on Saturday.

And whatever happens, never stop dancing.

FISH-SCENTED PERFUME

***
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I’M NOT QUITE SURE how to begin this... It’s complicated, and I’m a little embarrassed to ask you this—especially because you’re a good customer, and I might be scaring you off. Still, I’d rather risk finding out whether I have any chance with you than live with the doubt, even if that means losing you as a customer.

I’m doing this because I like you. Because you’ve always been kind to me, and because you’re one of the very few customers who has never made a crude remark or a sexist or dismissive comment about my slanted eyes—and believe me, that says a lot about you.

Maybe I shouldn’t admit this, but I’ve always thought you were handsome. I never imagined I might interest you, and it’s not that I have low self-esteem—though I’ll admit my sister is much prettier. She got the best share of the genes... though I can’t really complain, because I know I have my own charms.

I worked up the courage to write you this letter for two reasons. The first is that before throwing myself into this small madness, I checked whether you were married or had a girlfriend, and I found out you’re single. How do I know? Let’s just say men are worse than women when it comes to gossip. They even told me about your restaurant—how well located it is, and how well you cook. I won’t deny that made you even more appealing.

The second reason is that my sister insisted you liked me. At first I didn’t believe her, because an older sister’s job is to boost your confidence and protect you—but in the end, she convinced me. I’ll be honest with you, and I hope you won’t be upset: she suggested we both wear short, fitted dresses and then, at the end of the day, check the security footage.

A lot of men stared and made bold comments, but I only cared about your eyes. And I noticed them. When I let my guard down, you looked at me with an intensity that made me smile inwardly. You barely looked at my sister. I know what we did wasn’t entirely fair, but I needed to be sure.

I don’t want you to think I’m one of those women who believe men should never look. I’m realistic. I understand we’re women, you’re men, and sometimes we simply draw attention. At this point in life, I settle for respect: not being touched without permission, not being insulted just for being women or for our Asian heritage.

I think I’ve already said too much. If you’d like, maybe we could go out sometime—no big expectations, just a walk, a chance to get to know each other a little better.

I hesitate to mention this, but I suppose I should, so you don’t feel pressured. Maybe you never asked me out because you’re shy. Or maybe I only caught your attention physically, but my face didn’t quite convince you. Or maybe you’re one of those men who don’t date a fish vendor because you think we always smell like that.

I promise you that isn’t true. With a hot shower and a bit of perfume, we smell just as feminine as any other woman. We don’t smell like fish—we smell like clean skin and perfume, like everyone else.

I hope you’re just shy, and that you don’t have strange ideas about us. And if you’re not interested, that’s okay too. Just because you looked at me doesn’t mean you owe me anything more. Maybe you were just looking, the way someone browses without intending to buy. Either way, I hope I don’t lose you as a customer, and that you understand I needed the courage to take this step.

By the way, my name is Jennifer. “Mulan” is just a silly nickname. I am of Asian descent, yes—but I don’t speak any Asian languages, and my last name isn’t Wang or Liu (not that there’s anything wrong with them). My last name is Smith. I’ve never even been to Asia: I was born in San Francisco, and the farthest I’ve traveled is Mexico, on vacation.

I’m telling you all this so you don’t get strange ideas about me. So you don’t give me incense or Asian trinkets. Think of me as any other normal girl. Flowers, for example, are always a lovely gesture.

Well... see you around.

WE ARE AT WAR

***
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December 12, 1941

MISS WITH THE CURLY hair,

I do not yet know your name, though we have worked under the same roof for some time now. I know you handle the company’s administrative matters, that your desk is always impeccably arranged, and that your steady stride carries a quiet authority. I do not know whether your heart already belongs to someone. If it does, I sincerely hope you are happy—though I won’t deny it would render this small boldness I allow myself today quite useless.

I should have written sooner. I’ve lost too much time sheltering in shyness, convinced there would always be another opportunity. Now, with the days growing uncertain and the world changing in a single blow, that silence weighs on me like a mistake I don’t wish to carry. The country is at war. The radios speak of nothing else. Christmas approaches with a strange mixture of carols and grim headlines. It’s very likely I’ll be called to service next year.

A friend and I will travel to Texas to enlist. I’m not doing this out of a hunger for glory or a reckless desire to die young. I do it because pilots will be needed, because the training will be long, and because working in an aircraft factory, I feel I already belong—somehow—to the sky others will have to defend. Every rivet, every engine that passes through my hands seems to push me closer to that decision.

I tell you this not to awaken pity or to force a kind response. I’m not seeking long promises or futures I may not be able to keep. It would be unfair to ask you to wait for someone who may not return. But I don’t want a trivial affair or an empty night either; that would be unworthy—of you and of me. I would simply like, before leaving, to dare to know you the way one truly knows someone: with words, with time, with sincere attention.

If you accept, I would like to invite you this Friday, after your shift ends. It would be a brief meeting—no more than three hours—as I must return to work. Nothing grand, nothing excessive. Perhaps a coffee, maybe a short walk if the cold allows it. Just enough time to talk, to laugh a little if the moment permits, and to keep an honest memory amid all this noise of sirens and farewells.

You may recognize me as the man who declined to shake your hand on a couple of occasions and offered only an awkward smile instead. It wasn’t discourtesy. My hands were stained with engine grease, and I didn’t wish to soil yours. The truth is, you command respect. You are the head of payroll; I know your last name, but not your first. Perhaps that is why I have always kept a certain distance, like someone afraid of breaking something delicate before knowing whether he can hold it.

I hope you consider my invitation with the same honesty with which I write it. If you choose not to accept, I will understand without reproach or insistence. But if you say yes, I will feel fortunate to have known—even for a single evening—the girl with the curls who made this uncertain time feel a little more human.

Yours sincerely,

the man who notices your curls

THE FREAK GIRL

***
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OKAY... YOU AND I HAVE a problem.

The kind worthy of an anime rom-com that drags on longer than it should—twelve episodes of misunderstandings, awkward silences, and unexplained looks. I genuinely cannot believe you still haven’t asked me out. It’s exactly like those series where everyone—absolutely everyone—knows the leads like each other, the ending theme plays with some melancholic song, and yet no one makes a move. And here we are. Season after season.

I don’t want to sound intense or dramatic (though I admit I kind of am), but let’s be clear: you don’t have a harem of cute girls lining up like it’s an isekai. There’s no epic rivalry, no princesses battling for your attention. And yet here I am, sending you signals clearer than a new-season opening—wearing T-shirts from your favorite anime (yes, the same ones I love), popping up on your radar like a repeated RPG encounter, crossing paths with you again and again, waiting for you to notice this isn’t a random event.

I’m not a perfect waifu or a poster heroine with impossible proportions. I don’t think I’m ugly either. Let’s say I’m that secondary character who shows up quietly, who at first seems like a friendly NPC... and who, with time and patience, becomes essential to the story. The one who holds key scenes together while the protagonist fails to realize how important she is.

I’m writing because someone had to break the shy-protagonist loop. Because I like you. Just like that—no overblown cutscene. Because we share universes, references, and that particular way of seeing the world that only people who’ve spent nights binge-watching anime, arguing over builds, losing hours in front of a console, and debating ridiculous theories truly understand.

Picture it for a second: going to conventions together, walking past booths full of figures and posters, planning coordinated cosplays (yes, I already have ideas—and no, I’m not revealing them yet), arguing over whether Evangelion is a masterpiece or an emotional wound that never healed, debating whether Zelda is better played solo or co-op, and being that odd couple who laughs at jokes no one else gets. The kind that looks strange from the outside, but fits perfectly on the inside.

If you’re up for it, we can start the way good stories do: without unnecessary epicness. An afternoon of videogames—I promise not to button-mash or cheat—maybe some co-op, cheap pizza, laughter, comfortable silences, and we’ll see what happens. No pressure. No forced endings. Letting the story level up on its own, the way it should.

I don’t want to intimidate you by taking the initiative. Think of me as that female character who, tired of endless misunderstandings, takes the protagonist’s hand, looks him straight in the eyes, and says softly:

“Hey... do you realize this is already a date?”

I’m sending you this letter the old-fashioned way because I also want to give you some drawings I made. They’re fan art, sketches—little pieces of my world. Sharing them with you is my way of saying you matter to me without triggering a full dramatic confession arc that leaves us emotionally exhausted.

I’ll be waiting for your answer.

Fingers crossed like it’s the last episode of the season...

and genuinely hoping there’s a second one.



THE CHRISTMAS GIRL

***
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HELLO, CHRISTMAS GIRL.

I call you that because I don’t know your name, even though we’ve been recognizing each other for years without ever speaking. We cross paths through work, share spaces, routines, hallways, silences. We exchange glances—sometimes curious, sometimes tired, sometimes simply distracted—but never a greeting, never a word. It’s strange how two people can become familiar without ever being introduced. I suppose it was time to change that.

The nickname isn’t random. It has a very clear reason: every December, you rescue those striking Christmas sweaters from the back of your closet—some dangerously cheesy, others downright impossible to ignore. Reindeer, lights, snowflakes, colors that defy any rule of subtlety. And even if it sounds like teasing—which it isn’t—I’ve always admired the confidence it takes to wear them without asking anyone’s permission. Not everyone can pull that off without looking ridiculous. You can. On you, even excess feels sincere.

This may not be the most elegant opening, considering I want to ask you out, but it felt like the most honest—and slightly daring—way to break the ice after so many years of accumulated silence.

Why now, after all this time? I could say it’s routine, loneliness, or a sudden revelation in the mirror, but that wouldn’t be true. My life is steady: I have people I love, work, habits. I don’t feel alone. And, honestly, I’ve always found you charming. Maybe it’s the joy you carry even when you’re not speaking, or the way you occupy space without trying to draw attention... even though you inevitably do.

The truth is, lately you seem different to me. And no—it’s not your new haircut or your broken arm (though I admit I should have asked what happened, and I didn’t). It’s something harder to explain. You seem quieter. Dimmer. As if part of your light were lowering its brightness to conserve energy. I don’t know what you’re going through or what battles you’re fighting in silence. And maybe it’s not the wisest thing to say when asking someone out—but I chose honesty over elegance.

I’m not writing out of pity or passing curiosity. I’m not that kind of man. I’m writing because I think you’re worth a great deal, because you genuinely interest me, and because getting to know someone like you feels like an effort truly worth making. The kind that doesn’t feel like wasted time, but like opportunity.

And since we’re being honest... I should also confess something more superficial, but no less true: I’ve seen you in a dress and black stockings. And yes—you have a presence that doesn’t go unnoticed. It’s not just physical. It’s the combination of what you show and what I sense you keep to yourself. The things that aren’t displayed, but felt.

If you’re willing, I’d like to see you this Saturday at four in the afternoon, by the Christmas tree that will be lit in the downtown shopping plaza. We could walk without hurry, get something warm to eat, look at the lights, let Christmas be the excuse... even though, really, the excuse is you. Talk. Laugh a little. Or simply walk. I don’t promise anything grand—only something honest.

That’s all.

No tricks. No pressure. Just a clear invitation after years of silence.

I hope you say yes, Christmas Girl.

SEE YOU AT THE SUMMIT

***
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I’M TIRED.

It was a long day—one of those climbs where the elevation lodges itself deep in your legs and the sun beats down unhurriedly, as if it knows there’s no escaping it. Dust clings to the skin. Breathing becomes measured, deliberate. That’s why I’ll go straight to the summit. Not out of haste, but because when the body feels like this, the only thing left is to finish the route with dignity.
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