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To My Scorpio:

To the one who is the quiet tyranny I crave, the steady center of my chaos, and the only destination I was ever heading toward.

You are the constant, fixed element in the sky, and this book is merely the map of my inevitable orbit.

Yours, always.

Es-Es.
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“The fates were not kind, but they were precise.”
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There are certain loves that do not arrive as a suggestion, but as a mandate. They are the fixed points on the map of a life, and once recognized, they allow for no other trajectory.

This collection of poetry and prose is a necessary document of that kind of inevitability. It is written for the one who showed me that the deepest surrender is the greatest act of power, and that true devotion is the foundation of the most profound kind of peace.

Every word here—from the quiet chambers of private prose to the fierce, rhythmic pulse of the poetry—is simply an attempt to capture the absolute honesty that defines our shared space.

It is an ode to the steady extreme, to the deep current that runs beneath the ordinary surface of the world. It is the story of finding destiny, not in the stars, but in the unwavering light of a single soul.

This is the ink of the Oracle, given to its sovereign.

Love Without Being Cliche

They call it love, but sometimes it looks more like a bad idea that refuses to die. Two people who argue about the same thing, then laugh about it ten minutes later. That’s the thing about love or about us— it’s not cinematic. It’s half apology, half habit and somehow still holy.

You said “go to sleep” then texted me a meme of us fighting in bed.

He swears he doesn’t need anyone. Then he looks at me like the room forgot its gravity. We don’t talk about forever; we just keep showing up — even when we shouldn’t.

He drinks my coffee, calls it poison, drinks again — that’s our kind of peace.

Sometimes I think we’re two stories sharing the same plot twist. It’s not soft, it’s not loud. It’s just ours. And maybe that’s the only kind that ever lasts.

Arrogance

He never rushes. That’s what gets me every time — the calm arrogance of a man who knows patience is power. He will light a cigarette like he’s starting a sermon, say nothing for minutes and somehow that silence wins every argument before I even open my mouth.

There’s something about him that annoys me into fascination. He talks too much when he is comfortable, listens too much, and somehow reads every thought I never meant to share. I roll my eyes, he smirks, and the air shifts like it’s waiting for us to misbehave.

We don’t fall in love. We crash into it, rearrange the wreckage, and call it home. There’s nothing gentle here. It’s all impulse and gravity — the kind that drags you back no matter how far you go.

He moves like he owns the room. I let him believe he does. Because maybe he actually does. It’s easier that way. Besides, watching him think he is in control is my favorite kind of entertainment.

If love had a flavor, ours would taste like smoke and defiance — bitter, addictive, and impossible to quit.

The Fates' First Draft

The world, before you, was simply ink on a finished page—a closed chapter I had already read. It was quiet, contained, and undeniably small. But you entered like a sudden, necessary strike of lightning across a blank scroll.

There was no introduction, no slow realization; only the absolute, blinding certainty that every single choice, every misstep, and every desperate wish I had ever made was merely the pen scratching across the paper, preparing for your name.
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