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         We fight all the time. It’s been us, for four years. A couple, living together. A two-some. Ebba and Philip, as one. I love him. I think he loves me.

         In the beginning, we were in love. The compliments flowed from our mouths – touching everything. We really saw each other. We appreciated one another. And cared for our love. Maybe it’s the forgetfulness, and all the other priorities, having us not appreciate each other like we used to do. Maybe we take each other for granted, to the point that we’ve stopped seeing and cherish what we from the start loved. What we fell for. Maybe we’re stuck in an everyday life becoming heavy and depressing, grim enough for us to only see the bad, the melancholy. Making irritation grow within us. Frustration; becoming fights, harsh words, and sometimes even tears.

         Maybe. It sounds simple enough in my head. Still, we’re getting nowhere. Still, nothing changes.

         You might ask, why do we stay? Maybe that’s where we should start. The negative parts of our relationship are clear, but complex.

         One of the reasons keeping us together, is our extraordinary sex life. A sex life that gives us the most wonderful orgasms. In bed, we’re allowed to be different people than we usually are. The ones we enact from morning to evening. In bed, everything disappears and all that remains is the lust and wild-powered longing.

         He fucks me.

         I fuck him.

         And in those moments – it’s worth it. All the bad, hard, complicated stuff. The sex is what keeps us together.

         I had thought about my options many times. But everything doesn’t always turn out the way you planned.

         One day he tells me; he wants us to move apart. Our relationship is over, he says. It doesn’t work anymore. I’m surprised. I’ve always seen myself as the one who ends it, stops it and runs away when things get tough. We don’t try to talk or find solutions instead of this goodbye. I don’t cry. I don’t yell. I just leave our home, fleeing to my old flat, the one that I rent out – but that always has a spare room I can stay in. Somehow, I feel relieved. Like a huge at last.

         He calls me after a few days. Says he misses me. That maybe, maybe we should try again, after all. I need to think about it. I miss him. Or well, I don’t miss the relationship, I really don’t. We’re different. Too different. Our values have grown in different directions. And we’ve stopped noticing each other. I don’t think we can change this. I think we’re incapable of getting back what we’ve lost. Most of all, I’ve lost the will to try and patch things up. Us. Tired of trying, and I find myself in a situation where I’m not sad. I’ve accepted it, our separation. Thinking it’s best if we go our separate ways, after all.

         But I do miss the sex. I miss his body. I miss how he makes love to me and how he makes me feel.
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