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A calm lifestyle. A kind of lulled sense of everyday life, smoothed-over edges of confrontation, a quick conversation of loneliness with familiarity. There is no spiciness: as if I had been marinated in the brine of everyday routine, and the pepper, a symbol of exacerbations, had become the same as it should be in a sealed jar of marinade - soured, not spicy. Finding the difference between this life and that, when it was necessary to keep an ear open and beat a hoof on the glass impenetrable floor of family life, I seem to live in a new world in which the element of emotions has been replaced by the indifference of the winds moving grains of sand on the beach. Now I understand, I was cramped in the grip of my own moral principles and responsibility to my loved one, but the adrenaline that I received daily from crazy everyday life, it seemed to erase the gears and rollers inside me, and the whole, with its intricate notes, waltz of beasts, turned into an ordinary polka, or even better: a lounge composition. Now, sometimes in dreams, moments flash and shimmer with bright flashes. And in these moments the essence of the continuation of the path, where I am not alone, and I see other people, and often her with her unchanging glassy gaze. But, like fluff in a pillow, these visions are filled with air, and, in some places, I am no longer alone, and I lead new connections, as if getting to know new girls and falling in love with them, and experiencing attraction to them, I get into an exquisite environment in those visions, in which there is an opportunity to be nice and involved in mutual attraction.
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Life flows in various little things. This is the movement of life, like a stream washing small stones. This water runs its way, giving moisture to the earth and stones that mark our events that we meet every day, and perhaps the same small events that make up life, move its wheel step by step. The queen of fantasy - she is able to spur our expectations in such a way that the mercury of endorphins in everyday life soars. But God forbid it turns out to be unfulfilled: everything collapses, and what was so sweetly dreamed of turns into ruins and rubbish that simply must be somehow disassembled and thrown away. Then there is chemistry. You did not understand it at school? And what about the life chemistry between two human bodies of different sexes? Have you felt this magical enchanting attraction? Have you succumbed to it, or rejected it, frightened? A lot depends on this. I have been under this exciting feeling twice in my life, and both times I refused to accept and continue it. A question of morals and ethics, in this case. For the first time, I had to apply a measure of denial or deliberate cessation of a suddenly established contact with a young lady. At that moment, it seemed necessary to me to break off this inexplicably suddenly arisen attraction for ethical reasons. Later, I probably took the opposite side in these judgments, concluding that I had acted incorrectly. The second case: we were alone with the same lady, and I again felt a long-forgotten attraction, but, frightened, rejected it. She felt the same, too, and this is more a fact than a fiction. Why was it necessary to extinguish these fluids so much that they simply dissolved? It seemed like the right decision, but I am afraid that, like the first time, I simply blundered and disrupted some natural course of nature. Never having learned the essence of that contact, it became no longer possible in the future.
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