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	OXYGEN

MATHIAS GODARD
 

Chapter 1
 
I wrote this book to get out of this enclave where I am.
Life is no longer possible under such conditions.
I finally want to assume.
The impertinence of this speech amounts to a slight introduction of what awaits you in this story.
OXYGEN ( The Story of a Life 2 ) . Good reading.  (This book contains passages that can offend the sensitivity of the youngest s )
 
I live in the pressure that surrounds me ... His body becomes desire. Her soul pursues her.
All parts of his body become impulses and ardours.
This passionate love is itching.
This heat is crossing me.
It becomes temptation and sensuality ...
Every day I see it. He sees me too.
This corporal emanation boils the flame that is in me.
This immense temptation turns into rage. She is of unequaled power.
A skin so soft and a body still unknown and unexplored waiting to be discovered.
This intimate look   ?
He enters me and transforms into an eternal and reproductive love.
It does not matter the consequences.
True love does not hide. He reveals himself ...
The sky is gray in the city.
I walk at his side.
His look hypnotizes me.
I have before an example of perfection.
 
Dream.
Of fantasies.
 
 
 
 
 
 
The will is full of unfinished passion and greed.
I give in to temptation. She takes me in her arms.
I am with good heart.
I continue to walk with him.
If only.
I have been waiting for this unexpected moment for so long.
My brain stops, my heart takes over.
I give way to the love that extends between us.
Will he receive the same feelings   ?
At least some   ?
Only one part can make things happen in a big way.
 
Life is short.
The choice is paramount.
We are passing on earth and we must mark our existence.
Our children will be the only source of memory possible.
Celebrity is nothing next to that.
Short.
Life is not eternal joy.
Enjoy every moment as if it were the last.
To know happiness you have to know the misfortune.
But many people never taste happiness.
I turn to him.
I have cold sweats at the mere thought of talking to him.
He smiles at me.
His smile makes me perplexed even though every part of his body is God's work.
IF it was god   ?
If the person I admired since least was an envoy of God.
If so, I sure god would be very disappointed .
I think of him every day.
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