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Chapter One: The Empty Routine
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I am Adam, a young man in my twenties, living a quiet life that is, at times, disturbingly tranquil. I wake up every morning in my spacious room, which holds shelves packed with books, my old, indispensable headphones, and rare video games gifted to me years ago. Everything here is meticulously organized, and every corner has its own unique feeling, yet sometimes I feel that everything is utterly soulless.

My routine usually begins with a cup of coffee, which I prepare myself. I sit on the balcony to listen to the breeze and the swaying of the trees, or to watch the birds dance among the branches. Sometimes I open my small notebook and write down my thoughts or dreams; sometimes I try to organize them as if they were a story, and sometimes I just let the ink flow without purpose.

Afterward, I have my breakfast, which is often simple: fresh bread with butter and honey, occasionally adding some seasonal fruits. Then I settle into my large desk, open a book that I read slowly. I often lose myself in old novels or philosophical books that make me ponder life and existence. I love savoring every word, every idea, as if it were a window through which I could view other worlds.

On many days, I try to break the monotony. I watch a strange film I’ve never heard of before, or I try new foods in the kitchen, sometimes mixing flavors in odd ways just to see the result. Other times, I enjoy long hours in front of video games, competing only against myself just to see if I can win. Sometimes I laugh at my mistakes, and sometimes I feel frustrated, but these moments offer me a fleeting sense of liberation.

Despite everything I have, I feel this overwhelming emptiness. My family is wealthy, our house is luxurious, and everything around me is perfectly organized, but none of this prevents my feeling of loneliness. Sometimes I hear the family’s laughter or the sounds of gatherings on the other floors, and I realize that I am choosing this isolation myself. But it’s my own kind of solitude, not caused by others, but because I find my comfort here, among my things and my thoughts.

I love music greatly. Sometimes I close the door and listen to calm melodies or classical music, allowing it to fill the room, as if it were granting me a temporary friend. Sometimes I put on my headphones and walk around the house, enjoying the silence and the tunes, as if I live in my own world.

I also love the small details of my daily life: organizing my library, observing the birds in the garden, meticulously cleaning things, or rearranging the games on the shelves. Sometimes I test myself, closing my eyes and imagining I’m in a different world, far from the boredom, far from the routine, far from everything.

Even the family itself, despite their wealth and luxurious life, sometimes feels like mere decoration around me; no one truly understands me, and no one feels what I feel. Everything around me looks beautiful on the surface, but inside me screams with boredom, with loneliness, and with a desire for something different—something alive, something that makes my heart race
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Chapter Two: The Sudden Accident
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Alright, set the scene: I'm lounging in my room, brain half-melting from boredom, poking at the idea of working out but, honestly, just procrastinating. My cat’s perched nearby, staring at me like I’m supposed to be doing something meaningful with my life. You know that look cats give you? Like they’re judging you, but also maybe rooting for you to get off your butt. That was the vibe.

So I decide, whatever, let’s do something nice for the little guy before I start huffing and puffing. Off I go to the kitchen, opening the fridge with all the enthusiasm of a sleep-deprived raccoon. There’s not much—leftover mystery meat from God knows when, a few chunks of fruit. I’m not exactly Gordon Ramsay, but I toss together a sad little plate. The cat doesn’t care. He’s already circling my legs, tail flicking, eyes wide like it’s the Ritz. It’s funny, really—how something so small can make you feel like you’re killing it at life, just by showing a bit of excitement.

I stroll back, set him up on his favorite rug, and watch him chow down. There’s this weird sense of peace in that moment, like the world dialed down its volume just for us. I mean, my routine’s basically the definition of “bland,” but for a second, watching that cat eat, it felt...warmer. Cozier, maybe. Like I wasn’t just floating through the day.

Anyway, enough mushy stuff. Time for the grind. I roll out my mat—it’s seen better days, let’s be honest—arrange my dumbbells, and crack the window. The air outside is freezing, but hey, it wakes you up. I grab my jump rope, get into that rhythm—feet smacking the mat, arms moving, mind finally zoning out in a good way. That little burst of “yeah, I got this.” Exercise is weird like that; it tricks you into thinking you can handle whatever garbage life throws at you.

And then, boom—life throws garbage. Outta nowhere, my cat decides to make a grand entrance right when I’m lifting a dumbbell. Like he’s auditioning for the X Games or something. One split second. I try to stop, but everything just blurs. Dumbbell slips, and—I can’t even say it without my stomach twisting—he’s hit.

Time stops. I don’t even breathe. He’s just...there. Still. My brain’s screaming at me to fix it, to do something, anything. I rush over, hands shaking. Nothing. It’s like my insides got scooped out with a rusty spoon.

Grief isn’t even the word. It’s like a tidal wave, crashing out of nowhere and dragging me under before I can catch a breath. I’m not just crying for a pet, you know? It’s way deeper. That cat was my background noise, my “someone else in the room,” my excuse to talk out loud without feeling nuts. All those moments—quiet, boring, totally ordinary—suddenly feel huge because he was there for them. And now he’s not.

I slumped to the floor, back pressed to the wall, just letting myself break down. No shame, just honest-to-God heartbreak. Tears running, chest tight, that deep ache you feel all the way down to your bones. Regret hit me like a brick: Why didn’t I check where he was? Why wasn’t I more careful? You replay it in your mind, each time hoping for a different outcome, but reality doesn’t give out second chances. It’s brutal.

The silence after...man, that was the worst. It wasn’t a peaceful kind of quiet, either. It was the kind that echoes, that makes every tiny sound—like my own stifled sobs—feel monstrous. The room felt emptier, like even the shadows didn’t want to stick around.

That day didn’t just mess with my workout routine. It rewired something inside me. Made me realize how quickly stuff can go sideways, how a single careless moment can flip your whole world. Caution, responsibility—those aren’t just words you toss around. They’re lessons you learn the hard way, sometimes with scars you can’t see but you never forget.

So, yeah. I started that day thinking about jump ropes and reps. I ended it learning what it means to lose something you didn’t realize meant everything, all in the blink of an eye. If that’s not a wake-up call, I don’t know what is.

Oh, you want it even more fleshed out? Alright—let’s dig deeper, crank up the details, and let the thoughts wander a bit more.

—
[image: ]


d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
CCCCCCC

IM ADAM






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





