Aesthetics is an intriguing art.  What is appeasing to one’s senses may be distasteful to another.  Aesthetics for me is curvy, flowing, and easy to translate yet full of inquisitive, deeper meaning.  It’s a series of blended colors for my eyes, a hard and sleek surface to touch, a soft, easy-going jazz for my ears, the aroma of fresh baked cookies to smell, or the smooth texture of fresh chocolate pudding on my taste buds.  Ease of use is aesthetically pleasing for me.  I want things to read my mind on what it is that I desire at a particular time.  
Why do people have different opinions?  Why do some people prefer to use a contemporary design, others a country design, and yet others choose a Victorian design?  All three of these are unacceptable to even more people.  Is it prior knowledge?  Is it life experiences?  Could it be the level of influence in a life crisis time?
Aesthetically pleasing for me is:

A new chair molding to my body perfectly.
Not knowing I have new shoes on my feet.

A microfiber blanket that falls around my body without tucking it around me.

Colors that compliment each other.

A cool refreshing breeze on a hot summer day.

Just congealed wild strawberry Jello jiggling in my mouth.
A warm cup of cappuccino on a cold winter morning.
