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         I sat on the balcony and lit a cigarette. The full moon illuminated the omnipresent darkness and subtly caressed my face. The smell of the warm May air made me feel a strange but pleasant tension, as if I was waiting for something. It just occurred to me that, indeed, I was waiting. Still waiting for a change that was not coming. I was fed up with this mediocrity that had been with me for many weeks. And that goddamn feeling that I really had nothing, even though until recently I thought I had everything. I thought breaking up with Anna was the best decision I could have made. After a five-year relationship, our paths had simply diverged. It was hard to watch her suffer, but at the same time, I felt that now I was really on my way to a new and better life. It was wonderful. I was partying, meeting with long-lost friends, suddenly as if I had no duties and had more time to myself. It lasted probably a week or two until it finally got empty and sad. I stopped seeing my friends – no wonder, after all, the years of high school are gone forever, everyone has their families, jobs, and responsibilities. I spent the following days alone in a cramped and empty apartment and I didn’t know what to do with myself. After all, I was supposed to “chase a new life”, and meanwhile I was lying in bed, staring blankly at the ceiling. Everything was about to change for the better, meanwhile I was still stuck in hopeless stagnation. The only change that had happened was that there was no one else by my side.

         I stubbed out my cigarette. Slowly I returned to my apartment, lit my palo santo and once again turned on my beloved U2’s “Every Breaking Wave.” It was our song…

         “Pull yourself together, stupid. You owe it to yourself,” I scolded myself. Eventually the music stopped, and I stood there for an eternity, thinking about what would never come back. I didn’t know what for. After all, I didn’t love her anymore. But the feeling of emptiness and loneliness bothered me a lot. I had even started to think that I would never have a relationship with anyone again. That no one would ever want and love me again as much as she loved me. Plus, sex with her was amazing, I don’t think I’ll ever meet anyone like her again.

         The clock had just struck midnight when I heard a knock. I got scared. I wasn’t expecting guests, especially at this late hour. I walked silently to the door and peered through the peephole. My heart beat faster. In front of the door of my little studio, I saw the woman who had been haunting my dreams every night for several weeks. Knocking again. I opened the door and she looked at me with those big blue eyes.

         “Hey,” she said shyly.

         “Hey…” I said. “Can you tell me what brings you here at this hour?”

         “Can I come in?” her voice was trembling, and I knew she was about to cry. My throat tightened too. I nodded and we went inside. The apartment was dim; the only source of light was a lamp on the nightstand next to my bed. Fortunately, it was enough for me to get a good look at my old love. She was too much to behold. She was beautiful. I marvelled at every detail of her filigree body. Thick, wild dreadlocks, bound in a chaotic bun, fell lightly on her slender neck. A short white dress accentuated the tiny waist and clung to her small, plump breasts. She had no bra, as usual. The swollen nipples were clearly visible through the thin material. A thrill of excitement ran through me. There was a rush of thoughts in my head. Yes, I had left her. I just knew we didn’t fit at all. We couldn’t get along; we were both unhappy together. We argued all the time, I often upset her, and she said furious things that broke my heart. I know she loved me. On my part, however, there was no love, I did not want to deceive her. But she turned me on so much…
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