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         He grabs a beer from the fridge and taps it with his index finger I’s an old habit and he has done it since he had his first beers as a teenager. The sound of the beer opening echoes through the kitchen and the empty flat. Eddie lives by himself and he likes it that way.

         He sits down by the kitchen table in his office chair and spins around until he is facing the window. A black cat with white paws crosses the street outside. Eddie feels a strange connection to it. He loves cats. 

         They know how to enjoy life. They understand freedom. 

         He leans back in his chair, puts his feet up on the windowsill and has his first sip of the beer. He lets his gaze wander from one window of the house on the other side to another. The sun is low in the sky and it throws its light on the wall of the house like a huge spotlight, making it a stage. He is sitting in the audience, hiding in the shadow.

         In the flat opposite, all he can see is the light from the TV screen. The TV in there is huge and takes up most of the wall. 

         In the next window he can see a dark kitchen with a very regular and wooden kitchen table, surrounded by four chairs. A crochet tablecloth, wallpaper covered in flowers and little porcelain figurines on a shelf on the wall. It’s probably the home of an older person. The next kitchen is empty. No curtains in the window. No table and no chairs. But the light is on. 

         Eddie coughs as he swallows some beer down the wrong pipe.

         A woman with proud posture is now walking around in the empty room, wearing a very thin and short nightgown. It hangs from her shoulders in thin straps and it is pale pink and almost see-through. Her breasts are plump and bouncy. Her thighs look strong. Her skin is hazelnut brown and it looks like she comes from South America. Maybe from Brazil? Her hair is wild and messy. She fills the room with her presence and with her unapologetic and confident femininity. Her face is beautiful with delicate and sharp features. And something more. Something secretive. She looks happy.

         She leans over the windowsill to look down the street. She sees something – maybe the cat – and turns her head. Her breasts plump up in her cleavage. The fabric of her nightgown is so thin that you can see her nipples through it, big and dark.

         Eddie rests his beer can against his lower lip.

         A man the same age as the woman enters the room. They are young, in their thirties. She can’t hear him and she hasn’t seen him yet. She is still leaning over the window sill, looking at whatever it is that she sees down there. The man slowly walks up to her. He reaches his arms out. Then he grabs her from behind. The woman jumps from the surprise. 

         It looks like she is screaming. Maybe she is angry, but he hugs her hard and presses his cheek against her cheek, hiding his face in her dark and wild hair. The woman relaxes as he moves his hands up her body. She turns around and embraces him in a kiss that is intense and long.

         He squeezes one of her breasts. It’s so big that he can’t fit it in his hand.

         Their kiss is passionate. Eddie can even see their tongues dancing with each other. She closes her eyes and arches her back. She moves her hips as slowly and gracefully as a belly dancer. The man starts pulling at her nightgown. Eddie watches them with excitement. Almost there now.

         The man – who seems really impatient – grips the front of the woman’s nightgown and pulls it firmly downwards. Her breasts bounce out of it.

         The ripped nightgown hangs from her shoulders. Eddie is spellbound.

         The woman’s breasts are squeezed together in between her thin arms when she puts her hands in front of her on the windowsill for support.

         Eddie quickly pulls his jeans down and grips the base of his stiff cock.

         The woman looks around, down on the street, her eyes wandering from window to window. All of a sudden she seems tensed up and she turns around to say something to the man. He doesn’t seem to care.
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