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         The last sight of love, he thought. Then he said it out loud.

         “What?” she asked, but not as if she actually wanted to hear his explanation. Her head was buried in her tablet, she was trying to find a restaurant for dinner that evening.

         “Wasn’t that what he called it, the author guy?”

         “Who?”

         “The erotic encounter in the city, the last sight.”

         Now he had her attention. He continued:

         “It was something about the unattainable, the way a man looks at a woman who he’ll never see again.”

         “Baudelaire?”

         She licked her lips and leaned slightly towards him. He knew she loved quizzes, especially when it was up to her to figure out the answers. “The phrase is ‘love at last sight’,” she said. He shrugged, drank the last of his coffee and threw five euros down on the little round table.

         “I think our estate agent has arrived.”

         They hurried across the first lane of the wide boulevard. The trees were beginning to lose some of their leaves but they were still green and the sun’s rays shone through the gaps, still warm as a summer’s day. As they waited for another gap in the traffic, he carefully rolled up his sleeves so they were nice and straight. He’d been able to see her all the way over from the bistro’s covered pavement seating.

         She was wearing a shirt without a coat. Blue and white stripes with a white collar. Tucked into a blue skirt. Wall Street chic meets estate agent. Her outfit could barely contain her curves. He couldn’t make out her facial expression as she was partly obscured by an old Metro sign.

         “It’s a very special apartment,” she said tonelessly, unlocking the enormous black gate. The staircase was impressive, complete with wrought iron railings and brass fasteners to hold the carpet runner in place. The runner only went to the fifth floor and from there on up, the stairway narrowed. The sound of her high heels on the marble steps echoed with every step she took. At the top, she stopped in front of a door and unlocked it.

         “You two had better go in first, it’s a bit tight for space in there.” His wife took the lead and immediately started purring in delight. He squeezed past the estate agent, pausing for a moment in front of her. She was the same height as him.
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