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  It happened in Toronto, in one of condominiums on a quiet street of a bedroom community. The commotion began in the second entrance of the five-storey building, where tenants, most of them young, were on friendly terms with each other and often got together to play poker or chat over a few beers. But peaceful life does not last forever.




  On one late Saturday morning, when the sun brought to view people and things with unforgiving clarity, a new tenant moved in the apartment on the third floor, which had stood vacant almost a month. At this hour a young couple in their early twenties just got off the bed; not fully recovered from the merciless night of passion, they settled by a large window, ready to refresh themselves with a cup of coffee.




  Isabel, a twenty years old dirty blond, threw a casual glance outside. Apparently something interesting was there, as she moved closer to the window and stretched her neck to see what was happening on the ground. When she turned back, Andrew, her boy friend, noticed a peculiar luster in her large, brown eyes. He did not like it. He had already had enough experience to know that this light in female eyes is indicative of an acute interest in the opposite sex. Her lips, so many times kissed in the last eventful night, parted seductively.




  “What is down there?” Andrew asked, watching her with jealous interest. A long wisp of hair hung over Isabel’s left eye. She threw it aside with a casual shake of her head, in elegant move of a woman confident in her looks. A fresh sting of suspicion pierced Andrew’s ribs.




  “A new tenant moves in,” she declared, and then rose to her feet and leaned over the window seal. Andrew observed her voluptuous forms from behind with renewed interest and excitement. A frown appeared on his face. Combined with a week’s facial hair growth, it projected an image of a dangerous macho man, who he was not.




  Andrew, a twenty three years old guy, was tall, handsome, with a neatly cropped blond hair; he had remarkable blue eyes which, he was sure, were irresistible to the most female population. Rough, distinctively sharp features of his face contrasted harmoniously with soft outlines of Isabel’s.




  “What about him?” Andrew grumbled.




  “Nice furniture he has. Expensive.”




  “So what? We also have good furniture.” The intensity of his jealousy heated up by a few degrees. Up to this moment in his life Andrew believed that the whole world, including Isabel, belonged to him. Now a crack formed in this belief.




  “He is not married,” Isabel murmured, as if talking to herself.




  “How’d yah know?” Andrew asked, rolling his eyes over her behind with a feeling of an owner who suddenly realized that he had forgotten to insure his property.




  “Because he is alone. And there is no single thing there that may belong to a woman.”




  “All of a sudden you are so attentive to details,” he noticed.




  “Sure though, he has a girl friend,” she said, dismissing his remark.




  “How’d yah know?” he repeated his question, and then stood up to join in her observation point.




  “This type of man must have,” Isabel said in a low voice. “Women never let them run alone on a green pasture of social life.”




  “So poetic,” Andrew growled. “You like this jerk, don’t you?”




  “He is good looking.” Isabel threw on him a heavy, convincing argument, not giving him a glance.




  “Good looking?” Andrew exclaimed. He did not believe his ears. Someone, other than him, was good looking for her? Was she nuts?




  "Yes," she agreed casually, much to Andrew's chagrin, and returned to her chair. There was a noise of commotion on the staircase landing: movers struggled with bulky pieces of furniture on the narrow passages of the old building. Isabel crossed her legs, letting laps of her robe slide aside and down. Noticing direction of Andrew's attention she brought the coffe mug to her lips and then threw a sly, naughty look at Andrew. She did not change her pose when the doorbell rang.




  "I'll do it," Andrew volunteered, jumping to his feet. The entrace door to their open-concept apartment led directly to the living room. When adjar, it revealed the whole space for observation. Andrew squinted his eyes at Isabell's exposed legs, but said nothing and unlocked the latch.




  "Come in, Lucky," he invited the neighbour from the forth floor; this was a twenty four years old man, less than average height, and really good looking. Always dressed to kill, with no blemish on the skin of his face, with large blue eyes and somewhat feminish mane of blond hair, he was "the-love-at-first-sight" for most women, but Andrew was not jealous of him. The guy with nickname Lucky was gay.




  "Have you seen our new neighbor?" he asked with the luster of excitement in his eyes, while settling against Isabel's exposed legs. Not waiting for an answer he said: "Looks serious, but handsome. Well-to-do, no doubt. A bit snobish, I think, pretended that he did not notice me when I went by."




  "Perhaps he'll notice me," Isabell dropped a casual remark, which was not taken lightly neither by Andrew, nor by Lucky.




  "I'll crush his balls if he notices to much of you," Andrew growled with anger.




  "What if he is gay?" asked Lucky, talking to Andrew. "In this case I will take care of his balls, and Isabel of yours." Isabell clasped her hands in a mocking joy and tossed her bum in the chair.




  "Do you mind, Andrew?" she asked, laughing. "I know how to wash them. I have a good dishwashing liquid."




  Andrew lingered a few moments, not кhowing how to interpret the mood of the casual social chat. His effort to transform his vague thoughts into words was interrupted by a phone call. Isabell answered it.




  "Hi, Simon," she said, covering her legs. "Sure, come in. Lucky’s here too." She disconnected and looked up at Andrew. "Simon and Vita coming."




  This was a young and rather odd couple from the second floor. Simon, a twenty two years old parking lot attendant, was anything but the ordinary man. A university drop-out, he decided to devote his life to poetry, but could not find time for writing it. Vita, his girl friend, who considered herself his common law spouse, was nineteen years old, full-figured woman with small, but always smiling eyes and sensual lips.




  Simon fell in love with Vita in a Greek restaurant, where she was a waitress. After very short, but fruitful period of courtship - it lasted one evening in the local cinema, as Simon's income did not suggest more taxing extra-curricula activity - he proposed, and she accepted. It had been already three months since she moved in to his apartment; there was no separation in sight, if we can take their heated quarrels at nights for indication of genuine passion.




  "They had a row last night," Lucky said.




  "Because of dinner, I guess," Isabel chuckled. "Simon says that her cooking has no mercy for humanity."




  "Right," Lucky agreed. "Yesterday they invited me for dinner. I'm sure it was not meant for humans. Simon was beyond himself. He said that it smells like his first girlfriend. Vita got jealous that he still remembers his first stinking love."




  The doorbell rang three times. This was Vita's signature. Andrew found it useless to instruct her that one time is enough; she did it anyway.




  "Open!" Isabel shouted. The door was pushed from outside. Vita and Simon stood there side by side, well positioned for a family photograph. Vita's hair was in deliberate disarray, lips painted red, piercing all over her face. Somon's shirt was unbuttoned down to his navel, revealing smooth, hairless skin of his chest. They entered inside together, as trained soldiers, and began talking simultaneously.




  "Have you seen the guy who just moved in?" Vita asked.




  "He has a gold watch," Simon was saying at the same time.




  "He invited us to play poker on Saturday night," Vita declared with joy.




  "He wants to invite all neighbors for a housewarming party," Simon continued, giving Vita a sidelong jealous glance.




  "Will you go?" Andrew asked, watching them taking vacant chairs without invitation.
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