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         She moves slowly up the stairs, the heat is unbearable, and the air feels stagnant. Her heavy steps make the stairway echo. She stops briefly to look at his door before she continues up to her flat. She silently reads his name on the metal plate above the mail slot. She has something planned for him. She has been thinking about it since she moved in two weeks ago. Now it's the background to everything she does. She has nodded to him on the stairs a couple of times. The man in the flat below hers. She also caught glimpses of him on the move. A heel or an arm right before the door to his flat would shut behind him. Then she would stand there for a moment and take a deep breath to enjoy the scent he left behind. It was a mix of wood and something she can't quite define. She imagines that he might be a carpenter.

         She puts her key in the door and opens it, takes off her sandals in the hall and pulls her dress off over her head. She lets it fall down next to the shoes, walks into the kitchen, and turns on the cold tap and sticks her head underneath it. She takes a drink, closes her eyes, and lets the water cool her down. Then she puts her hair in a ponytail and sighs with relief, while the cold drops trickle down her neck. She opens all the windows in the flat, hoping that even a mild breeze might make its way inside, but the air remains hot and humid. She finds her sunglasses, grabs the IKEA catalogue on the coffee table, and opens the door to the rooftop terrace. The sun has baked it all day, and she has to hurry across the scorching tiles to avoid burning her feet. She sits down in the beach chair.

         So far, that is the only piece of furniture on the rooftop terrace. She leans back and feels the sun's rays hitting her body, almost making the thin skin above her breasts feel as if it's on fire. She moistens her index finger and calmly browses through the catalogue. She carefully decides what furniture she wants on the terrace and marks the pieces she thinks will look best with the red tiles and simple design. The rooftop terrace is completely open and overlooks most of the city. Right outside the door to the outdoor space, there is a small roofed area with enough room for a table and a few chairs. She pushes her sunglasses into position and looks around, letting her gaze inspect every corner until she decides that there should be three more identical beach chairs and a dining room table in dark wood.

         The dining room table should be underneath the roof. Then she and her girlfriends can sit there and talk and have drinks until the sun comes up. There have to be chairs there that match the table. She keeps browsing the pages, and the number of marks quickly gets out of hand. Soon she has marked almost half all the garden furniture in the catalogue, in addition to some colourful blankets and velour cushions. The cushions look both beautiful and incredibly soft and comfortable. She can't wait to get the terrace done properly so she can put it to its full use, inviting guests and having parties during the long summer evenings. In her mind, she compiles a list of people to invite.

         The man in the flat below hers will be invited as well. She bought the flat a couple of months after her pay raise came through. It was the sort of raise that would undoubtedly make a difference. There is no longer any reason to be thrifty. She can buy almost all the furniture she wants. So she doesn't refuse herself to choosing anything she discovers. Everything she wants. She wipes the sweat from her forehead. Today has to be the hottest day this year, perhaps even the hottest summer of the century. She doesn't have the energy to go all the way to IKEA to find the furniture, so she goes and sits in the shade with her laptop and starts to find the things on their website, pays, and selects a day for delivery.
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