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         In 1989, I was a bricklaying apprentice at a large masonry company. I had half a year left of my apprenticeship and, like most apprentices, I was looking forward to being able to call myself "qualified". I lived in a small apartment, and every morning I cycled down to the workshop where we assembled to get the assigned tasks for the day. I remember the June 24th
      , 1989 well, my father's birthday, and therefore I wanted to finish at an okay hour to go his celebration that evening. My workmate and I had finished a long-term assignment the day before in Nordhavn harbour. I had to head out to the embassy quarter on my own to patch up a shower that was leaking. I complained a bit about it, it wasn't an important task and quite trivial so that it wouldn't take me all day. If at this point, I had known what this task would entail, I would have hardly objected. I had no serious girlfriend at the time, and I had been busy with work and planning my father's sixtieth birthday for several weeks, so I hadn't been enjoying much female company around that time. That's not an excuse, but maybe purely an explanation as to why I was so easy later that morning.

         I arrived at the large villa at eight o'clock in the morning, and up until this point, I had no idea who lived there. Equipped with tools and grout, I rang the doorbell. I had to ring three times before the door finally opened, and then I got my first impression of the person who lived in this large house.

         Mrs Nielsen, I assume that who she was, a lady of about forty, well proportioned, which could not escape my attention, as she wore nothing but an extremely short bathrobe that barely covered her front. Her plump breasts were almost bare, and her bright red lips parted with a smile as she caught sight of me on the stairs.

         “My husband probably mentioned that you were coming, but I can’t keep track of these kinds of things. Come in ...”

         She trotted off in her bare feet, and I couldn’t help but follow her, although I felt a little awkward.

         “Would you like to start with a cup of coffee?”

         It was not uncommon for us to be offered coffee or beer when we were out on the job, but I did not know how I could manage to sit across from her in that outfit while sipping a coffee.

         “I should probably get started, but maybe after.” Hopefully then when I had finished, she would have some more clothes on. Otherwise, I could tell her that the workshop had called and that I needed to rush off.

         She led me into the master bathroom, and it was apparent what was wrong, so I immediately got into it and started to remove the old sealing and grout so I could begin to replace it with new grouting. When I got up to find the application gun with the silicone in it, she was standing in the doorway with an unquenchable look in her blue eyes. She was leaning up against the door frame, with her bathrobe slid open and her lips parted into a big smile that made me look down and reach for the silicone gun.

         As I tried to concentrate on my work, I heard her turn on the taps of the large bathtub. I didn't dare turn around when I had finished the grouting. There was no question that Mrs Nielsen was taking a bath. I gathered my things together without turning around and thinking about how to get out of there without things getting too awkward.
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