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         The sun could not yet be seen on the horizon, but it was getting lighter outside. The first cold of August had arrived, and Greg buttoned up his thin work jacket. He was wearing blue, the clothes having been provided by his firm. They still smelled new. Nervously, he felt the pockets to check for his tools. He had bought those himself. 

         He took a short cut over the desolate parking lot. One single car drove by on the road, and you could hear the screams of the seagulls. He thought it felt quite wonderful to walk to his first day of work.

          
   

         “Shut up for a second, Paul” one of the three older men on the worksite said. “It looks like there’s a new guy coming.”

         They stopped talking and turned around to look. They were all dressed in blue boiler suits and they each had a cup of coffee in their hands. The steam rose from the cups like a thin stream of smoke in the quiet air. 

         “What do you think? Is he going to make it?”

         “He looks strong, but maybe it’s just those stupid fitness muscles.”

         “We’ll see.”

         “But wow, he’s going to like seeing Miss Scantily Dressed on the third floor.”

         All three of them laughed. Greg walked towards them. The light blue barrack was placed on some gravel in front of the apartments. There was a large lift by the wall. In the lift’s gigantic tire, there was a lot of grass and clay – the yard had been pulled up with its roots. There were planks in front of the windows and the façade of the building was covered with plastic.

         “Hello,” Greg said and shook each of their hands.

         “So you’re the new guy,” the largest of the men said, the one who had introduced himself as Ronny. He noticed Greg’s firm handshake with respect and carefully looked at his face. He tried placing him.

         “Yes, this’ll be my first day. I had my interview on Friday,” Greg said.

         “So you know what we’re doing here,” Ronny said.

         “Yep, we’re changing the windows and cleaning the walls – but I’ve never done anything like that before.”

         “Oh, so you’ve never worked on construction before?”

         “No, it’s my first job.”

         “Aha, but you’ve trained for this?”

         “Yes, I studied construction at Södervärns.”

         “Well, you’re strong, that’s the most important thing. The windows weigh 55 kilos each, and you can’t carry them alone. Go get yourself a cup of coffee in the barrack if you want, it’s on the kitchen table. We’re starting in fifteen minutes.”

         The rest of the time, no one spoke to Greg and they used the kind of esoteric jargon that he understood nothing about. But he noticed they talked about a woman on the top floor. She was apparently home all day, and the boys liked that she was often very scantily dressed. 

          
   

         Nadia woke up at the mechanical, tractor-like sound in front of the house. Slowly, she remembered the lift and the workers. The weekend is over, she established, and crept under the blanket with defiant opposition to the day. The lift stopped at the floor under hers, and the sound stopped. Nadia pulled the blanket to her cheek, but soon after she took it off. She smiled. 

         She walked barefoot to the kitchen. The floor was quite cold, but comfortable. She started the coffeemaker and then she bent down to the lowest kitchen cabinet. With a soft crackle, the negligee slid over her slim, golden-brown thigh. She stretched to reach the water bottle, and the panties clung to her ass tightly. 

         Outside the house, the motor of the lift started again and the sound became louder. Nadia calmly went to the sink and filled the bottle with water. She smiled to herself. When she turned around, she could see the heads of two men, who slowly appeared from the lower edge of her window. The oldest one she recognized from last week, but the other one surprised her. He looked young. Curiously, she looked at him, and when she met his eyes, she suddenly felt her legs crumble. His eyes were dark blue and really beautiful. His face was edgy with sharp, beautiful contours and short stubble. His hair was messy. He had a powerful build He was so handsome that she licked her mouth without even thinking about it.
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