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Love is the decision to the whole of a man to

affirm, the details may be, as they want




(Otto Flake)




 




 




 




The

screwdriver slipped once again. The bit was not the best. Cassian was sweating

again stronger.




"Muuuudfuuuudfiii,"

it sounded in the showroom. He jumped scared and looks around. No single

customer view. Cassian is breathing a sigh of relief.




That

was always the biggest problem with the building of exhibits here in the

‘Furniture Box'. That was the name of the department of pick up furniture

within the furniture store. With the partially defective tool that was not

always so simple, and certainly not when the customers were always passing by

and watching; this Cassian could not tolerate at all and certainly not his tics

and compulsions.




It

was hard to read these stupid assembly instructions and at the same time to

understand them and to suppress the rise of constraints especially not really

easy when you were observed. But you will do everything for the money. And he

was paid well. It was already the second year where he worked here during the

holidays.




Now,

actually some customers come around the corner and walked toward him. Well, the

last screw was turned. He quickly admitted yet his tools together; then let's

go to the warehouse.




Here

he spent most of time as his own master, every now and then Klaus, the

apprentice, looked in.




All

the furniture broken down in boxes which were assembled in front of the exhibition

were stored here.  




Cassian

gave up the bought goods when the sales receipt was presented by the customer.

In front of the goods issue, a sliding door from 5 meter wide, an office was

placed on the left inside with particleboard assembled, only 2 x 3 meters. Here

the entries and exits have been posted. Here copies of invoices were filed.




Cassian

was in the office and flipped through the delivery notes. Mike was now also

overdue. He usually came every Wednesday just before noon with the delivery from

the main building for replenishing the warehouse.




Cassian

chewed nervously on his bread. There was always an act of violence, with the

small truck to transport the dismantled and packaged furniture from the truck

into the warehouse. Mike had just 40 minutes for the whole unloading. That was

very few for a person to unload and Mike was with his 73 years not really a

help.




Cassian's

head began to twitch again. And sweat formed on his forehead. “Do not really

think about it. “And then even if customers were standing outside the gate and

wait for the distribution of furniture. What should he do first? “Muuuuud

effffff,” his tics and the sounds from his mouth were increasing rapidly. He

tried desperately to think no more about it. His right leg jerks up and down.

"Man, now pull yourself together at last." He slams his fist on his

leg; a brief pain and the compulsion were superimposed.




“Muuufffhh,”

he struggles internally and externally in the little office against himself,

against the damn Tourette. “Hello, is anyone else here?”




Cassian

winces. On the steps next to the ramp is standing a young woman. As Cassian

reaches her, he sees that another girl gets out of a small car.




“Hello,

what can I do for you?” “I want to take this with me,” she gives him a receipt

in hand. Cassian first looks at the paper and then automatically to the small

car in front of the ramp. The girl had already opened the rear door.




He

was already doubtful whether the small side table and the sideboard would fit

in there at all. Even with this bulky packaging. For a station wagon not a

problem. But for this little two-door car, it could be tight. The girl came to

the ramp. 




“Hello,”

her large, almond-shaped eyes flashed at him. “Do you believe everything will

go into my car?” “Sure, he will manage it,” said the young woman who now stood

beside him and who gave the cash receipt to Cassian. “Right? “ She looks at him

intently. „We will see. “ With the slip of paper in hand he goes back to the

shelves. “Wait here, please. “There were two large and three small packets that

Cassian brought on a skateboard with side holder to the ramp. He put the

packages on the ramp and jumped down in front of the waiting girl.

"Oops," she takes a step back and smiles at him.




Cassian

smiles back and glance briefly over her body. What is immediately striking him

anyway is her dark complexion. The chestnut-colored hair blow-dried straight

falling from her head to the base of the neck. The bright yellow, backless top

realizes a lot of skin above the belly button. And her blue jeans sit very

closely.




“Muuufmmuffu,”

Cassian turns quickly to the side and takes that first major package of the

ramp. Once at the car he places it carefully into the trunk. It cannot be

pushed far into it. The two young women were standing on the side of the car

and looked obliquely up to him.




“I

thought so. It cannot work in this way. At least the rear seats must be folded

down.” He looks to the ladies.




“Yes,

just a second, I'm trying. “The younger girl with the top open the driver's

door and leans back. Cassian looks at her from the open tailgate.




“There

must be loops at the chair back,” he tried to help her. Then a jerk and the

rear seat are folded down. The young lady, however, waves her arms. Then she

falls forward on her belly. She lies half in the trunk were the inside is now

open. Cassian looks unpleasantly. Then he stretched out his arms and helps her

through the rear door to the outside.




With

the left heel of her stiletto shoes she remains hanging on the bumper and tilts

forward, directly into the arms of Cassian. 




 




He

felt the hard tips of her nipples pressed tightly against him and his hands

clasping her bare back shortly. Then she is back firmly on both feet. Her two

eyes look at him startled. And no less confused he looks back. 




“Thank

you,” she looks briefly to the ground.




“Careful,

what are you doing?" The girl friend looks at her anxiously.

"Everything ok with you, Melanie?”




“Yes,

yes, there is nothing. Do not make such an uprising.”




“It

is still not enough. The space, I mean.” Cassian looks at both.




“But

I have an idea. If we unpack the big parts it would just go like that.”




Melanie

looks at him. “If this works, please do it.” Cassian begins using the craft

knife to cut the card-board; to remove the corner reinforcement and ship-ping materials.

The car is parked in the blazing sun. Slowly stress is coming up again for him.

His head jerks back and forth a few times. Sweat pushes his white shirt. 




“Muuutttieiii,”

he looks up briefly and then lifts a cabinet side panel, to carry it to the car.




“Oh,

it’s not as easy as I thought.” He was looking for an alibi for his sound and

feigns heaviness about the parts and therefore his conditional breath. The two

young women stand impassively next to it. 




After

about 20 minutes Cassian did it. Every inch of the trunk was filled. He

carefully closes the tailgate.




“Well,

that's it. Please be careful when unpacking. Let someone strong do it.” From

his forehead is dripping sweat. Cassian makes two steps to the side in the

shade.




“Thank

you very much.” Melanie was at the car and rummaged in her bag. She came back

with a kind of business card in her hand.




“For

your kindness I want to do something good.” She gives him the card.




“I'm

often here. It is a small, cozy bar and I want to invite you for a drink.” She

smiled again briefly and then rises into the car.  




Her

girlfriend looked again briefly to Cassian over the car roof. “Ciao,” she

grinned slightly lewd and got in the car as well. He just now looked more

detailed at the card in his hand.  ‘Bar Neo Culture’ stand in wine red letters

and the opening times. In small print the address was written. After that the

bar was near his university. “That she means not serious,” Cassian thinks. A

little uncertain he bends down to dispose the rest of the packaging material.




Cassian

had decided for a long time to go out that night for the first time again. He

had not forgotten the card of the Neo Culture bar and the pretty, dark-haired

girl with the short top. Around 20.00 o’clock Cassian stood in front of the

bar. His head began to twitch slightly. Whenever he came into a new unfamiliar

situation his tics started. 




He

tried to concentrate. Finally this was no stress at work but leisure.




Behind

the door right hung heavy cloth curtains. The room is dimly lit but the bar is clearly

visible. Along the walls are small slots with up to four seats. Soft music is

heard.




Cassian

goes directly to the bar looking around. In the middle of the room is a large

open area. It can be seen two or three people in the room. At the end of the bar

sits an elderly man looking to meet him briefly. He sat down on an empty seat

and looked around a bit thoughtful.




The

bar seemed to be poorly attended. After about five minutes a woman appears from

behind the counter dressed with a white, open blouse.




“Please.

“ She looks at Cassian.




 “Please

give me a cold beer.”




He

was not here to get drunk.




From

a side door now he saw two other women coming in. One went straight to the

empty seat next to him. When she sat down the woman behind the counter placed a

glass in front of her. She glanced at him and sipped slowly through a straw.




Cassian

tried to ignore it. “A comic shed that,” he thought.




Then

a couple came through the doorway. The man had the woman in his arms. They had

apparently been little drunk. Anyway, she giggled everlasting.  




Both

staggered into the far corner of the room and sat there in a niche. Shortly

after the woman came to the bar and ordered a bottle of champagne. Just when

Cassian thought maybe go back yet, two young women arm in arm came through the

front door.




Cassian

saw them only briefly from the corner of his eye.




“That

alone today,” he was approached from the other side.




The

lady next to him again had a straw in her mouth and looked at him with her big

eyes.




“Two

‘Safer Sex on the Beach’,” from the left side Cassian was hearing a female

voice saying.




“Hello

Cora, Melanie will come right away.”




Cassian

winces slightly and turns around. There they stood; both from the ‘Furniture

Box’. Melanie with her almond eyes and dark complexion sticks out right in his

eyes even more because today evening she wears a white top and a short jacket.




“Hello,

“he says something softly in her direction. “Here I am. “ 




She

looked only at her girlfriend then a little irritated to him. “Yes? “




That

was probably more a question than a greeting.




“You

have invited me for a drink. I loaded your car; in the Furniture Box. Do you

remember? “




It

takes a moment then the two remembered again. Melanie goes around to the place

beside him.




“Slide

over there he belongs to me!” The woman with the straw muttered something but

she move aside.




„What

do you like to drink?”




He

looks at her a little curious.




“I

always pay my debts,” encouragingly she watches Cassian.




“I

didn’t drink my beer yet,” he tries to avoid.




The

barmaid placed the two glasses ‘Safer Sex on the Beach’ on the counter.




“Now

say it already.” Melanie takes a sip.




“Looks

good,” Cassian points to the drink. “I suppose I take same thing.”
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