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“Pick it up, fellas,” the construction foreman says as he walks past us. “Lunch isn’t for another hour, so you should be getting those walls up.” 

Justin Trenton was hired three weeks ago by the construction company I work for because the last guy simply wasn’t doing his job as foreman. A nice guy in every way, Wayne Porter would sometimes let us have longer lunch breaks as well as other multiple breaks each day as long as we had our assigned tasks completed by the end of the day. His methods did a lot to improve morale among those working on the large new home, but it wasn’t getting things moving along as quickly as our bosses expected. So, Wayne was let out and Justin brought in.

“Asshole is a real prick,” one of the men working on the wall nearby says to me. “Fucking dickhead, honestly.”

I smile over at Chad and reply, “You had better not let him hear you, man. The job market right now isn’t all that great, so getting fired won’t be helpful to you or your wife and kids.”

He grimaces. “That’s the only reason I don’t sock him right in the mouth.”

I’ve worked with Chad on this project as well as two others over the last year. He’s a decent guy, but young and easy to piss off. At twenty-five, he still believes he can fight any man to a standstill if not outright kill him. I beg to differ, though my opinion as a thirty-two-year-old carpenter doesn’t seem to make much difference to him. I like Chris, but he’s got to learn to keep his mouth shut and his hammer swinging.

“Nice work,” I hear Justin say from just behind me. I turn to look at the new foreman.

“Thanks,” I reply with a nod.

“You know, Zack, I’m surprised you didn’t apply for the foreman spot. I think the old man would have given it to you.”

I smile. “Well, I didn’t really want the job, to be honest. Too much responsibility for me.”

“I get it. When I was your age I was the same way.”

It’s odd to hear Justin make the comment. He’s only thirty-six, so not more than four years older than me. However, he seems to think I’m one of the twenty-somethings like Chad who happens to be here just for a quick paycheck and a weekend of drinking. Though at one time I was a bit more carefree, I’m a married man now and I have responsibilities. One of those responsibilities has been buzzing inside my pocket through my cell phone for the better part of five minutes on and off this morning.

“Keep up the good work and I’ll let the old man know about your dedication. Maybe he’ll give you a bonus at the end of this run.” Justin grinned and nodded his head before turning to walk to another part of the house where framing is still going on.

“He’s so full of himself,” Chad mutters. Turning to look at me, he asks, “You do realize he’s teasing you, don’t you? Justin’s a fucking asshole.”

“He’s full of himself just like the rest of us,” I reply. “We all have our things, and we have to get past them to get the job done.” After finishing driving in a nail, I add, “Keep your mind on your work and do the best you can. The boss has been good about bonuses at the end of every job and he won’t forget any of us.”

Lloyd Wingate owns the small construction company we work for and he’s a pretty nice guy to know. Starting out as a laborer himself at eighteen years of age, he has grown his operation to include a crew of more than forty carpenters over the last forty years. I like working for Mr. Wingate. Even when he hires guys like Justin to be the construction foreman. 

My phone continues to buzz. Chad hears it and says to me, “You had better take that call. If it’s your wife she’ll be pissed that you’ve been ignoring her.”

“I can’t talk to her now. I’m working.” My eyes turn to look at Justin on the other side of what will be the large formal living room of the new home.

“Go to the john,” he says. “The guy won’t think much of it.”

I frown. “Talk to my wife in the crapper? Are you serious?”

“I do it all the time,” Chad says with a wink. “It’s not all that bad and the porta-potty is far enough away that no one will hear you.”

Taking a breath, I chuckle and say, “Fine. I’ll go talk to her with my pants down.”

“I’ll cover for you,” he replies while patting me on the shoulder. 

It takes me three minutes to get out of the house and make my way across the muddy lot and into the outdoor bathroom. Thankfully it’s open alongside another that is to the side, so I shouldn’t have to worry about anyone listening in as I make the call to my wife.

“About fucking time,” Jessa says into my ear after she picks up the phone. “I’ve been trying to call you all morning, Zack.”

“I’m at work,” I remind her in a low voice. “You know I can’t just drop the hammer and take a phone call whenever you want me to.”

She huffs before answering, “Did you know that we have new neighbors moving in next door?”

I raise an eyebrow. “New ones?”

“Yes. The house next door that’s been empty for the last couple of years has a moving van and a couple of really nice cars parked outside.” She pauses before adding, “A Mercedes and an Audi.”

“Wow. They must have money.”

“A lot of money,” she concurs. “Probably more than they need if they are driving cars like those, Zack.”

“Have you met them?” I ask as I look through the tiny slits at the top of the porta-potty to be certain Justin isn’t walking over the check on me.

“The new neighbors? No. I don’t want to go over there and say anything to them unless you are with me.”

“They’re harmless, I’m sure,” I tell her. “Jessa, you should go introduce yourself and find out more about them.” 

“I don’t think so, Zack. Not without you.”

My wife can be painfully shy at times, and this is especially true when she is asked to introduce herself to new people. Though at times this has been a difficult thing for her, she has gotten better about socializing with others besides those I bring over to the house. It has been my hope that she would one day become so accomplished at meeting and talking to others that Jessa would stop worrying about what I’m doing and have a friend to talk to, but that hasn’t happened as of yet. Having new neighbors next door could change that dynamic for the better.

“I wonder why rich people are moving in next door to us,” I say after some thought. “It’s not like the neighborhood screams upper class.”

“Yeah, it makes no sense,” she agrees. “The cars are really nice and some of the furniture that has been taken inside is just as nice. Of course, there are those people who make a lot but live more modestly. You know, like some of the drug smugglers.”

I laugh. “You’ve been watching too much COPS on television again, haven’t you?”

“It happens,” Jessa insists. “They might be here to start up another leg of their operation, Zack. It wouldn’t be completely crazy to think that could happen.”

“It’s nuts,” I inform her. “They aren’t there to sell drugs, honey.” 

“Whatever they do for a living, it pays.” 

“Okay.” I continue to smile to myself as I again check through the small slats up high to see what’s happening outside. It wouldn’t surprise me to see Justin making his way to the bathroom once he discovers I’ve come over here. He’s the type to keep tabs on a guy’s bowel movements and to threaten to dock someone’s time over frequent shits.

“By the way, I’ll be home late tonight. My shift at the grocery store begins at three and I get off at nine. Don’t worry about dinner for me.”

I sigh. “You’ll be gone before I make it home. Are you sure I can’t make you dinner and bring it to work for you?”

Jessa has worked as a cashier at a local grocery store for the
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