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This is a work of fiction, none of the characters are real or are they based on real people or events. Please do not take the actions or expressions noted in this story as the Author’s outlook on life or respected behavior of anybody alive or deceased.

All characters in this story are over the age of Eighteen.

Please have fun and enjoy reading these stories.




"Yes, sir," I said into the phone. "Absolutely."

I hung up and stared at Cathy, my co-worker.

"Again?" she muttered.

"Yup," I sighed.

I called his wife's number and asked if she was coming home early.

I pretended to be worried about her safety during the upcoming storm.

Something told me she knew all about her husband's affair as she said she didn't know and to tell her husband to stop asking.

I couldn't do that, as most of the people who stayed in this Condo made more in a week than I did in an entire year, and that's with all the perks they were giving us.

I didn't mind the job itself; it was the pampering of these rich idiots and cry babies. I always thought the rich might be different from everyone else, that they might be a higher class of human beings, but that was not true.

In fact, it was the opposite; because they were so rich, they didn't know that real-world rules applied to them.

One of the occupants was mad at us because we told him it might rain. When it did rain, and he got his precious car wet, he blamed us for not telling him exactly when it would rain and how much rain would come down.

The association had to pay to get his car washed and vacuumed because we didn't efficiently tell him what he needed to know.

Another thought it was too bright outside and wanted us to do something about it because the sun was coming directly into her living room.

When I called maintenance, they said the shades were closed, and she wanted us to do something about the small rays of light coming through them.

'Yes, lady we can block out the sun! Maybe you shouldn't have got a lake side condo, that would have been the smart thing!' That's what I wanted to tell her but couldn't.

There were only a few good ones who kept to themselves and didn't even acknowledge our existence. Those were the ones that I liked. They would come and look at us, and we would call for their cars to be brought up front or call their limo service to come and get them.

For all the bad, there was a perfect reason why I worked for this company. The pay is one of them. I have worked for many companies like this one. Even managed a few properties for some real low-life companies that always wanted to get one over on their tenants.

This company was good to its employees. I was given an excellent salary that matched my responsibilities, ample benefits, an outstanding 401(k), and health insurance. The most significant difference was the place to live.

I got out of my rental agreement with another place, and they provided me with a small apartment in the employee building beside the large main building.

Cathy didn't take them up on their offer and was given an extra bonus to her salary. I liked not having to worry about rent or a mortgage. All I had to do was pay for utilities and the standard fee that everyone paid to live here.

"Janet!" my boss yelled at me.

"What?" I called back.

Vanessa could be a bitch at times. She micro-managed on a level that was insane.

"Did you go upstairs to," she started to say.

"Yes, I already delivered Mr. Stanard's papers," I completed her sentence. "Yes, he knows he could have signed them online."

Vanessa nodded as she went back into her office.

"Bitch," I said under my breath.

Cathy laughed.

"Next time I am going to win that coin toss," I looked at Cathy.

"Nope," Cathy shook her head.

I hated going up to Deandre's Condo, or as he liked to be called Dre. He had a thing for blondes, and if the rumors were true, he had already got his way with Allie, the blonde across the hall from him.

I was so glad I had a real man as a boyfriend. Allie's husband was such a sissy. I could tell that she was the one who wore the pants in that relationship.

From the first day they moved in, I saw Allie bossing Jason, her husband around. He just kept nodding with her and following her around like a lost puppy, which made me want to puke.

I knew there were many dominant women out there that loved to play the mistress or the head bitch. I liked Anthony; we were equals in our relationship. There was mutual respect between us.
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