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Chapter Six: The Twins
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"Fuck yes," Derek growled as he fucked Katie's large tits.

He loved that she allowed him to pop by anytime he wanted so he could fuck her. Today was a quick visit as he had to help one of his co-workers fix a plumbing issue on another floor.

Derek had been on his way to help when he bumped into Katie, who was coming out of the elevator with groceries. Derek offered to help her, knowing that Arther, her grumpy, no-good husband, wouldn't lift a finger to help his wife.

After Derek had helped put the groceries away, Katie offered to reward him for his services. Now he was sitting squatting over her face and reverse tit fucking her large tits.

"I missed fucking these tits!" Derek grunted.

"You fucked them four days ago," Katie said.

"Not like this though," Derek drove his huge black cock between her tits back and forth.

"Don't you dare cum yet!" Katie said.

Derek was about to cum, but he knew Katie wanted it on her face. She had sworn to him that since he had been cumming on her face, the crow's feet and other lines on her face had started to go away.

"Here it comes," Derek quickly took his cock from her tits and aimed his cock at the old lady's face.

Ropes of cum shot all over her face, and Katie rubbed it into her skin as Derek pulled up his pants.

"See you tomorrow?" Katie walked Derek to the door. "For the book club?"

"Wouldn't miss it," Derek smiled.

Derek whistled as he walked to the elevator; being the maintenance worker for this condo had its perks.

"Derek don't come to the fourth floor," Lance said over their radio.

"I was going to meet..." Derek paused as he stood at the elevator.

"There has been a code blue, and no one is supposed to go up there until it is taken care of," Lance told him.

"Oh okay," Derek nodded.

"Samuel needs your help on the second floor, texting you now," Lance told him.

"You got it boss," Derek looked at the maintenance report and hit the elevator button.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ 
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A code blue meant someone had died on the floor, and all residents would get a text or email notifying them to stay in their rooms or avoid the floor until the body was taken care of; with so many elderly tenants, a code blue was called nearly weekly.

Today was no different. The old man was put on a cart and then taken down to the cold storage area below the basement. It would stay there until the authorities came to get it.

Well, that's what the condo told the tenants anyway. What really happened was much darker.

"Poor sob," Janet shook her head as she saw the coroner come and take the body away.

"Fuck him!" Cathy yelled.

"Cathy!" Janet yelled.

"I'm sorry, but I don't feel sorry for him," Cathy shook her head. He was always touching me and trying to stare down my top."

"I know but it's not good to speak ill of the dead," Janet watched the vehicle carrying the body drive out of the parking lot.

Vanessa turned off the code blue alert, and everything resumed.

"He was cheating on his wife," Cathy shrugged. "I hate cheaters!"

Janet didn't say a word; she knew she had been cheating on her boyfriend, not once or twice but many more times.

The first time with the male strippers was supposed to be a one-time thing, but then she cheated again after the concert. Sheila and she had fucked Dre and let him do things to her she hadn't done with her boyfriend.

Janet had tried to tell Anthony, her boyfriend and soon-to-be husband, that she had cheated and that he had every right to dump her, but she couldn't; she loved him. What she couldn't understand was why she kept going back to Dre. 

Even after Sheila's new album came out and was a hit, she took off like a rocket. She didn't even say goodbye.

Janet should never have done what she did to help Sheila, but now she couldn't help herself. Her phone vibrated on the table, and she looked at it.

'Waiting for you, after your shift,' was the text message from Dre. It was a picture of his cock.

Janet hid it from her friend and co-worker Cathy. She wanted to tell Dre to fuck off, that she was getting married at the end of the year, but instead, her fingers betrayed her.
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