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Author’s Note: 

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.


"Fucking hell!" I yelled as I slumped onto the couch.

"Another hard one, huh?" Jerry said, handing me a can of soda.

"Yeah," I smiled.

I hated some of the people who owned these condos. They called for every little thing.

It was all we could do to keep up.

The maintenance crew consisted of Jerry, Samuel, and me. Lance, our boss, gave out work orders and never went anywhere to help us out.

The condominium was huge, with fifteen floors, and each floor had many condos; some were small, others medium, and for the very rich people, they had large ones.

Even the small one was bigger than my old apartment.

"Who was it this time?" Jerry asked as we sat in our lounge in the basement.

"1202," I smiled as the cold liquid hit my mouth.

"Not here again!" Samuel said as he watched the television.

"Yeah," I replied. "The light from the sun hitting the lake came into her bedroom, bounced off her mirror and was in her face when she was taking a nap."

"Then move the mirror!" Jerry exclaimed.

"She wanted to move the bed," I sighed. "I ended up rearranging the whole bedroom!"

"No, fucking way!" Samuel said.

"Yeah, and guess what? The mirror fucking moved as well!" I shook my head.

"If they weren't paying so well, I would tell them to shove it!" Samuel said.

I had to agree with him on that one. I had worked everything from handyman to maintenance for a large business. None of them paid me as much as I was making now. Plus, I opted for one of the workers' apartments, so it was a hop, skip, and jump to go to work and back.

The others drove in. With the price of gas and how bad traffic could be in the afternoon, there was no way I would drive every day if I didn't have to.

Lance came out of his office. "Good work today gentlemen," he smiled.

"Hey pretty boy," Samuel said.

We all laughed.

Lance was one of those college kids that took a degree or something in management specializing in some shit, he knew the paperwork and how and what needed to be fixed just by going up there and looking around, but he never got his hands dirty.

Lance laughed along and then sat down.

I had no problems with Lance, and neither did the others. He kept us paid on time and fought for us when things got out of hand. He got us an excellent couch, a video game system, and a PC. Always kept the fridge stocked with various sodas and snacks and treated us to lunch daily. 

So, I had no problem with him not going up and doing the work. That's what we were here for. He told us he was trying to talk to management about getting another worker, which would greatly help.

"So, tomorrow," Lance said as he looked at us.

He laid out the work orders, and we got to pick some of them. He would always hand out the electrical things to Samuel, as he used to be an electrician. Jeff got anything plumbing or HVAC. Sometimes, the two of them had to work together. I got all the nick-knack things: fix this and move that. Can I make a box or something for this? I was good at rigging things and making things work.

"See you guys tomorrow," Lance said.

Since I was the only one on the property, I was on the emergency call list. They had a separate company that dealt with any huge late-night problems if I couldn't handle it, or it couldn't be put off until the next day, but Lance hated it when I called them, so I had to go through him if it was something big.

So far, that has only happened twice; most could be put off until the morning.

"Night, Aaron," Cathy said as she waved at me.

"Night," I waved back.

'Damn!' I thought as I watched her bend over and put her things in the back. 'For a white girl, she has a fucking ass!'

Cathy smiled as she got in her car.

All the other guys liked Janet, the other woman at the front desk, but for me, the only eye candy who worked in this whole place was Cathy. Nice big tits and a tremendous ass!

Cathy wasn't a big woman; she was curvy, not a big woman like Vanessa, their boss, or the other front desk clerk, Teresa. Both of them were big women. No, Cathy was curvy in all the right places, ass, hips, waist, and tits.

Anyone could tell Cathy worked out to ensure everything stayed tight. Not like Janet, who was what my friends called 'just right,' she wasn't skinny, curvy, or anything. She had average-sized tits and an average ass.
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