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All Characters in this story are eighteen years old or older!

Please have fun and enjoy reading these stories. 


I thought this working situation would be awkward, but so far, it seemed to be working out.

"Hey Tyler," my boss, Mrs. Cooper, said as she walked through the door.

"Hi," I replied.

She said hi to everyone else and then went into her office. This was the norm. There was no tension or anything like that; it was a regular work day.

"I told you; it would work out!" Gary said as we sat on the couch playing video games.

"Yeah, you are right," I smiled at my best friend.

We had been friends since our first year in high school. Now, in our late twenties, we are still as tight as we were then.

Gary and I parted ways after high school. We went to different colleges. He liked working with his hands, and I enjoyed working with computers. Even through our college years, we kept in touch.

Gary had just divorced Jeri, his wife. They had been married for seven years. I had never tied the knot or had a long-term relationship. My longest relationship lasted seven months. Since then, I have enjoyed the single life.

I had moved back into the area, and Gary had a spare bedroom, so it was convenient for both of us for me to move in and share the bills and help each other out.

"And you thought my mom would give you trouble," Gary laughed.

"I know, I was just thinking it would be awkward," I responded.

I have known Mrs. Cooper or Sara for most of my life. She helped me get into college and taught me how to drive, seeing as my mom was sick throughout my whole high school years.

I remember when Gary called me and told me that his dad got killed in a hit-and-run. I was at the funeral. So, I thought that, with all that history, the two of us working together would make things difficult.

I was wrong. Sara was my boss, and at work, we had a working relationship, nothing more; she didn't discuss anything that wasn't work-related, and I did the same.

"So, when is your date?" I asked, looking at the time.

"Eight," Gary stated.

"Bro, it's half past seven," I told him.

"Fuck!" Gary said, dropping his controller and running up the stairs to his room.

"You're going to be late!" I yelled.

That was Gary's major flaw; he always left things until the last minute. I was sure that's why his marriage failed. He said it was because his ex-wife was a bitch. I bet that she was a bitch because he was constantly procrastinating.

"Bro, seriously, take a shower, you reek!" I said as he came down the stairs a few minutes later.

"What?" Gary shrugged. "I do..." he paused to smell his armpits. "Fuck that's gross!"

"I told you!" I stared him down. "And those clothes have stains all over them."

"I washed them," Gary tried to say.

"Probably two weeks ago," I stood up. "Call her and tell her you will be late."

"I can't," Gary shook his head. "This is our third date, and I was late for the other two."

"Well, if you go like that, she will definitely leave before you guys sit down," I stated. "But do what you want."

I went into my room, which was downstairs, and listened to Gary try to tell the woman he was dating that he would be late again. By the arguing, I guessed that she didn't take it too well.

Gary was late for everything. It was a wonder how he kept a job, but working as an independent contractor for a mobile handyman service was right up his alley.

All Gary had to do was go to people's houses when the main office told him to go, fix, repair, install, or whatever they wanted, and then go to the next job. Sometimes, he would meet up with others for larger projects, but usually, it was only him.

'Going to the bar, you want to come?' Gary texted me.

'Nah, got to get up early, have fun,' I replied.
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