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I’ve been fortunate to be able to leave the construction trades in order to chase my dreams of becoming a property owner, and my wife has been instrumental in helping me see my way to this goal. It’s not been an easy three years of working day and night to get things in order, but we’ve gotten to where we are beginning to be much more comfortable with our income stream. Given that the economy is red hot at the moment, our lease prices are right at the median level and are attracting new tenants as old ones leave. In general, this has made me a happy landlord, and I believe Bree is quite proud of us as well.

“We need to slow down a little,” my wife tells me as she sits down beside me at the desk. “You still have five apartments that you need to refurbish before you can put anyone into them.”

Frowning, I reply, “Well, I’ve had a couple of guys working full time at those particular units, but we keep finding little issues that need to be fixed. There was a water leak, for one thing, that was ruining part of the upstairs flooring. It took Jimmy a week to locate the exact source of the leak.”

“And too much money,” Bree reminds me. “Just hold off on buying any other fixer-uppers until after we’ve gotten those leased out, okay? We need a maintenance man and without those new units we won’t be able to afford one.”

I grin at her. “Are you getting tired of me getting up late at night and going to repair whatever’s going on at one of our rentals?”

Bree rolls her eyes. “I’ve been tired of that from day one, Lance. I would think that you’re sick and tired of it as well.” 

My wife is often frustrated with the way I am needed by one tenant or another to do something simple around their apartment. One example of such a tenant is Gwen Townsend, an old woman in her eighties who refuses to live with her daughter now that Mr. Townsend has died. Whenever something in her apartment doesn’t work exactly as expected, she calls me and expects me to show up within the hour. It doesn’t matter if it involves a leaky shower head or a set of blinds on a window. The old woman can be a bit of a Karen at times, and this bothers Bree.

“Don’t worry, honey. We’ll scale back how quickly we’re adding properties at this point. I don’t see a reason to get ourselves over our skis.” I smile at her and nod before turning to the financial books sitting on the small desk in front of me. Our living room often doubles as our property office, which makes some sense due to the fact that we live in an apartment inside a building in which we own and lease out apartments.

“I’m worried about what they’ve been saying on the news,” Bree continues. “They say that the variable rates might begin to creep up soon due to the inflation we’re experiencing. Wouldn’t that include the financing we got from the bank?”

My wife and I don’t have the rosiest credit history, but we were able to convince a bank in town to lend us the money we need for the new properties as long as we would agree to a variable interest rate. That works just fine when the rates are kept low by the government, but when they begin to raise the rates it fucks with our mortgages as well. Just a two or three percent rise in the variable rates would bring about added costs of several hundred dollars each month. We aren’t charging enough rent at this point to make that sort of increase feasible.

“There’s a chance we might have to increase rent on those who will soon be out of contract on their leases. I figure we might have to increase most of the units by three hundred per month.”

Bree shakes her head. “You know that we have tenants who can’t afford that much of an increase, Lance. They might up and leave instead.”

I wave her off with a chuckle. “Even if we go up on the price, we would still have some of the most competitive rates in the market here, honey. Honestly, we have underpriced our units in the first place.”

“They aren’t all that underpriced. I researched what units like ours go for just a few blocks over and they’re much lower priced. We had to compete with those in order to get warm bodies into the apartments.”

I shake my head. “You know our units are much more updated, Bree. We should be charging accordingly.” 

Her face skews into an intense frown. “Are you saying that I don’t know how to research prices for apartments, Lance?” My wife’s eyes stare evenly at me and I soon turn away because of the intensity of it.

“You know what I mean,” I tell her. “We kept the rates low so that we could be competitive, sure, but now that people know about us and our apartments, we have a waiting list of more than a dozen names. It wouldn’t be all that difficult to replace one or two tenants if they decide to leave instead of paying more. Besides, it’s not going to happen that way. The news just this morning said that the economy is showing signs of improving.” I turn back to my ledger and continue looking through it.

“You’re being too cavalier about this,” Bree warns me. “I have been speaking to Dr. Lawrence at Kansas State, and he says...”

“The ninety-year-old former economics professor?” I interrupt. “He was nearly dead when we went to the university there, honey. Geez, why would you bother knocking on that old man’s casket to ask him a question.”

Bree’s blue eyes seem to cut through me as she sits quietly and glares at me. I’ve likely gone too far by insulting the very man she looked up to for most of her college experience as she earned her marketing degree at Kansas State University. My degree in biology has done little to actually help me be a better manager of money than my wife, which is why she typically takes the lead on these issues.

“Why do you do that?” she asks. “Why be so nasty about Dr. Lawrence? Or anyone else in the business department there? You’ve never been all that kind about any of them whenever you’ve said anything about them.”

Shaking my head, I tell her, “I’m sorry.”

What else can I say? My attempts at being contrite are empty at best, and she knows this. Bree has come to understand that I have a bit of a disdain for those in the business department at KSU. The reason for this was the one economics class I was forced to take for my degree. It was a class taught by Dr. Lawrence himself.

“He studies it all, Lance. The man spends his waking hours trying to make sense of the way things are turning in the financial markets. You should be willing to listen rather than criticize.” Bree continues to glare
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