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"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.

"It's him," Cathy said as she answered the phone.

I sighed and picked up the phone.

"Deandre," I answered.

"Dre," Dre corrected me.

I heard a slight annoyance in his voice. He hated that I kept calling him by his government name, as Anthony had told me to.

Deandre had tried to flirt with me many times, but I kept putting him down. I had a man, and I was happy with Anthony.

"I signed the new amendments," Deandre said. "You can come and get them."

"My shift ends in ten minutes, I will have Teresa get them when her shift begins or you can bring them down tomorrow morning when you leave for work," I said.

Again, there was that annoyed sigh that came through the phone.

"Is that all, sir?" I said in the most fake, customer-friendly tone I could muster.

"Yes!" Deandre said as he hung up.

"Asshole!" I said as I put the phone down.

"He really tries too hard," Cathy said.

She was also blonde, but she was a bottle blonde. Since Deandre moved in, she had stopped dyeing her hair, so her dark brunette roots were beginning to show.

We were waiting for Deandre to go over the set rules. This was the second time Vanessa had amended the condo rules. It ensured that no one was to ask any staff to stay the night if there was a problem in their Condo.

Deandre and a few others had asked staff members, including maintenance, to stay a night or extra hours because of faulty equipment or certain noises.

The building was new, and parts of it were still settling. I knew from experience with other properties that it would be years before the settling noises stopped.

"Have a good night," I said as Teresa took my station.

I walked through the building and out the other side. I always went this way as Deandre's window was on the other side.

I used to go out the front door and walk around, as that door was near my station, but I caught him on the balcony staring down at me a couple of times. He knew my schedule, and I was sure he was waiting for me to get out.

"Can't you get him thrown out?" Anthony asked as I talked to him on the phone.

"He hasn't done anything wrong," I said as I started to make dinner.

"Sounds like harassment to me," Anthony said.

"That's because you are my boyfriend," I smiled. “He has asked me to do my job; it's my job to bring up his orders, and Vanessa asked me to bring him the papers. Now that I told him he can access any and all papers online, he can't ask me to bring them to him."

"What about stalking?" Anthony asked.

"Hanging out on his balcony that over sees a lake?" I asked.

"Good point," Anthony said.

"He is a lawyer. He knows the rules, and I get many of the other older residents flirting with me on a daily basis. If the association tried to go after him, he would tear us apart," I told Anthony. “I am fine, trust me. Your girl has this handled," I smiled.

I could never see Anthony being like Allie's husband. Anthony wasn't the type to let any man flirt with his girl, so it made me smile when he became this protector.

"You should come over later," I said as I turned down the burner.

"I can't," Anthony said. "Remember I put in for the overtime."

"That's right," I sighed as I slumped onto the couch.

"I am sorry," Anthony apologized.

"No, it's all good, overtime is good if we want to buy a house," I admitted.

Anthony had already stated that he wanted us to consider living together before we got married.

I couldn't wait to start a family with him. He was a good man.

"Well, babe," Anthony said as his voice trailed off. A sure sign his boss had shown up.

"Have a good night," I said.

It was going to be another night of watching television by myself.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~
[image: ]


I smiled as Sheila and some of her friends came by the reception area.

Sheila was a young actress and singer, and we all knew it wouldn't be long before she made it big and would be a national star and not just a local one.

"Hey," Sheila said as she stared at me.

"What?" I asked as she kept staring.

"You know what," Sheila answered.

"I can't!" I smiled, trying not to stare back at her.

"Yes, you can," Sheila said. "I am a resident and if I say you can come to my party tonight, you can!"

We weren't supposed to fraternize with the residents, and Sheila definitely pushed that rule. I loved her songs and the few shows she had done.

"We aren't supposed to," I whispered, looking at Vanessa's door.

"Is she in there?" Sheila asked.

"Yes, but don't...." I started to say.

"I want to talk to your boss!" Sheila yelled.

Sheila's friends immediately started giggling.

Like a hound dog, Vanessa immediately exited her office. I was sure her ears had perked upward when she heard the word boss.

Vanessa slightly and politely moved me out of the way. She must have worked in human resources at another job because she never did anything terrible and was always overly polite.

"How can I help you?" Vanessa asked in that polite tone.

"Yes," Sheila said. "I have asked your associate here to join me tonight at a launch party for one of my songs."

"Yes, you have put in the right requests, and we have notified everyone on your floor about the party," Vanessa said.

It didn't matter if there was going to be a marching band in any of the condos unless a resident intentionally left the front door open or turned the sound-dampening switch off; no one could hear a thing.

"Yes, but your associate has said it is against a rule for her not to come and participate?" Sheila asked.

"Yes, it is against company policy," Vanessa stated. It might show favoritism to one resident over the others."

"But it's just a party," one of Sheila's friends said.

"Yeah, there will be plenty of people there, even other residents," another stated.

I was glad Sheila had told Deandre numerous times that he wasn't invited and would be shown the door if he showed up.

'Money doesn't buy everything,' I remember thinking when he tried to tell Sheila about his high lawyer status after he name-dropped some of his company's board members.

Sheila laughed and said she didn't know any of them and couldn't care less about Deandre's actions in the courtroom as they didn't matter out here in the real world.

Deandre quickly learned that his wealth and status meant nothing here, among others with the same power and prestige.

"Well, if there are more than fifteen other residents going that are on the list. I see no problem with my associate attending," Vanessa said as she brought up the list.

Every party or large gathering of more than eight people within the Condo had to be subject to the Condo's rules. It had to be submitted to the association three weeks before the date. A formal application had to state a beginning time and end time. A visitor list and a resident list had to be submitted with the application. Then, they looked into every person on the list before giving the go-ahead.

Many of the residents liked this as there were no surprises; each resident on the floor of the party, and those above and below, was notified before the go-ahead, and if they had objections, it was to be formally submitted.

"Yes," Vanessa smiled. "There are more than fifteen."

"So, she can come?" Sheila asked.

"Yes," Vanessa smiled at me. "You are permitted to attend the party."

Vanessa printed a form, signed it, and then I signed it.

"I will keep this on your record in case anyone sees you and finds any objection," Vanessa smiled. Is that all we can help you with?"

"Yes," Sheila smiled.

We watched Vanessa disappear into her room.

"Is she a robot?" one of her friends asked.

"We think so," I whispered.

"See you tonight," Sheila smiled.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~~~ ~
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I dressed for the party in one of my best dresses. I was glad Anthony was working another double shift tonight, or he would not have approved of my skin-tight dress and the amount of cleavage showing.

I wasn't big up top like Sheila or Allie, but Anthony loved my tits and didn't like it when they were out like this, he never stopped me from doing it, but he always had that frown on his face when I did.

"Look at you!" Sheila exclaimed as I
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