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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.

'Can't wait,' Janet stared at the reply in disgust as she hit send.

It was like someone had put a spell over her, where she couldn't say no to Dre or his requests. As Janet helped one of the tenants with a situation, her mind wandered.

Janet regretted the things she had done with Dre. The number one thing was humiliating poor Jason, Allie's husband. Dre invited Janet to be part of a threesome with Allie, and she agreed. She liked the feel of another woman and knew that even if things ended with Anthony and Dre, she would still love to be with women.

During their sexual encounter, Dre and Allie made Janet laugh at Jason as he stroked his small cock. Janet hated it, not because it was humiliating to Jason, but because Anthony had the same size cock as Jason, and she felt like she was doing that to her boyfriend.

Sex with Anthony hadn't been the same since.

"You, okay?" the tenant asked Janet.

"Yes," Janet brought herself back to reality. "Just a few things on my mind, that's all."

"Don't worry, dear," the old lady said. "Take a piece of advice from me. These things work themselves out eventually."

Janet hoped so; she couldn't keep lying to Anthony.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~~~~~ ~
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"It has been a good month," the head of the council said.

The large dark room was filled with a circling dark gray mist.

"Very good," others at the table said as they sat back and breathed in the mist.

Each of them breathed deeply as they took as much of the mixture into their bodies.

"The last one, is it being processed?" the head asked.

"Yes, sir," one of the people standing at the edge of the room answered. He wasn't breathing the mixture in. He stood silently.

"Well?" one of the others asked.

"It will be introduced into next week’s meeting," the help said.

"Good," the head smiled. "That's it, save the rest for tomorrow."

"Yes sir," the help nodded, and a large sucking sound was heard, and the vapor went away.

"That will be all," one of the other members waved.

"Back to business," Terry smiled as she looked at the members. "George's son is a non-problem, he believes his father's death was a tragedy."

"What about the things he heard from his father?" Lucas asked.

"We have placed a few other tall tales in books all around George's house," Terry grinned. "Even the help think that poor George was going crazy."

"Good," the head smiled. "Then everything is good."

"Not so fast," Lucas said, holding his hand up, and the other members sat back down.

"What is it?" one of the members asked.

"Our Florida location is under scrutiny, it seems a local gazette of sorts has been running a story that has been catching wind," Lucas coughed.

"What kind of story?" the head asked.

"The increasing death rates at our condo, and the same author has been looking at other locations," Lucas told them.

"And it's catching wind you say?" another asked.

"With how things are going on in the nation, conspiracy theories, lies and many other things are turning into rabbit holes that people on the internet are diving into and frankly talking about," Lucas shrugged. "If we do not get ahead of this, people might find out things aren't what we tell them."

The head looked at Terry.

"I will look into this author, right away," Terry said.

"Eliminate them," Lucas shrugged. "It will make things grow, but then we can choose the direction that it goes, if we try to make them look wrong it will backfire."

"Got it," Terry nodded. "I will send the twins."

~ ~ ~ ~~ ~~ ~~~ ~~ ~~~ ~~ 
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Charles Crenshaw was a journalist for a no-name internet blog site until he started looking into one of the large condo associations that had popped up four years ago. The building was located near one of the man-made lakes.

Charles didn't think anything of it; a condo building near a lake wasn't something to write about, but it wasn't until someone sent him information about deaths at the building a year after it went up.

Charles started taking pictures and looking into these deaths. On paper, it wasn't surprising that a place that catered to the rich, wealthy as well as elderly people would have deaths; every place had protocols for finding a dead body, but what stuck out to Charles was the storage of the body. Usually, most apartments closed off the apartment and waited for authorities to come and take it; these bodies were taken from their condos and then placed in cold storage.

Charles had asked authorities about it, and while some thought it was unreasonable, they said the condo took very good care of the bodies as well as allowing all authorities to examine the videos and the room without question.

Then Charles looked into the making of the lake. It was a feat to turn what used to be flat ground into a large lake. The project was handled by a company under the umbrella of the condo association.

Charles started to ask himself why they would go through such lengthy conditions, as well as time and money, for a project that seemed unworthy. Yes, the condo was a big hit, but looking at the numbers, Charles could see the project of both the lake and the condo building outweighed the results.

"Charles!" his best friend woke him up. "You are going to be late!"

"Of course," Charles got up.

He only wanted to take a nap before accepting an award for his piece, which was gathering interest all over the nation. Charles thought it was a good idea that people all over were looking into this new condo association and its ability to bend the rules.

Charles had gone from being a nobody to having his name mentioned on internet blogs and podcasts. The hashtag #savecharles were trending everywhere on every social network.

He knew he was onto something big, and he was going to keep at it until he solved the mystery.

"It is too bad about George," his best friend said as Charles got ready for his big moment.

"You think an old man like George falls asleep with his tablet on?" Charles looked in the mirror at his tie as he fixed it. "He grew up in a generation where everything had to be turned off before he went to bed."

"Not this again," Kyle said as he helped his friend with his blazer. "Not everything is a conspiracy, not everyone is out to get you."

"Why do you think people have been asking about me?" Charles said as they walked out of their apartment and down the stairs.

"You are creating a stir," Kyle shrugged. "You're the new Mandela Effect," Kyle laughed. "Remember when that came out? Everyone was talking about it; now, no one even mentions it."

"Do you think I am making this up?" Charles asked.

"I am your friend, I love you, and I support you," Kyle said as they got in the car. "Do I think it's a bit suspicious, yes, absolutely, but is it news worthy, not really."

"So, the deaths, and the empty ambulances and vehicles that leave there?" Charles asked.

"People die, and another vehicle could have taken the body and another one show up to the wrong place," Kyle shrugged. "It happens."

"It's people like you that help these cooperations get away with what they do," Charles stated.

"Of course," Kyle smiled.

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


Charles, even though he was nominated for the award, failed to receive it as someone else won the prize.

"Black Pyramid in the Antarctica?" Charles drank heavily at the bar.

"Like I said, your condo story is not newsworthy," Kyle shrugged. "I am sorry."

Kyle left his friend to sulk and walked away.

"We thought it was very interesting," a voice said from behind Charles.

"Wow!" Charles nearly spilled his drink as he looked at two beautiful women standing before him.

The two women looked identical and wore black skin-tight dresses, with their chests nearly bare for all to see.

"We thought it had merit, and thought you had great ideas," one said as they approached either side of Charles.

"You did?" Charles stammered.

He had never been around beautiful women; he hated to admit it, but most women found him repulsive; it was the reason he was still a virgin at thirty-six.

"Yes, especially how you are trying to point out the ley lines of how did you say it?" one said pushing her chest onto Charles's arm.

"Northern and southern points," Charles stuttered, feeling the firm breast on his arm.

"Yes, what do they do?" the other asked.

They were leading Charles away from the large party. Charles would've noticed they were pulling him along more than he was walking if their beauty hadn't entranced him.
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