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The Condo Club: The Blonde

I couldn't wait for the approval letter. I checked the mail daily, hoping it would be there. The new condos near the lake were finally going up, and I had put in my application the moment I saw them.

Only the best was getting in. It had everything I wanted, with no lousy crowd, no baby crying in the middle of the night, and no people stomping and partying. No, this was a place for elite people only.

One of the best things I liked about the application was the long list of non-candidates. No children under the age of thirteen, no one with a criminal record, but the best thing was that the amount per year salary was high, not just high, very high.

It took three weeks just to verify that I was able to apply. They were glad to send me the application once they saw my partnership with my law firm and my success rate in the courtroom.

Now, all I had to do was wait.

I was tired of waiting. I had never been patient, which is probably why I never married or had a steady relationship. I was the person who would skip a line if I could. Sometimes, I would pay my way to the front of a line. Everyone had a price; they just didn't like to admit it.

"Still waiting, huh?" Lindsey, my secretary, smiled as I walked into the office.

"Yup, you heard anything?" I asked.

"No, not yet," Lindsey sighed.

I knew that sigh. She was getting tired of me asking. I gave the association my personal number, office number, and Lindsey's.

I wanted out of my condo; the building was filled with riff-raff. The other day, I smelled pot as I got out of my car. Who the hell still smokes weed? 

I did it when I was in high school, but I stopped after I graduated.

"As soon as I hear anything I will let you know," Lindsey faked a smile.

"Thanks," I said as I went into my office.

Lindsey hated me; I knew it; she knew that I knew, but I didn't care. It was the reason I kept her as my secretary. She was good at her job, plus she was blonde. I had a massive thing for blondes.

I never took advantage of her in any way, and she was one of the highest-paid secretaries in the firm.

I knew many of the other partners and board members who took advantage of their secretaries any chance they got. Some got caught, others didn't. Some secretaries loved being taken advantage of by their bosses, but I didn't want the hassle.

I had a good escort service to care for my needs outside the workplace, which suited me perfectly. I could stare at Lindsey now and then, imagining what those lips could do.

"Damn," Leon said as he entered my office.

"You could knock," I said, looking up.

"Is it me or did Lindsey knockers grow?" Leon asked as he plummeted in the chair.

"She is thirty-six," I stated. "They stopped growing many years ago."

"They just look bigger today," Leon suggested.

"Nope, 32E just like yesterday and the day before, and they will be the same size tomorrow," I sat back in my chair. "What do you want?"

Logan and I had a love-hate work relationship. We were both good at our jobs, too good. We were both up for board seats, and that made us rivals.

"I just thought I should let you know," Leon smiled. "Richard and the others came by my office, and I have a dinner with them tomorrow."

I tried to hide my smile. "At Diegos?" I asked.

"Yes," Leon's smile left his face.

"At seven?"

"Yes."

"I had the same dinner with them yesterday," I sank back in my chair. "They will probably tell you the same thing they told me."

"Which is what?" Leon asked.

"You will have to find out," I sat forward. "Now close the door on your way out."

Leon wasn't happy I got my dinner with the higher-ups before him, but I already knew I was ahead of him and the others.

All I had to do was get one of our most prominent clients off his latest case, and I would be on the top floor with the rest of them.

"Not guilty," the final verdict came in as I shook hands with my client.

I saw the smile on everyone's face.

It wasn't hard to manipulate the jury. I had always had the gift of manipulating the truth.

Many people would be mad at me for getting a man like my client to walk when I knew he was as guilty as pure sin, but crime paid much more on this side of the law. Whoever made the rules didn't account for someone like me.

I was sometimes asked did I not feel sympathy for the other side.

I looked over at the so-called victims and saw them crying and hugging each other. Some of them looked my way with pure hatred in their eyes. 

The answer to that was always no, I didn't.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~
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"It's nothing," I shrugged.

"Well, that nothing just landed us a lot of money," another member said.

"Happy to help," I smiled.

"After that victory we can't say officially but it looks like the open chair might be yours," the other said.

"I was wondering about one thing, if I may," I said as we sat in one of the many lounges on the top floor.

"Ask," Richard, my immediate boss said.

"Any of you have any strings you can pull with the condo association down by the lake?" I asked.

"Absolutely," one of them smiled. "Who do you think got the city to pay for the sound wall?"

"Great! I put in application, but I haven't heard anything back," I settled in my chair.

"By the time you drive over there, you will have a lake view," one of them smiled as he took out his phone.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~~ ~ ~
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They didn't just have one with a view; it was one of the top-of-the-line concepts. Even for me, the price was high but very manageable.

"Is that all Mr. Stanard?" the cute blonde said as she finished the tour.

"Yes," I smiled.

I was over the moon. 

'Who said money and power didn't get you everything?' I thought as I watched the cute blonde in the pencil skirt bend at the waist and sign the last of my paperwork.

"All we need is your initials and a signature," she said, facing me.

"Thank you," I grinned from ear to ear.

I had waited all this time to get in here, and it only took one of my board members less than twenty minutes to get me signed and into an upgrade.

"We are sorry again for the delay," she said, putting everything together. "We hope you will tell your sponsor that we met his needs?"

"Absolutely," I responded.

I watched her leave and then closed the door. This was all mine now.

All I had to do was wait for the movers to get my things out of storage. I wasn't using any of my old stuff in this place, which would be a new start.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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"You're an asshole, do you know that?" Leon said as I got off the elevator.

"Yes, I did," I smiled as I walked toward my office.

"You black balled me?" Leon said as he walked alongside me.

"Yes," I said, signing a delivery paper.

"Why?" Leon stopped.

"I won, you lost," I smiled. "It's that easy."

"Since you did that, it will take me months to get a decent case," Leon argued.

"Months if you are lucky," I smiled. I already started moving some of the other cases to other people, better people. People that don't lose!"

I laughed as security started showing Leon the elevator. "Wrong floor, you are three floors down!" I yelled as I went into my new office.

Being on this floor wasn't just about the status; it was about the prestigious offices, with a great view of the city and a fully stocked bar. It even had a shower and a wardrobe. This was where I was supposed to be.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~
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It took just over two days before everything was where I wanted it. Sitting on my oversized couch looking out the window at the lake, I felt at home.

The best thing of all was the quiet. It was dead quiet, even with boats on the lake and people driving on the four-lane road.

The doorbell rang. Looking at the monitor above the door, I saw the delivery guy. 

"About time," I said as I got up to get it.

What I also loved about this place was the vetting. They didn't just allow anyone to come up here. No, what I called the delivery guy was one of the many people who worked here. They took the delivery and walked it to the door. No one came up in the elevator without a key card.

"Thank you," I nodded.

I watched as he went down the hallway to the elevator.

'Holy fuck!' I thought as I saw the blonde specimen walking toward me. I had a thing for blondes, I always had, and this one was jaw-dropping.

I barely noticed the guy beside her, probably her husband or boyfriend, but she was out of this world.

They must have returned from a formal dinner, as her black dress fit her like a second skin. As she walked, the middle part of the dress gave way to her legs. Each leg came forward in full glory, from her ankle up to her thigh, only to disappear as the other leg came back and forth.

'My god!' I thought as they stopped a few doors down.

She wasn't just leggy; she had an hourglass figure; as my roommate in college would say, her breasts entered the room two minutes before her body. She smiled and waved at me as she entered. He gave me a look before the door closed.

That was it. I had to get her name.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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"Sorry sir," the receptionist said. "We aren't allowed to give out the names of anyone who lives here."

'Dammit!' I thought as I left to go to work.

It had been four days, and as much as I had tried, I still hadn't had any luck getting the blonde's name. I tried leaving early, leaving late, and getting in late just to get another peek at her, but barring going to the door and knocking, there was no way to see or meet her.

As for work, well, what I was now calling my home away from home was a cakewalk. I barely had to do anything. I was no longer in the courtroom; all I did was give out cases of our highest-profile clients who wanted some of their scrupulous actions to disappear.

I had it made in the shade, as people would say. Giving out orders fitted me well. Giving out orders and getting paid a substantial salary was even better. 

I was well above what I had thought I would be getting. Most of the time, I just sit and watch things happen outside my large window.

"Hey," she said as I got off the elevator.

"Hi," I barely replied, looking at her in front of me.

"I was wondering, could you help me out?" the blonde asked.

"Absolutely," I replied without hesitation.

"We got a new couch," the blonde said as she invited me into their condo.

"The problem is my idiot husband told them to put the new one down here and move the old one upstairs."

I stared at her husband as he pathetically tried to move the couch.

"I see," I nodded. "Shouldn't be a problem."

"Thanks, Jason is big on brain power but muscle power he falls short on," she said, smiling at me.

"I got you," I smiled as I moved toward the end of the couch. "Lift that side," I ordered her husband.

She was right. He barely got it off the ground. "Dude, you got to lift," I said as I put it back down.

"I will help," the blonde said, pushing her husband out of the way.

She was much stronger than her husband. I could tell that she worked out by the way her arm muscles flexed as she lifted.

"Move Jason!" she shouted at him.

The pathetic loser moved out of the way and stood there watching a stranger help his wife with the couch. We got it up the stairs and brought the other one down.

"Thank you," she said with her immense chest heaving up and down.

'My god they are huge!' I thought, staring at the drops of sweat going down her neck and disappearing into the cavern that was her cleavage.

"Allie," she introduced herself.

"Dre," I introduced myself.

"Well, Dre," Jason started to say. "Thanks for the help."

I ignored him as I stared at his wife.

"You should have dinner with us," Allie said. "Jason is a cook down at Le Muir, he would love to cook something for us."

"Absolutely," I smiled. "What time?"

"What time Jason?" Allie said as she stood close to me.

"I thought it would be just..." Jason started to say.

"Eight?" I asked before he could finish. "I will
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