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"Fucking hell!" I yelled as I slumped onto the couch.

"Another hard one, huh?" Jerry said, handing me a can of soda.

"Yeah," I smiled.

I hated some of the people who owned these condos. They called for every little thing.

It was all we could do to keep up.

The maintenance crew consisted of Jerry, Samuel, and me. Lance, our boss, gave out work orders and never went anywhere to help us out.

The condominium was huge, with fifteen floors, and each floor had many condos; some were small, others medium, and for the very rich people, they had large ones.

Even the small one was bigger than my old apartment.

"Who was it this time?" Jerry asked as we sat in our lounge in the basement.

"1202," I smiled as the cold liquid hit my mouth.

"Not here again!" Samuel said as he watched the television.

"Yeah," I replied. "The light from the sun hitting the lake came into her bedroom, bounced off her mirror and was in her face when she was taking a nap."

"Then move the mirror!" Jerry exclaimed.

"She wanted to move the bed," I sighed. "I ended up rearranging the whole bedroom!"

"No, fucking way!" Samuel said.

"Yeah, and guess what? The mirror fucking moved as well!" I shook my head.

"If they weren't paying so well, I would tell them to shove it!" Samuel said.

I had to agree with him on that one. I had worked everything from handyman to maintenance for a large business. None of them paid me as much as I was making now. Plus, I opted for one of the workers' apartments, so it was a hop, skip, and jump to go to work and back.

The others drove in. With the price of gas and how bad traffic could be in the afternoon, there was no way I would drive every day if I didn't have to.

Lance came out of his office. "Good work today gentlemen," he smiled.

"Hey pretty boy," Samuel said.

We all laughed.

Lance was one of those college kids that took a degree or something in management specializing in some shit, he knew the paperwork and how and what needed to be fixed just by going up there and looking around, but he never got his hands dirty.

Lance laughed along and then sat down.

I had no problems with Lance, and neither did the others. He kept us paid on time and fought for us when things got out of hand. He got us an excellent couch, a video game system, and a PC. Always kept the fridge stocked with various sodas and snacks and treated us to lunch daily. 

So, I had no problem with him not going up and doing the work. That's what we were here for. He told us he was trying to talk to management about getting another worker, which would greatly help.

"So, tomorrow," Lance said as he looked at us.

He laid out the work orders, and we got to pick some of them. He would always hand out the electrical things to Samuel, as he used to be an electrician. Jeff got anything plumbing or HVAC. Sometimes, the two of them had to work together. I got all the nick-knack things: fix this and move that. Can I make a box or something for this? I was good at rigging things and making things work.

"See you guys tomorrow," Lance said.

Since I was the only one on the property, I was on the emergency call list. They had a separate company that dealt with any huge late-night problems if I couldn't handle it, or it couldn't be put off until the next day, but Lance hated it when I called them, so I had to go through him if it was something big.

So far, that has only happened twice; most could be put off until the morning.

"Night, Aaron," Cathy said as she waved at me.

"Night," I waved back.

'Damn!' I thought as I watched her bend over and put her things in the back. 'For a white girl, she has a fucking ass!'

Cathy smiled as she got in her car.

All the other guys liked Janet, the other woman at the front desk, but for me, the only eye candy who worked in this whole place was Cathy. Nice big tits and a tremendous ass!

Cathy wasn't a big woman; she was curvy, not a big woman like Vanessa, their boss, or the other front desk clerk, Teresa. Both of them were big women. No, Cathy was curvy in all the right places, ass, hips, waist, and tits.

Anyone could tell Cathy worked out to ensure everything stayed tight. Not like Janet, who was what my friends called 'just right,' she wasn't skinny, curvy, or anything. She had average-sized tits and an average ass.

Her boyfriend, Anthony, was the type to make sure other guys knew she was his girl. He was not overly jealous, but the man who wrapped his arms around his girl when other guys were around or kissed her, any sign to show everyone Janet belonged to him.

Cathy was single and proud; she always said she wasn't looking and liked having her freedom. 

Since the idiot on the twelfth floor moved in, she stopped dyeing her hair. I didn't mind what color her hair was; she was the one woman I didn't mind seeing from the front or the back.

I popped a beer and sat on the couch. I was hoping that no one would call me tonight for anything. Last night, one of the tenants called downstairs for a hallway light that kept going on and off. I asked the front desk clerk if they would mind going up instead of me getting out of bed, dressed, and going.

He called me back and said the tenant had installed new motion-detection lights in the hallway because they couldn't see in the dark. I laughed a little because I knew they had a cat, so the cat moving around was setting them off.

The next day, I set the motion for heavier movement than a cat.

These were the types of calls I would get late at night. Sometimes, it made me rethink having an apartment on the grounds.

I settled in for the night and put the phone on the nightstand.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ 
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"Good," Lance said when he came in the morning, and I told him I had not received any calls. "Maybe they are learning not to call during the night unless it's an emergency."

I smiled. "Wishful thinking."

I went about my day and added the final touches to a project I had worked on for a few weeks.

"Oh, thank you!" Mrs. Coulson cried.

"No need to cry," I smiled.

Mrs. Coulson lived by herself. Her husband had passed away, and her kids, as well as grandchildren, put her up in this place.

The only living thing with her was an aged Shih Tzu named Carl. Carl couldn't get up on the bed or the sofa, so I built a huge house for him. Mrs. Coulson could push the thing around because it had wheels.

It had a bed and places where she could store his toys and food. Carl loved it because the moment I finished; the poor old dog went straight into it.

"Now, it has a fan," I said, showing her the power switch to turn the small fan on. "It has rechargeable batteries, so if you see the red light, just plug it in for a few hours until it goes green."

"You're a life saver," she cried as she hugged me. "I can take him out on the porch now," she smiled as she rolled the huge thing to the door. "It fits!" she exclaimed.

"I made sure it could go through any doors," I smiled. "I even weatherproofed it so you can roll it with you if you go outside. And I am sure any front desk staff would be happy to put it in the back of your SUV."

"He loves it!" she said as I headed for the door.

"I have to pay you!" she said as she returned inside.

"Nope," I waved her off. "I had the parts left over from other projects, it's all good."

"Well, I will tell anyone if they need a side project done, to call on you!" Mrs. Coulson pointed her bony finger at me.

"Thank you," I waved as I went out.

The rest of the day went swimmingly well, except for a few minor things.

"Hey Derek?" Lance called me after we got out.

"Hey boss," I answered my phone.

"The lady in 1409 asked me for your personal phone number," Lance stated. "She said she has a side project for you."

"That's fine," I shrugged. "I could do with some extra cash."

"Sending, have a good night," Lance said.

I sat and waited for the text or call.

I didn't have to wait long as she texted me a time to come by her condo.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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"My grandson is coming to stay with us for a long while," Mrs. Leylan said as we walked into one of the rooms. "We are turning this into his room."

"Nice," I said.

"Who are you talking to?" Arthur, her husband, came into the room.

'Crap!' I thought.

I had never seen his wife, but everyone knew Arthur. He complained about everything and anything. The ladies downstairs always ran or tried to hide from him when he came down or called.

"Derek? What are you doing here?" Arthur asked.

"Arthur," I answered in my annoyed voice.

"I called him!" his wife said. "To set up things in here for Luke!"

"Luke? Why bother?" Arthur, the old man, said as he looked at her. "Throw down a mattress and somewhere to put his clothes, and he will be good until he finds something else to steal!"

"Go away!" his wife shouted. "Go take a nap or read a book!"

Arthur shook his head and walked out of the room.

"I am sorry about my husband," she said, closing the door. "He can be a bit of a pain."

"Just a little," I smiled.

"Well," she smiled.

She told me about her plans for their grandson's room. She wanted me to build a desk for the PC she got him, with room for three monitors and a place for him to put his vast collection of action figures.

The guy was almost twenty-one and had been kicked out of his parent's house and his cousins' houses for stealing things to buy action figures and game cards for his video game.

I didn't want to sound negative, but I had doubts about him. She offered to pay me in cash for all the work, so it wasn't my problem.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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Katie, as she liked to be called, added other things to the list. She wanted some wall-hanging units in the living room and a television box for the bedroom.

It took me a while to get all the wood and other things I needed to complete the work, but it was all worth it. 

Kate was excellent to hang out with despite her husband's constant complaints that I was making too much noise or charging too much.

Katie and I ignored him as she helped with some of the things.

I came by to drop off the last piece for her list and get the payment.

"Hey Derek," Katie said as I walked inside.

"Last corner for the box," I smiled.

"Thanks," Katie half smiled as I started putting it together.

"What's wrong?" I asked, noting the tone of her voice.

"Andy got in trouble again," she said. "It's serious this time. He stole a huge amount from a roommate he was staying with, and they pressed charges."

"I am glad," Arthur said. "Should have been locked up years ago."

"Shut it Arthur, I am not in the mood for your shit!" Katie yelled.

"I am sorry about that," I told Katie.

"Don't worry, I will still pay you," Katie smiled.

"No, we won't!" Arthur returned to the living room. "What are we going to do with all of this stuff!"

"It's not his fault, and it's not all your money!" Katie shooed him away. "We will pay you."

I felt bad for taking her money. I didn't know what she would do with it, especially since I had done a lot of work in that room.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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'I was thinking about your room, and maybe you can do some of your book reading there,' I texted Katie later that day.

I remembered she had said she read a lot and had some books in storage.

"That's a great idea!" Katie called me. "I can get some of the books out of storage and put them on the shelves."

"And with the computer and camera, you can host the book clubs," I smiled, recognizing the excitement in her voice.

"Yes, that would be great," Katie said excitedly. "I could close the door and be away from Arthur!"

"I am sure that would be good," I said.

"Thank you again!" Katie exclaimed.

I was happy that I got to help her and settled in for the night. Just before I was about to head to bed, the doorbell rang.

'Who could that be this late?' I thought as I
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