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A multi-million-dollar Penthouse in Seattle has a three-sided view of Mount. Rainer, the Puget Sound, and the Space Needle from the same spot in the room. Only a turn of the head is needed for the view. It has been several years since she moved her organization from LA to Seattle and expanded into her own skyscraper and Penthouse.

In the top room sits a 20-foot solid walnut desk. The desk sits on a blood red silk rug. The rug is from mainland China. They never allow such a masterpiece to leave their country, but she has it on her floor. The rug has a story of its own. The woman known only as the ‘Madam’ is sitting behind the desk. She is called Madam out of respect; boss would never do. Besides, no one knows her name.

The Madam behind the desk is a dark-haired beauty some place between twenty-five and fifty-five years old. Some have described her as statuesque, charming, stately, debonair, classic, deadly, cold, and calculating but never in her presence.

Thru her many news sources, some firsthand on the ground and others filtered many times, she is aware of developments worldwide. Some are just a passing notes; others may have implications to her many current business ventures. Others may impact future business or former business partners.

The Madam is at her 20-foot walnut desk taking a phone call. The phone is an old black Bakelite and one of several lines on her desk. All come from her private telecommunications system and satellites. Few have this, her private number on her desk.

The Madam is in constant communication with all her staff and the ongoing ventures any place in the world with her satellites.

Her airplane is a heavily modified private Boeing 757 airliner.

The 757 has three sets of crews on long trips. They are on call 24-hours a day. In the air, they are on six hours, off six hours, and rotate the off twelve hours shift when on long trips. The co-pilots serve as the pilots when they swap jobs. There are four standard crew members not counting her three private Associates. Only My-Ling is accompanying the Madam on this trip.

There is a main cabin which houses a formal dining area, a king size bed and bath for the Madam on her flights. All others have private quarters which may be doubled up on extra-long flights.

The flight crew bunk two to a cabin, the pilot and co-pilot teams have their own cabin they share. They all share a common dining area and there are separate baths for each cabin. The Chef on the airplane has her own cabin near the kitchen with one helper who is a full time Chef in the Penthouse unless they fly.

There is a private gym on board the airplane for use by anyone scheduling it. When in her private multi-million-dollar Penthouse, her physical workout partners are 7 sets of 2 men each. If things are not going her way, they will need the 7 days to recover from her beating. She has been trained by the Nemeses, the only female to do so.

Her three Associates, she is seldom without. The three Associates each have a smaller bedroom on the airplane with their own bath.

A million American dollars is considered petty cash and tracked as such. Her Penthouse suite over looks most of Seattle. Each of her three private Associates have their own floor for their private use in the Penthouse.

Few people know who she is, and the smart ones do not want to know. Seldom does she visit any of her ventures. If she does, someone may pay dearly for it. Her organization may have only her office staff, and at other times, it may number in the hundreds, even a thousand.
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One Associate is My-Ling. My-Ling’s name means happy days. The Asian is large for her nationality, black hair down to her waist. She usually has on a pure silk blue gown from a small village in south China. The slit goes well above her waist in the gown with nothing showing but smooth skin. She could be 18 years old, but she is not. This is her formal attire; otherwise it would be levi’s, cowboy boots and a western shirt with real rubies, front and back. Her hobby is riding the mechanical bulls. Some would say after she had taken all the new bull could give, “She could stick a real live bull, no problem.”

The second Associate is Briallen Couch which mean Primrose, red in Welsh. The auburn-haired woman is nearly six-feet-tall in a pair of stylish black shoes with a half inch heel. The white blouse is tucked into a rather form fitting pair of black slacks. They are being held in place by a four-inch wide alligator belt. It appears she could have been the person that wrestled the gator down. Her eyes are jet black which comes more from the fury in her eyes than their brownish black color. When annoyed, she tends to drop back into her native language of Welsh. It is rumored she can make a sailor blush with her choice of words. If Briallen has no plans for the evening, she will change into something more casual, pull out her 17th century cello, and get into some heavy Bock.

The third Associate is Solvieg Blom, which means sun colored, yellow; Blom in Norse. She is 6 feet 2 inches, a stately blond; her skirt is just above the knees and is a light blue color. Her hair is short, almost a boy cut. She is blue eyed, perky nose and a long neck. From any view, she is never mistaken for a boy.

If Solviegn has plans for the evening; then her short hair is for a better fit in her racing helmet. She has her own 600-pound Harley. She rides it only in competitions. Her first love is her Formula One racing car. Her height required a modified driver’s compartment.

These three Associates could and have walked the boardwalk, earning millions a year and yet they are personal assistants to the dark-haired beauty behind the walnut desk in the penthouse, or now commanding the aircraft.

They defer to her name as Madam out of respect.

The Madam has access to people and places the CIA or FBI can only dream they had. She operates sometimes in the gray area but never in the open.

This day is a general meeting of all four women to keep everyone up to date on important issues, no matter who is directing the project or activity.

At the end of the meeting the Madam always asks, “Anything for the good of the cause to report?”

Solviegn and Briallen reply almost together, “Nothing to report,” that is not unusual.

My-Ling says, “A tiny butterfly shook a thin leave on a mulberry tree. It was ever so small. I have nothing definite but I will dig and feed the Tree. Soon the butterfly will grow and its path will be better known.

The Madam nods, “Please to continue to watch, the meeting is adjourned,” and each returns to their own tasks.

Some time later in the week My-Ling crosses another unusual happening. In Chinatown, in southeast Seattle several men meet for lunch but they have it all served  at one time. This means they would have their final tea not at the proper temperature. They eat for one hour as usual and leave.

My-Ling’s butterfly is larger and more mature and can collect more information and retains it.

After work, My-Ling changes her clothes and goes to a western club in Chinatown to ride a new bull they have. She stays on for the standard rides for 30 minutes. She then gives someone else a turn. As she sits and senses a butterfly would look somewhat agitated and is not flying in the gentle, graceful ways it should.

It takes the bull a short time; the rider lasts for less than a minute. My-Ling goes to help the rider get up but does not try to dust him off. A note is passed and he soon leaves having lost face on a junior bull.

My-Ling never looks at or even checks to see if she still have the note on her. She never looks at or touches the note until she is the Madam’s private taxi service for herself and the Associates.

She tells the driver to return to the penthouse. “I will exit on the second turn. Please inform the Associates of my actions. I need no help at this time. Thank you.”

For anyone watching the taxi, My-Ling is still in the back seat as they pull into the lower garage of the penthouse. Without a special card or car you are going no further than the garage’s solid steel gate. There is a large turn around for those people that get to the gate but has no authorization
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