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Chapter One: The High Life
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We have been one of the luckiest couples I’ve known.  Louisa and I were both fortunate enough to have attended the same university where we met and we both graduated with degrees that have given us the ability to move upward financially.  For me, this has meant becoming a lead accountant at a large firm in the city.  My wife is her company’s best IT network specialist.  Together, we have earned healthy salaries and we have invested heavily in the stock market to help build our retirement.  Sure, we’re only in our late twenties, but you can never start building your fortune too early.

“It’s down a little,” Louisa says to me as we sit quietly on the patio behind our house as the sun rises.  We have become accustomed to getting up early on Saturday mornings to spend some time together before we become busier later in the day with things we plan to do.  I love this time with her as we enjoy our coffee together.

“I called Trey and he said that we should maintain our current posture,” I reply.  “You know that there are plenty of roller coaster rides in the stock market, baby.  Just relax and let the man do his job.”

Louisa sighs.  “I don’t know, Cal.  I have an uneasy feeling about this.  On the news, they’re saying that we could be heading toward a deep recession.  If that happens...”

“We need to ride it out,” I say again as I turn to face my beautiful spouse.  “The market isn’t as bad as some people are claiming, Louisa.  Trey is the expert on this and he’s seen this kind of thing over the years.”

She sighs while smiling at me.  “I know.  You’re right, of course.  We have so much money in the stock market that I can’t help but worry sometimes, though.”

“And this house,” I tell her with a chuckle.  “We’re six months into it, but it’s going to be an awesome investment, right?  If we stick to the plans we have made, we’ll be able to retire comfortably in about twenty years.”

“The house.”  Louisa turns and looks at the large five-bedroom, four-bath home that we bought just a few months back.  It’s much larger than we really need, but it’s in a great neighborhood with nice neighbors.  “We have a loan for a half-million dollars on this thing.”

“And it will be worth about four times that in a couple of decades,” I promise.  “This neighborhood is growing, baby.  All the wealthier people want to live here, and that’s probably going to continue to be the case for the next half-century.  You heard the realtor, right?”

My wife rolls her eyes.  “Do you mean the guy who wanted us to buy this house?  Of course he would say that, Cal.  You would too if you had been the realtor or a salesman trying to make your commission off a half-million dollars.”

“True,” I laugh.  “But we have the report from the appraiser as well.  We paid ten percent less than it’s actually worth.  We had equity in this place before we even moved in.”  There is a sense of pride inside me concerning our financial position at this time.  My wife and I have been working hard to move up in our respective positions, and so far everything has worked out for the two of us.  Our lives are in perfect alignment with our financial future at this moment and I don’t want to upset the cart by selling some of our stocks prematurely.

Louisa raises an eyebrow.  “And you said that I could use some of that ten percent to do something about the decor inside, right?”

“I knew you wouldn’t forget about that.”

She smiles.  “How much?  Don’t lowball me, either, Cal.  Be reasonable.”

My wife and I always discuss larger purchases and other expenditures of money before we do something that could possibly upset the other.  It was an agreement we made with each other very early on right after we married.  I think it’s a good thing, too, considering how many arguments in marriages begin because of something one person has bought before conferring with his or her spouse.

I shake my head and grin.  “Would ten thousand dollars be enough?”

Louisa smirks.  “Fifteen would be better.”

“Geez, honey.”

“Come on, Cal.  You know that I need to start making the house more of a home for us.  You have even commented that the interior of the house is still too sterile for your taste.  Let me get a good home interior designer over here to give me some ideas and I’ll do the rest.  You won’t have to lift a finger.”

I chuckle.  “Or a wrench?”

“No work on your part at all, sweetie.  I’ll get someone to do that sort of stuff.”

I look into her blue-green eyes as Louisa brushes some of her long, blonde hair over her shoulder.  She’s so beautiful that I can’t bring myself to tell her no.  Ever.  My wife knows this all too well and sometimes she uses that fact to her advantage when she negotiates with me.

I swallow hard.  “Throw in a nice blow job and you have a deal.”

A slight blush appears on her face before she replies, “You drive a hard bargain, sir, but it’s a deal.”  Louisa winks at me before taking another sip of her coffee.

“And don’t worry about the other things, okay?  Let Trey keep an eye on our stock portfolio.  He knows to sell quickly if anything happens that could negatively affect our standing.  Trust the numbers.”

She nods and looks out over the large backyard.  “So, when do I need to pay you that blow job?”

I smile.  “Now?”  Though I am joking somewhat, my cock stiffens as I move around in my seat.  Louisa gives the best head of any woman I’ve ever gotten oral from, and it excites me to think that I might get a little mouth love from her this morning.

“I suppose I could do that for you.”  My wife puts her cup of coffee down before reaching for a small towel on the table between us.  She then gets up and puts the towel on the patio stone between my feet before kneeling down on it and reaching into the leg of my sleep shorts.  She finds my hardening member and pulls it out as I lean back in my seat.  Louisa leans forward and kisses the tip of my cock before slipping it into her soft, wet mouth.

“Oh, fuck,” I moan as she begins to softly suck on it.  Louisa moves her mouth and lips down along the sides of my shaft as she pushes the head of my manhood into her throat.  I grip the arms of my chair tightly as I feel her tonsils along the sides of the tip of its swollen head.

“Uttt...”  Louisa takes dick in the mouth so well, so it surprises me a little that she is gagging some.  She normally lets me come deep inside her throat and swallows it for me without allowing it to really touch her tongue at all.  

“Honey, damn,” I moan as I get closer to orgasming.  I slip my hands and fingers into her hair as I feel her slowly move up and down my pecker.  “Baby, oh...”  I breathe hard and fast as I watch her working on me.  “Keep going.  I’m getting close.”

We met in college, both in our junior year at the same university, in a public finance class that was required for me and an elective for her.  There have been so many times in our marriage over the last few years that I’ve thought about how things could have been much different if Louisa had opted to take something else instead.  As a matter of fact, she wasn’t thrilled to be in the class at all.  The class she wanted to take was already full and so my future bride had to make the decision to swallow the bitter pill and take a class that didn’t really have anything to do with computers or software programs.  I’m thankful that her first choice was unavailable to her.  Especially right now.

“Oh...uhhhh...UHHHH!!!”  I begin to spurt hard inside Louisa’s soft mouth as I come.  “Nahhh...uhhhh...uhhhh...”  I push her head toward my cock so that I can feel the back of her throat much better.  She has apparently gotten over her initial gagging and now my wife is able to accommodate my deep oral needs.  “Fuck.  Ohhh...”  

I finish creaming her tonsils and my wife slowly runs her lips along my shaft as she pulls back from me.  Louisa is certain to clean me off very well before swallowing hard and smiling up at me.

“Well?  Was that good?”

I laugh.  “Um, I think so.  Damn, baby.”

“Was it worth another five grand on top of the fifteen for the house?”

Shaking my head, I reply, “I don’t know about that, Louisa.  I mean, a deal is a deal, right?  Now you want to change that?”

She smiles wryly.  “It was good, though, right?”

Raising an eyebrow, I tell her, “It’s always that good, babe.  Just keep in mind we don’t want to go off the rails with our future plans, though.  It would be best to stay where we are at on this, wouldn’t you agree?”  Now that I’ve gotten off, my certified professional accountant credentials begin to kick in.  

Louisa replies, “We’ll see how you feel about that when we’re in bed and I’m riding you, Cal.”

“That’s not fair,” I say with a laugh.

“Well, of course not.  However, I think you will have a difficult time turning me down later tonight.  Be ready, my love.  I’m going to pour it on thick.”  Louisa stands to her feet and winks at me before picking up her cup of coffee and walking into the house.  She has a friend coming by to pick her up this morning, and it seems that we have allowed time to slip by quickly.

“Damn,” I say with a smile as I push my spent cock back into my shorts.  My marriage is a great one.  I’m glad to have met and married the perfect woman.  Or, at least, one so willing to use her special talents to get me to do whatever she wants.  That’s one thing that I’ve never understood about Louisa.  Though she only had one other boyfriend before me, her talents in bed have always been perfect.  She’s a sexual goddess when it comes to exciting me, and it’s obvious that she loves doing so.  My wife will get that additional five thousand dollars, no matter what I might say right now about that issue.  She will likely get it and then some.
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Chapter Two: Collapsing Life
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I’ve worked with Martin & Associates Accounting for the last five years.  Over that time, I’ve landed several large accounts with companies and corporations that have allowed the firm to triple in size.  For that hard work, I have been given the position of the lead accountant in my department, allowing me to have more flexibility and freedom in working to get even more new accounts on board.  It’s likely this very reason that I am being summoned to Mr. Southerland’s office this morning.  There have been rumors around the office that management has been looking for outstanding associates to reward with large bonuses this quarter.

“You asked to see me?” I say as I walk into the office of my direct supervisor, Craig Southerland.

He smiles at me from his desk as he stands to his feet.  “Yes, Calvin.  It’s good to see you.”  I approach his desk and have a seat before the middle-aged gentleman who is  smartly dressed in a very nice suit.  He sits down on his side of the desk after I have gotten comfortable.  “How have you been recently?”

“Great,” I reply with a wide smile on his face.  “I mean, the numbers are looking good since we have just brought over the Bayman Law Firm account.”

Mr. Southerland nods.  “The account with the law firm?”  

“Yes, sir,” I reply.  “They have been looking for a while to change their circumstances, and it seems that we were the answer to that problem.”  I say this as if to verbally pat myself on the back.  The fact is, I deserve this pat on the back.  Bayman Law Firm has over twenty attorneys and wields a multi-million-dollar footprint.  Having their account means that we will generate another half-million or so per year just for managing their office finances.  We will quite likely see another million or so per year from them if they use us for their other accounting needs, such as providing them with expert witnesses in cases they typically take on.  It’s a true win-win situation for both firms.

“Very nicely done, Calvin.”  Though I can hear the praise he offers through his lips, I don’t feel as if I’m truly being admired for what I’ve accomplished.  This is not at all like Mr. Southerland and it concerns me a little as he avoids making direct eye contact with me at first.

I take a slow breath and ask, “How is your wife, Jenny?”

He turns his eyes toward me and smiles slightly.  “She’s doing very well, thank you for asking.  There are still good and bad days, of course, but she seems to be on the mend.  Thankfully, she’s had the best care our insurance could allow her.”  

Jenny Southerland, a very kind woman, suffered a terrible car accident two months ago while visiting her mother in Vermont.  Her recovery has been spotted with continual setbacks that have caused her and her husband some difficult times over the last few weeks.  In the beginning, it looked as if she might not even survive the terrible injuries she had suffered.  However, she has been back home for the last two weeks and is steadily improving.  It takes time, though.  A crushed pelvis doesn’t heal overnight.

“Can she get up and walk much yet?”

Mr. Southerland looks over at the window near his desk.  He doesn’t answer immediately, but when he does it’s not the sort of reply that I expect.  “I’m really sorry, Calvin.”

I raise my eyebrows.  “Sorry for what?”

He turns to look directly at me, the smile on his face from just minutes ago now turning into a frown.  “Calvin, we really appreciate all that you have done for the firm.  We really do.”

“Wait,” I say while shaking my head.  “Are you firing me?”  My mind suddenly begins to spin with thoughts of all the deals I’ve made over the last year that have grown the size of the accounting firm.  How can he be firing me?

The accounting executive sighs.  “You’ve done a considerable amount of good for us, there’s no discounting that.  However, our situation has recently changed and Mr. Martin has directed that I make certain cuts within the staff.”

“That makes no fucking sense,” I blurt out.  “We’re doing so well.”

“Calvin, please...”

“No, dammit.  Why me?  What have I done to deserve this, Craig?”  All formality, as far as I am concerned, is out the window now that the other man has told me that I’m being forced out of the accounting firm.  

“Nothing at all.  It’s just that Mr. Martin has decided that he’s going to sell the firm, and the buyer isn’t interested in the direction we’ve been taking.  You see, most of those being terminated are simply not going to be helpful to the new direction the firm will be working toward.”

My jaw drops as I shake my head.  “I bring in more money than anyone here, dammit!  What the fuck, Craig?”

“You will, of course, be given a very generous severance package, Calvin.”

“Fucking stop it and talk to me!”  I look hard at the man on the other side of the desk.  “Don’t do this.  Fire someone else.  Dammit, Craig.  FUCK!”  I stand to my feet and begin to pace from one side of the office to the other.  How they could do this to me doesn’t make any sense at all, but I can see by the look on his face that he’s serious.  There’s no going back. I’m finished at Martin & Associates.

“Look, Calvin, I get it.  Really I do.  This shouldn’t be happening, but it’s out of my hands.  I went to bat for you and that’s when they threatened to fire me too if I didn’t let you go.  It really wasn’t anything personal on my end.”

I stop pacing and look at him.  “Who wants me gone?  The new owner?”

“Yeah, they don’t want you here.”

“It’s more than one person?  Who is buying this shithole?”  Though I’ve helped to build the firm, without me it’s nothing but a shithole as far as I’m concerned.

“The Haggerty Group.”

“Motherfucker.”

“You know who is there, right?”

“Dammit.  How the fuck did that little...”  I sigh.  It’s worse than I had thought.  Much worse.  “How could Mr. Martin do this?  He fired that little fucker, right?”

“He did.” 

Craig Southerland and I were both involved in having Lucas Ferrell terminated from his position at Martin & Associates two years ago.  He was a little too slick with his numbers in the accounts that he managed.  As a matter of fact, we still don’t know where seventy thousand dollars went in one of those accounts.  It was never proven, but he likely kept that money for himself.  Unfortunately, his mother’s brother Bobby Haggerty was willing to give the little snake a job in his financial funding group.  It seems that Lucas has convinced his uncle to make an offer that the aging Danland Martin could not refuse.

“Son-of-a-bitch.”  I sit back down in my chair as I begin to feel the room spin.  

Mr. Southerland walks around to my side of the desk and sits down on the edge of it.  “There are going to be a lot of other very good opportunities for you going forward, Calvin.  You have to be willing to open your mind to all the possibilities that are out there.  Some positions might not be nearly what you have now, but I have no doubt that you’ll start off fresh and make a good run of it.  Maybe you’ll one day have the ability to buy this firm for yourself.”  He smiles as he reaches down and pats my knee.  “Just remember me when you do.  I’m not just cutting you and throwing you out.  It’s not personal for me.”

“It’s personal for that asshole,” I say as I continue to dwell on Lucas and his vengeful nature.  “That fucker needs a broken nose.”

“Maybe he does, but don’t do that today.”  Mr. Southerland gets up from the edge of the desk.  “You need to collect your things and leave, Calvin.  Security has been told to give you an hour or so, but then to escort you out of the building.”  I give him a sharp stare.  “Remember, it’s not me.  It’s that other guy.  It was in his instructions and Mr. Martin is going along with it for the sake of the sale.”

I stand to my feet and look down as Mr. Southerland offers me his hand.  Though it takes me a moment to do so, I finally take it and shake it slowly.  “Fuck you, Craig,” I say to him with a frown.

“Fuck you too, Calvin.  I’ll see you around, alright?”  I nod my head and turn toward his office door.  Soon, I find myself inside my office where just a half-hour ago I was working on the numbers for our newest account acquisition.  Right now, I don’t give two shits about whether those figures are ever completed.  This firm is no longer my concern.  

“Dammit,” I say as I think about Louisa and how she will respond to the news of my firing.  “Shit.”  I close my eyes and try to play out how I will tell her.  What can I say?  It’s all so simple, yet so devastating.  Apparently, Lucas has gotten the revenge that he threatened to unleash upon me when he was let go from here a couple of years ago.  I was too nosy, according to him.  However, that’s what I do.  It’s how I operate no matter what I’m involved in.  When I saw the questionable work that he was doing, I had to report it.  There was really never any other choice for me.

As I clean out the contents of my desk into a cardboard box, my phone vibrates on the desk.  I can see that it’s my wife calling me.  I should take the call, but I don’t know what I would say to her.  I’m too upset to engage in any sort of meaningful conversation.  I need more time to think about how I’ll break the news to my sweet wife.  After all, it was just a few days ago when she told me that she was worried about our investments.  The stock market has continued to tumble and I have continued to promise her that everything will be alright.  In fact, our world is about to come tumbling down now that I’ve lost my job.  Even if my severance package is as healthy as Mr. Southerland claims, it won’t be enough to keep us afloat for very long.  Our house payment is large and we have lots of other obligations to worry about.  No, this won’t go over well when I tell my wife what’s happened.

“Fuck!”  I look down at the drawer in my desk where I’ve just cut myself.  “Dammit!  Fuck!”  I stand to my feet just as another accountant, Railey Glennwood, walks in.  “Are you okay, Cal?”  

I shake my head as I hold a small Kleenex over my bleeding finger.  “Just peachy, can’t you tell?”  

She smiles.  “Let me help you with that.” The young accountant goes to a small cabinet on the other wall where I keep a few things, including a first aid kit.  She returns to my desk with the things that she needs and says, “Sit down.”  I do as she requests and I allow her to pull the Kleenex away from the bleeding wound.

“Thanks,” I say as she softly dabs the cut with an antiseptic wipe before putting on a bandage.

“Yeah, no problem.”  Railey looks over at me.  “Is everything okay, Cal?”

I look down for a moment at my injured finger.  “No, it’s not.  My life just came crashing down around me.”

“What do you mean?” she asks.

I grit my teeth as I think about Lucas and his little scheme.  Though I could tell her everything, I decide to keep things a bit simpler for Railey.  “I’ve been let go.  The firm is being sold to someone else who wants to slim it down.  I’m out.”

“Oh, Cal!”  The attractive young accountant clasps my injured hands inside both of her hands.  “I’m so sorry.  That’s just not fair.”

“No, it’s not,” I agree.  “But, it’s business.  They want it done now or they won’t go through with the purchase.  Mr. Martin is getting a bit older and he wants to get out from under this place.  I can’t say that I blame him, honestly.”  Of course I don’t blame him directly.  I blame the asshole who’s out for revenge.

Railey shakes her head.  “I’ll bet your wife is upset, huh?”

“She doesn’t know yet,” I tell her.  “I might look for a job before saying anything about this to her.”

“No, don’t do that,” she advises.  “It won’t turn out great for you if you do that.  Be honest right upfront, okay?  Women appreciate that the most when it comes to their men.”  Her warm brown eyes take me in as I consider how much I would love to bend the young accountant over my desk and fuck her hard.  I won’t, of course, but I can’t help but have a few such thoughts.

“I’ll tell her tonight,” I relent.  “She deserves to know.”

Railey stands up as she releases my injured hand.  “She does deserve it.  Can I help you pack your things?”  She looks around the messy office where I’ve pulled out years’ worth of knick-knacks and other things.

“Sure,” I reply.  “Grab a box.”  Railey smiles at me as she turns and takes a box into her hand.  She heads toward a bookshelf nearby and begins to put things from there into the box.  I turn my attention back to the desk that has recently attacked me.  It seems as if there is a bad omen over me now that I’ve lost my position at the accounting firm.  I’m sure I will feel much worse when I tell Louisa later about my termination.  I hate the thought of it, but she does deserve to know.  
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Chapter Three: Facing Reality
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“What’s eating at you, Cal?” Louisa asks as we sit in front of the television after dinner.  “You’ve been very quiet since you got home.”

I’ve yet to tell my wife that I’ve lost my position at the accounting firm.  After all, things are looking worse today than they were just the other day when I told her that everything would be fine.  How do I tell the woman that I love more than anything in the world that I’ve lost my fucking job?

“I’m fine,” I say with as much of a smile as I can muster.  “It’s just been a rough day, that’s all.  Lots of things are going on at work.”

Louisa frowns.  “What happened today?  Something happened and you’re trying to hide it from me.  I know you, Calvin.  Please tell me what’s going on so that I can help you.”  She has got to be the most wonderful person when it comes to genuine empathy for another human being.  It’s one of the many qualities that attracted me to her in the first place.  Though I don’t want to tell my wife right away that I’ve been dismissed from the accounting firm, I am beginning to understand that I’ll never be able to hide what has happened to me.  I need to just come clean and tell her everything.

After swallowing hard, I ask, “Do you remember a couple of years ago when I had to report another accountant for some funny business on a couple of corporate accounts?”

She nods her head.  “I remember.  That guy called you on the phone over and over again and made some threats.  He isn’t calling you again, is he?”

“He doesn’t have to,” I remark with a grimace.  “Lucas has finally gotten his revenge, Louisa.  His uncle’s company is buying the accounting firm from Mr. Martin and one of the stipulations of the deal is that I along with a few others lose our jobs.  They’re cutting a quarter of those working at the accounting firm.”

Her eyes become wide as she looks at me.  “He can’t do that.”

“Oh, yes he can.  And he has already,” I reply.  “It’s in my contract that if there’s a change in ownership that everything becomes moot.  Mr. Martin directed Craig Southerland to follow through and fire me.  So, here I am, without a fucking job.”  After pressing my lips together for a moment in disgust, I add, “Lucas should be in prison, but he’s ruining lives instead.  All after stealing money from other clients.  What a fucking golden boy.”  My heart races as I think about how badly I want to find him and punch him in his oversized nose.  That would do very little to help me in my current position, but I think it would likely make me feel a lot better in the short term.

Louisa shakes her head and tells me, “We will sue them, Cal.  I’ll call our attorney and...”

“We can’t sue anyone,” I tell her.  “They gave me a severance package just as described in my understanding with the firm.  It’s not a lot, but then again it’s something.  If we go after them, I would lose that and we would be forced to pay our own legal fees.  There’s no way that I can win, so in the end I would end up paying their legal fees as well.  I can’t win, honey.  I’m fucking stuck.”  My body quakes as I finally say this out loud.  The accounting firm managers have been given excellent legal advice over the years, and that advice also includes how our contracts with them were written.  I have practically no legal foot to stand on, so there’s no need to waste money going after them.  Lucas and his fucking uncle have won.  Case closed.

“Dammit, Cal.  Assholes!”  Louisa stands to her feet and walks over to a small wet bar nearby.  She opens the cabinet and pours herself a glass of bourbon.  Though she rarely imbibes in the harder liquor, what I have just told her is apparently grounds for having a stiff drink.  “What do we do?  The stock portfolio isn’t great.”  She turns to look at me.  “Tell him to sell it all.  Hurry before things get worse.  We can get most of our money back.”

I shake my head as my heart sinks.  “I called Trey this morning.  We’re underwater, baby.  If we sell off right now, we’ll lose everything.”

Her face turns red as she replies, “It’s his fault, Cal!  I knew we shouldn’t have gone to him.  My father told me that we shouldn’t have gone to a family friend for our investments.  He warned me.”

“Honey, it’s not Trey’s fault.”

“We’re not diversified enough!” she shrieks as she puts her glass of bourbon down.  “Dammit!  Can’t you see that, Calvin?  We have a half-dozen companies in our portfolio.  There should have been more than twenty.”

“Says who?” I ask.

“Says Dale Medcalf at Edward Jones, that’s who.”

I shake my head.  “Dale?  That guy’s a flake, baby.  A total flake.  You can’t take what he says for shit.”

“He knows stocks, Cal!  Dammit, we should have never gone to Trey.”  She thinks a minute before asking, “Do you think we could transfer everything to Dale from Trey right now?  Get him on the phone, Calvin.  Call Trey right now!”  She marches over to me and motions toward my phone in my shirt pocket.  “Call him!”

“Dammit, Lou!” I squawk back.  “It won’t matter!  We’re still in the hole.  Dale can’t fix any of it.  Hell, even Warren Buffett can’t fix the mess we’re in right now.”  I get up from my seat
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