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He’ll build me a house of flowers, by a
river of cream. The nights will be velvet black with fickle stars
tinkle, smiling circles in a sky painted for me.


That was love to me when I was 8 years old.
Sitting on a bench in a pleasant park by a brook of babble and a
field of flowers. I would say this to my best friend, Timmy Leon,
when he asked, what will the man I marry be like.


And for him;

She’ll bake pies and be able to throw a guy
out trying to steal second. She’ll like all kinds of animals and
won’t mind if we have to share an ice cream cone because I don’t
have enough spending money for two.


It seemed simple and clear back then. For
both of us. Pies and stars. What more could one want from love,
from a husband or a wife? What indeed.


Does one really need spending money for two,
if your hearts are one?


Smash cut to;

I am heading to a meeting with a client that
sees money as power, sex, joy and all the little bits in between.
His current goal is to crush someone, destroy something. The usual
type my firm handles. The usual type I cater to. I am fine with it.
I am good at it. I make a ton of money and he makes a ton of money
then, all is right with the world.


I am not a wife. My house is not of flowers,
it’s in a tower, high above the city. A huge multimillion dollar
condo that is paid off. The river isn’t cream, more like muck,
sludge and probably a good number of bodies as well. But, at night,
it looks like a strip of black velvet so I have one of the dreams
going for me. And the stars, well, when you find out they’re just
gas blobs in the celestial blanket, they kind of lose their charm.
I didn’t really have time for charm, interest in charm. Right now,
I had time for Devin Riley and his desire to make money.


When he made money, the firm made money.
When the firm made money there was a gathering, champagne, hand
shakes, words of praise. Now and then, if the money was enough and
the champagne flowed long, there was a little grab ass, mild
crossing of the sexual harassment line. There was also the bonus
check. I liked the bonus check. So, Devin Riley was my focus
because the news I was about to drop on him would pop the corks,
shake the hands and put about a 5 figure bonus check in my bank
account. This was a good day.


“Mr. Riley,” I said when I walked into the
room. His associates stood, Riley didn’t,” I have some wonderful
news for you.”


He looked at me over his glasses. He was, I
imagine, a handsome man at one time but now, he was hunched,
calloused and grumpy. He was still relatively young, 62, but he
looked twenty years older than he was. What did he care? At this
point, he could buy himself a new body if he really wanted it.


“They have rolled over, shown their bellies
and given us everything we asked for.”


“Demanded,” he said in his dusty bark, “I
didn’t ask them for anything, I demanded what was right.”


“Of course, sir,” I said dropping a file of
papers in front of his assistant, “your demands have been met to
the letter.” I smiled. His assistant flipped through the file.
“Everything is there, read it, sign it and... You will be a very
wealthy man.”


“I’m already a wealthy man,” he hissed, “now
I am simply wealthier.”


“Yes, you are,” I said, shook his hand,
thanked him, shook the hands of the associates and thanked them.
Then I stood looking at Riley. This game we always played.


“Is there something else, counselor,” he
asked, a glint in his eyes, “did we forget something?”


“I didn’t,” I said, “but you seem to have.
My firm and I do not do this sort of thing for free.”


I smiled my sweetest, girls gotta eat, smile
and waited. He nodded and coughed. Made a gesture to an associate
who held out an envelope. “Um ... That goes to accounts, down the
hall, if you will, please.” He looked at Riley who shot him a very
testy look and gestured for him to scurry off.


“Thank you, Mr. Riley,” I said, “I certainly
look forward to doing business with you again soon.”


Then, I turned and left the room. I was
done, no more hand holding, case closed, fee acquired. Done and
done. I walked down to my office and closed the door. I stood in
the middle of my spacious, corner office. I looked out over the
city, spread my arms wide, embracing the view, gathered all my
strength and then, very softly, very clearly I said; “Yes.”


***


“Has Mr. Cathem left for the day?” I asked
Daniel’s secretary. She looked up me and smiled. She knew that
Daniel and I had been living together for over two months, she knew
we were pretending we weren’t involved. She knew and she believed
this knowledge gave her some kind of power. She didn’t know
shit.


“Why, yes,” she said in her sweet little
tone, “he left about an hour ago. I believe he went home.” Again,
the smile. I really had to struggle not to slap it off her face.
“Congratulations on the Riley case, I suppose you’ll want to tell
Mr. Cathem and... celebrate.”


“Yes,” I said leaning on her desk, getting
close and looking her in the eyes, “I think we’ll drink, fuck and
then go shopping for a new secretary. His current one seems to be a
bitch.”


She gasped. I walked away, leaving her
pouting and unable to do a thing about it. I told my secretary, a
doll that I just adored, that I was heading out for a long lunch.
If she knew anything, it never showed. She didn’t care. She did her
job, she did it well and I trusted her.


“Mr. Halbern called, congratulated you on
the Riley case and said to come to the second floor meeting room
after 5 for a little thank you gathering.” She handed me the
written note. “Congratulations.”


“Thank you, Rose,” I said, “good day for all
of us.”


I headed out. Outside, I didn’t feel like
waiting to have my car brought up so I had Andrew, the doorman hail
me a cab. The cab got me home in under fifteen minutes. Hello to my
doorman, up the elevator to the fifteenth floor and into my
house.


I kicked off my shoes when I stepped in,
took off my blouse and dropped my skirt as I moved to the bedroom.
I knew Daniel would like the underwear I had picked out this
morning. I knew he’d like the mood I was in. Winning always made me
incredibly horny for some reason. Maybe the power, the need to
release, I have no idea. I just knew what I wanted. I knew he’d
love what I wanted to do to him right then and there. I threw the
door open and stepped into the room.


“Guess who closed the Riley case,” I said
and took a very sexy stance. “Wendy?’ I said, a little shocked to
see Wendy Groves, a paralegal from research, sitting naked on my
bed. Her eyes were wide and her mouth hung open. Not only was it
strange that she was naked and sitting on my bed, I now saw that
she was sitting on Daniel. She had a vibrator in her cunt and
Daniel’s cock up her ass.


“Is that mine?” I said, pointing to the
vibrator. Daniel looked at me over Wendy’s shoulder. We were all
silent for a moment.


“Yes,” she said, “Mr. Cathem said you
wouldn’t mind.” I was stunned. Daniel smiled.


“Congrats on the win, babe,” he said, “um...
didn’t expect you home.”


“I can see that,” I said, still unable to
take it all in, frozen in time and space.


“Listen,” Daniel said, making no attempt to
extricate himself from this girl’s ass, “I can see this going one
of two ways. One, you could get mad, yell, scream throw things and
get Wendy fired. Two... You could join us...” He shrugged. I stared
at him in complete disbelief.


“I’m not going to scream at you, Daniel,” I
said in a very even tone, “and, despite your generous offer,
without even consulting the woman who’s ass you have your cock
shoved in, I am not going to join you.”


“Oh, I don’t mind,” Wendy said, “I think
it’d be cool if you wanted to join in.”


“She thinks it cool,” Daniel said.


“Delightful,” I said, turned and walked out.
I put my clothes back on and waited. Daniel wasn’t following me. He
didn’t come out of the room. I took a step toward the bedroom and I
listened.


“Oh, Mr. Cathem,” she moaned, “I’m about to
cum.” She started to scream, “yes, Mr. Cathem, fill me up, fill my
ass with your love.” Then I heard Daniel give his signature I’m
cuming groan. I went into the bathroom and threw up. I brushed my
teeth, left the house, caught a cab back to the office. I stormed
past Rose into my office and slammed the door. I opened my office
liquor cabinet and poured myself a talk straight whiskey and looked
out at the city. After a moment there was a knock on my door. Rose
opened it and peeked her head in.


“Is everything all right?”, she asked, not
coming completely into the room. I turned and looked at her. I
gestured for her to come in and shut the door. She did. I gestured
for her to sit down. She did. We were silent. As I said, I liked
Rose and I trusted her.


“So,” I said, downing my drink and pouring
another, “I got home and found Daniel ass deep in Wendy
Groves.”


“The paralegal from research?”


“The very same.”


“That whore,” she said and I laughed. It
took me by surprise to hear my sweet, polite Rose
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