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​ 1.

She followed Mr. Dalton to the balcony in secret. When she
discovered him, he was lighting a thin joint and taking deliberate,
prolonged puffs. In the moonlight he looked like some sort of aged
debutante; his grey hair slicked back, his silver beard combed and
manicured, smoke hanging in a cloud all around him. Mr. Dalton’s
shoulders were still broad and strong, even for a man of his age.
His handsome features had not diminished with turning 55, but
rather, had come to a matured peak of magnificence.

“Hello, Marie,” Mr. Dalton said,
blowing smoke through
his nostrils. “Where’s your boyfriend?”

Marie walked gracefully to his side, her
red gown flowing and the
lunar light casting mysterious shadows across her revealing, creamy
chest. Her breasts were held tight against one another, and
cautiously sat on top of the dress. She took the joint from between
his fingers and brought it to her cherry lips, smudging lipstick on
the filter as she pulled a drag.

“Where’s your…girlfriends?” She smiled. Mr.
Dalton laughed. It was no secret the 55-year-old bachelor got around. In their
neighborhood it was not uncommon to see him out on a Friday night
with one girl, and a completely different one on Saturday. While
many assumed it was the extravagant lifestyle afforded to a
billionaire, Marie thought maybe it had to do with the fact that he
was incredibly elegant, handsome…and had a rumored prowess in the
bedroom.

“Very cute,” Mr. Dalton said, his grizzled smile flashing white
teeth. “But you didn’t answer my question, young Marie.”

“Oh? I’m young Marie,
now?”

“Not now…more like, still. You are still young, Marie.”

He puffed the finely rolled J and looked
out over the city. The
entirety of downtown Los Angeles sprawled before the dimly lit
balcony, and the din of music from inside Mr. Dalton’s house was
only faintly heard here. They were on what Mr. Dalton referred to
as “the far balcony.” That is, a balcony just for him and his
joints. There were several others on the compound and those were
for the guests of his 55th birthday party. But this one, was for him. And apparently
Marie, as well.

“How did you know I was back here?”
he asked.

“Well…I followed you,” she giggled.

“You were spying on me?”

“Something like that,” she said, pulling
the joint from his lips
again. She felt the coarseness of his beard when she took it, the
grey hairs tickling the back of her palm.

“Young Marie. Once the child down the
street and now…a woman.
Still, you are quite youthful.”

“So you’ve told me,” she said, turning her
back to him and walking the length of the balcony.

“Come here to steal my drugs, have you?” he chided.

“Maybe…maybe not. Depends.”

“On?”

“If you deserve to have it
back,” Marie
said.

“And what is to stop me from just going back into my house and
rolling another?”

“Well, this view for one
thing. It is quite
magnificent. You’ve built yourself quite a life, Mr. Dalton. You
know, when I was a girl, I used to stare up at this house on my
bike rides home from school. I wondered what it was like to live in
it. To sleep in it. To keep it. And now…well, here I
am.”

“Here you are,” Mr. Dalton repeated. He crossed the dark
balcony and came up behind Marie as she stared out over the hills
and to the city beyond.

“You have many friends, Mr. Dalton. And
many lady friends. I wonder if between all that money and comradery you
are…satisfied?”

“Life is unsatisfying, dear,” he said, his calloused hands taking
her by the shoulders and rubbing. “It is only what we do during
that can offer some sort of reprieve from the doldrums and
boredom.”

Marie faced the aging Billionaire. She reached out a small hand
and brushed aside a lock of hair that had fallen over his eyes. Mr.
Dalton took her soft hips, pulling her nearer. Marie’s body went
flat against his 3-piece, her velvety breasts disheveled against
his wide chest.

“Are you bored now, Mr. Dalton?
At your own party no
less…”

“No, Marie. I’m high. There is a
difference. I’m quite content with this party.”

“Oh? And your…girlfriends? Where are they
tonight?”

“Funny, they were the furthest thing
from my mind.”

She could smell his breath;
mint, wine and weed. His
fingertips were sneaking along her sides, rising ever higher. She
ditched the joint roach over the railing with a quick flick of the
wrist and wrapped her arms around his neck.

“What is on your mind, Mr. Dalton?”

“Where is your boyfriend, Marie?”

Marie rolled her eyes and pulled from his grasp.

“I won’t chase you,” he said.

“Yes, but you will chastise
me, apparently.”

“I only asked. I didn’t say that I cared.”

She smiled then, warm, and relaxed.

“He’s inside at the party, with the
others,” Marie said,
“with your guests.”

“And you are out here…with an old
man, sneaking a doobie.
How naughty.”

Laughing, Marie bent her left leg at the knee and reached
back, maneuvering the heel off her foot. She tossed it aside and
did the same with the other. She dug her toes into the cedar deck
and felt the cool night air rush over her bare feet.

“How old are you now, Marie?” Mr. Dalton asked, pulling a flat
tin from inside his coat pocket. He flicked it open, revealing a
perfect row of evenly lined joints. He pulled one from the case and
placed it between his lips.

“I turned 19 last week,” Marie said, watching him
carefully.

“Nine-teen. Incredible,” Mr. Dalton said, sparking it.

“Why is that incredible?” She was coming
nearer, walking more freely now that she was sans heels.

“It’s incredible,” he said,
blowing tendrils of
smoke out into the evening mist, “because it has probably been
nine-teen years since the last time I had one so…young.” His eyes
narrowed and the jovial demeanor of Mr. Dalton came under a shadow.
His playful mouth turned cruel and his posture looming.

“Excuse me?” Marie
whispered.

“I’ll ask you one more time, Marie. And you would do well to
answer me directly. Where is your boyfriend?”

“He’s downstairs,” she said
immediately.

“Go and fetch him. Now.”

Startled and nervous, Marie backed up to the sliding glass door
that led into the house. She felt around for the handle in the dark
and slid it open, eyes never leaving Mr. Dalton, as if he were some
feline predator waiting to pounce the moment her back was turned.
She disappeared into the house.

Mr. Dalton smoked his joint.

As he neared the end of the spliff, he heard the interior door to
his office open. Then muffled voices (where are your shoes,
Marie?). A moment later,
the sliding glass door glided on its track and out came Marie and
her boyfriend.

“Wow!” The boy exclaimed. “What a view!
This is even better than
the other balcony!”

“Hello, William,” Mr. Dalton called from the
dark.

“Oh, hey there! Hiya, Mr. Dalton!
Wait a sec, are
you…smoking?” William’s boyish eyebrows raised inquisitively, and
he held the dumb look of a teenager on his face. He was dressed in
a black suit his mother picked out for him, with a ridiculous pink
bowtie that was out of place and ingenuine.

“Smart boy,” Mr. Dalton
snickered, approaching
the young couple in the doorway. “Would you like a hit?”

“Oh, well sure I would! Crazy, I can’t believe you smoke! How
cool!”

Dalton smiled condescendingly
and reached into his coat
pocket, snatching out the cigarette tin hidden there. He popped it
open and offered the clean row of joints to William.

“How about an entire joint, all to
yourself?” Mr. Dalton
presented.

“Well, that’s great and all, but I don’t
need a whole one to myself Mr. Dalton! We can share.”

Marie was standing awkwardly
next to her boyfriend,
biting her bottom lip, watching Mr. Dalton carefully. The anxiety
on her face was unmissable, and constantly she fidgeted as the two
spoke.

“Oh, we are going to share, William,” Mr.
Dalton said, urging the
young man to take a joint from the tin. “But not the joint. That is
for you to smoke. Marie and I won’t be sharing the joint, we’ll be
too busy.”

“Excuse me?” The boy asked, the dimly-lit balcony now
stifling and quiet.

“Take the doobie, William.”

Hesitant, begrudgingly, William took a joint. Mr. Dalton
snapped the container closed and posited it back in his coat
pocket. He pulled a lighter from nowhere, lighting and cupping it
as he brought it to William. William placed the unlit joint in his
mouth and let the old billionaire spark it for him as he began to
puff.

“I’m going to give you ten thousand dollars, William,” he
told the boy, keeping the flame to the rolling paper. “And in
return, all you have to do is stand on my grand balcony, take in
the sights of the city…and watch me plow your girlfriend’s virgin
asshole.”

Smoke erupted from William’s lungs as a coughing fit took hold
of his body. He wretched and yelled, expelling the sweet cloud of
haze into the night. Marie, shocked and appalled, patted her
boyfriend on the back delicately as the coughing
subsided.

“You can’t be serious?” William asked, the mirth gone from his
voice.

“Do I appear as if I am anything but?” Mr. Dalton asked, sliding
an arm from his black coat, and removing it completely. No one
spoke as he laid the coat down over the handrailing and began
undoing the cuff links from his wrist. “Marie felt it wise to
follow me to my private quarters tonight, and thus wound up giving
me a hard on. Now if I were any normal man, I might retire to bed
and relieve myself as I saw fit. However, I am no normal man. I am
wealthy beyond your comprehension. And I plan to pay you in cash.
Tonight. After I take Marie’s anal virginity.”

The young couple looked at each other,
hysteria in their eyes. Marie kissed William’s cheek tenderly. She took his hand in
hers and rubbed the top of his knuckles, just the way he liked when
he was anxious about something.

“It’s ten thousand dollars, William. For a few
minutes…”

“Surely you have more confidence in my
prowess than that?” Mr.
Dalton interrupted.

“Is this why you brought me out here?”
William asked her. “Did
you want this to happen?”

“Baby…” she tried.

“Enough of this. There will be no haggling, monetarily or
emotionally. I’ve made my offer. And your girlfriend has clearly
accepted. Perhaps she will split the earnings with you?” Mr. Dalton
rolled his sleeves up past his elbows, revealing the soft gray hair
running the length of his veiny forearms.

“I can’t watch this…I can’t…I’m going,”
William sputtered, turning to storm off.

“On the contrary, boy,” Mr. Dalton boomed, raising his voice.
“You will remain. And you will smoke that fine joint I rolled for
you. And you will watch. By God, you are going to watch. And if you
pay close enough attention, maybe you’ll learn
something.”

“And if I go?”

“No deal. I’ll just fuck her in the ass for
free. Either way is fine for me.”

William brought the joint back to his lips, hands shaking and
eyes watering. He puffed jaggedly with short, sharp breathes that
tried to calm his beating heart. A shudder went through his body
and he cricked his neck.

“Get on with it then,” he said.

“Marie, to me.” It was not a question.

She crossed the balcony to the
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