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Party Like it's 1999 (Prince)


    A million dollars for divorcing his wife. Seven years of
marriage, a divorce, and they still liked each other. How did that happen?


    "Linda,
are you still awake?" Charles' voice came out of the darkness.


    It
had been an hour since they both gone to bed. They always went to bed together,
even after 7 years of marriage.


    "Yes,"
she whispered. All day she had felt it. Now that it was here, she was scared to
death.


    "Today's
the day isn't it?" he asked quietly. "It seems like I've felt it all
day. Have you?"


    "Yes,"
she whispered again. She could feel the tears on her face.


    Charles
reached over and pulled her to him. She lay in his arms and reached up to touch
is face. He was crying too.


    She
had never loved a man like this one, like Charles. In Linda, Charles had found
the one woman who completed his life. Their feelings toward each other hadn't
changed, but things didn't feel right between them anymore. Their life
together, for some reason, didn't gel. They spent a lot of time apart. After
each absence the fondness returned, the lovemaking spectacular. A few days
later the emptiness would return.


    That's
how their life together had turned out, empty. No hate, no rage, no yelling, no
spiteful tricks. They had tried two marriage counselors; they each picked one. Each
counselor got one session, they would pick the one they liked the best. After
the sessions (both in one day), they compared notes at dinner.


    To
spare the other's feelings, they both pretended to like the other's choice.
After more discussion, it came out that not only did neither one particularly
care for the other's choice, they were not real happy with their own choice
either. In fact, they had both come to the same conclusion: the counselors were
morons and the money the counselors had spent pursuing their degrees could have
been much better spent.


    Surfing
the web, Charles had discovered another option, Robert Finley, a Mediator and a
retired Superior Court judge. Mr. Finley had started his mediation business after
his wife kicked him out of the house with a firm, "Don't you come back
here until after 5pm, every day."


    Now
he loved it. When he could prove he had a real project, his wife let him back
in. He had an office at home, no secretary and especially, no staff. He was in
heaven. When he took on a client, the first thing he did was call his
granddaughter Benny. Everyone likes their grandchildren better than their
children, and he liked Benny lots. She was at the university getting a degree
in computers or some such. She did all his computer searches. She had actually
started working for him when she was seventeen, neither of them talked about
that. Robert liked to be prepared when he had his first meeting with his
clients.


    


    "Hello,
it's a pleasure to finely meet you." Hands were shook all around. "Do
you have a table we can all sit at?"


    They
ushered him over to the dining room table and all sat down. Robert put his
briefcase on the table and pulled out Charles and Linda's information. He still
didn't like laptops, paper was better by far.


    "I
had my assistant research both of you. You own two businesses Terrific Toys and
Happy Times Party Supplies & Web Store. Charles, you are the primary for Terrific
Toys and Linda, you are the primary for Happy Times Party Supplies & Web
Store. You jointly own this very nice house and you each have a bank account
with about $900k in each. There are two cars, a 1997 BMW M3 and a 2009 Toyota
Camry. You also have the contents in the house, which looks like some very
choice antiques. Who is the antiques nut?"


    "We
both are," Charles answered.


    "We
have great taste," chimed Linda.


    "Now
we come to the come to the most important question. Why do you want a divorce?
You seem very comfortable together. Ladies first."


    "I'm
not sure," Linda said. "Charles is the nicest man I know. Everything
tells me we should be together. Except, there's this nagging little part of my
head that says this isn't right. It's not bad enough to cause any kind of
strife; we don't fight at all, we don't have any problems. It's there and it
doesn't go away." She was visibly frustrated trying to articulate these
feelings.


    "Why
don't you take a breather? How about you, Charles?"


    "I
love Linda with all my heart. If I didn't, I wouldn't have asked her to marry
me. Our life together just doesn't feel right anymore. It's like she said,
there's this little nagging in the back of my head that says we shouldn't be
together, and it just won't go away."


    "You
are both determined to go through with this?" Charles and Linda nodded
their heads. "I have put together a divorce plan for you that will divide
all you assets straight down the middle. First the easy stuff. You each keep
your cars. They are both in reasonably good condition, so they are a wash. You
each keep the business that you are primary for. Linda owes Charles about $200k
for parity."


    He
looked at them both then continued. "As you know, the house is your
biggest asset. A Lake Washington view home with a picture perfect view of
Seattle is worth lots of money, probably $3 million. For a true split, you
should sell the house. One of you can buy the other out, but it can cause
resentment if the new owner decides to sell later on. As for the contents, you
both sit down and make a list of what you want, room by room. Then we get
together and divide it up."


    "I
vote for selling the house. When we decided to split I put a deposit on an
apartment in the University District," said Charles.


    Linda
play punched him in the arm. "You rat! I only got mine yesterday."


    "Linda
shouldn't have to pay me for her business. She worked hard on it and it's hers."


    "Yes,
I do," she said, looking him in the eyes. "Fair is fair. We said we
would do this right. I also agree that we should sell the house. This was
Charles' and my house. Living here by myself wouldn't
be right."


    "Now
that I think of it, I'm not so sure that I want any of the stuff. Too many memories. Do you want any of it, Linda?"


    "No.
You're right. I don't want it either."


    "How
about you auction it off," Robert suggested. "That way you will get
top dollar and it will be a cheap way to advertise the house."


    "I
like that," said Linda. She looked at Charles, who nodded.


    "All
right, we are all in agreement," said Robert. "You will both move out
this weekend. If you take any of the house contents, it has to be cleared with
the other. If you reach an impasse, call me." He handed both of them a
card. "Linda will deposit $200k into Charles' bank account. I will call an
auction company and have it put on their schedule. I have a real estate agent I
like to use. She'll deal directly with me, so it won't be painful for you.
Finally, I have paperwork here that needs to be signed. Let me walk you through
it." The rest of the afternoon was spent deep in legalese. Both Charles
and Linda had throbbing heads when they were done.


    "You
two are a real nice couple. Not everyone I work with is as nice. I recommend
that you two dress for dinner and go out to a real nice place. Afterwards, you
come back here and have a nice night together. Start your new lives with a pleasant
moment. Tomorrow you start packing and moving."


    Dinner
was very pleasant, as was sitting and watching the Sound for one last time
together. Their final lovemaking was sweet and intense. Afterwards, in the
afterglow, minds were almost changed.


    In
the morning they began the packing. A van was rented and a stack of boxes bought.
"Just in case," Linda said. Back at the apartment they packed up
their clothes and personal items in a few hours.


    They
were taking a break. "Charles," she asked. "Do you have any
dishes, pots and pans, silverware?"


    "No.
I'll go to Goodwill and get that stuff."


    "You
won't. You'll keep putting it off. Come on, let's see what we have."


    Linda
loved her kitchen stuff. There was enough for both of them to have complete
kitchen sets. Linda took their big flat screen TV. "I don't need the
surround sound system. I don't know how to hook it up and if it went down I
wouldn't know how to troubleshoot it."


    


    They
helped each other move into their respective apartments. They oohed and aahed over them and helped
each other unpack and move stuff to its right place. Neither wanted their time together
to be over. Charles suggested that since they had the van, they should furnish
the apartments. It was after 10pm when they were finally done. The apartments
were furnished in Goodwill Modern, as Linda called it.


    Linda's
apartment was on the second floor, no elevator, and the move-in went smoothly.
Charles lived on the fourth floor, also no elevator. Charles' move-in was a
little less smooth. Bringing Charles' couch up the stairs was a bit
problematic, as Linda needed to stop every few steps to rest. Each time the
stopped, she would take the opportunity to call Charles' new and more
interesting names. Thankfully they were rescued by two of the other tenants,
college students, who literally threw the couch up the rest of the stairs and helped
them quickly bring in the rest of the furniture.


    After
a quick round of introductions, Charles tried to give each of them $50 for
their help. They tried to turn it down, but Linda wouldn't hear of it.


    Finally,
it couldn't be put off any longer. It was time to return the van and for them
to begin their new lives.


 


    A
month later, Robert had them meet him at a local coffee shop. "The gods
definitely smiled on you two," he said. "The auction people told me
that almost every item had a bidding war. Evidently, much of the art you had on
the walls is collectable, much of it done early in the careers of now popular
artists. Even a museum sent a representative."


    "I
told you we had good taste," said Linda proudly.


    "The
antiques also did well, with a number of dealers not willing to back down. Here's
the best part. As the auction was winding down, there were new people arriving who
appeared to have no interest in the auction. One of them asked Jenny, the real
estate agent, what time she expected the house to go on auction. This caught
her by surprise, so she told him she would check when the contents auction
would be done. She quick went to the website to check the auction listing
again. The site designer had used her copy, but the placement implied that the house
would be the last item to be auctioned. She was going to tell everyone it was
an error, when she noticed that there were more people coming in than leaving."


    "This
is sounding really good," interrupted Charles.


    "The
contents of your house went for an amazing $1.2 million, with most of the
proceeds coming from the paintings and table sculptures. For some reason, I
thought all of your art was mass produced."


    "Ha!"
snorted Linda. "You obviously don't have good taste."


    "Your
house was the biggest surprise. Jenny said that there were three groups of
buyers that were determined to own it. It took twenty minutes of shouting in
multiple foreign languages, lots of urgent cell phoning in multiple foreign
languages, and one of the women even fainted (I'm not kidding here) before your
house sold for $9.5 million dollars."


    "Truly
great," said Charles.


    


Terrific Toys - 2000


    "Good
morning, Carlotta," said Charles. "What do we have for today?"
Tuesdays were always the hardest. Everybody had Monday to get up steam for the
rest of the week. Tuesdays were the day everyone released their new product.


    Carlotta,
his office supervisor, had come in with a few sheets of paper that needed his
attention. It didn't look like there was too much. "There are some orders
to go over. They go out next week. Renaldo called in this morning and said he
quit. Rosita said she had a cousin, so I went ahead and called her to see if
she wants the job. She has to find childcare and then she'll be in. I think
that she'll work out for us."


    "Rats,
that's another man we lost." Charles was thinking out loud. "We have
to figure out a way to keep our people. Any ideas?"


 "I'm working on it, but I don't have
anything yet." Carlotta sat back. "Wait a minute, I have an idea
forming."


    "It
must have magically appeared in your head."


    "Shush,
quiet, I'm working it out." She nodded her head as she worked over this
problem in her head. "Right now we have ten women working for us. Of the
ten, eight of them are single mothers, with children from 10 months to 2 years
old." She was on a roll. "What if we subsidize childcare? The mothers
will know their children are well cared for and it will be like getting a
raise." She looked at him. "That is a righteous idea." She sat
back with a flourish.


    "Bah,
I can do better," he snorted, sitting up straight in his chair. "Just
give me a minute."


    "Surrender
to my superior intellect," she crowed. "I have much better ideas…
than you."


    "Rats,
I'm getting beat out by one of my worker bees." Charles put his head in
his hands. Carlotta began tapping a pencil on the desk.


    "Stop
that!"


    "I'm
sorry, is this bothering you," with a snicker.


    Charles
lifted up his head. "I see lights, I see a bright light."


    "Uh
oh, here comes ET."


    "Quiet
you. I have an idea. A real one, not some half-baked fantasy
like yours." He stopped for a moment. "All right, it's a
half-baked idea exactly like yours, except for one small detail. We have the
childcare right here."


    She
waved her nose at him.


    "Stop
that. Not located in this office," he continued. He ignored her arm
waving. "If we have it here in the building, all our moms can see their
kids while they are on break. What say you, oh fool on the couch?"


    "That
half-baked idea just might work," she said. "It would cost a pile of
cash."


    "The
costs can't be that bad and it might stop us from losing any more people. We
can always take it out of your salary."


    "Speaking
of salary, I think it's about time for me to get a raise and this great idea is
the kicker."


    Charles
ignored the raise thing.


    "I'm
never going to get a raise, stingy bastard," Carlotta muttered. Louder, "My
sister's best friend has a daughter who just graduated from college with a
degree in early child development.


    "Very cool. Why don't you have her come in for a chat,"
he said. "If it's so important to you, I'll give you your raise."
Carlotta beamed. "It's probably going to break us, you know," Charles
grumped.


 


    Two
days later Carlotta knocked on the door and stepped in. "Elisabeth Fowler
is here for her interview."


    "Who?"
asked a confused Charles. Carlotta watched him squirm.
"Remind me why I am seeing this woman."


    "Childcare."


    "Oh
yes. I figured it would take at least a year for you to put that together, but
here we are," he said. "Why don't you have her come on in."


    Carlotta
ushered Elisabeth into the office. "Mr. Davis, this is Elisabeth Fowler. Then
she shut the door. Charles stood up as she reached out her hand. "It's
very nice to meet you, Mr. Davis." Charles shook her hand, nicely warm and
dry he thought, and indicated the couch. They both sat down.


    She
had beautiful strawberry blond hair, medium height and build, and a very nice
smile. She wore a slightly conservative pant suit, perfect for a first job
interview.


    "I
understand that you have a degree in childhood development."


    "Yes, sir. I have a Bachelor of Arts degree with a
major in early childhood and family studies."


    "Four
years?" He still hadn't looked at her resume.


    "Yes, sir."


    "How
would you like to do some childcare? Maybe make some extra money?" he
asked.


    Her
face fell. I came all the way over here for this, she thought. "That's not
exactly what…" She began to gather up her things so she could go. She
stood up and reached over to shake his hand. He was sitting in his chair
watching her. He ignored her hand.


    "I
want to set up an onsite daycare. I have eight confirmed children ranging in
age from 10 months to 2 years old. I want to have more than just a TV running
for 8 hours. I also want an area where children who might be ill can be cared
for. All of the children in the daycare will belong to women who work here,"
he said. "Are you going to sit down or leave?"


    "I
think I'll sit down."


    "A very wise decision."


    "What's
my budget? I'm going to need at least one coworker."


    "Walk
the shop and decide where you want to put your operation. If there is nothing
you like, find a way to make it work. If you don't know how, find someone who
does. I don't care how much it costs, just don't waste my money. Write up a
plan of attack and be prepared to defend it from me and Carlotta. Any questions?"


    "Yes,
one question. Do you have a salary in mind?"


    "I'm
sorry I forgot." He scribbled on a piece of paper and slid it across the
desk to her.


    She
unfolded the paper. NO it read. What the… "What does this mean? NO."
She waved the paper at him.


    Charles
was laughing. "You should have seen your face," he laughed. "It
means, no I don't have a salary in mind. Is it too
late to ask for pro bono?" She gave him a dirty look. "No I guess
not."


    "You're
making fun of me and I don't like it," she fumed.


    "On
that note, I'll make you a salaried employee at $30k a year. You get full
medical and dental and we give you a cupcake with a candle on your birthday."


    "Do
I get to pick out the frosting?" she asked.


    "I
think you'll fit in just fine here. Get with Carlotta and sign all the
employment stuff. Your date of hire will be today at 8am. Remember as a
salaried member of our staff, we own you, 24/7."


    "YES."
She jumped up, big grin, little hops of joy.


    In
his best W.C. Fields imitation (not a very good one), "Okay kid, you're
bothering me, get outta here I have work to do. And take your stuff with you."


 


    "Come
in." Charles had just started reading the packet Carlotta had given him
for a third time to see if he could make any sense of it. A short break was
just what he needed.


    Carlotta
came in followed by a tall Asian woman.


    "Mr.
Davis, this is Lin Jiang. She is going to be our chief buyer in China."


    "Really?" Charles looked her over. Tall, for an
Asian woman, thin, smallish chest, and long black hair tied in a ponytail down
to her butt. "Miss Jiang, why are you going to be our buyer in China?"


    "I
am uniquely qualified to represent Terrific Toys in mainland China," she
said in a very smooth articulate voice. "I can fluently speak, read, and
write both Mandarin and Cantonese. I can also get my point across in about ten
other dialects and variations. I also speak, read, and write Norwegian, just in
case you want me to go to Norway. My mother is Chinese and father is Norwegian.
They are in the Foreign Service and we lived in Beijing for 4 years until I was
eighteen. At that time, I entered the American University in Beijing. After
graduation, I went to Stanford and got an MBA."


    "The
last 3 years I've spent being married to a man I met at Stanford. He turned out
to be a less than good provider. I finally got a divorce and now I find myself
without a job or a career. I heard there might be a position open from Maya
Chin, who is the mother of Angela Chin, who works here."


    Charles
stood up, "Welcome to the company, Miss Jiang. If you could please step
outside for a moment, I need to talk to Carlotta for a moment."


    After
she had gone out of the room, Carlotta closed the door and leaned back against
it.


    "How
much is this going to cost me?"


    "I
would like to start her at $45k, salaried. I think she'll do good
for us."


    "So
do I, now get out. I'm trying to decipher this latest stack you gave me,"
he said. "Wait a minute, hold the phone, I have an idea. A big, hairy out-of-body idea. You, sit down."


    Carlotta
got a look of terror in her eyes. "I hear the phone ringing," she
said. "I should go answer it."


    "Too late. Sit." He stared at her until she sat
down. "Hiring Lin Jiang showed good initiative. And the
childcare idea. Both of them make you managerial material." He
looked at her like she was his next meal. "How much am I paying you?"


    "Enough.
Thank you." She did not like the way events were unfolding at all.


    "Out
with it. There is no place to hide."


    "I'm
getting $50K salaried."


    "Let's
quit fooling around and talk serious," he said.


    "I
don't want to."


    "Yes
you do. You knew this day would come."


    "Did not. I didn't agree to this, whatever this is that's
about to happen."


    "Work
with me on this." He looked at her and nodded his head quickly up and down.


    "No.
Not doing it."


    "Have
it your way." He pointed his finger at her. "You are fired!" he
thundered.


    "What!
You can't do that. No way. Besides, I'm not leaving."


    He
grinned evilly. "Now that you've joined the ranks of the
unemployed. Would you be interested in a job as a toy company manager? The
pay is, I don't know, $65k salaried."


    "I
don't want to be the manager. I don't want to be in charge. I like it better
when you're in charge." She slid down in the couch and contemplated her shoes.
"This sucks."


    "Come
on, Carlotta. You gotta take one for team."


    "Okay,
I suppose, I'll take the job since you probably can't find anyone else. On one
condition, you give me that real raise you keep promising me." It was her
turn with the evil grin.


    "I'm
giving you a raise by making you manager," he said. The tables were quickly
turning.


    "Not
so. That's the managers pay, as you just said."


    Charles
stood up. "Congratulations on taking the Terrific Toys manager position,"
he said. "Wait a minute. You've been the manager for five whole minutes,
you need a raise. As the owner, who seems to have no say in what goes on around
here, I hereby raise your salary to $70k."


    He
came out from behind the desk and spread his arms wide.


    "No!!!"
she shrieked. It was too late. As she stood to try to escape, Charles grabbed
her in a huge bear hug and tried to squeeze her flat.      


    "I'm
going to come in every day and fly paper airplanes. And heckle you. Don't
forget to take care of our Miss Jiang on your way out."


 


Lawsuit in a Size 42


    Terrific
Toys began to really take off. Thanks to Lin, their Chinese suppliers and
manufacturers were doing much better at getting their products to Seattle. Even
without dealing with the sweatshops, there was a huge inventory to choose from,
and Lin a keen sense for which way the trends went. Very slowly, Terrific Toys was
positioning itself at the beginning of the new trends.


    This
caused a sudden influx of buyers, who represented everyone from small stores,
to chain stores, to internet stores. There were also sellers, who represented
hand-crafted toys, plastic toys, inexpensive gag toys, inexpensive electronics,
expensive electronics, and dolls (from cheap all the way to collectable). While
women were definitely beginning to make up a larger percentage of the reps,
most of them were still men.


    "Carlotta,
let's have lunch," Charles said into his phone. He had called her rather
than walk down the hall.


    "Yeah, yeah. What you get me?"


    "A big chef's salad. We sit around too much," he
replied.


    "I
believe that counts as employee abuse. I'll be there in a minute."


    Carlotta
came in and sat down on the couch. Charles handed her a salad.


    "Did
I tell you, sir, how much it pisses me off that you put me in charge," she
said around the salad.


    "Not
today you haven't. Your comment is duly noted."


    She
pointed at him with her fork, then changed her mind and returned to eating.


    "I
want to run something by you," began Charles. "We have a lot of men
coming here to either buy something from us or to sell something to us. It's
time to get a little competitive edge. It's time to hire a pretty young
receptionist and cloud their minds. This will put them off balance and we reap
the rewards."


    "You
want to hire a cheap slut and dress her in slutty clothes?"


    "You
make it sound so tawdry," protested Charles.


    "Is
she going to have sex with them, too?" she said. "This has to be the
worst idea you've ever had. Not only will it offend the woman we hire, she'll
probably sue us, too. By us, I mean you."


    "No
sex," Charles protested. "And this is not the worst idea I've ever
had. Remember when I wanted to change the packaging on the Baby Cry Doll?"


    Carlotta
rolled her eyes.


    "Do
you want to hear my complete idea?"


    "No."


    "Since
I sign your paycheck, you pretty much have to."


    "A
machine signs my paycheck."


    "Just
let me pitch this. It's a well known fact that the most erotic part of the
human body is the brain. A hint of eroticism is more arousing than blatant
sexuality, right? So what we do is we mess with their minds."


    Carlotta
gave him a funny look. "You're going to have to convince me on this one."


    Charles
nodded his head. "We get a fairly attractive woman. We dress her in 1950's
inspired secretary clothes. The skirt will be designed to subtly enhance her
figure and stops right above the knee. A crisp white blouse that is tight
enough to pull the buttons across the chest and low cut enough to show enough
cleavage to draw the eyes. In the V of the blouse there are frilly bits from her
brassiere. Underneath the skirt will be garter belt and stockings. No bare
legs. The clothes will be considered a uniform. We buy them, she wears them."


    Carlotta
was frowning, but nodded as he went on.


    "She
will have seven complete uniform sets, including lingerie. As soon as any of
the items is worn it will be replaced. We pay for professional cleaning. Any clothing issues or problems during the day and she changes
clothes. If she feels wilted or overheated she changes clothes. We'll
turn that small office in the front into a changing room. We'll put a small
security window in the door so she can see out before she comes out."


    "Excellent.
Now we just have to find the right woman who will do all that," mused
Carlotta.


    "The
woman has to be intelligent, because there is a very fine line between erotic,
sexy, and slutty. We want someone who knows the difference. We want recent grad
who wants to take some time before going into the work force. We'll offer a
four year contract, pay her a decent salary, and help her find a job when her
contract is up. She gets to keep the clothes."


    "Placement
in the lobby is important," Carlotta offered. "As
well as the type of desk or desks. It has to be a very controlled
environment."


    "I
haven't gotten that far," Charles admitted.


    "I
think a fine wood, L shaped desk, no drawers. A vase with two
or three flowers on her left. On her right, her phone, a memo pad, and
two pens vertical in a small holder. The L leg on the right is for a computer, one
where everything is in the screen, and the keyboard. No filing cabinets."


    She
continued. "We empty out the lobby, paint it a nice soft pastel color, put
in 2 black leather couches, one on each side. Our man comes through the door
and the first thing he sees is our very beautiful receptionist, then her boobs,
and if he's not a boob man, her legs. Next he stands over her and gets a peek
of cleavage. She has him sit on the couch and he gets a nice view of her legs."


    Charles
clapped his hands with glee. "You are evil. Pure evil."


 


Craig's List Job Listing
#3218846973


    We
are looking for a woman, 23-25, to work as a 1950's era secretary for a 14 day
in-house promotion. Applicant must have basic secretarial skills. Applicant will
supply own 1950's era clothing and wear same for interview. The interview will
be approximately 5-10 minutes. A current resume is required. Email response
only for appointment. We are accepting the first 30 responses only.


 


    "How
many women applied?" asked Charles.


    "I
only took the first 30. When I closed the account, there were at least 100 more."
It had been Carlotta's idea to use Craig's list. "I thought we would get
fifty, tops."


    "Good
thing we're using the vacant building down the street," said Charles. "What
time do we start?"


    "The
first woman comes in at 7:00am."


 


Signs posted at the interview
location.


 


1950's era secretary interview


PLEASE READ CAREFULLY


FIVE finalists will be called
back.


When you come to the door, do not
speak.


When you are called to enter,
state your name and hand your resume to the staff. Otherwise you will not
speak.


No resume, you are disqualified.


Speaking out of turn, you will be
disqualified.


If you do not have what the
judges consider to be appropriate 1950's attire, you will
be disqualified.


When directed, you will walk to
the table and sit in the chair behind the table.


When directed you will speak what
is written on the paper on the table.


When directed, you will get up
from behind the desk and return to the door.


At the door you will confirm your
name.


No questions are allowed.


Failure to follow any of these
conditions is immediate disqualification.


FIVE finalists will be called
back.


 


    Charles
handled the front door. The women would walk from the door, to a desk in the
center of the room. From right to left. Once at the
desk, they would sit and read: "Welcome to Paul's Parts. How may I help
you?" Carlotta sat in a chair by the left front of the desk, so she could
watch the women approach and watch how they sat down. A digital camera in front
of the desk saved it all to hard drive.


    It
only took two women going through before even the line outside was completely
quiet. It stayed that way through the whole interview process.


    Five
and a half hours later, they were finally done.


    "I
don't think I ever want to see another woman in 1950's clothes in my life,"
said Charles. "I'll order a pizza and we'll go through the finalists."


    Carlotta
nodded. "Did you get the license of that truck, 'cause I feel like I've
been hit by one."


    After
the pizza arrived, they sat down and went through the women they had flagged.
By 3pm they had their five.


 


    "Hello,
is this Christina?" A voice on the phone. "This
is Carlotta from the 1950's secretary interview you did yesterday. I want to thank
you for taking the time to apply. I would like to meet with you tomorrow at 7am
at the University Hotel main dining room. Please wear jeans and a white shirt.
I'll buy breakfast." Carlotta cut the connection.


    "Let's
see how she does," Carlotta said to herself.


 


    "What
does that mean?" Christina said to Freddy, her cat. While attentive, he declined
to answer any questions. Christina was 5'8", had beautiful light brunette
hair, and a lean body that she kept up after college. She didn't have a boyfriend;
she didn't want to make Freddy jealous.


    "Jeans and a white shirt? 1950's
clothing? What's going on here."


    When
she saw the ad, she wasn't sure if she wanted to go. But, none of her resumes
had even gotten a thank you card. When she confided to her Dad, he pointed out,
2 weeks pay is 2 weeks pay and it sounded like they could be looking for
someone long term. That was her Dad, he always looked
at life a little differently. Her Mom agreed with him and went up to the attic
and came back with a nice ensemble that her Nana had worn. Christina had rushed
home for the fitting and then rushed back for the interview.


    Looking
around her closet, she found what she was looking for. Lightly
faded jeans that were snug and a button down white cotton shirt. Both
were clean (yay!) and both were thrown on the ironing board for a hefty dose of
starch. With her clothes hanging, ready to go, she decided a little exercise
was in order and then off to bed for a good night's rest.


    She
jingled the leash and patiently waited. She jingled again and Freddy sauntered
over to see what was going on by the door. As a matter of pride, he would only
come on the second jingle.


    "Come
on Freddy," she said. "Let's go for a walk."


    She
snapped the leash to his collar and out the door they went. A
pretty woman with a cat on a leash.


 


    Christina
walked through the main doors of the University Hotel. As she walked through
the lobby looking for the restaurant, she did not see Charles sitting in the
corner, doing his best stalker impression, watching her as she walked by. She
saw the restaurant and Carlotta and walked towards her table. Carlotta pointed
to the chair on her right.


    "Hello,
Christina, I'm glad you could make it," she said. "You remember,
Charles?"


    Charles
walked up and sat in the seat opposite Christina.


    "Christina,
you received a Bachelor of Science degree with a major in mathematics this last
spring. What are you planning on doing with a degree like that?" he asked.


    "I
would like to go into research…" she hesitated. Might as well go for
broke, she thought, she had no other prospects. "I don't know what I want
to do. I got a degree like my parents wanted me to. They paid, so I did the
best I could. I got a 4.0 and graduated summa cu laude. I studied the math
because I like playing with numbers."


    "Why
did you apply for this job, considering the degree you have?"


    "So
far, I haven't received any responses to my resume. I figure 2 weeks pay is
better than no weeks pay."


    "Fair
enough," said Charles. "You sound interested. Let's go with the next
step."


    Carlotta
handed her some papers and a pen. "This is confidentiality agreement. It
says that you agree to not disclose anything about what we are saying or doing
here. If you do, we will sue you into the ground, stand you
up and sue you some more. We will own everything you've ever touched.
Oh, and sign here."


    Christina
signed.


    "If
at any time you want to end the interview, just say so and we'll stop. At that
time you'll be free to leave and we'll go to the next person on the list,"
said Charles.


    "Where
am I on the list," she asked. Charles shook his head.


    "Rats,"
she said.


    Carlotta
started. "These are all hypothetical questions. Answer them as best as you
can. First question: you are sitting in a large open room. There are men
watching you, trying to somehow look through your clothes. What are your
thoughts?"


    "My
first thought is that I must look nice. I know I'm attractive, but I can't ever
remember any men deliberately trying to look through my clothes."


    Charles.
"Yet another man is standing over you trying to look down your blouse."


    "I
would look up at him and ask him if he didn't have someplace else to be. I'm
not a simpering half-wit."


    Carlotta.
"As part of your employment, you may be required to wear revealing clothes
every day."


    "More revealing than my bikini? It's not as revealing
as some; I definitely won't wear it in public. Or do you want me to show my
stuff? The bikini I could probably do, the other I
would have to give some thought. What's the pay going to be? Any kind of sex
related work and I'm out."


    Charles.
"As part of your employment you may be required to wear the exact same
uniform every day."


    "The
exact same clothes every day could get tiring. If it's a uniform, I can take it
off at the end of the day."


    Carlotta.
"Please tell me the difference between: flirting, sexy, erotic, slutty."


    "Flirting
is where I'm being playful and nice to a guy. Sexy is the way I look; I'm hot
and I'm letting you know it. Erotic is a soft simmer. I want you, but you don't
get me until I get good and warmed up. Slutty doesn't belong in this group. It
means no finesse."


    Charles.
"What does the brain have to do with all of this?"


    "It's
all in our heads, sex that is."


    Carlotta.
"You are working where certain standards of dress have to be observed. Right
now you are wearing the correct uniform. It is required that you look crisp at
all times. Please stand up and turn one complete circle in place. Thank you.
Please be seated. Based on what I have just told you, would you change clothes?
If you change clothes, will you change all of your clothes or just a few pieces?
Please answer the question and state your reasons. Take a moment to think if
you like."


    This
is it, Christina thought with a shock. This is the deciding question. What all
am I wearing? Shoes, no socks, jeans, shirt, bra and panties.
She looked at the two of them. They had been taking notes the whole time.


    "I
would change my jeans and shirt. I'm nervous and sweating more than normal.
They both feel limp and not "crisp" as is required. I would also
change my bra and panties. They are the closest to my skin. If I'm changing out
my outer clothes because they are limp, than I for
sure have to change my underwear and socks," she finished triumphantly.


    Charles
and Carlotta were both grinning.


    "She
figured it out," said Charles.


    "She
sure did," agreed Carlotta.


    "Ms.
Bryant, how would you like to be the Terrific Toys resident femme fatale?"


    Christina
looked at Charles then Carlotta. "You mean I got it?" Both Charles
and Carlotta nodded. She thought about it for just a second. "Just what
exactly did I get?"


    Charles
and Carlotta explained the concept to her.


    "You
want me to dress up in hot clothes so I can confuse the salesmen that come to
your company."


    "Essentially,
yes."


    "Wear
expensive clothes that you are going to pay for."


    "Yes.
We will offer you a four year contract, $38k per year. At the end of the
contract we will pay you 3 months' salary and help you find a job in your
field. You will get to keep all your clothes. On site, we have a private
dressing room for you to use. You will be required to become intimately
knowledgeable of our company, as would be expected of the front desk staff. As
the face of Terrific Toys, you will also interact with our employees. You will
be an assistant to Carlotta. Any questions?"


    


The Legacy of Silver - 2001


    Linda
had called. Her Aunt Gladys had passed. She had raised Linda since she was a
little child. She had also been vocally opposed to their marriage. She
maintained that they were making a mistake, that they should stay together and
not get married. After they did the deed, she grumped
at them for a few days, then she just accepted it.


    They
would go see her every few months and give her a hard time. Charles liked to
call her the "the old bat", even though he was very fond of her.


    Aunt
Gladys' grandfather Isaac had gotten rich in the silver boom. His wife had died
in childbirth, leaving him with a son to raise, Edward, Gladys' father. Isaac
sent him off to college hoping that a college education would help the young
man mature. It didn't. He became something of a man about town. A man never short of female companionship and always at the right
parties. Somehow, he still managed to graduate with good grades.


    When
Edward arrived home, he surprised his father by telling him he had gotten it
out of his system and that he was ready to get to work. He was a hard worker
and had a good mind for the business. Deciding that the silver mines might not
be around forever, he started moving the money into other ventures. This would
cause loud arguments with his father. Each time Edward would remind his father
that it was his idea to give him, Edward, control of the business. His father
would then finally back down. Over time, the old man did it just to be grumpy.
Edward took what his father had built and carefully built it bigger, making the
old guy proud.


    Like
most men of means (rich), Edward gravitated towards the local version of high
society. He courted and married a the daughter of a
local well off (rich) family. Sophie was rail thin, and not considered attractive
by the standards of the day. She treated him nice and Edward liked being
treated nice. He decided that for the time being, they would live with his
father. He told him that it was Sophie's house now and that he better behave or
he would be living in the outhouse.


    With
his in-laws blessing, he took their fortune and folded it into his own. He made
sure that they never felt like he had absconded with their money. Sophie had
also gone to college and was a very astute young lady. She rapidly became half
the brains of the Edward's empire.


    Their
union had one child, Gladys. When she was old enough, she was sent off to college.
Like her father, she was wild in college (she even smoked and had affairs).
Both (at different times) her father and mother told her they hoped she would
come and help run the family empire. If she wanted to be wild, explore the
world, she should do it while she was in college. It took her 8 years.


    When
she returned, she learned the business and when it was time, took over the
empire. With her father and her mother still alive to guide her, she took the
empire and expanded to even larger proportions. While she never married, she
did have a number of affairs, shocking her contemporaries.


    She
found Linda sleeping in her basement. Linda's parents had been killed in a
house fire and she had crawled into Gladys' basement to get warm. Gladys
decided that Linda would become her child and set her lawyers to make it
happen. Unlike her adopted lineage, Linda had no wild streak. While this was a
bit of a disappointment to Gladys, she accepted that her adopted daughter had a
good head on her shoulders.


    Linda
did have a good eye for business, but not on the scope of the empire. She liked
smaller ventures and always seemed to do well. Gladys decided not to expand the
empire any more. She began to quietly sell off pieces and with the help of her lawyers, she put the money away for her daughter.


    Linda
met Charles when she was starting up her party business. Through a mutual
acquaintance, she found out he had just started up a toy import business and
asked him for advice. As he was helping her out, he realized she had business
knowledge that he didn't have. They started meeting once a week. Then every day. Then every day and every
night.


    Aunt
Gladys had Charles checked out. No parents; drug addicts that didn't make out
of the eighties. He seemed to be a good guy who had saved enough money to start
a little business. It was time to have a chat with the two lovebirds. She liked
Charles when she met him. She liked what he did for Linda. They would make a
good couple as long as they didn't get married.


    When
Aunt Gladys died, technically she was poor. All of her money was hidden. She
lived on a small stipend from one of the many trust funds. She left nothing of
value to Linda. Except for $10 million hidden overseas.
Charles got the same amount, also hidden overseas. One of Aunt Gladys' attorneys
explained to them how to use the money.


    With
the money from Aunt Gladys, Charles decided it was time to put a new engine in
his car. He had a BMW M3 from 1997 and had always wanted to make it a bit more
powerful; maybe add a 100hp, going from 240hp to 340hp. He found a company that
was more than happy to design and build the engine for him. It ended up being a
drop-in replacement for his old engine. Charles authorized a build of 105
engines, with 100 to be sold over the internet through a secure, hidden source.
He liked the work the company had done so much, he decided to invest in it and
became part owner.


    Charles
had stayed at the University Hotel in Seattle a number of times and had really
enjoyed the ambience. It was a bit rundown, but that could be solved by carefully
investing money in a remodel. He decided to buy it.


 


 


The University Hotel - 2002


    Charles
stood across the street from the University Hotel. It had been a steal at $1.5
million, and now it was his hotel. It really had that times-gone-by charm. It
was located in what was called the University District; the area of land
surrounding the University of Washington. It was built in 1932 and had a distinctive art-deco architecture. There had only been two
remodels. Both were to the interior, so the art-deco façade remained untouched


    It
had 16 stories, 158 guest rooms, and 4 penthouse suites on the roof. There were
meeting rooms on the second and third floors. There was a small kitchen on the
second floor with a private elevator down to the main kitchen on the first
floor.


    On
the main floor there was the main dining room, the main kitchen, as well as a
bar/lounge. All of the hotel offices were on the main floor. In the basement was housekeeping, the hotel laundry, and all of the storage
for the hotel.


    In
1937, a small apartment building was built to the north of the hotel. It was
built to house hotel employees; it was 4 stories with 8 tiny units per floor. Architecturally
it did not resemble the hotel. After the war, the inside was remodeled. It went
from 8 units per floor to 4 units per floor. The units situated at ground level
were turned into 2 retail shops, one on each side of the apartment entrance.
Charles happened to be renting one of the apartments on the fourth floor.


    In
the Forties the vacant lot between the hotel and the apartment building became the
de facto parking lot for the hotel. Over the years, it was steadily improved, and
by the Fifties it was paved over with asphalt. In the Sixties the parking lot
was torn up and replaced with parking garage. The architect incorporated some
art-deco touches to make it look like it went with the hotel.


    Not
a bad investment at all thought Charles as he crossed the street and walked
into the hotel.


    "Hello,
I was wondering if I could speak to the manager," he asked the pretty
young lady at the front desk.


    "Yes, sir. The manager is Mr. Hassan Al-Zahabi, I'll
call to see if he's available." She picked up a phone and briefly spoke
into it.


    "Mr.
Al-Zahabi can see you now." She gestured to the
right of the desk towards the lobby. "If you go into the lobby and follow
the wall around to the left, you'll see a hallway. It will be the last doorway
on the right."


    Charles
found the door and entered a small foyer with a receptionist's desk. There were
four office doors in the foyer. In one of the offices, a man, in his thirties,
of Middle Eastern descent, was working his way through a pile of papers. It
looked painful. He looked up. "Mr. Davis, I presume, here to take over,"
he said and stood up. "Please allow me to give you your rightful chair."


    "Not
on your life," Charles laughed; then reached out his hand. "And you
are Mr. Hassan Al-Zahabi, the sole reason, I've been told, this hotel is still
in existence."


    "That
would be me," he looked at Charles hopefully, "Are you sure you don't
want to sit here?"


    Charles
shook his head. "Mr. Al-Zahabi, Hassan, how would you like to come work for me?


    "I
thought I was, am, working for you."


    "Nah. I fired you when I walked through the door.
Assistant managers don't run hotels. Like I said, I'd like you to work for me,
put your business administration degree to some use."


    "What
did you have in mind?"


    "I
need a General Manager, someone who knows the hotel, won't cut corners, who can
turn it into a class operation. I'm going to pay a $120k yearly salary with a
$2 million budget." He looked carefully at Hassan. "Would you like
the job?"


    "I
wasn't expecting that," Hassan said, surprised. "Yes, I would like
that, the opportunity to turn this place around. I'll take it."


    Charles
handed him the phone. "Call your wife."


    "What!?"


    "Call
your wife and tell her the exiting news. Then tell her you're going to be home
late."


 


Meeting 1 - Where Nothing is Accomplished


    The
first thing Hassan did after he was done calling his wife was to call in Kathleen
Morrison who was in charge of the front desk. She was a very easy on the eyes 38yo
redhead. As she came into the office, she noticed that it was Hassan who was
sitting behind the big desk and not Mr. Davis, who she presumed was the new
owner. He was sitting in one of the leather overstuffed chairs.


    Hassan
wore a huge smile. "Kathleen, this is Charles Davis, the new owner of the
hotel." Charles stood and shook her hand. Hassan continued, "Remember
when we used to talk about what we would do if we had a chance to change the
hotel." She nodded, her face breaking into a huge grin. "How would
you like a chance at making those changes," he finished.


    "Yes,"
she said. "I would like to do that."


    "What
do you think," he said to Charles. She turned to look at Charles, who was
nodding his head. "Congratulations," he said. Both of the men were
now laughing.


    "Congratulations
for what?" she demanded to be let in on the joke.


    "You
are now the new Chief of Staff for the hotel and you get a big new paycheck. Have
a seat," Hassan told her. "What do you think?"


    Kathleen
nodded her head. "That's great. I like it."


    "Just
wait till I've sucked every bit of life out of you," Charles laughed. "You
won't like it so much then."


    I'd
really like that, she thought, but not in the way that you mean.


    "Here's
what I'd like to do. For now we're it; nobody else gets to know. Kathleen, you're
going to be the link between me and Hassan. You're also going to handle most of
the projects we dream up, meaning you're going to put together the construction
part of it. Unfortunately, you're going to have to be our secretary/assistant
until we can let someone else into the plot. Are you okay with that?"


    Kathleen
nodded. Here was her chance to make a difference.


    "Hassan,
you are going to be our building guy." He slid a jump drive across the
desk. "Here are all the photos I could find of the hotel, including the
ones at the museum. We are going to do a full retro remodel on the building and
the garage and the apartment building at the end of the garage which I also own.
I want the interior to go back to the grand hotel look."


    "That's
you two. I'm going to handle the amenities and the staff part of our remodel.
You will both have 24hrs to comment on them, then I'll
decide. Kathleen, we will need to get a secure method for communicating. Please
find something in the next couple of days. Any questions?"


    "Yes,"
said Hassan. "Do you want to approve every project, every step of the way?"


    "I
don't," replied Charles. "I want to be kept in the loop, but I really
don't want to do the remodel. That's why I'm having you do it. When you're
getting ready to spend the big money, let me know what you're doing and I'll
take a look. Kathleen, as far as putting everything together, I always want the
best, not the cheapest and not the most expensive; the best."


    They
both nodded in affirmation.


    "Oh,
and I need an office."


 


    "So
you are Bernice Pennington," said Charles. He was looking at a big stocky
woman with close cropped hair.


    "Bernie,"
she corrected him.


    "It
says here that you have a variety of experience that you think will help you
with the maintenance job. Could you please explain to me what that means?"
he said.


    "As
you can see from my resume I've worked a variety of jobs, all in the
construction industry. All of the jobs involved basic wiring, basic plumbing,
basic HVAC, and basic carpentry. Most repairs only require someone with good
basic skills, I think my best asset is my ability to figure out when it's more
than I can handle, when I need to get a professional."


    "Wouldn't
it be cheaper just to hire the professionals when we need it?" asked Charles.


    "Many
of the problems a hotel of this size would have can be fixed on the spot rather
than wait to have a professional come in and do the repair."


    "So,
Bernice…"


    "Bernie,
please call me Bernie," she interrupted. He could see she was annoyed, but
she wasn't going to make it a problem.


    "Okay,
Bernie it is. How would you like to give it a try? I'll start you at full
salary today, $30k. You also get full medical insurance. You have a partner?"


    Bernie
looked a little nervous.


    "Your
partner will also get full medical benefits. Get all that paperwork from Kathleen.
You'll be seeing her in a few minutes. What I want you to do is work on the
guest rooms, the trim in the hallways, actually the trim in the whole hotel. I
want the hotel to look like it was when it first opened. Make a list of what
needs to be done, what you can do and what you need contractors to do. I want
the best, not necessarily the most expensive. Run everything by Kathleen, she
is the project manager for the whole hotel. Any questions?"


    Bernie
shook her head.


 


    "Well,
if it isn't the big boss man," said LaWanda
Williams, the head of housekeeping. A big black woman, 38 years old, she had
worked in housekeeping all of her life. Loud and full of life, she loved all of
the women who worked for her.


    "Hello,
LaWanda," said Charles. "I'm here to second guess all of your
decisions."


    "I
figured as much," she said. "Come on, we'll sit in my office. I'm
sure there's enough room for two people." Barely, enough room.


    "I'm
here to see what you need to run housekeeping better."


    LaWanda
settled back in her chair. "We need new mattresses. The ones we have are
old. We should get them really nice ones. The guests will like it. I also need
new washers and dryers. The ones we have were here before I came here 10 years
ago. I need a way to keep my people. I lose one every 2 months, so any input is
appreciated."


    "The
mattresses and the washers and dryers are easy to fix. Get the information on
what you consider to be the best, not cheapest or most expensive, and pass that
info on to Kathleen and she will order it. She is now the Chief of Staff and
riding herd on me and Hassan."


    LaWanda
loudly laughed. "That sounds like a losing proposition if I ever heard
one."


    "I
might have a good idea on keeping your people."


    He
reached behind him and closed the door.


    "How
many women do you have?"


    "I
have 10 women right now."


    "How
many of them are single moms?"


    LaWanda
had to think for a moment. "That's a little harder. I want to say eight,
but it could be nine. Why?"


    "Bear
with me. How hard is it for them?"


    "It
sucks! I went through it. I could barely afford child care. When I could pay, I'd
have to run to get my kid so as to not pay late fees. Family never works out, 'cause
they always act like they're doing you a favor. Going on the
bus everywhere, always worrying if your kid is all right. I have at
least one childcare related tardy girl every week."


    "At
Terrific Toys, we had the same problem. It was such a simple fix that it
actually surprised us. We installed our own onsite childcare, which we then
offered to our employees for free," said Charles


    LaWanda
was tickled and couldn't stop laughing. "Free, you offered it for free? My
women are black and Latino, nobody does anything for these women for free."
She gasped for breath. "Holy shit, if I didn't think you were serious. This
will be huge."


    "There's
more, everyone who works for the hotel in any capacity for more than 10 hours
each week, will receive health insurance. Employees
who are considered part-time, will receive it for themselves only. Full-time
employees will receive it for their spouse or partner and their children."


    "You're
just crazy aren't you," she said.


    Charles
stood up. "I have to get going. I have other people to bother."


    LaWanda
came over to shake hands and got a huge hug. "Ooh," she said, fanning
herself with her hand.


    "You're
not going to ask me for a raise?" he laughed. Before she could answer, "You're
going on salary, I own you now. I'm thinking $40k. Bye." He waved as he
left down the hall.


    Charles
went right up to his office. He called Carlotta at Terrific Toys and then he
called Elisabeth Foster.


    "Hello
Elisabeth, this is Charles Davis. I have some mildly interesting news for you.
Carlotta and I have decided to let you go." There was no response. "Don't
I even get an indignant rebuttal?"


    "You
tricked me the last time I saw you, so I know better. Besides, no conversation
that you initiate ends after the first paragraph. So there."


    "Tricked
is such an ugly word. But, you are correct. You are now employed by Davis
Industrial, run by me, and managing a company called NW Childcare. Your salary
is now $35k. You have two locations, the childcare at Terrific Toys and you are
going over to the University Hotel and setting up a childcare there. I would
like to have it running by the end of next week. The one big difference will be
that this one will run 24 hours."


    Elisabeth
took a deep breath. "I would like a larger salary. I will be managing one
location while simultaneously setting up another location, about which I know
nothing."


    "All right. I'll bump you up to $40k. Don't let it go
to your head. And get started on the hotel."


 


Meeting 2 - Meet the Morons


    They
were seated around the table eating lunch.


    "How
are we doing," said Charles.


    "The
first thing is, I get a gold star. I found the actual
blueprints for the hotel. They were buried in the city's historical records
department downtown. I didn't do anything with them, didn't unroll them, I just
hand carried them to Wallace and Wallace Architects. They are a startup that
specializes in restoring old buildings. They will restore the blueprints and
scan them. As soon as they do that, Wallace or Wallace will come out and take a
look at the hotel, the parking garage, and the apartment building."


    "Very
good," said Charles.


    "Yay," said Hassan.


    They
both waived little flags that Charles had so thoughtfully supplied them before
the meeting.


    "I
also ordered the mattresses that LaWanda wanted.
Those will be stored in the main ballroom until we're ready for them. We are
also getting the new washers and dryers she wanted. She asked for five, but we
are getting six of each.


    Bernie
has been real busy. I already have a five-page list from her. She was snooping
in the basement, places I didn't even know existed, and she found the hotel's original
bed frames. They are wood and she says it will take minimal work to restore
them, we will be able to stain them any color we want, and they will be easy to
manufacture, if we need to. She was pretty excited, which shocked me, because
she doesn't look like she gets excited much. I have just texted you two morons
the pictures she took."


    She
said this because both Charles and Hassan were waving their flags
enthusiastically. They both checked their phones, which caused more flag-waving
and much woo-hoo-ing.


    "Everything
else is on hold, because we need to have the architect look at the dining room,
the cafeteria, and the exterior. Bernie has started working on the trim in the
rooms and in the hallways. As other problems come up that are in the scope of
her abilities she'll repair them. Otherwise, she'll put it on the list and we'll
get a contractor to come out as soon as there is enough stuff on the list.
Next." She finished


    "Like
you said, it looks like Bernie is working out. I called Elisabeth from Terrific
Toys to come over here and set up a childcare. The next thing I have is finding
a cafeteria for the cafeteria. I haven't decided what I want, but it's going to
be magnificent," said Charles. "How about you
Hassan?"


    "I've
been surfing the net every day, because there is nothing really for me to do
yet. I get to come in, make a huge amount of money, and look at pictures of
cars that I can't afford," said Hassan.


 


    Hassan
was bored, with a capital B. He had exhausted his willingness to look at
expensive cars. It occurred to him that he wanted a traditional bellman to
greet the guests. He rang Kathleen, "Does someone know somebody who used
to be a bellman?"


    Kathleen
thought for a minute. "Adele's uncle worked for the Exeter Hotel. He was
let go short, so they wouldn't have to pay his retirement."


    "Tell
Adele if he wants to come in for an interview, I'd like to talk to him today or
tomorrow."


    Ten
minutes later.


    "Stephen
Thompson is here to see you."


    "Who?"


    "Adele's
uncle. Her father and Stephen just happened to come by and visit her."


    "I
am living in a time warp," he muttered. "Send him in."


    Stephen
came in and sat down. He looked to be in his late fifties and had a stocky
build.


    "I'm
sorry I don't have a resume with me," he apologized. "I normally
carry one with wherever I go," he said slyly.


    Hassan
laughed. "No respect, that's going to cost you.
Tell me what you did for the Exeter Hotel. Skip the part where they screwed
you."


    "I
really was only a bellman. I carried bags, made nice to annoying people, tried
not to stare at half dressed and naked people when I brought stuff to their
rooms, and directed lonely old men to a local house of ill repute."


    "Did
you wear a uniform?"


    "Traditional
great coat with a cap."


    "Here's
what I'm looking for. I want a distinctive uniform, tailored; you get to design
it. Very polite bellmen, men and women, hire as many as you think we need. If
we need a concierge, get one. We'll pay them a living wage. As the bell
captain, you will be in charge; salaried. I want everyone well trained. No quick
15 minute lecture on how to do the job. Your boss will be Kathleen, our Chief of
Staff. Do you want the job?"


    "I'm
in charge? I can set it up the way I want it?"


    "If
you screw it up, you're out the door. If you do a good job, we'll ignore it and
you."


    They
both laughed.


    "That's
too good to be true," he said. "What the heck, when
do I start?"


    "Right now. Go see Kathleen and get the paperwork
started."


 


The Irish Jazz Pub


    Claire
O'Connell was the head of the bar, a very Irish, buxom woman of 38, with a hint
of an Irish brogue when she spoke. She could turn it on and off at will, except
when she was angry, then it came out at full volume.


    "Hello,
Mr. Davis. I see it's my turn next."


    "Yep. Tell me what you want to change, and I'll tell
you if it fits with my vision."


    She
thought for a moment. "I want an Irish pub. High end liquor, a nice
selection of draught beers, as well as some house wines from a local producer. There's
a brew pub on University Ave that brews some nice beer, unfortunately they don't
have a way to keg their beers. I'm looking for another beer I like. We keep the
cans and bottles that our football crowd likes and we keep the liquor gun
system, because it still works."


    "Obviously
you've thought this through," he said. "Here are some additional
changes I'd like. I'm going to expand the bar from 20 tables to 40 tables. The
TV's are going, I personally find them intrusive. We're going to have a three
foot stage for live music. I apologize, but I'm not a big fan of Irish music. I'm
looking to have live jazz, not the loud aggressive stuff, more smoky bar music."


    "That's
a lot of changes," she said. "I like what I'm hearing so far."


    "Wait,
there's more," he said. They both laughed. "Your food will no longer
come from the main kitchen. It will come from whatever goes in the cafeteria. I
haven't worked out what kind of food or the logistics of getting it here.
Please work on some ideas. Decide how many servers you need. I'm sure you've
heard that everybody gets health insurance, we're putting in free childcare,
and you go on salary because I own you now."


    Claire
laughed. "You're a very pushy man, Mr. Charles Davis," she told him
in her strongest brogue. "I think I'll stay."


    "Woo
hoo," he said. "Everything goes through Kathleen. She's the Chief of Staff
now and will help you make all the changes that you need. Don't forget to come
up with a new name for your Irish pub."


 


University Brew Pub and Pizza


    "Hi,
can I talk to the owner, please?"


    "That
would be me. Chuck Levelle."


    "Charles
Davis. I own the University Hotel. Claire O'Connell sent me to talk about
beer."


    "Claire's
a really nice lady and very persuasive. I'm sure she told you that I have no
way to keg my beer."


    "She's
really set on your beer. How would you like an investor so you can buy the
equipment for filling kegs," he said.


    "That
would be really cool. I'm guessing that investor would be you."


    "Forty-nine
percent, that's what I want. I can have my estimator here tomorrow. As soon as
he's done, we can do the lawyer thing."


    "Wow,
that was fast, and hopefully painless," said Chuck.


    Very painless. Claire got her very special beer. Charles
bought the lot and building on it. He became part owner of the University Brew
Pub and Pizza, who expanded into the adjoining storefront.


 


Make Mine Music


    North
Seattle Community College looked a like a high security penitentiary. It was
easily available from the freeway in the north part of the city (hence the
name). Of the many programs of study it offered, the college had a very solid
music program. Due to the drastic cost cutting measures throughout Washington
higher education, it was now strongly suggested that students do the first two
years of a four year UW degree in one of the many community colleges. This was
very true in the study of music, where a student could work their way through
all of the intro music classes at a local community college.


    That
was why Charles was here. He had an interesting idea to solve his live music
problem at the hotel pub, now called the Ravens Arms.


    Dean
Klein was the head of the music department. "How can I help you Mr. Davis?"


    "I
would like to create a very special endowment for the music program. I would
like to fund a yearly class that focuses specifically on live performance."


    "That's
very generous of you, Mr. Davis."


    "This
is how I envision it would work. I own the University Hotel in the U-District.
We are remodeling our bar into a pub and live music venue. It will have a stage
large enough for a five person combo, as well as a state of the art sound
system. We are expanding from 20 tables to 40 tables. We will have live music
three days each week: Thursday from 7 to 10 and Friday and Saturday from 8 to
11. The music I want is smoky bar jazz. No screaming instruments, no
avant-garde, no non-melodic soloing, no screaming vocalists."


    The
Dean looked very interested.


    "There
are some other requirements. Only musicians enrolled in the live performance
class will be allowed to perform. Faculty members are not eligible. No established
bands. Class members can't form a band for the time they are in the class just
to play at the hotel. It has to be a mix of the students that are taking the
class. The line-up can be changed at each set break.


    The
outside reader board will advertise The North Seattle Community College Jazz
Combo. The inside reader board will list the individual players. Getting their
names on the inside reader board will be the student's responsibility. Each
student that plays at least one full set will be paid $50 per day. It's a rain
or shine gig, they play until the end, even if the only audience is the
bartender and the servers. Any inappropriate music and the set will be shut
down and no one will be paid. What do you think?"


    "The
only problem I see right now is how I'm going to float this by the school
president." Dean Klein said.


    "I
have it written down as a proposal. The trial program will consist of a full year.
If the hotel makes it the first year, keeping the jazz won't be that hard."


    "Why
don't we have lunch next Friday," said the Dean. "I like this idea. I
want to make it work."


 


Meeting 3 - Idiots


    Kathleen
started off the meeting and was immediately interrupted. "You two idiots
stop that," she said. Charles and Hassan had started fencing with the
flags from the last meeting. Both of them hid the flags behind their back.


    "Give
me those," she said. "You two are supposed to be my bosses and you're
behaving like little children."


    "Are
not," said Charles and Hassan together and stuck out their tongues. "Give."
They reluctantly gave up their flags. Kathleen took them and threw them in the
garbage.


    Kathleen
started again. "When Bernie went to inventory the bed frames, she found
another room way in the back that was hidden by the stacked frames. In it, were
boxes of brass electrical fixtures and stacks of wood trim.
She believes these parts are all original to the hotel. She is pretty sure that
the brass electrical fixtures can be modified to current electrical standards. As
soon as she decides what she wants to do with the brass fixtures, we'll get started."


    "Can
she do the work, or do we need to get an outside contractor?" asked
Hassan.


    "She's
not sure yet, she's just started working with the pieces," said Kathleen. "Bernie
also has an issue with our boilers. She has found some very energy-efficient
gas furnaces. She has also found a buyer for our current boilers and she thinks
we can do the switch in about three days."


    "Who
would want to buy our boilers?" asked Charles.


    "Evidently
no one makes those boilers any more. The actual boilers themselves, as well as
the parts, are hard to find. She said she got a very good price for them.
Because of this, I am now abusing poor Bernie by making her go to HVAC classes."


    "Do
we have replacement furnaces lined up?" Hassan this
time.


    "Yes
we do. Bernie has lined up a vendor for our new energy-efficient gas furnaces.
The buyer has paid us for the boilers and for shipping. We have paid the
contractor who is going to remove the boilers and install the furnaces. Right
now, we are waiting for the different timelines to line up.


    "Are
we giving her a bonus?" Charles again.


    "Yes,
I gave her $2k cash and a hearty thank you very much," said Kathleen. "Any questions about the boilers or the fixtures? Moving on. The new washers and dryers are installed. LaWanda
is a very happy lady. Come to find out, the old dryers were putting out less
than half power, and all the old washer motors were getting ready to die. So we
saved some money.


    Elisabeth
stopped by to look at the rooms we selected. She was happy that we opted to go
with four rooms instead of three. She said she would be back tomorrow with the
materials and some of the furniture and get started on converting the rooms. Mr.
Al-Zahabi you're next." She finished


    "One
of the Wallace's, I can't tell them apart, came out to look at our three
projects. For the hotel there is not really that much to do, based on the
original plans. What there is to do is going to be time intensive. The parking
garage will be really easy because we're just going to cast concrete pieces to
alter the façade. He said that the apartment building was built after the hotel
and used a different architectural style. It would be a huge pain to try and
match the apartment building and the hotel. His suggestion is to make the
façade of the parking garage a style that is in between the hotel and the
apartment building. This means that the work on the apartment building won't be
that extensive," said Hassan. "You're up next, boss"


    "I
also am at the whim of the all-powerful Bernice," said Charles. "Before
I can do anything to the lobby, the dining room, the bar, the front desk, and
the diner, I need to know how the fixtures are going to be laid out in all of
those areas. I know it sounds like a copout, but if we are going for the
historical look, I think that's pretty important. I talked to Claire and we are
going to go for an Irish pub feel, complete with live music. I'm working on a
music deal with North Seattle Community College; I'll keep you both posted. My
next project is to find a cafeteria to go in the cafeteria spot. You have more,
Hassan?"


    "I
forgot. I decided we needed bellmen, to give us a grand hotel look. I hired
Stephen Thompson to put it together. He used to work for the Exeter. They let
him go a week before retirement so they wouldn't have to pay. I'm sure you saw
him around. He's been training his folks and plans on going live later this
week. Kathleen, again?"


    "I
forgot to mention that all of LaWanda's mattresses arrived and are being stored in the grand ballroom. The original bed
frames that Bernice found in the basement are being retrofitted. They are not
the right size for our king and queen mattresses. Bernice is adding a panel on
each side of the headboard to make it look right. She has hired the wood shop
class and two instructors from University High School to retrofit and install
the beds this weekend. She doesn't think it's going to take more than three
days. She was able to convince the high school administration that this would
be a good real-world opportunity for the students to use their carpentry
skills. We will be feeding them three meals per day for three days. If they eat
anything like my son, they should pretty much break us."


    "You're
not kidding there," said Hassan. "My two children eat like ravenous
locusts, and they aren't even teenagers yet."


    "So,
the question is, does Bernie need an assistant?" said Charles.


    "She
told me, and you for that matter, that she knows her
limits. If she needs an assistant I'm sure she will let us know. Do you agree?"
Kathleen asked.


    "Wah,
I am waffling," groaned Charles. "I am incapable of making a decision
on this subject. Does anyone else want to?"


    "That's
why you're the big boss," laughed Hassan. "You get to avoid the big
decisions."


 


The Homestyle
Café


    Charles
loved to have lunch at the Homestyle Cafe. It was a beautiful old style Café
with the white tile, the antique fixtures, the red stools, and the old counter
with the marble top. They served sandwiches, pizza by the slice, and absolutely
killer barbecued pork and beef. Charles loved barbecue. He actually walked
around the building looking for a big smoker. In the back, he met the owner and
head cook, Tony. He explained that they did everything with an electric smoker
that was in a little shed attached to the building. It wasn't even that big.


    During
the big remodel, Charles went there one day to get away, and found a sign on
the front door that said "Lost Our Lease, Closing in Two Days."


    "Tony,
what happened," asked Charles.


    "I
guess they want to build something here and they gave us a week to get out. They
are tearing the building down. The owner is a pretty good guy. Even though he
only gave us a week to get out, he's going to let us keep the whole inside.
Unfortunately, we have to get it out in a week. We bought most of the fixtures
ourselves, so that's going to be easy to remove. I don't know how we're going
to gut this place in a week. It seems like a waste to leave all of this vintage
wood, tile, and stone."


    Charles
thought it over for a minute. The Homestyle Café could be a good addition to
the hotel.


    "Tony,
how would you like to talk some business?"


    "That
sounds like a Janice question. Let me go get her." He went into the back
and returned with a nice young woman who appeared to be about 30, Tony's age.


    Charles
stood up. "Hello, Janice," he said. "I'm Charles. I own the
University Hotel down the street. I'm looking to put a cafeteria in the hotel, in
addition to our main kitchen. I think the Homestyle
would be perfect."


    "That
sounds interesting," she said.


    Charles
continued, "The difference will be that the cafeteria can be accessed from
the outside and there will be no competing items on the two menus. Tony told me
that the whole inside of the Café belongs to you and I am willing to move it to
the new location. Obviously this will have to be done rather quickly. So, there's
no pressure to make a decision."


    Janice
looked at him. "You've got to be kidding me," she said. "Ten
minutes ago, I'm thinking about getting a job at Wal-Mart, I have no idea where
Tony's going to work, and now you're offering us a new restaurant. I'm thinking
this is too good to be true, there has to be a catch somewhere."


    "There's
always a catch," he said. "Here are the three scenarios the way I see
it. One. You can walk away, like I was never here. Two. You can open a restaurant at the University Hotel. You
would be responsible for moving everything, getting financing, and getting it
running. Three. You come work
for me, actually the hotel. You would be the heads of a smaller food operation.
Like all of the other activities in the hotel, you would answer to the Chief of
Staff. You would be separate from the hotel restaurant. The hotel will move the
whole inside of this building to our location."


    They
both looked at him like he was from outer space.


    "As
far as the menu goes, it would have to be coordinated with the Head Chef of the
restaurant. Obviously, because the hotel restaurant has a track record, they
would get first choice. I would also like to close the tiny kitchen area in the
bar and have the cafeteria service the bar. This will give us better food in
the bar and give us an opportunity to trail the smells of fresh hot food
through the lobby."


    They
both laughed at the image of a waiter bringing food through the lobby.


    "Unfortunately,
you have to make your decision pretty soon, because delaying your decision now
is the same as making a decision. Do you want me to go outside while you talk?"


    "How
do we know you won't get rid of us once we have the Café up and running?"


    "I
never thought of that. That would be easy to do, but I have no desire to run a
small café. Conversely, how do I know that once it's set up, you won't stick me
with it and leave? I think we are at an impasse. A contract is in order here, so
it sounds like we'll have to get lawyers involved. Or, we could shake on it.
You do whatever you can to make a great restaurant and I do whatever I can to
support you."


    Janice
and Tony both stuck out their hands.


    Charles
pulled out his phone and called Whitworth Antique Restorers. He told them he
wanted the inside of the Homestyle Café gutted and moved to the University Hotel.
Once everything was moved, Whitworth would also do the install.


    "The
antique remodelers are going to be here probably in the next hour, to take a
look. One of you will have to be here when they come, and one of you will have
to be at the hotel coordinating everything as it gets there. Here take my car and
zip over there and take a look at the space. Be real careful, it's a very fast
car. Don't get a ticket. The person you want to see at the hotel is Kathleen
Morrison."


    He
handed them the key and pushed them out the door.


    "Kathleen,
I'm sending two really nice young people, Janice and Tony, over to you. They
are going to open a cafeteria in our cafeteria spot. I need you to get tarps
and put up a tent like structure so that we can move the interior of the
restaurant they currently have into the hotel. The moving people will probably
start on the install tonight. Don't ask. Also, you have to decide where to put
an exterior door and a big window. Once you have picked the location, pass that
information on to Hassan and the architect."


    "I'll
take care of it," she said.


    All
that work was making him hungry and Charles realized that he still hadn't eaten,
which was why he had come to the restaurant in the first place. He went behind
the counter and made himself a nice huge big pulled pork sandwich. With chips.


    A
tall, older, east European looking woman with two children came in. Charles was
going to tell them that the Café was closed, but he was there, so what the
heck. Besides, they looked kind of hungry. The woman ordered two children's
portions and didn't get anything for herself. Charles noticed that before she ordered,
she opened her purse and carefully counted her money.


    Charles
made three huge sandwiches, with lots of chips, and three big drinks and
brought them over to their table. The woman tried to protest, but he told her
that the restaurant was closing for good and that the food was going to go to
waste if they didn't eat it. They ate all of their food and three bowls of ice
cream.


    Charles
looked at the woman and said, "I hear the University Hotel is hiring cleaning
staff."


    She
looked at him.


    "When
you go there, you tell them Charles sent you."


    She
mumbled a thank you.


 


    About
an hour later, one of the Whitworth people, with a laptop and a sophisticated
looking digital camera, came over and introduced himself as Arney. "I know
you guys want a rush job, but I have to tell you up front that it's going to
take as long as it takes. What we're going to do is take a 360 degree digital photo
of the inside of the building. Our software will calculate the how big
everything is and number each piece. This takes the most time because one of
our guys has to make sure that the computer doesn't miss anything. As soon as
that's done, the demo crew will get started. We have numbered boxes for
everything, so we don't have to number each individual piece. There's no room
for getting out of sequence."


    "We've
got six days, will that work?" asked Charles.


    "That
should be fine. Now tell me about the install."


    "The
space is long and thin. Wallace and Wallace, our architectural firm, will be
making computer drawings from the café digital images."


    "If
they're using SuperCAD Drafting/Design the images are
compatible," said Arney. "That might speed things up."


    "I'll
make sure that's what they use. Any additional tile that we need will be
manufactured by Tile Masters. Their guy is coming tomorrow to look at what we
have," said Charles.


    "I've
worked with them before, so that should go smoothly."


    "When
your guys get here, they can have all this pulled pork. We have buns and chips
to go with it."


 


    It
was about 6pm when Charles finally got out of there. Tony was back and working
with the demo crew. Charles parked the M3 in the hotel garage. On a hunch he
walked over to the other side of the structure. He found the two little
children hiding in a large box. He sat down on the concrete. "Hi there,"
he said. Now that he was paying attention, the little girl looked to be about three
and the little boy looked to be about five.


    "We're
not supposed to talk to strangers," said the little boy.


    "I'm
not a stranger," he said. "You met me when you had dinner, remember.
I'm Charles."


    "I'm
Mark and this is my little sister Anny. I'm supposed to take care of her."


    "Where's
your mommy?" he asked.


    "She
had to go away for a little while to get a job. This is going to be our new
home," he said solemnly. The little girl nodded.


    Charles
got out his phone.


    "Kathleen,
do you have a woman looking for a cleaning position there? Looks
kind of beat up."


    "I
have her filling out the application form. She said you sent her."


    "I
did."


    "She
looks really rough," she said.


    "What
does your radar say? I'm sitting here with her two kids. They're excited
because they're going to sleep in a cardboard box in a parking garage," he
said.


    "Oh
my God!" she said. "I think she'll be okay."


    "Here's
what we do. Tell mom that we're going to bring her children into the hotel. Keep
her there a little while longer while I bring the children to the childcare.


 


    Yelena
panicked. She hadn't heard anything else that Kathleen said, once she heard
children. "I cannot stay," she said in a thick east European accent.
"I must go."


    "I
need you to stay just a little while longer." Kathleen gestured for
Security to cover the door. Yelena tried to get by, until he held her in a bear
lock.


    "My
children are outside in a box," she wailed. "I have to go get them.
Please let me go get them." She completely broke down and wailed with
pain. "Please. Please let me go. Please. They are my children,
they need me to take care of them. I am their mother" It looked like the
security man was going to cry, but he didn't let her go.


    Charles
came in and he got real close to her. "I have your children. Look at me.
Do you remember me from the restaurant?" She nodded. "I have Mark and
Anny. I'm going to take you to see them, but you can't make a fuss. Do you
understand? There are other children sleeping. If you're too loud, we're going
to make you leave."


    Yelena,
now sobbing with grief, nodded her head.


    With
Security holding onto her, they walked to the childcare door. "You will be
quiet while you are here, or you will leave," he reminded her. "Do
you understand?"


    They
went into the dimly lit room. He walked her to the far corner of the room. On
the bed were Mark and Anny, asleep. Yelena looked at her two sleeping children.
Charles took her hand and touched Marks forehead. Mark opened his eyes, hugged his
mother's hand, smiled and went back to sleep.


    Charles
urged her into the bed. Kathleen helped her undress and covered the three of
them with a blanket.


    They
went outside. "Any thoughts," Charles said to Kathleen.


    "We
take care of her until she can work. Then we give her a job. I don't think
she's a drug addict or alcoholic. Our other options are to send her back out on
the street or turn her over to Child Protective Services."


 


The Café Goes Where?


    When
Hassan came to work the next morning and saw the tent, tarps and boxes of tiles
he didn't say anything. He stood and looked at it for awhile. Kathleen hurried
out to meet him.


    "This
is Charles' doing," he told her.


    Kathleen
nodded nervously.


    "Okay,"
he said and walked to his office and shut the door.


    Kathleen
was sure she could hear his head explode a few seconds later.


 


    To
a certain degree, Janice and Tony had to be supervised. While they knew
kitchens and food, they knew nothing about construction. Before Kathleen sent
Bernie over to supervise them they had a little chat.


    "I
think it's time you found an assistant," she said.


    "I
have a guy on hold, but I need guidance from you before I make him an offer.
His name is Chad, and he graduated from University High School three years ago.
He was one of their shop rats and worked in the metal shop and the wood shop.
He has basic carpentry and basic metalwork with both small tools and big
machine tools. I watched him work, and he's pretty good with his hands. He
would like to work here and he's willing to go to night school to enhance his
skills. His parents got sick of him hanging out doing nothing. They sent him to
the college, told him to find something he liked, and learn how to do it. He
took three years of classes in electrical, math, and mechanical drawing before
he quit."


    "Hire
him," said Kathleen. "Any additional schooling he needs
will have to wait until we're through this building phase. Do you want
him on hourly or salary?"


    Bernie
was surprised that she was given the choice. "Since he's young, we should
give him the opportunity to make some overtime money."


    "Bring
him in so I can meet him and do all the paperwork. Then you bring him up to
speed. If you think he can handle it, I would like him to be involved in the
Café build."


    With
her assistant, Chad, in tow, Bernie met with Janice and Tony and showed them
how to keep everything from overflowing into the lobby. Whoever was there, had
to store everything so it was easy for the Whitworth workers to get to it. They
had to keep an eye on the Tile Masters workers, just in case there was a
problem with their part of the install. An electrician would be in later today
to wire the Café. Bernie showed them the plans and how to keep track of what
was going on. If they had any questions, they should immediately call her. If
any wood parts came in that were different than what was already there, they
should call Chad and he would come and make a template so they could
manufacture them.


    The
door to the outside and a big picture window were being installed. The
electrician told Bernie that the walls were lath and plaster and strengthened
with chicken wire and were going to be a pain to work with. She told him to
come back the next day and they would have it demoed. Bernie and Chad, with
Tony and Janice as laborers tore down the walls. The next day, the electrician
came and put in conduit. The four of them sheet rocked the interior in 8 hours.
The next day, the rest of the electrical was wired in. Whitworth was installing
their portion of the tile in 2 days. Tile Masters came the next day and put their
tile in. It all matched perfectly.


    Afterwards,
Bernie asked Chad what he thought. "We need a shop. I think you should ask
for the two rooms that you found the beds and fixtures in. We need a table saw,
a joiner, a belt sander, a lathe, and a drill press. If we're going to work
with metal, we need a lathe, and I would love to have a milling machine.
Probably a welder and a plasma cutter, as well as other power tools that I can't
think of right now. I looked up, Mr. Davis, and he owns Terrific Toys, which
has a large facility in over by the train yards. I think he owns some smaller
stuff, too. This remodel is eventually going to be done, but all of that other
stuff is going to need to be maintained." He sat back with a proud look.
"My mom says I need to be more decisive," he said. "How was
that?"


    "You're
pushy," she laughed. "Work here for a few weeks and see which of
those tools we need right away. I've already put in a request for the two rooms
and I've been thinking about a business plan where we work for Mr. Davis
instead of the hotel and just maintain all the properties. Keep that part under
your hat."


    After
everything was cleaned up, Whitworth came back to install the wall fixtures and
the counters.


    Next
up was the appliances. The fire department came in to inspect the cooking area.
After that, they were almost ready to open.


    A
professional cleaning company super cleaned the lobby and did the same to the
Café. Any issues they found that were not part of their contract,
they made a list and passed it on to Bernie.


    The
Café looked beautiful. It smelled beautiful. A few days after the remodel was
finished, Kathleen came in to work to the subtle aroma of barbeque filling the
entryway. She could smell it all morning in her office. By 9:00 she had had all
she could take. She went to the Café.


    "You
two are driving me crazy," she said angrily. "I can smell barbeque
everywhere. All I can think of is food since I got here this morning." She
was completely wound up. She looked at Tony and Janice. They looked real
nervous and were eyeing the underneath part of the counter. Tony slowly and
carefully did something behind the counter.


    His
hands come up with a plate and a mound of meat on it. He offered it to her.
"Would you like some pulled pork," he asked nervously, averting his
head slightly.


    Still
pissed, Kathleen snatched if from him. She was going to say something else, but
Janice handed her a fork and a napkin. A cloth napkin.
Janice pulled out a chair for her to sit down. Tony came over with two glasses:
a full glass of water and a half full glass that held a thick brown foamy
liquid.


    "Why
don't you try a bite," Janice suggested.


    Kathleen
was emotionally overloaded. It had been a long move and remodel. She did as she
was told, and had a bite. She had a few more bites. "This time, when you
take a bite, wash it down with a small sip of our beer," said Tony. Again,
she did as she was told.


    As
soon as the beer mixed with the pork, her mouth exploded with flavor. She had
never tasted anything like it.


    She
looked at Janice and Tony, who still seemed a little anxious. "What was that,"
she asked, shocked. "That tasted amazing. I've never tasted anything like
that." She started eating again. "Sit," she said between
mouthfuls. She gave up trying to eat nice and just shoveled it in. She asked
for another glass of the beer, but she only got another half glass.


    "I
am so sorry I was a bitch," she said. "We just can't fill up the
hotel with that smell no matter how good it is."


    "I
apologize, normally we cook our meat out back, but it's not set up yet. I just
got the beer yesterday and I wanted to try it with the meat," said Tony.


    "When
you start cooking the meat out back, we are still going to get some food smells
in the hotel, aren't we?" she asked.


    Janice
and Tony nodded.


    "It's
your restaurant, so you have to figure out how to contain your food odors primarily
to the Café and the entryway. I would say the place to start is to get Bernie
or Chad over here to take a look. Since you're part of the hotel, any resource
that we have is yours. Anything to do with construction has to be okayed by Bernie. I have to go back to work. Again, my apologies for being a bitch."


    She
stood up. Both Janice and Tony hugged her. Tony handed her a plate with two
biscuits. "One honey and one cheese, for when you get hungry later."


 


What Exactly
do You Know?


    A
week after her arrival at the hotel, Yelena was busy in the housekeeping laundry
room. In the break room there was a notice that if any employee had any additional
skills they could use at the hotel, they should tell their supervisor.


     Yelena had gone to her supervisor. "Ms.
LaWanda, I know computers. I start at community college after Anny was born. I
went to other classes at Goodwill."


    "Software
stuff, or hardware stuff," asked LaWanda.


    "Software stuff. I went to learn Internet Technology,
but I don't have time after Ralf left and we don't have place to live."


    LaWanda
sent her to see Kathleen.


    "Tell
me about your schooling," Kathleen began.


    Yelena
recounted beginning the IT program at the community college. She had then tried
to keep it up at Goodwill while she was homeless.


    "How
long would it take you to come up to speed."


    "I
go full time, less than a year, I go at night about two years."


    Kathleen
thought it over.


    "Here's
what we're going to do. We are going to send you to school full time. You will
get a 4.0 grade point. We're going to keep you on our insurance, so you don't
have to worry about medical. You also keep the apartment and childcare. We'll
give you a stipend of $100 per week so you don't go stir crazy, and you can
take your kids out. For all of this, you will have to sign a two year contract
at $35k salary."


    "Okay."


    "You
don't want to think about it first?" asked Kathleen.


    "You
say that I go to school, then I go to school."


 


    Yelena
began going to school. One day as she was herding her children to the front
door, juggling her school backpack, the children's daycare backpack, and trying
to close her apartment door, she heard them chorus, "Hello, Charles."
She turned around and there he was squatting by her children. They both hugged
him.


    "Hello,
Mark. Hello, Anny. How are you guys today? Are listening to your mother?"
They both solemnly nodded their heads. He stood up. "Hello, Yelena. How is
school going?"


    "Hello,
Mr. Davis," she said nervously. "School is going well."


    "And
work?"


    "Work
is going well also. All the people are so nice."


    "That's
great," he smiled at her.


    "I
didn't know you live here," she said, attempting some small talk.


    "I
live in a penthouse on the fourth floor. Don't tell anybody," he laughed. "I
don't think anybody knows." She missed the joke.


    "I
have to go to school. It is nice to see you again, Mr. Davis. Come children, time
to go."


    "Good
bye, Charles," the children chorused and waved as they went out the door.


 


    There
was a knock at the door. That was odd, thought Charles. No doorbell or intercom.
I wonder how they got in. He opened the door. There stood Yelena, in a long
coat and what looked like high heels. Charles looked at her in astonishment.
She pushed him into the apartment and closed the door.


    She
took off the coat. Underneath, she was naked except for the heels and white
thigh high stockings with lace at the top. She was still skinny, but her wispy
blonde hair was washed and she had a rosy fresh out of the shower look to her
skin. She smelled of roses.


    "What
the…" he stammered.


    She
shushed him. "You have been kind to me," she said quietly. "I
like to return the favor."


    She
knelt down in front of him and began unbuckling his belt. Charles tried to pull
away, but pulled him back. As soon as his penis came into view, she sucked him
into her mouth. She looked up at his surprised face as she sucked on him.


    She
rocked back and let him out of her mouth. "Please take me into the
bedroom," she murmured. "It's been long time since anyone was nice to
me or make love to me."


    Afterwards,
their passion spent, Charles lay on his back and Yelena on her side. She was
marching her fingers across his chest and giggling. "You have no hair on
chest."


    Charles
pulled her close and lightly dug a finger in her ribs, which caused the most
delightful shimmers and more giggles as she tried to get away. "That didn't
seem to be an issue five minutes ago," he said.


    "But
this is now," she giggled again. Then she got serious. "We cannot do
this again. I work for you. It would not be right. This," she wiggled
against him, "this is for before I work for you. You understand?"


    Charles
nodded.


    "Since
this is last time, you make love to me again." She curled up against him.
"Because I like it when you make love to me." Since she liked it,
they made love again and then again after that. Then one more time at the door,
because it would only be the last time when she actually walked out the door.
True their word, they never again.


 


Wendy's New Life - 1985


    Wendy
Hillman was born in 1970, in Oshkosh, WI, jewel of the Fox River Valley. Home of Oshkosh'b'Gosh clothing, the
Miles Kimbal mail-order catalog, and the University
of Wisconsin - Oshkosh.


    Wendy's
new life started the summer between her freshman and sophomore years of high
school. Every summer her parents (and her) took a working vacation at the
Abrams Summer Camp, located on Geneva Lake, WI, one of the very few deep water
lakes in the USA. Her mom was the head cook and her dad was the head of the
waterfront; swimming, rowing, canoes, and sailboats.


    Wendy
was pretty mature for her age and frequently mistaken for a college freshman.
At fifteen, she had long blonde hair, usually in a ponytail, and had already
started filling out into a woman's shape. She was pretty active, liked to swim
and sail, and ran for the cross-country team at her school. Because she didn't blather the usual high school girl stuff, she hung out with
many of the summer camp counselors, who were recruited from colleges across the
country to staff the summer camp.


    The
counselors were planning a big party and she was helping put it together. The party
planners had borrowed a number of metal tubs from the kitchen and were busy
filling them with beer and ice. Because this was her third year at the camp,
she knew the woods better than any other person and helped find a nice secluded
place. They started a fire as soon as other people began showing up. Wendy
stayed in the background, out of the way, so no one would tell her to leave. By
the time it was completely dark, the only light was from the fire.


    Wendy
slipped from her spot, got a beer from the tub, and tried it. The beer was ice
cold and delicious. She loved everything about it. When her tummy started
getting warm, that was a bonus. She had never felt this good before. The truth
was, she was unsure of herself and the beer made her feel great. She had
another one, followed by many more. Too many more.


    The
other party goers were concerned, but when they weren't looking, she crawled
into the bushes. She wasn't exactly sure where she was going, but she knew that
she had to get away from the party. She finally found a ditch she could hide
in. She promptly threw up, then again, and again a number of more times. She
woke up early in the morning and snuck into the cabin where her family was
staying.


    The
next weekend there was another party. They weren't sure if she should come, but
she convinced them she would be fine. This time, she didn't drink as much beer.
She wanted the warm feeling, not the dizzy throwing up feeling. Someone lit up
a joint (a marijuana cigarette). Wendy wanted to try that and see if it was
anything like beer. She watched how everyone smoked it and managed to copy them
without giving away the fact that she had never done it. She really liked the
pot. It made her all tingly and a little sleepy.


    By
the next party, she was accepted as part of the crowd. She was maneuvering back
to her seat from the beer keg (cheaper then bottles), tripped and fell into the
lap of Brad Nelson, a nice and very smart counselor who led the nature hikes.
He leaned over and kissed her. Wendy thought that was pretty nice, so she
kissed him back. They sat and kissed until the beer and pot ran out and it was
time to go.


    They
separated and stood up. Brad suggested that they take different ways back to
the main camp. Wendy thought it was a little odd, but did it anyway. She didn't
see him until later that week. He made sure no one was watching and they walked
up to a very secluded spot.


    He
gave her a kiss and she wanted more. Brad stopped her and told her they were
going down a very dangerous road. He was 19 and she was 15. Nobody could know,
otherwise he would get arrested and put in jail. When the summer was over, he
was going back to Orono, Maine, to go back to school.
There was no chance of them continuing what they started here; they would have
to break it off. He wasn't too sure if he could do it; did she think she could
do it?


    That
sat Wendy back. This was new territory, never travelled. This would require
some thought; a lot of thought. They decided to try it, but they would be very
discrete. At the weekend parties, no more making out, no interacting, they just
plain avoided each other. Each time during the week when they met in the woods,
they went to a different spot. They would smoke pot and make out. He would
massage her back, then her sides and then her breasts. When he massaged her
breasts, Wendy thought that felt very nice. He rubbed the outside of her jeans
between her legs. That also felt nice. When he unbuttoned her jeans and pushed
his hand inside her pants and between her legs, that
felt much better than nice.


    One
day he asked her if she wanted to try acid (LSD). Wendy thought about, and said
yes. A few days later they met again. Brad had two little purple pills. They
each took one with some orange juice and laid back on the blanket. Pretty soon they
were kissing. His hands felt like feathers sliding across her skin, leaving her
skin on fire. Everything that moved seemed like it had a trail attached to it.
And the colors, they were incredibly sharp and bright.


    She
could feel his hand sliding between her legs, where she was all warm and
squishy. Without thinking, she pulled off her shorts (it was too warm for
jeans) and then her panties, so he had complete access to all of her.


    Brad
was a very conscientious lover. They made love for what seemed like three hours
(it was really four). He showed her a number of different positions, oral sex
and how to do anal sex in theory. He didn't care for it, so they didn't do it.
Later that night, after they both went home, Wendy immediately went to her
room. Even though she felt normal in the woods, she realized she was still
under the influence.


    The
next day, her mother suggested birth control pills. She saw the look in Wendy's
eyes and decided that it was now or never. A quick trip to the doctor and Wendy
had her own little pill dispenser.


    The
next time Brad and Wendy got together, they had very spirited sex. Brad had
brought prophylactics, but was thrilled to find out Wendy was now on the pill.
Afterwards, he told her he would be leaving the next weekend. This would be
their last meeting. He didn't tell her earlier, because one person obsessing
was enough. He gave her a pretty little necklace.


    He
told her he really cared for her a lot and that he wanted to tell her some things
she should think about. He told her that sharing beer and getting high was
different than sharing sex. Sharing sex would leave her open to disease,
immature boys/men, give her a possible bad reputation, and expose her to
dangerous situations. Being too drunk or too high could also lead to dangerous
situations. She should be aware of what was going on around her all the time.


    Then
they made love one last time.


 


Back at School


    When
Wendy returned from camp and started her sophomore year, she was pissed. She
had discovered all kinds of cool stuff, but now she had to be careful about who she talked to. As she walked down the hall to her next
class, she walked by Carol, one of the "bad" kids. Carol always wore
black, really short black skirts with black tights. Everything she wore was
conspicuously torn and she wore black makeup. When Wendy passed her, she
smelled like pot. Wendy stopped in her tracks and looked at Carol, causing the
student behind her to run into her.


    At
lunch, she saw Carol sitting outside by herself. She didn't have any friends
either.


    "Hey,"
she said. "Can I sit here?"


    Carol
was suspicious. She knew that Wendy's status was about the same as hers. But,
that look she gave her in the hallway, Carol wondered if she knew. What if she
told someone? She was being paranoid, Carol told herself. Who would Wendy tell?


    "Yeah
sure," she said. "Have a seat."


    Wendy
sat down. What now, she thought. She leaned forward. Might as
well go for broke.


    "You
want to get high after school?" she said. She had some pot left from what
Brad had given her. He had warned her that it was very potent, grown in the
agricultural lab at his college. Most pot would not be as strong.


    Carol
was not expecting that. It had to be a setup to make her look like an ass. She
covertly looked around. No one was scoping them out.


    "Okay,"
she replied, taking a chance.


    After
school, they took Carol's car and went to the County Park over by the insane
asylum. They found a nice quiet place. Wendy handed Carol the film canister
that contained all she had. The bud had long ago dried out and crumbled,
leaving the canister about half full.


    Carol
sniffed it. "It smells funny. You sure it's not dosed?"


    "I
don't think so. This college guy had it. We smoked it all summer," she
said. "He said he got it at school. I believe him."


    "You
went with a college guy this summer?"


    "Yeah,"
she said. She carefully put a tiny pinch in her pipe. "This all you
need."


    "That's
it?" she said, incredulous, then shrugged her shoulders, lit the powder
and inhaled the sweet smoke."


    Wendy
refilled the pipe for herself and did the same. It took about 3 minutes for the
pot to affect them.


    "Wow,"
said Carol, totally not used to anything that strong. "That's some really
good pot."


    "I
need to get some more. I'm almost out."


    "I
don't know where you would get anything like that," Carol said. "That's
the strongest stuff I've ever smoked. I buy all my stuff from Benny Higgins. I
don't think he's ever smoked anything like that."


    Benny
sold most of the pot at the high school. He was a very nice guy, a little
overweight, probably because he was stoned all the time. He was a sophomore
just like them. They went to go see Benny and asked him if he had any different
pot, something a little stronger. He said that he sold the best he could get.
Wendy showed him her film canister, let him smell it, and let him smoke a
pinch.


    "Wow,"
he said. His eyes lit up, as much as they could, anyway. Wendy noticed that
Carol had kind of thing for Benny.


    "Hey
Benny," she said. He looked up at her. "Did you know Carol likes
you?"


    "How
did you know that?" followed by "Why did you say that?" followed
by "I thought we were going to be friends." Followed
by tears of betrayal.


    "You
do like him don't you?" asked Wendy. Carol, crying, nodded.


    "Benny,
you didn't know that Carol likes you?" said Wendy.


    "No,"
he said quietly, unusually focused for as high as he appeared to be. "A
lot of people come to visit, but nobody stays and talks, so it's all just a
jumble after awhile." He looked at Carol. "So you like me."
Carol nodded. "That's cool. I've seen you stop by a few times. You're
pretty cool looking. You want to sit next to me?" Carol nodded and sat
next to him. Benny lightly patted her knee and smiled at her.


    "So
you didn't come here so I could smoke a pinch of your weed, did you? You want
to figure out how I can get you some?" He handed her a bong with his pot.


    "Yeah. You've never had any?"


    Benny
shook his head. "Anybody that I know would want to show it off, you know
what I mean. This stuff is so good, they would want
everyone to know they had it. I would have at least heard about it."


    "How
would we find some then?"


    "I
know of maybe one person, who might just, maybe, if the planets aligned help us
out, maybe. Probably a dead end, though." He handed her the bong again.


    Wendy
nodded. "I got it from a guy I dated this summer. He lives in Maine, so
that won't work. A dead end there too. I know I'm missing something, but I
don't know what it is."


    "Who
did he get it from?" said Carol. Wendy clapped her hands and rushed over
to give Carol a hug.


    "He
said he got it from the agricultural lab at his college."


    "You
don't happen to have a name, do you?" said Benny.


    "We
don't need one. The key is the agricultural lab. Every college has some type of
ag-lab. All we have to do is find a person that's getting a degree in plants
that would know what to do," she said.


    "Gonna
have to think about this," he said. "Would you guys like some pizza?
It's cold. I know I sound like a pig, but I like my pizza cold. It took me a
while find the best, but Romeo and Juliet's is the best cold." Both girls
laughed. They all trooped into the kitchen. It was surprisingly clean. Benny
put the pizza on some plates, pulled a bottle of root beer out of the
refrigerator and got some glasses and they sat at the kitchen table.


    "Benny,
you got parents or anything," asked Carol.


    "Yeah,
but they split. My mom's name is Moonbeam and my dad's name is Earthman. They
are really nice, but they went on a vision quest, looking for the answer to
their lives. Before they went, they showed me how to take care of myself. I was
a basket case for awhile. They left when I was in eighth grade. One day I woke
up and cleaned up the house and decided to look for a job. Who the hell is
going to hire an eighth grade kid and pay him a decent wage," he laughed.


    "I
went to see my dad's friend, Surf. While he was thinking, we smoked some really
righteous weed. I figured I would try selling it at school. You see where that's
gotten me."


    They
were done eating. Benny stood up, "You eat, you wash!" he bellowed
followed by hysterical laughter. They did the dishes and went back to the
living room for some more bongs. Wendy felt mellow, nice and mellow. There was
music playing, she was with people she liked, everything was cool.


    Wendy
was deep in thought, trying to figure out the pot problem when she heard Carol.


    "I
can't."


    Wendy
looked up to see Carol with tears streaming down her face. She looked at Benny.
"What did you do to my friend?"


    "Nothing,
man," he said. "I wouldn't hurt this pretty girl. Carol, please tell
her I didn't hurt you."


    "He
didn't hurt me, Wendy, honest. He asked me if I wanted to go in the back and I
told him I can't," she said. "I want to, really, but I'm a virgin and
I want to stay that way. I don't mind doing the other thing, you know, a
blowjob."


    "That's
okay with me," said Benny. "I like you 'cause you're a nice girl and
I think you'll give a nice blowjob."


    There
was a minute of silence, then they all burst out into
a pot laughing fit.


    "Carol,"
Wendy said seriously. "Can I fuck Benny? I know you like him and I don't
like him in that way. I'm not trying to take him from you, I just haven't
gotten laid since summer, I just don't trust anybody
at school."


    There
was silence, followed by "Oh, Wow," from Benny.


    Carol
looked at her new friend. Wendy wanted to fuck Benny, but she didn't' want to
be Benny's girlfriend. Carol did not want to fuck Benny, but she did want to be
Benny's girlfriend. Benny said he didn't care if Carol didn't fuck him. But Carol
had heard that most guys like to fuck. The decision was on her.


    "Sorry,
Benny, for talking around you," Carol said. "I think this can work,
but we have to follow the rules. Benny, you are going to live the ultimate
dream and you don't get to tell anyone, okay.


    "Who
am I going to tell?"


    "Here
are the Rules:


    For
any sex to happen, all three of us have to be here.


    For
any sex to happen, all three of us have to be in the bed.


    Only
Carol gets to give Benny blowjobs.


    Only
Wendy gets to have sex with Benny.


    If
Benny decides he wants eat pussy, he has to do both of us.


 


    "Is
everyone okay with the rules?"


    "When
do we start?" asked Benny who now had a huge boner.


    "Now!"
said Wendy. "I'm so horny I can't stand it."


    "Wait
a minute," said Carol. "What about your customers? I don't want to be
interrupted."


    "I'm
waiting for a shipment, so everyone is waiting on me. My shipment won't be here
until tomorrow, then I'll be busy non-stop for at
least 3 days."


    Wendy
grabbed him and started dragging him to the back of the house. "Where's
the bedroom," she demanded.


    "First
door on the left," he said. "The one you just passed."


    "Open
the door Carol," she yelled. "We're going in." Carol opened the
door and got out of their way.


    Wendy
dragged Benny into the bedroom and threw him on the bed. She unzipped her pants
and pushed them and her panties all the way down. A few gyrations later, she
stepped out of her pants and shoes. She crossed her arms and pulled her shirt,
including her bra, over her head. She then bent over Benny, undid his belt,
unzipped his pants, reached down and pulled off his shoes, then pulled of his
pants and drawers in one pull.


    Benny
was fixated on her mound. Unlike other girls, she shaved regularly, so it was
nice and smooth. She had tried it on Brad and he was so turned on, that he
barely got insider her before he was coming.


    "Do
you want to touch me," she whispered. She crawled on the bed and gestured
for Carol to join them. Wendy straddled him and moved up so he could touch her.
By the time he cupped her dripping vagina, his penis was as hard as it had ever
been. Wendy reached back, slid back, and sat up, with Benny deeply embedded
inside her. A few up and down movements and she had the first of many orgasms.


    Afterwards,
the three of them lying in a jumble, Carol said, "That looked like
fun."


    Wendy's
reply, "You have no idea."


    Within
a month, every man's fantasy came true for Benny. First the Rules were
adjusted, then they were eliminated. Benny now had to
have an off day every week. No sex. A new rule had to be put in place that
specifically forbade the practice of baiting Benny with wanton displays of
sexuality.


    Also
during this time, the three of them were looking for a person to grow them
their special plants. They finally found a Master's student who looked like a
good candidate. Oddly enough, Sandra was a houseguest at Carol's house while
she attended the university. Since Carol was antisocial as a lifestyle, she
didn't make any attempt to interact with her cousin, who had arrived at the
beginning of the school semester.


    One
day when Carol's parents were still at work, Sandra caught Carol in the front
hall. Carol was going out and Sandra was coming in. Sandra had her pinned in
and Carol was on the verge of a full on verbal assault, when Sandra asked her
if she wanted to get high. Come to find out, it was the dregs of the film
canister, Sandra needed more, and she hoped Carol know where to get some. It
would take a month more before t found out that Sandra was a
Botany major.


    That
triggered a meeting with Wendy, their resident expert. After hearing Wendy's
story and smelling and smoking the little bit she had left, Sandra was in. It
was her final year, and she had a lot of time to devote. It was decided that
the basement would be as good a place to start their venture. They left Sandra
alone to work on baby plants. Most likely it would have gone faster if Sandra
hadn't suffered from the same ailment as Wendy had. Benny had to lay down the
law: each girl got 2 days and he got Sunday to rest. That probably would have
worked out if anyone had thought to actually follow the calendar.


    Sandra
graduated with a Masters Degree in Botany that summer. The first crop was
expected sometime at the end of July. It was of marginal quality. Benny
continued selling what he had been selling and the four of them gave away the
homegrown, to at least make it mean something. The next crop was harvested
about a week later and it wasn't much better than the one before. It was the
next crop that caused Benny to fall over when he tried to get up. He felt no
effects from the bong hit until the exact moment that he tried to stand up. Wendy
and Sandra got to him a split second before Carol. All of them had a bong hit
and were of the same opinion as the pre-stand-up Benny, that this was another
bad batch. Since none of them had yet to feel the post-stand-up effects, they
were all in midair when the effects kicked in. This caused a pile of Benny and
three women, which rapidly degenerated into a pile of naked Benny and three
naked women. They paused for a moment to smoke as many bongs as they possibly
could, and then they did whatever it is that people do when they all are naked,
they are all extremely horny, and they are all very, very high. They decided to
call their first strain Friendly Bud. 


    Oshkosh
is the center city in the Fox River Valley. Appleton is the northern most and
Fond du Lac is the southern most, with Neenah,
Menasha, Little Chute, Kimberly, Combined Locks, and Kaukauna comprising the
rest of the cities. There was no way the four intrepid business partners were
going to be able to supply the whole Fox River Valley. Help was needed.


    Benny
invited some of his business associates to his house for a smoke in. The result
was that Sandra would be paid a large amount of money to set up growing systems
in the other cities.


    Benny
did not want a licensing fee, just a onetime upfront fee, which they gladly
paid. Benny continued to sell to the high school he was supposed to be
attending. Other people were covering the rest of the city. Benny did not want
to be a drug lord or a multi-millionaire; he just wanted to hang out with Carol
and Wendy.


 


High School Graduation



    In
1988, the three of them graduated. They no longer had to pretend that they were
going to school. They could stay home and manage Benny's pot business, which
had graduated from selling personal use quantities to distribution quantities.


    Everything
would have been fine, except a year after graduation, Benny and Carol met a really
cute woman named Enid and a handsome guy named Ralf. They said they were into
swinging. They aggressively pursued Benny and Carol for some serious partner
swapping they said. Both of them made Wendy nervous. She was sure that it wasn't
the coke she did to wake up, the pot she smoked all day, or the sleeping pills she
took to sleep. She noticed that each passing day, the two newcomers learned
more about their operation.


    One
morning she caught Benny in the kitchen getting some orange juice.


    "Hey Benny. I'm thinking of going on vacation. Can you
loan me some money?"


    He
looked at her. He had known her for four years. He had held her as she shook
through orgasms that he had started. She could have no secrets from him.


    "Follow
me. Be very quiet." They walked very quietly to the outdoor garage. "Walk
exactly where I walk, that way you can't be seen." When they were behind
the garage, he reached behind a barrel and pulled out a plastic bag. He gave it
to her. "This is $5,000. There is also a new ID as well as other important
cards. Give me your ID and anything else with your name on it." He took
her ID and dropped it on the ground and burned it with a very small fire. When
he was done, "Walk north through the backyards to the last house. Just past
the last house is a garage, this is the key. Inside there is a car, an old
Plymouth. Take it and go as far away as you can. Carol and I will be
okay."


    "I
love you, sweetheart. You be careful," he said
and gave her a huge hug. Wendy disappeared into the darkness. Benny carefully
retraced his steps into the house. He barely had time to get back into his
chair before Enid came out looking for him. She had on a beautiful camisole
which made her look absolutely hot. Fucking cops, he thought. At least I got
film of her begging me to fuck her in the ass and Carol got film of Ralf taking
a big black dildo up his ass.


 


The Short Arm of the Law


    Two
day later, the Fox River Regional Task Force served a search warrant on Benny's
house. It took his attorney about 10 minutes to get there. In anticipation of
this moment, Benny installed an autodial on the phone. It was a huge
boondoggle. Benny had no big money, only $250 had been confiscated. There was
no huge growing operation, only two plants were confiscated. There were no guns, Benny had no use for guns.


    Almost
from the moment they met Enid and Ralf, Benny and Carol new their days were
numbered. They had managed to ditch them and went straight to a lawyer that Benny
knew: Rising Rain, or Lawrence Baker, as he was now known. After paying
Lawrence, Benny and Carol took their share of the money and hid it. Somehow Lawrence
was able to find out when the warrants would be served. The tape from the
miniature surveillance cameras that Enid and Ralf had planted was removed and
edited. It showed Enid and Ralf inciting Benny and Carol to smoke weed and
coercing them with kinky sex. It showed both Enid and Ralf begging for anal sex.
Wendy did not appear on any of the tapes nor was she mentioned. She was not seen
in any of the exterior surveillance started two weeks before the raid. 


    Because
of the actions of Enid and Ralf, Lawrence Baker, Attorney at Law, was able to
show police malfeasance. All of the charges were dropped, except possession of
the 2 plants. The District Attorney wanted 1 year for each plant. By this time
the DA and the police had so infuriated the judge, the Honorable Robert Gardner,
that he dropped those charges, too. He called the DA and Mr. Baker up to the
bench.


    "Mr.
Baker, I would suggest that your clients be gone from this county by tonight and
out of the state in two days. I would also suggest that no legal action be
taken against any member of the task force. Do I make myself clear?"


    "Yes,
your honor."


    "Mr.
Henderson (the DA) if I hear of any action befalling Mr. Baker's clients, I
will put you, your staff, the chief of police, and his staff in jail for
contempt of court. Do I make myself clear?"


    "Yes,
your honor."


    "You
may return to your places. This court stands adjourned."


    They
walked to where their car was parked. Benny took a quick look underneath.
"Do you need anything from your house," Lawrence asked. They shook
their heads. "You have until tonight to get out of the county and three
days to get out of the state. Good luck. Now get going." They got in their
car, drove away and disappeared.


    When
the Fox River Regional Task Force served their warrants on Benny, they also
arrested all of his associates, including Sandra, listed as their genius
chemist in the warrant. Every single person who was served had been tipped off.
When it was found out that all of the charges against Benny and Carol had been
dropped, every other defense attorney moved to have their clients charges
dropped. That it was all played out in front of the Honorable Robert Gardner,
on the same day, at the same time, was an administrative error.


    They
were all arguing loudly, the attorneys, the DA, and the police. Billy
Washington, the chief of security for the judge, was trying to separate two of
the combatants. Nobody saw the judge come in.


    "What
the FUCK is going on here?" said the Honorable Robert Gardner.


    Billy
Washington had played on the defensive line of the University of Madison Badgers
for five (he was a red shirt freshman) of his five years in college. He didn't
really like school, he just wanted to play football. After
college, the only thing he was qualified for was menial labor, which he
actually didn't mind. He was cleaning the bathroom in the courthouse when the
judge, a keen Badgers fan, found him. The judge got him into the state patrol
police academy. The judge told Billy he needed a bodyguard and that would be
him. He expected him to be in tip top shape all the time. Billy repaid the
favor by shooting dead, with one shot, a man who jumped up on the bench and
tried to kill the judge.


    As
the world became more violent, Billy had one inch steel panels mounted inside
the judge's bench as well as the wood fixtures that the staff sat behind. He
also taught Judge Gardner to shoot the .45 auto that Billy had mounted in a
finger pressure open safe underneath the bench.


    In
all his years as Judge Gardner's security, Billy had never seen him this pissed
off.


 


    Wendy
had no trouble finding the car. On the seat was an envelope.


 


Dear Wendy,


We have a plan. Unfortunately it
means you have to leave. Your split of the cash is at that guy and in that city
I was always talking about. Know that both of us love you very much.


 


    Sobbing,
Wendy almost turned around. When she stopped for gas, she also got a six pack
of beer. She hadn't drank in quite awhile and it made
her feel much better.


    She
followed the trial as she headed west. In a Wal-Mart bathroom somewhere off the
interstate, she cut off all her hair and bought new clothes, jeans with a plaid
shirt. She picked up a paper and found out that all the charges against Benny
and Carol had been dropped. Then they had disappeared.


    She
looked for a job and found out the only job she was qualified for was being a waitress,
but not much else. She got a crappy little apartment and dulled her sorrow with
beer. When she got tired of one town, she would head further west and find a new
town and get another waitress job. Nothing changed, only the scenery. She drank
as much as she could to blot out the pain.


    Eventually,
she ended up in Seattle, WA for no reason she could think of. She found a dingy
studio apartment and planned out her life. She would get a job, save some money
and go to school. The only job she could find was another waitress job in a
little diner in the industrial part of town. They didn't care how she looked, only that she wasn't rude to the customers.


    She
continued to drink beer. She told herself the pain would eventually go away.
Until then, she would drink beer to take the edge off. It took a few weeks
before the beer stopped working. She switched to rum and coke. All her money
except for rent went to keeping the pain away. She was eating at the
restaurant. Even though she was hung over every day, she was still able to
maintain at work.


    One
of the customers, Randy, who ate at the restaurant told her he could make her
feel better. She went over to his house, not too far from the restaurant. He
had her smoke this stuff he called crack. It was amazing, better than any of
the pot she had smoked. He gave her a little to take home.


    The
next day she was back for more. He wanted to know if she had any money to pay
for it. Wendy had already drank away most of her money. A blowjob wasn't too
bad for a small rock. She didn't even wait until she got home. That lasted for
a few days. But when she wanted more, Randy wanted more. Wendy let him use her
body for more crack. He began tying her up. When that wasn't enough, he used
paddles and whips, in the end he used lit cigarettes.
She didn't care, as long as she had enough crack to smoke.


    When
he got tired of her, he gave her to his friends to use. When they got tired of
her, Randy kicked her out. Get some money and you get more crack. She tried to
go back to her apartment, but she had been evicted. Someone else was living
there now. She picked up her first john. He liked to beat women while having
sex. He kicked her out of the car before she could get her money.


    She
ended up somewhere in Pioneer Square, south of downtown. She spent the night
wedged under a building, awake and holding her small knife. She needed crack real
bad. She had begun the withdrawal process. Every day she would eat at the
missions. At night she would hide under the building. She smelled bad, looked
bad, and kept her head down so no one would talk to her.


    Because
of the crack withdrawal, she was hungry all the time. At the missions she would
eat her food as fast as she could so she could hit the dumpsters and look for
fresh restaurant garbage. She couldn't sleep at night, so she started napping
during the day, hanging out with the other street people. One night she found a
dead man in her spot under the building. She searched his pockets, but he didn't
have any money. He did have a bigger knife.


    The
depression was crushing. Sometimes it got so bad, she
just wanted to jump in front of a semi. One day she was sitting on the curb
eating something unrecognizable she had just scored from the garbage. Two women
approached her and asked her if she was sick and tired of being sick and tired.
Wendy looked up. They seemed nice. Didn't they know that she, Wendy, was the
worst kind of person? They were too nice to want to know a person like her.


 


I Don't Have To - 1994


    They
helped her up and told her they had both quit smoking crack. One hadn't smoked it
for 90 days, the other hadn't smoked it for 5 years.
They took her to her first NA meeting. When she disappeared after the meeting,
they found her at the same place and took her again. They did this until Wendy began
going herself. She sat way in the back so people wouldn't have to smell her. It
took everything she had to keep going back to the meetings. After a number of
false starts, she got one week clean.


    Jill,
the woman with 5 years, told her she needed to get some clean clothes. She took
Wendy to her house. Wendy was afraid walk around or to touch anything and just stood
in the front door hallway. A dog came out of nowhere, scaring her. She screamed
and the dog dropped down and rolled on her back. Jill came running in and
scolded the dog, "Digger, Wendy is our guest, you be
nice." This got thumping tail wags from Digger.


    "Let's
get you cleaned up, then we'll have some eats,"
said Jill.


    By
now, Wendy weighed less than 100 pounds. She hadn't completely undressed for
quite a while. When she had her period, she just shoved some napkins down her
panties. Jill who was a big woman, man-handled Wendy out of
her clothes and into the shower. After 5 minutes Wendy was done and
tried to come out. Jill took a look and handed her a loofah and a body brush.
Wendy looked at them and started crying.


    Jill
pointed to the edge of the tub. "Sit," she ordered. Wendy sat and
Jill walked out of the bathroom. A few minutes later she was back wearing a
one-piece swimming suit.


    "Let's
give it another try," she said as she helped Wendy back in the shower.
Jill then scrubbed until Wendy turned pink and the water was clear. She killed
the lice with leftover soap from her own children. Wendy tried to dry herself,
but Jill took that over, too. Jill found some clothes that would fit Wendy.
Once Jill had changed clothes herself, she took Wendy downstairs for some food.
She ate three sandwiches and chips and had two cans of coke. After about 10
minutes, she threw it all up. Jill put her on the couch and let her sleep.


    Gradually,
Wendy trusted the NA women and they began to trust her. They took care of her
as much as they could and took turns helping her: Andrea let her sleep on a cot
in the basement, Katrina let her sleep on the floor
because she didn't have a couch, Bridgette had a couch but Wendy could only
stay two days at a time. As time passed, she gained weight and filled out the
clothes that they gave her. Deanna let her use a studio apartment she had over the
garage, free until she could pay.


    Wendy
asked Jill to be her sponsor; her guide through the NA program. She asked Jill
if it was okay to get a job. Getting a waitress job should be easy. She was
working 8 hours a day with tips; the money wasn't a lot, but she could pay for Deanna's
apartment. Since she worked the breakfast and lunch shift, she could go to
meetings at night. She avoided men, any men, unless Jill said they were okay to
talk to. Life wasn't so bad.


    Then,
she got a year clean; completely off drugs and alcohol. All month, she got to
announce it at the meetings she went to. At her home group, the special meeting
she never missed, they gave her a cake, balloons, and little children's one
year birthday cards. Wendy had found her home.


 


What Year is It?
- 2000    


    She
was over at Jill's house, because it was better than being at her apartment alone.
She was helping clean up the results of a herd of 5 year olds. They were
sitting and talking about the NA Fellowship spaghetti dinner coming up.


    "Holy
shit!" said Wendy. "Seattle. Fucking Seattle."


    "What!?"
said Jill, a little concerned.


    "Benny
always wanted to come to Seattle."


    "Benny
the drug dealer?" she asked. "What does that have to do with
anything?"


    "In
the note that he left in the car, he said he left me some money with a lawyer in
the city he always talked about going to. It's Seattle. He wanted to see the
Space Needle. He was fixated on it. At least when we were
stoned."


    They
both laughed at that.


    "So
who is the lawyer," asked Jill.


    "The
note said I would know." She thought about it. "I'm drawing a
blank."


    That
night the two women went to their usual meeting. Wendy didn't sit in the back
anymore.


    Suddenly
Wendy yelled, "I got it!" then cringed totally embarrassed. Jill
punched her in the arm, "You goof."


    The
chairperson said, "Wendy, would you like to share?" Nice people knew
her name now.


    After
the meeting was over, Jill wanted to know, "What was that all about?"


    "I
know the name of the lawyer. It's Elliot McNabb. He helped someone Benny knew. We
never met him, but Benny's friend said the lawyer was moving to Seattle to
start a practice for low income people. It's because of Elliot McNabb that Benny
got Seattle stuck in his head."


    "Let's
look him up on the computer," said Jill.


    "You
look, I'm scared to."


    "Here
he is. Elliot McNabb, Attorney, it says he specializes in low income clients."
She picked up the phone.


    "What
are you doing?"


    "I'm
making an appointment." She dialed the number and did just that. "It's
this afternoon, I'll go with you."


    


I Am Her


    "How
can I help you Ms. Hillman?"


    She
was really nervous. Jill reached over and held her hand.


    "In
a previous life, I was known as Wendy Sobotka."


    He
looked at her, then nodded his head. He got up and
opened a safe, then pulled out a small stack of envelopes. He sat back down and
sliced the top one open.


    "Could
you please tell me the camp name, the boy's name, and the school
location," he said.


    A
quick memory check, then, "Abrams Summer Camp, Brad," she had to
think about the last one. "Orono, ME."


    He
folded the letter and put it back in the envelope. He handed the stack to her.


    "Thank
you," she said and stood up to go.


    "There
is more," he said.


    He
went in the back and retrieved five different suitcases. "These suitcases
go with the letters. On the outside of the first letter, there are
instructions. There is also the matter of my retainer. I owe you a substantial
sum of unused funds."


    "Thank
you for all you've done. You can keep the balance," said Wendy.


    "Would
you like to know how much it is, before you make your decision?"


    "No,
then I'll want to keep it. Please use it to continue doing what you do."


    "Thank
you very much, Ms. Hillman."


    They
carried the suitcases out to the car. "Where are the keys for the
suitcases?" asked Jill.


    "I
received no instructions concerning keys," he replied. He gave her a
slight bow when they shook hands.


 


    At
Jill's house, Wendy read the letters out loud.


 


The Letters


1989 - I've been told the
suitcases made it to Seattle. This letter will have gone through a three
re-mailing services. By the time you read this we will have been arrested. They
are targeting me and most likely Carol since we were always together. If you
are reading this, we got you out in time.


 


1990 - We've moved five times
since the last letter. Mostly to clean up our back trail.
Carol has been really grumpy lately


I think she's ready to settle
down. I think the next place will be the last. If you've watched the news, you'll
know that the charges against me and Carol were dropped. Everyone else was also
arrested. Evidently, the DA's office succeeded in really pissing off the judge,
because all their charges were dropped, too. When we left the courtroom, we
left the state. We didn't go back to the house. I'm sure you knew that Enid and
Ralf were plants.


 


1991 - We've had a baby girl. The
reason Carol was grumpy was because she was pregnant. We've both stopped
smoking pot. It's not worth the risk. Tried alcohol, that
was awful. We have a little baby girl now. She's beautiful. We named her Little
Wendy after you. Both Carol and I are going back to school. If you want to
write, the enclosed envelope will eventually get to us.


 


1992 - School is hard as fuck,
but we're slogging through it. Little Wendy is doing great.


 


1993 - School has gotten easier.
Little Wendy is walking. We are a normal family. We even have a black lab dog.


 


1994 - Little Wendy is talking.
We've been calling her Little Wendy for so long, she
prefers to be called Little. We both graduated from school. Carol got a 3.9 and
I got a 3.8. We could have done better, but we overdid the credits our last
year so we could graduate early. I know you're wondering. We both have law
degrees and will take the bar exam this summer. Kind of a trip,
isn't it. This is the last letter. We both hope you make it.


 


    The
suitcase keys were in the first envelope. Shaking with dread Wendy opened the
first suitcase. It was filled with Treasury bonds. Ten year Treasury bonds to
be exact. When they were done counting, there was $800k in Treasury bonds.


    Wendy
looked at the all money. She had had gone to hell and back for this money.


    Jill
looked at the money and then at Wendy. "Honey," she said. "You
are now officially a college student. We'll go down to financial aid and find
out what you qualify for. We'll take out the loans and quietly pay them off so
the feds don't see you with a lot of money.


 


What Goes With Pizza? - 2004


    It
was another slow Tuesday night. Charles decided to go to the University Brew
Pub & Pizza for his favorite pie: M&M, multi-meat, onions, and
mushrooms. Cheese if it would fit on. It was in the U-District, only about four
blocks from his apartment. It was a nice fall night (meaning it wasn't raining)
for a walk. He stepped in the door and saw, and heard, that it was all wrong.


    "Hello
Mr. Davis. Tonight is the big playoff game," apologized Walter, the host,
noting Charles' disappointment. "But, we do happen to have a small table
in the corner that we saved, just in case you came in. You can't see the TV's
and it is actually quieter than the rest of the bar."


    "That
sounds really good. I'm in."


    "Can
I get a large M&M started for you?"


    "Yes,
thank you. Can I get a large pitcher of cranberry fizz? I'm really thirsty."


    "Abbie will take you to your table." Walter beckoned
one of the servers.


     Abbie threaded her way over to them. "Hello
Mr. Davis, let me show you to your table."


    The
table was all the way in the back, out of direct view of the rest of the
restaurant. Walter was right, most of the game noise
was not noticeable here. This was a good time to relax and read the news on his
phone.


    Wendy
Hillman opened the door and walked in. Like Charles, she was immediately
disappointed by the noise and the crowd. Walter recognized this as an
opportunity to play matchmaker.


    "I
have one chair," he said. "You will have to share your table with
another person, but it's in a nice quiet corner." He knew Charles wouldn't
mind sharing his table with this reasonably attractive woman.


    "Excuse
me, Charles. Would you mind sharing your table with…"
Charles stood up.


    "Wendy,"
she said. She looked nice. Pretty, shoulder length blond hair, about fortyish.
Very trim figure. But, there was an edge to her.


    "Of course. There's plenty of room." There wasn't,
since the table was horrendously tiny. "Please join me, Wendy."


    Abbie
cruised by.


    "Can
I please have a root beer and a small cheese pizza?" said Wendy.


    "I'm
sorry honey, but the pizza will take almost an hour. The game just started and everybody
wants a large pie."


    Charles
broke in. "If you don't mind an M&M, you can share mine. I got the XL,
so there's plenty," he told Wendy.


    "While
you guys talk it out, I'll get your root beer," said Abbie, as she moved
away.


    "What
is an M&M?" laughed Wendy.


    "Meat,
onions, mushrooms, and cheese if it there's room."


    "What
kind of meat?"


    "A
little of every meat they have."


    "Is
that healthy?"


    "I'm
pretty sure it is. I believe it is specifically listed in the USDA food pyramid,
or whatever they call it these days, as being fine for all age groups except
babies."


    Wendy
laughed, "It sounds like an artery clogger, but
I'll try some."


    She
relaxed. Charles was older, but seemed to be a nice guy.


    "So,
Wendy, what brings you here?"


    "Pizza
and beer, Charles," she deadpanned. "Pizza and
beer."


    "I
see how it's going to be," he said. "I'll try again. What brought you
here?"


    "My
bike," she giggled. Charles laughed and shook his head. Wendy continued, "I
go to school at the UW and I just wanted to have some pizza. I used to go out on
Friday nights for pizza and beer when I was home and I miss it." Now why
did I tell him that, she thought. "Not home so
much, but the pizza. I really miss the pizza. I don't drink anymore, so I don't
miss that. You know instant asshole, just add beer." She laughed again, a
beautiful sound in a bar filled with sports fans.


    "So
what exactly do you do at the UW?"


    "I
just received my Master's degree in Pea-sychology and
am now on my way to getting a PhD in the same thing. I'm a very smart person with
the books. I'm probably going to be working with unemployed psychopaths, which
makes me not so smart. I haven't been feeling very good lately, that's why my usually
gorgeous figure now looks very emaciated.


    Charles
gave her very gorgeous figure (supposedly emaciated) a good look-see. His opinion, "Not too bad. Not too bad at all."        


    That
got a delighted chuckle from her.


    He
looked at her. "Don't they teach you in college that you're supposed to
eat healthy? Isn't pizza the absolute worst food you can eat? I mean, besides
eating lard out of a can."


    "That
would be true only if I sweetened the lard with sugar," she said with a
smile. "It would be bad for me if I had it every day. I only have pizza
about once per month." So there, she wanted to add. "How
about you? What do you do?"


    "I
am the head of Davis Industries. We are a heartless corporation." He
handed her his card. "I am not a burden on society like you college
students."


    Wendy
shook her head. "No wonder you have a pathetic life. You eat by yourself.
At least you did until I came to your rescue. Really, what do you do with your
time?"


    "I
own the University Hotel."


    "Oh."


    With
great timing, Abbie showed up with their pizza.


    Wendy
took a look. "That's a lot of meat on there. I don't know if my heart can
handle it."


    "You're
supposed to be emaciated, remember. You have to get up your strength."


    They
stopped talking and ate. Charles had two pieces and called it quits. "Be
careful. It creeps up on you."


    She
nodded her head. She had watched him and decided that he knew what he was
doing. She could feel the pizza working its magic, filling her with a warm glow
she could get from no other food. "That was yummy."


    As
Abbie zoomed by on her way to another customer, she stopped for a minute to
drop off a box.


    "You've
been here before," Wendy pointed out. Charles nodded in agreement.


    "It
sounds like the game is playing out. We should go before the rush," he
said


    "What's
my cut?" Wendy didn't see a check. Charles waved her off. She tugged on
his sleeve. "Really, how much do I owe you."


    Charles
waved at Walter as they stepped out the door.


    Now
Wendy was nervous. "We didn't pay," she told Charles.


    "I'm
part owner, I don't have to pay."


    "This too! What are you, some kind of slumlord? Wait a
minute that doesn't work. You know what I mean."


    "I
told you, I am the head of a heartless corporation. That does not make me a
slumlord, or whatever."


    "I
suppose I'll cut you some slack, but I'm watching you."


    "How about if you watch me as we walk down to the ship canal.
We can watch the water or the fishes in the fish ladder that is in the water."


    "I'm
really sorry Charles, maybe some other time. I have to get back to my dingy
little apartment and study." It was actually a nice little condo in the
Fremont neighborhood. She could see that he was disappointed. She was sorry, she kind of liked him, and slipped her arm through
his. "Maybe I can stay for a little while longer. I think you should take
me back to your apartment." She brushed her cheek against his shoulder.
Wendy was not real sure what had changed her mind, but it was a little late to
back out now.


    Charles
disentangled her from his side and said, "Let's take your bike with us.
That way you won't have to come down here to get it. There's a place you can
store it in my apartment building."


    "You
say such romantic things."


    They
walked the few blocks to the apartment building.


    "Do
you own this, too," she laughed.


    "Yes,
yes I do."


    "I
should have known."


    They
hung her bike on the rack, climbed the stairs to the fourth, and stepped
through the door. Into a nice homey apartment.


    All
of a sudden Wendy wasn't so sure, too many bad memories, too much pain. Charles
lightly brushed the side of her face and took her in his arms. His lips brushed
hers and traveled up the side of her face. "It's not too late to change
your mind," he whispered.


    "No,"
she murmured. "I have to."


    "Well
then, give me your coat and I'll hang it up."


    He
gave her another hug and a deep kiss. She could feel it inside her core and
responded, kissing him back. "It's been a long time since I… too many
years." After her crack run, she didn't like being around men. Then, when
her body said she probably should, she was afraid of men. When she was finally
ready, she couldn't find a man that interested her.


    He
looked her in the eyes. "It will be okay," he told her. He took her
hand. "Come on, I'm too old to make out on the couch." He led her into
the bedroom. Wendy stood in the doorway and looked around. It was clean and the
bed was made. "Could you turn off the lights?" she asked him.


    He
groped around in the dark until he found her and took her in his arms again. "Trust
me, okay? Take off all of your clothes except your underwear and put them on
the chair in the corner. Then slide under the covers." He could feel her
nod her head.


    He
undressed and got under the covers. A moment later, he could feel her join him.
He reached out and gently pulled her towards him. As he gently slid his palm
down her back, he could feel scars crisscrossing her back. He said nothing, as
he followed the swell of her butt, then cupped his hand around her leg as he
came to the end of his reach. He could feel the hardness, the tone of her body.
Her breathing changed as he lightly stroked her side and back.


    "You
feel very nice," he whispered. She hummed in reply and snuggled tighter
against him.


    "It's
going to take a few minutes for the ED drug to kick in. So, I'll just amuse
myself for a little while." He slid down a well muscled leg, aiming for
her special place.


    "No,
wait a minute," she protested, trying to keep him up with her. Ignoring
her, Charles would have his way.


    As
he slid his way to the foot of the bed, his tongue left a trail on her bare leg.
At her panties, he lightly pulled and Wendy lifted her hips so he could slide
them down her legs. He gently slid his hands between her inner thighs and with
a steady pressure, he pushed up and out, opening her
to him. She was nicely trimmed between her legs. He rested his hands on her
inner thighs as he buried his face there, breathing deeply through his nose,
inhaling the scent of her arousal.


    Charles
took one long lick up her slippery opening, ending on her little nubbin. As he
softly tongued it Wendy half-heartedly tried to push his head away. He sucked her
nub between his lips and flicked her with his tongue.


    Wendy, gasping as he licked, her hands on his head, covering his
ears. Her hand pressure changed, instead of pushing him away, she was
pulling him into her.


    Charles
was ready. Hard ready. He wanted to feel Wendy
vibrating against him, skin on skin. He raised up to
his knees and slipped on a condom. He could sense her disappointment when he
stopped. He leaned down so their heads were side by side. "Are you ready,"
he whispered. She looked into his eyes and nodded her head. "Top
or bottom."


    "Please…"
she gasped." I want you on top." He could see the need in her eyes. As
he moved closer, Wendy opened her legs wider for him.


    "Guide
me in," he whispered in her ear. She slipped her hands between their
bodies and touched his solid hardness and the overpowering heat of him. Her
eyes popped open and she tensed up.


    "That's
all me," Charles quietly reassured her. Wendy trembled as she fit his
member into her opening. Then she put her hands on his butt and pulled. He was
ready for her and eased into her. Her panting filled the room. He bottomed and
laid on her, feeling her spasm around him, squeezing and kneading. She clutched
him to her, legs scissored around his waist, arms wrapped around his shoulder.


    Charles
licked the side of her face. She purred, pushing her sex against him. He
reached back and slid an arm behind each of her knees. A shift of his weight
and he folded each leg up towards her head. When he had her legs parallel with
her body, Charles reached up and gripped each one of her arms at the bicep. She
was now completely open to him, her beautiful woman
parts a perfect saddle for him to push into her.


    He
looked into her eyes as she lay helplessly spread out before him as he eased
completely out of her and pushed back in before she could complain. Gradually,
he increased his rhythm. It was only a few minutes before Wendy shook out her
first orgasm. Her chest and shoulder glowing with sweat as her insides rippled.
Then she was all warm and dreamy, sighing with pleasure as Charles continued
his rhythm. Then the trembling began again, which changed to shaking, which
brought another orgasm, more intense than the one before.


    Charles
pushed down until he was lying full on top of her, his waist a blur with his
rhythm. There was no more delay between her shaking, her lust filled wail
barely contained.


    "It's
time," he panted.


    Wendy's
eyes popped open. She tightened her grip on him, urging him on. He could feel
her humming, rippling with orgasmic glee, louder and stronger as it built in
her. Charles continued his rhythm as he waited for her. Then, it was there. For
Wendy, her body dissolved, her eyes filled with bursts of bright light. Even as
her orgasm washed through her, she could feel Charles tense up. He released her
legs and arms and grabbed her shoulders and pushed all of himself into her,
lifting her off the bed. Wendy frantically wrapped her arms and legs around
him. In that moment, even through all the heat he had been generating inside
her, she could feel gobs of lava spurting inside her, burning into her arousal.
Wendy could feel another climax starting in her fingers and toes. A different type of climax, one that spread through her in a matter
of microseconds and built to an explosion. Followed by
blackness.


    She
awoke snuggly wrapped in Charles' arms. He brushed some loose hair away from
her face. "You're back," he smiled. Wendy hummed with pleasure.


    "That
was very nice," she whispered. "Very nice."
She reached down to touch the part of him that had given her so much pleasure. "It's
still hot." She reached down and squeezed. "And it's still hard."
A look. "You came." 


    Charles
nodded. "It's not going to go down," he nodded again.


    Wendy
slid cheek to cheek with him. "You're going to fuck me with it again, aren't
you?" she whispered in his ear.


    Charles
took her head in his hands. "Not until I've completely tasted you."
He kissed her, exploring her face with his fingers, feeling her whole being
slide against him. They held each other, kissing, being kissed until their
hearts were ready to burst.


    Charles
broke their embrace. He sat on the side of the bed and pulled the condom off. Wendy
realized she still had on her bra, shed it, then snaked up against his back and
put her arms around him. "You know," he said. "This would be a
lot easier if your hands weren't in the way."


    She
pulled up to her knees, her chin on his shoulder.


    "Here."
He gave her a damp rag. "Spermicide. Kill all the
little swimmers." She giggled. He said, "If you would be so kind.
Then I can ravish you some more."


    "In that case." She efficiently wiped him, up, down,
and underneath. "Now what was it you were saying?"


    Charles
quickly put on another condom. When he turned around, she was already on her
back, head on the pillows, an angelic smile on her face. As he crawled towards
her, she drew up her knees and spread her legs.


    "Insert
here," she pointed at her mound.


    Charles
grinned, crawled over her and lowered himself down, easily sliding into the
depths of her. Wendy cooed her pleasure, languidly hugging him to her. His head
was on the pillow next to her. He waited for the heat of his member to take
over.


    Wendy
could feel his heat churning through her. It would all start again very soon. "Was
I too loud?"


    He
laughed. "I think the neighbors could hear you."


    Wendy
blushed. "Could not," she pouted.


    "The
last was for you," he said quietly. "This time it's for me." Her
stomach began to churn. "I'm going to fill you up. More than you've ever
had before. Every time I push into you, you're going to feel like it won't go
in any farther. And there will still be more. I'm going to own you." She
was shaking with anticipation.


    Charles
leaned back on his knees, pulling out of her with a slurp. Wendy wailed with the
emptiness. He rolled her over on her stomach. "Knees,
get on your knees. Keep your face on the bed. Grab your knees. That's a girl,
now spread."


    He
looked over her offering. A perfect view. A perfect target. A shuffle forward and he lodged in her
opening. He had to keep his hands on her, to keep her from pushing back. He molded
his body to her back. Slowly, he pushed into her. Much deeper than when he was
on top. She groaned in delight when he pushed past his previous deep water
mark. This time, the rhythm was slower, going for maximum penetration. At this
angle he could feel her internal muscles dancing, making him sweat with
pleasure. He reached down and squeezed and palmed her breasts, rolling her
nipples between his fingers, eliciting moans of delight. He pulled on her hair,
getting even stronger moans.


    Wendy
reached back and tweaked her nubbin every time he bottomed inside her.
Mini-orgasms rocked through her, with each tweak. She kept tweaking until a
mini merged with a maxi and she was hit with the bright lights again. She shook
her head to clear it and started again.


    "Okay,"
he gasped. "I'm ready. I'm coming with you."


    He
held on to her hips as he switched to deep solid strokes. Wendy could feel
herself pushed forward each time he bottomed. It felt like he was pushing
deeper each time. She gasped on each stroke, the fire in her belly growing and
expanding. He didn't stop, he just kept pushing. She was going to explode. She
turned and looked back at him, locking eyes as her orgasm blew through her, and
him filling her with his lava, even through the condom she could feel it.


    She
collapsed forward with an, "Oof," and laid
there, too tired to move. Charles rolled off, disengaging from her. This caused
a, "Mmm," of disappointment. A quick wipe
with the spermicidal and he spooned into her and pulled her tight against him. Wendy
hugged his arm as they hovered between asleep and awake. She was content to be
wrapped up in him.


    "I
have to go back," she murmured, pushing herself deeper into his arms. She
hummed as she drifted back into her sleepy side. Charles abruptly pulled away
from her. "That's the way it has to be then." He slapped her on the
butt. "Come on gorgeous, we have to get you home."


    She
batted at his hand and tried to drift again. It was too late, the sleep was
gone and she was awake. "I feel like I've been run over," she
muttered to no one in particular.


    "Would
you like to shower?" Charles asked.


    "If
I do that, I'll never get out of here," Wendy replied. "Besides, I
want to smell you on me as long as I can." She turned to him. "You
were absolutely wonderful. Thank you."


    He
wrapped her up in his arms again. "Anything for a nice
lady like you."


    He
watched her dress. "You are beautiful to watch." Wendy blushed
furiously. He finished getting dressed.


    "Why
are you getting dressed?"


    "I'm
going to give you a ride,"


    "I'm
on my bicycle, silly."


    "How
about if I put it in the back of my truck and give you a ride."


    "Oh,
thank you," she said, hugging him to her.


    "Let's
get something to eat before we go," he said, walking over to the
refrigerator, and opening the door. "What kind of goodies do you have,"
as she craned her head to see and wrapped her arms around him.


    Charles
tried to release himself from her arms. No such luck. "I have some
barbecued ribs, light on the sauce, from yesterday."


    "That
sounds really good. Let me go and I'll set the table." He pointed to the
cabinet with the plates. She buzzed around the kitchen getting plates, napkins,
glasses. A short microwave burst later, they were sitting at the table with
ribs and two tall lemonades.


    "I'm
sorry if I'm prying, but was all of that," she blushed, "the result
of your ED drugs?"


    "I
think so. My doctor isn't so sure and sometimes it kind of feels like it starts
before I take the drugs."


    "I'll
bet you have a lot of happy girlfriends," she giggled nervously, why did I say that, she thought.


    "No
not really. Not any girlfriends. You're the first," he said.


    "Oh, my."


    "When
I first found out about my condition, I thought I would go out and conquer
female kind. Become a stud, a great layer of women. What I discovered was that
while my downsides had changed, my upsides had not. I'm still a very picky
person who prefers to be alone. I'm a snob."


    "So
how do you know so much about how well your meds work," she wondered. It
took only a microsecond. "No don't tell me…"


    He
laughed at her discomfort. "Yes, it's true. I jack off. I jack off a lot.
I have a state of the art computer hooked up to a TV, and surround sound. The
only thing I'm missing is a real person to hold. It keeps me focused on my
empire, no girlfriend to maintain."


    "You
are just the oddest man I have ever met," she stood up. "Let's clean
up and get on our way."


    A
quick trip to the bathroom for Wendy, and they were in the hall with Charles
wheeling her bike to the garage. He put it in the bed of the pickup and they
got in.


    "I
see you like BMW's," she kidded him.


    "They're
not mine," he said straight-faced.


    "Ha!
Liar, liar, pants on fire," she retorted.


    The
drive back to Fremont was pleasant, everything outside seemed to have a warm
glow. Wendy asked him more questions about his "condition". As Charles
described his condition, the air in the truck seemed to get heavy. Before he
knew it, Wendy had unzipped her jeans and spread her legs as far as the seat
allowed. "Put your hand on me one last time," she breathed. Keeping his
eyes on the road, Charles slid his hand into her jeans, underneath her striped panties,
and onto her mound. He cupped her sex, all warm and creamy with her arousal.
She held his wrist and with soft moans shuddered through another orgasm,
soaking his hand with her climax. "Oh my gosh,
what am I doing?" she said, but held on to his wrist, keeping him inside
her pants.


    When
they got to the Fremont neighborhood, she finally let go of his arm and zipped
up. She directed him to the condo. Charles parked out front and unloaded the
bike.


    "This
sure doesn't look like student housing."


    "It
doesn't, does it?" she said.


    They
had one last hug. "Can I call you sometime?" she asked. "I'm not
a nympho psycho or anything like that and I don't need a boyfriend, but I
wouldn't mind some company every once in a while."


    "I
would like that," he replied.


    "You're
a sweet guy." She brushed his cheek with her fingertips and walked her
bike to the front door.


 


    "I
was wondering if you'd like to get together tomorrow night," said Wendy
through the phone.


    "You
know, you can't just call me up when you want sex. I'm not that type of a guy,"
he said and laughed. Wendy was horrified that she was that transparent.


    "You
at least have to go out to dinner with me," he continued. "I found a
nice place in Edmonds that's on the water."


 


    "Excuse
me, Kathleen," said Charles. He had just poked his head in the door.
"Can I have a moment of your time?"


    "Do
you want me to come down to your office?" Kathleen stood up.


    "I'll
just come in." He came in, shut the door, closed the blinds and sat down.


    "I'll
come directly to the point. Are you watching me?"


    Kathleen
was shocked he knew so soon. It was Wendy. As much as Charles tried to hide it,
everyone in the hotel knew about the affair. Kathleen had to be sure that she
wasn't dangerous. After that, it became routine, protecting her boss.


    "Yes.
There are no written records."


    He
looked her in the eyes, evaluating, thinking, deciding.


    "Thank
you," he said and walked out of the office.


 


Straight Off a Magazine Cover


    They
started going out regularly. They loved sitting and talking and arguing. He
asked her about all the scars. She told him her history, her firsts, the pot
farm, being a waitress across America, being a crack whore in Seattle, leaving
out only the money. He told her about the hotel, Terrific Toys, and driving
fast cars. They loved playing in the bedroom, and a whole lot of places outside
the bedroom.


    "Wendy,
Saturday night, will that work for you?"


    Charles
had called Friday during the day.


    "Yes,
that will work. What do you have planned?"


    He
ignored her question. "Be at the apartment by noon. Bring a change of
clothes." Followed by dead air. She looked at her
phone, "I hate it when he does that."


    At
noon on Saturday, she was at his apartment. "Please tell me what's going
on," she said. Not a chance, she thought.


    "Please
grab the two bags," was his only response. She figured the other bag had
to have his stuff. She followed him out to the garage.


    "Sorry,
can't tell," he said.


    "Humph,
Wendy no like," she pouted and crossed her arms across her chest.


    They
drove to the Chandler's flagship store in downtown Seattle. Chandler's sold
apparel, from regular priced to very high end. They were a Seattle icon and had
been in business since the Alaska Gold Rush. They had a number of stores in the
Pacific Northwest and recently had made a successful jump to going national.


    They
took the elevator to the top floor. A gentleman in a tailored suit greeted them
as they came off the elevator.


    "Good
afternoon. Do you happen to have an appointment," he asked.


    "Yes, Charles Davis and Wendy Hillman."


    "Welcome
to our store, Mr. Davis, Ms. Hillman. My name is Norman." Wendy gave
Charles a funny look. "If you will please follow me."


    He
took them past the reception desk to an area that was all floor
to ceiling windows. On one side, discretely partitioned off, were all types of
gowns. On the other side, also discretely partitioned off, were the tuxedos.


    "Ms.
Hillman, I will leave you in the capable hands of Patricia. Mr. Davis, will you
follow me please?"


    "Could
we please hold on a minute, I have to explain what's going on to Wendy."


    "Patricia,
Ms. Hillman is finding out right now that she would like wear a nice evening
gown, so she can accompany me to a Formal Dinner, Auction, and Ball for the
Large Dog Rescue Foundation." Patricia nodded. "Excellent, the dinner
starts at 6pm and I would like to leave from here, stop for some light snacks
and go to the ball." he said. He whispered, loud enough for Wendy to hear,
"Could you add some nice undergarments?"


    Patricia
winked at Wendy, "I'll take very good care of her."


    Charles
was sitting facing the window sipping on a fizzy water.
He wore an Armani traditional tuxedo with vest. There was a rustle behind him. "What
do you think?" He turned around and was dazzled by Wendy in a floor length
expensive looking designer gown. It was made of the deepest blue he had ever
seen and the skirt was just sheer enough to see her beautiful legs. "It
cost $20k," she whispered. Her hair was done in a low Chignon bun with
floral hairpins and her face looked like an angel.


    "You
look absolutely gorgeous," he managed to get out.


    "Thank
you." She blushed. "They had a hair stylist and a makeup artist come
in," she whispered. "I have matching shoes and very expensive fancy
underwear." She took his hand by the wrist and pushed it against the
junction of her legs.


    Norman
returned pushing a small cart. "I couldn't help overhearing that you were
going out for a light snack. We would like to provide you with some edibles
before you leave. It will give you an opportunity to enjoy the view."


    It
was a nice fruit, cheese, and cracker selection. They were so engrossed in each
other, that Norman startled them a short time later. "Mr. Davis, if you
and Ms. Hillman wish to make your engagement, I suggest that you should be
leaving soon. If you will give me your keys, I'll have someone bring your car
to the front door."


    Charles
and Wendy stood up. "Before you go, Norman," Charles slipped him a
nice big tip. Charles walked over to where Patricia she was standing and
slipped her a big tip also.


    They
were ready to get on the elevator when both Norman and Patricia reappeared. "I
would be remiss if I did not tell you that you will be getting off on the third
floor. This will give you the opportunity to descend our grand staircase. And
cause quite a stir, if I'm not mistaken. As well as stop traffic three blocks
away. Before you descend, we would like to spritz you up a bit.


    After
a thorough professional cleaning, Charles and Wendy were finally allowed on the
elevator, with Norman and Patricia looking like proud parents. "Are you
ready," he asked her. Wendy gulped and nodded. She lightly placed her hand
on his crooked arm.


    The
elevator reached the third floor and the doors opened. There was a queue of
people ready to get on. They stopped talking and gawked and made way for the
couple. Charles and Wendy walked to the head of the marble staircase and
started their way down. The store got quieter the closer they got to the
bottom. When they got to the main door, there was a store employee with the key
to the M5. Charles tipped him, the young man opened the door for Wendy, Charles
walked around the car, got in, and they were off to the freeway.


    "This
is a little plusher than the pick-up truck," she said. She looked around
at the inside. "Pretty nice for a luxury car."
Charles grinned and pushed the throttle to the floor. The car surged forward
down the entrance ramp, squishing them both back into the seats. By the time
they hit the bottom of the ramp they were doing well over 100mph.


    "Wow,"
was all she said.


    Charles
backed off the throttle until they were at the speed limit or whatever speed
the traffic was going. Forty-five minutes they were off the freeway and heading
for the UpTown hotel. The hotel had valet parking, so Charles pulled up to the
front door. He retrieved his coat from the back seat. There was a package
underneath that he must have missed. The card read: Mr. Davis and Ms. Hillman.
Please enjoy your time at the ball. Norman & Patricia.
He opened it; it was a beautiful shawl that matched Wendy's gown.


    She
had just stepped out of the car. Charles walked up behind her and put the shawl
over her shoulders. Wendy lightly touched his hand and turned around. "Very nice. Where, or should I say when, did you get
this."


    "I
didn't. It was a gift from Chandler's."


    "Stores
give you gifts, too?"


    "It's
the burden of being rich," he said.


    Charles
retrieved his ticket and they walked into the hotel.


    "Excuse
me Mr. Davis. My name is Kevin Rowland, I'm the Night
Manager of the hotel." He handed Charles his business card. "Mr.
Newton, our General Manager sends his regrets. He asked me to tell you that he
would rather be on vacation with Mrs. Newton than greet you." He laughed.
"If there is anything I can do for you while you are here at the hotel,
please call me. If you decide you would like to spend the night, we have a penthouse
suite reserved for you."


    "Thank
you very much, Mr. Rowland."


    "Please
enjoy your stay and Ms. Hillman you look very nice this evening."


    "More
of the rich treatment, I see, and how did he know my name," Wendy laughed.
Charles just shrugged his shoulders.


    They
walked up to the registration desk and got their little sticker name tags and stuck
them on.


    "Excuse
me, Mr. Davis?" A middle age woman walked up to them.


    Wendy
inclined her head. "My, you are a popular guy," she whispered. "I'll
distract her and you run away. I'll meet you at the car." Charles jabbed
her behind her back.


    "That
would be me. How can I help you…"


    "I'm
sorry to bother you, I'm Andrea Madison. I'm the director of the Large Dog
Rescue Foundation. I just wanted to meet you because when the hotel people saw
your name on the guest list, they just about wet their pants. I noticed that
the Night Manager stopped to speak to you and I've never even met him. On the
plus side, you're not nearly as stuffy as I pictured you to be. You two look
like you're straight out of a magazine."


    "Thank
you. Please allow me to introduce my friend, the very attractive Ms. Wendy Hillman."
Wendy lit up her face with a huge smile and a very pleasant, "It's nice to
meet you."


    Andrea
looked at the two of them, resplendent in their new clothes, "I can see you
two are going to be trouble. I can't put my finger on it, but I am going to make
sure to keep my eyes on you." She laughed huge and was still laughing as
she walked away.


    One
of the volunteers came up to them. "Would you like me to show you where
you are sitting?" She looked at the tickets, trying hard not to stare at Wendy.
"You're about in the middle. Please follow me."


    As
they walked to their table, the volume in the room lowered just a little as everyone
tried to get a look at Charles and Wendy, mostly at Wendy. The volunteer took
them to a table that was about in the middle of the room. There were already
people sitting at the table, so Charles introduced Wendy and himself. The food
was okay and the conversation was pleasant.


    "Ladies
and gentlemen, if you would please take out your paddles, we can begin the
auction," said the auctioneer. "We will begin with the traditional
first item, a continual favorite. Who would like to bid on Lot 1, The Cleaning of
the Kennels? Lot 1 comes with lunch and rubber boots." There was general
laughter throughout the room. There was a total of 100 items. Traditionally, while
helping clean the kennels generally didn't do well, it
was kept to get the auction started. It usually brought in $50, with the winner
paying but defaulting on the cleaning part. This year the final lot, Lot 100
was six days on the island of Maui, airfare included.


    Someone
bid $10 for Lot 1, The Cleaning of the Kennels.


    "Do
we have any other bids for this item?"


    "$50." Charles waved his paddle.


    "We
have a bid of $50. Do we have a bid of $100. I see a
bid of $100."


    What
the heck! Thought Charles, as he bid, "$200."


    That
got everyone's attention, since it had never gone for more than $50.


    "I
have a bid of $200. Do I have any other bids," said the auctioneer. "I
see a bid of $300. Back to you sir."


    Now
Charles was just annoyed. He decided just to get this over with, "$1000."


    "$2000,"
said the auctioneer. He looked at Charles.


    Charles
shook his head and laughed. "In for a penny, in for a pound," he
said. "$5000." The banquet hall had gone
completely quiet.


    "I
have a bid of $5000," intoned the auctioneer. He looked towards Charles'
part of the room. "Madame, would you like to bid?"


    Charles
looked around to see who was bidding against him. While he couldn't see
anybody, he caught a bit of movement out of the corner of his eye. He circled
around to see who it was. It was a young woman in a deep, blue dress.


    "You…"
he accused then laughed. "Shilled by my date."


    "You
were so serious," she said, giggling. "Someone had to keep you in
check." She gave him her 'you can't do anything to me' smile.


    The
auctioneer had a big smile on his face.


    Charles
stood up and looked around. He spread his arms wide and addressed the room. "Ladies
and gentlemen, it appears that I have been pranked by my date. With your help I
would like to turn the tables on her. My name is Charles and may I introduce my
date, the very lovely Wendy."


    Still
laughing Wendy stood up next to him. The crowd started a rhythmic clapping.


    "Ladies
and gentlemen, I will bid $10,000 if the very lovely Wendy will accompany me to
clean poo out of the kennels at the Large Dog Rescue Foundation."


    The
crown started clapping louder and cheering.


    "I
would be honored to come with you to the Large Dog Rescue Foundation and clean
poo out of their kennels."


    She
turned and gave him a light kiss on the cheek. The crowd went wild, clapping
and cheering and pounding the tables.


    "Sold
to the gentleman for $10,000," said the
auctioneer. "I would say Mr. Davis got a very good deal, indeed." Which caused even more laughter and Wendy to blush.


    "Didn't
I say that I needed to keep my eye on you two?" It was Andrea Madison. "I'm
here to make sure that you are actually going to pay, as in right now, for the
item that you just won. Will that be cash, check, or charge?"


 


    The
auction was going fast and furious, the crowd busting into applause and cheers
for each winner. Charles excused himself to go to the bathroom. Wendy stood up
also. "I don't trust you," she said.


    They
tried to get out as quickly and as unobtrusively as possible. It seemed each
step they took; another person stopped them to say hi or simply to acknowledge
the cute couple who were so very entertaining.


    Once
out of the banquet room, they walked arm in arm to the front desk.


    "Good
evening, Mr. Davis," said the woman behind the desk. "How may I be of
service?"


    "Is
there still a room available?"


    "Of course. We have a very nice penthouse suite on the
tenth floor reserved for you."


    "That
sounds nice. Here is my valet ticket, please have my car moved to the garage. Please
have the two soft bags in the trunk brought up to my room." The young
woman nodded. "Now, could you please direct us to your restaurant."


    The
young woman did just that and a few moments later they entered a nicely lit
atrium. There was a little bistro eatery, so they made their way over to it.
Before they could find a table, Andrea Madison waved them over to join her.
Sitting with her was a very unhappy looking woman wearing a feminine cut
tuxedo.


    Andrea
introduced her as they sat down, "This is my partner, Donna Holman, who
doesn't want to come in, doesn't like her tux, and who is generally unhappy
with the world." She laughed at her grumpy partner. "No matter how
grumpy you are, you are still the most special person in my world."


    "Excuse
me, Mr. Davis," a server had appeared with a pitcher and a glass. "We
had this made special for you. Compliments of the house.
What can I get for you ladies?"


    They
told him what they wanted and she whisked away to get it.


    "What
is it with you? They barely looked at us when we came in. We've been sitting
here for hours trying to get some service."


    "That
sounds like an exaggeration if I ever heard one," laughed Wendy. "You
obviously haven't heard about the very elusive Charles Davis, who is obscenely wealthy.
Everyone wants to do his bidding. A very handsome and well dressed man, who
reels you in the moment you meet him." She laughed again, so infectious,
that the others joined in.


    "So
Charles, I'm dying to know," said Don. "What is that you're
drinking?"


    "It's
a raspberry fizz. Fifty-fifty concentrated raspberry juice
and sparkling water, no alcohol. Not too sweet and a
very nice thirst quencher."


    "How
did they know that's what you wanted?"


    "I
did a favor for the owner of the hotel. He must have seen me drinking it."


    "Don't
you believe him," broke in Wendy with a grin. "Charles owns the
University Hotel and those hotel owners are conspiring to take over the
world."


    Donna
shook her head, she was smiling. "Andrea was right. You two are cuckoo.
She told me about the bidding war to clean poo."


    Wendy
bounced enthusiastically, "Isn't that just too cool. We're going to do it,
too."


    "Hey,"
said Charles. "If you had won, how would you have paid?"


    "I
would never have won. Besides, if I did, you would have paid for it," she
batted her eyes, "because you're my sugar daddy." More peals of
laughter.


    "On
that note," Andrea looked at her watch, "It's time to go do some
dancing. Come on, Donna. You can't hide from the world forever." They all
got up and walked towards the banquet room.


    Before
they actually played, the band had dance lessons so that everybody could enjoy
themselves. While Charles was pretty okay at dancing the old stuff, Wendy had
never done it before. Amid much horseplay, she finally got a good grasp of it.
How hard could it be? The band wasn't too loud and kept everyone dancing.


 


A Different Hotel


    It
was after midnight when Charles and Wendy finally made their way up to the
suite. On the table was a nice fruit platter and a
small card 'cheese in refrigerator', also in the refrigerator was a variety of
beverages, none of it alcohol. In the bedroom, two bags were laid out for their
formal attire.


    The
suite had floor to ceiling windows with a nice view of the city of Everett. Wendy
vanished into the bedroom and closed the door. Charles popped a fizzy water and turned down the lights. He hung up his
jacket and vest and took off his tie. The suite had
two couches, one that was part of the living room circle and one that faced the
window. He sat down and looked out at the city.


    He
heard the door open and resisted the urge to look. Framed by the city lights Wendy
walked towards him, barefoot. She was wearing lace boy shorts panties that
accentuated her beautiful legs and a lacey negligee that gave shape to her
breasts, accentuating her nice cleavage. The matching lingerie was the same
color as her evening gown.


    She
glided over to him and slowly pirouetted to give him a full view of her body. Then
she languidly eased onto his lap, her back against his chest, her legs on the
outside his legs.


    "Well
Mr. Davis," she breathed. "How does it feel to have a half-naked
woman sitting on your lap?"


    In
response, Charles lightly blew on her neck as he traced circles on her nipples
through her bra. He then kissed her lightly.


    Wendy
tried to push his hand down to her legs. He resisted and rested his hand on her
thigh.


    "Are
you going to make me suffer?" she whispered in anticipation.


    "Yes."


    "I
want to feel your hands on me," she whispered as she leaned back.


    He
lightly brushed her stomach with his fingertips as he brought up both hands to
cup her negligee encased breasts. He tweaked her nipples through the soft
material, eliciting soft moans. All the while, he kissed and tongued and
nibbled on the hollow of her neck.


    He
massaged her breasts, stopping frequently to tweak her nipples, or to palm them
flat against her chest. Her heavy breathing changed to quiet rhythmic moans. He
finally slid his hands down her sides to her thighs. As soon as he touched the
tops of her legs, she spread them as wide as she could, giving him complete
access. Charles slid his hands down the silken skin of her inner thighs, ending
up next to the damp gusset of her panties.


    Deliberately,
he slid his hand outside her panties, over the top of her mons, and into her
damp heat. He brought his free arm up and encircled her breasts, so he could
lightly scrape her nipples. Through the cloth of her panties, he traced the
outline of her lips, all puffy and slick.


    Wendy
reached behind her, trying to find the part of him she wanted, needed. The part that would make her feel even better than she felt now.
She could feel the heat through his pants. She struggled to unzip him and then
it was in her hands, hard and hot, and ready for her.


    "Now?"
she asked plaintively. "Now?"


    Without
answering, Charles stood up, holding her tight to him. He moved his hand from
the front to the back, underneath her bottom and between her legs, so he could
play in her increasing wetness. He manhandled her to the giant window.


    "Put
your palms against the window," he whispered. She put her hands up, and
then turned her head towards him. He kissed her lightly.


    "Walk
you feet back and spread them wide," he whispered. "Now lift your
butt up." She did and was now completely open to him. He quickly rolled on
a condom.


    "When we make love, not a sound. Every time I hear you,
I'll pull out. Do you understand?" Wendy nodded her head, panting with
desire.


    "Please
put it in me now," she whispered.


    Charles
stepped completely between her legs, pulled her panties to one side and slid in
easily, coming to rest completely inside. He could hear her fighting a scream.
He pulled completely out and slid back in.


    "No
fair," she panted, as he did it again; completely out and back in. This time
he added a little push right at the end.


    There
was another muffled groan as she pushed against him.


    Charles
picked up the pace a little and continued to add the little nudge at the end.
He could feel her heating up, quivering with an impending orgasm. He pulled
out.


    "Nooo," she wailed. "I was good. Please, I was so
close, please let me come."


    Charles
leaned over her back, "Shh, my darling, shh," he crooned to her. "I'm just making you
suffer a little. You'll be fine."


    "Please
let me come," she whimpered.


    "Yes,"
as he pushed back in, lifting her up on her toes. A powerful rhythm began,
pulling out and pushing in, pushing her up on her toes. Wendy was shaking and
making loud, gasping noises as she got closer.


    Charles
himself couldn't take it much more either. The image of Wendy braced against
the window as he was having her from behind was more than he could handle.


    "Now!" He grabbed her around the waist and pushed
forward and up, impaling her, lifting her completely off the ground. As Charles
pushed, Wendy lost her balance and ended up with her cheek pressed against the
window. She used her hand to keep from bouncing off the glass. Her other hand
dropped down to her clitoris and gave it a quick rub as she exploded in a
humming flood of orgasmic lights. They simultaneously lost control of their
muscles and slid to the ground, a pile of orgasmic bliss.


    "Wow.
If we could somehow bottle that and sell it, we'd make millions," he mumbled
weakly. He straightened out his legs and lay on his back. Wendy rearranged
herself and crawled on top of him. She looked into his eyes.


    "You
still have all our clothes on," she said. "You are an evil, evil
man."


    "Me!? You were the one who came out of the bedroom
wearing that lingerie and inflaming me with desire for your unbelievably hot
body." He cupped butt cheeks with both hands. "Your body that feels
so amazingly good," he said.


    "It
feels pretty good from here, too," she breathed. She regained her senses
and reached behind her to bat his hands away. "Stop that. Anymore will be in the bedroom, on a bed." Her face was
inches from his. He grabbed her and kissed deeply. They lay kissing for a few
moments or an hour.


    "Come
on," she said finally. "We should eat something. You get to have a
late night snack with a partially naked woman."


    They
got up and put a snack together. An overstuffed chair was turned so it faced
the window. Charles sat down and got comfortable. When he was ready, Wendy half
sat, half laid across his lap.


    "This
is nice," said Charles, munching on some fruit Wendy had put in his mouth.


    "Mmm,"
was her only response, as he fed her some slivers of cheese.


    There
was something highly erotic about being dressed and feeding a half naked woman lying
across his lap. Before he knew it, Charles was lightly rubbing the gusset of
her panties with his finger tips.


    Wendy
snaked her arms around his neck and kissed his face and then him. "Now you've
gone and done it," she whispered in his ear. "I'm all wet and tingly
down there. Since it's your fault, you're going to have to do something about
it. Now."


    He
stood up with her in his arms and walked to the bedroom. "As much as I
like your lingerie, I'm going to slowly remove it so I can see you naked."


    Once
in the bedroom, he laid her gently on the bed. "Since I have to ravish
you, you have to take off my clothes."


    She
eagerly undid his belt.


    A
week later they were happily cleaning poo at the Large Dog Rescue Foundation,
fulfilling the requirements of Auction Lot 1, The Cleaning of the Kennels.


    


    The
end of the semester and graduation was quickly approaching. In a week, the
college grounds would again be empty. They had talked about what she would do,
now that she had her degrees and was all smart.


    "Can
I ask you a question," she said. "How do you handle all that money
that you have?"


    He
could see this was more than her teasing. "I don't have that much,"
he said. She was going to say something, but he interrupted. "Most of my
money is in my assets, the stuff I own. I have some money in the bank, but the
amount is fluid. I didn't answer your question, did I?"


    "No."
She thought for a minute. "I have a lot of money. It's about $700K in
T-Bills. I don't know what to do with it."


    "You
can give it away, in a lump sum or in small amounts. Even though giving it away
will make you feel really good, eventually the money will be gone. You can
invest in the next big thing and make a lot of money. Unfortunately, you have
to know what the next big thing is. Some people invest in so many things, that
they inevitably invest in the right one. You can buy stuff or toys. You can use
it to live on, or you can supplement your income with it. Live a regular life,
with a regular job, and use the money to make your life a little more
comfortable. You can invest in other businesses and as they grow, your money
will grow with them." Charles told her about the businesses he owned and
about the businesses he had invested in. He told her that it would be rough at
the start. The amount she could invest in any business would be small. If it
was a small business, there was an opportunity to do well, but not great.
"Does that help you more? One other thing, I have read all of the NA
literature that you gave me. I know it specifically says not to make what you
call a 'geographic'. I would still suggest that you move someplace far away
from here. Then, you can start your life over in a place that holds no past
history for you. Go so far away that you can't see Seattle on the map. You
yourself told me that the fellowship is everywhere."


    "What
about us," she asked.


    "If
we stay together, I will hold you back. You will never see what you can
achieve, because you will always be associated with me. It will give you a
business edge that is not, strictly speaking, yours. If you leave here, you
will start your own life, with all the promise you had before you drank that
first can of beer."


    "That
truly sucks," she said. "That is almost exactly what Jill said. You
didn't call her did you?"


    Charles
hugged her.


    "I
have to go and study some more. I have two finals left. We're not done with
this conversation."


    


    "Hello
Wendy, would you like to go out to dinner one last time?" They had finally
finished talking about ending. It was inevitable; they were so different in
goals and age. Staying together would eventually be difficult. There was still
time to be friends. She had found a job in New Hampshire and was moving in a
few days.


    "I
would like that very much." She had been feeling morose about the looming
ending. Anything to get out of the apartment.


    "I'll
be there in a few minutes," he said.


    After
Charles picked her up, he drove to his apartment. They didn't talk, but their
hands lightly touched during the drive. When they got out of the car, Charles
didn't take her into the apartment building. He said, "I'd like to take
you someplace special for dinner."


    "That
sounds like fun," she said, sliding her arm through his, her good humor
returning.


    They
walked down the Avenue to the University Brew Pub and Pizza.


    She
smiled broadly as he opened the door. "I like your definition of a special
place," she remarked.


    "Hello
Mr. Davis. How are you today?" said the greeter.


    "Very good. Could we possibly sit at that very small
table in the corner?" They were quickly seated and given menus.


    "What would you like, Wendy?"


    She
grinned at him, "I think an M&M sounds real good; my arteries need
some good clogging. A root beer, of course, and a pitcher of raspberry fizz."


    After
their food arrived, it was followed by a pleasant dinner and pleasant
conversation. After dinner, they were standing outside.


    "So
Wendy, would you like to walk down to the ship canal with me? We can watch the
boats or the fishes?"


    "I
have so heard that line before. Is that your best pickup line? I'm not that
kind of girl you know, so we should just go back to your apartment and
entertain ourselves there. I might even let you see my special girl parts, if
you're lucky." She laughed and held on to his arm with both her hands.


 


    They
were laying on the bed, snuggled under a fluffy
comforter. After their arrival at his apartment, they had gone from the door to
the bed at mach 5. After sex, sex, and more sex, they were relaxing. Ostensibly, working on getting enough energy for round two.


    "I
have something for you," he said.


    "You
do?" She propped herself up on an elbow.


    "Two things actually. This one will always be a special
memory." He handed her a wrapped package. Wendy was not a very patient
gift recipient and tore the wrappings off in 3 big rips. It was a framed,
8.5x11, of her and Charles at the auction, stunning in the blue gown and tux.
They were standing together and were both laughing.


    Wendy's
eyes filled with tears. She touched the picture, remembering, crying and laughing
at the special moment.


    Charles
touched her face and pointed behind him. She looked up and hanging on the wall
was the same picture.


    "I
was hoping you wouldn't see it when we came in. I guess we were too busy."


    She
wiped her eyes. "This is so cool. I had so much fun with you that day."


    He
handed her a thin oblong box. "This is from my heart. A memory of the
short time we spent together."


    This
package took only a single rip. It was the NA symbol in gold hung on a woven
gold chain. Charles took it out of the box and hung the pendant around her
neck. ”You are incredibly special to me," he said. She was crying again.


    "I
have something for you too," she sniffled. She got up and retrieved it
from her pants. "I didn't have time to wrap it." She held it cupped
in her hands. She slowly brought her hands up to his face. When she was close
enough, her hands slowly opened like a flower and revealed a little gold
bicycle set in a piece of marble. "This is how I met you and this is how I
came to see you every time we were together."


    Charles
picked it up. "This is beautiful." He was crying, too.


    They
lay in each other's arms until they fell asleep. They woke up in the middle of
the night and made soft, sleepy love. In the morning they made love one last
time. When Wendy was taking her shower, Charles joined her. It was decided that
maybe this time would be the last time.


    All
their physical exertions made for big appetites. With much touching, stroking,
and gasping, a huge breakfast was made and the two of them sat down to eat it.
There was very little talking and a lot of eating.


    After
they were done and the dishes put away, they relaxed, putting off the final
moment for a little while longer.


    "So
you're still planning to drive that awful Toyota. Are you even sure it will
make it?"


    "It
will make it. Stop worrying. I've driven worse."


    "This
is a going away present. I want you to be safe on the road." He handed her
a key ring. A BMW logo was on the fob.


    "Oh
my gosh." She ran to the window. There it was
parked, a beautiful shiny silver color.


    She
hopped in his lap and rained kisses on his face. This time would be the last
time. Then it was time for lunch.


    After
lunch, all of her stuff from the Toyota was packed in the BMW. She drove the
car around for a while, getting used to how it drove. Dinner was at the little
restaurant in Edmonds.


    Desert
was back at the apartment. A trail of clothes leading to the
bedroom.


    By
the time they were done, it was dark. Since night time is not considered a very
good time to start a trip, Wendy decided to stay until morning. There were more
last times until breakfast. Then it was time to go. Charles walked her down to
the car. They kissed one last time and she was gone. New Hampshire. From one side of the country to the other.


 


A Letter


2006 - I hope this makes it to
you. It's been so many years. I lived in hell for a long time after I saw you
last. I finally got clean in 1998. I got your package in 2000. Thank you very
much. I went to school and have a PhD in Social Work. I am now moving to a
different state to start a real job. Someday, I hope we get to see each other
and I get to meet Little Wendy. I miss you both so much.


 


 


New Hampshire College


Founded: 1750


Location: Northwood, New
Hampshire


Coeducational since 1970


Degree Awarded: Bachelor of Arts


Mascot: Wolverine


President: Edward Bradford '70


Student population: 1800


Faculty (full-time equivalent):
190


Student-to-faculty ratio: 9:1


Number of majors: 40+


Faculty with Ph.D. or the highest
degree in their field: 99%


 


    Wendy
pulled into the main parking lot of the New Hampshire College, a small liberal
arts school. It was close to 5pm on a Friday, so she hustled into the
administration building.


    "Hello,
I'm Wendy Hillman, I'm supposed to let you know when I
get here."


    The
older mom-looking woman behind the desk looked up at her. "Professor
Hillman, I'm Gladys, the administrative secretary. We were all wondering when
you'd get here. Did you have a nice flight?"


    "I
drove."


    "All the way from Seattle? That must have been
fun."


    "It
was. Everything except the last 100 miles. By then I
just wanted it to be over."


    "Isn't
that the way it always is?" Gladys laughed. "We have a small
apartment for you to use until you can find a place of your own. It's yours for
one month, but no one is going to complain if you have to stay there longer."


    


    School
wasn't scheduled to start for another week, so Wendy decided on a road trip to
Manchester, the state capital. She got a nice hotel room and got set to do some
serious exploring of the city. She found a cool NA meeting and made some nice
friends. She was just lying on the bed, taking a break, when she saw the phone
book. She paged through it until she got to attorneys. Nothing special until
she saw: Friendly Attorneys at Law. Friendly was the name of their first
strain. Her chest got tight, her palms got sweaty. There was no sleep that
night, just tossing and turning.


    She
drove by the office at least 3 times before she stopped. She finally convinced
herself to go in. There was no one inside. She turned to rush out.


    "Hi,
can I help you?" It was nicely dressed young woman.


    "Patricia,
can I get you… "Carol dropped her papers. "Oh
my, God," followed by "Benny, get in here," followed by another
"Oh my, God." And then they were hugging 17 long years away. Benny
came running into the front room. By the time he made it to hug two of the most
important women in his life, he could no longer see.


    They
were sitting in the conference room eating lunch salads. Updating
each other on their lives. Benny and Carol had 15 years clean each.
Wendy had 8 years. Little Wendy was 15 years old. Benny and Carol talked a
little about moving from place to place and Wendy talked a little about the bad
years. They looked at each other, they were all old. This was cause for more
loud laughter.


 


    They
stepped through the door and a beautiful blonde teenager walked out from a side
room. "It's about time you guys got home," she scolded her parents.
"I made dinner, my favorite, pizza." She noticed her parents had
brought a guest and before they could say anything.


    "Hi,
I'm Little Wendy. I used to be called Little, but my
parents say I have to be Wendy now." She put out her hand. "What's
your name?" she asked.


    It
took every part of Wendy's being to keep from grabbing this young woman and
hugging her, her goddaughter, the daughter of her oldest and most special
friends.


    She
took the young woman's hand and said, "Hi Little Wendy, my name is also
Wendy." Little Wendy took it at face value until she turned and saw her
parents crying. Then she looked at the other Wendy, who had not let go of her
hand. Tears were running down her face, too.


    "Are
you my Wendy," Little Wendy asked softly. Big Wendy nodded her head. 


    Little
Wendy screamed, followed by a "That is so cool," followed by her
slamming into Big Wendy and hugging her tightly, followed by another scream and
a fit of jumping up and down.


 


    The
house was quiet and the three adults were sitting in the living.


    "How
come Little Wendy looks like me?" asked Wendy.


    "We
were kind of hoping you wouldn't notice," laughed Benny to accompanying
laughs from the two women. "She had dark hair for the first year. Then it
started to lighten up. Then, it seemed like overnight her hair turned your
color blonde. One day I was watching Little while
Carol was at class. She was on a blanket and when the sunlight hit her just
right, she looked exactly like you. I told Carol."


    "I
told him that Little had been like that for at least
three or four months," said Carol.


    "That
still doesn't explain why she looks like me. Isn't that genetically impossible?
It might work if it was two guys and one girl. Then one of the men would be the
real father."


    "Remember,
Sandra said the pot she was growing, of which we were smoking copious
quantities, was genetically engineered. Something no one had done before. We
were smoking the test batches, stuff she didn't know exactly what it was. We
had some stashed and I'm sure that we smoked a bunch when Little Wendy was
conceived," said Denny.


    Carol
spoke, "During that time, I missed you terribly every day. It was an ache
in my heart that would not go away. I could see that it was affecting Denny,
too. I thought that maybe having a Little Wendy would bring you back to us. If not in person, then at least in spirit. After Little
Wendy was born we quit everything. Right after that we both started getting a
little weird, so we figured we needed help. A counselor suggested NA and that's
what we've done ever since."


    Even
though the first night in their house could have been awkward, Benny told her
that the master bedroom had a nanny's room with a connecting door. She could
sleep in that room. He didn't say anything else about the sleeping
arrangements. Wendy put on her nightgown and got ready for bed in the hall
bathroom. After saying goodnight to everyone, she went to bed and fell right
asleep.


 


    Wendy
took Little out and about, so Carol and Denny could
have some alone time. They were hanging out at the Mall, which evidently
occupied a large block of Little's weekend. She would point out all the cute
boys, her girlfriends would come and hang out and point out all the cute boys,
and sometimes they would just sit and talk.


    "Wendy,
are you a drug addict?" Little asked. Wendy
almost spit her coffee on a baby carriage that was going by.


    "Not
anymore. As you know, both your mom and dad stopped smoking pot before me, a
long time ago. While smoking pot and drinking is not a bad thing for everyone,
for the three of us it was, so we all had to quit."


    "If
it's so bad, why did you wait so long before you quit."


    "I
thought I needed the drugs and alcohol to feel normal. After it stopped working,
I switched to crack cocaine. When I started smoking that, I would do anything
for it. I sold my body for crack. I let men abuse me so I could get more crack.
They would do unspeakable things to me. I didn't care, as long as I could get
more crack. I was living on the streets, sleeping in
dumpsters and under buildings. I would eat at the missions and out of garbage
cans.


    One
day, two women came up to me and told me I didn't have to do that anymore. All
I had to do was go to NA meetings. I tried it a bunch of times. One day it
worked and I've been clean ever since. Since I know you're going to ask, I
don't know what it was like for your parents. It's different for
everybody."


    "What
will happen to me if I try pot or beer?" Little asked.


    "You
mean besides getting an almighty whomping from your dad?" they both
laughed. "I don't know. What I've learned is that it's different for
everybody. There is no way to know if you're normal or if you're an addict. I
think if your parents are addicts then it's easier to become one."


    "You're
okay now, aren't you?" Little asked, worried.


    Wendy
looked at her. "Yes sweetie, I'm okay now. I have my PhD. I can work at
any school in the country. I am eligible to work on any research team in my
field. I can even tickle my goddaughter, who has my name, in front of all her
friends." Followed by shrieks of laughter and Little
standing up and stamping her foot, "I hate it when you do that."


    "This
was only the first time," Wendy pointed out.


    "You're
right. Never mind. But I'm watching you.


    "Come
on. Let's get dinner," said Wendy. "It's my turn to cook."


    "Pizza?"


 


    "Professor
Hillman, Dean Bradford will see you now." Wendy was nervous. Dean Bradford
was the Dean of New Hampshire College and had a reputation as a tough professor
and a generally unpleasant person. While all the students tried to figure out
how to get out of his classes, most of them had to have a least one of his
classes to graduate from the college.


    Dean
Bradford was a tall, dignified man with graying hair that made him look much
older than he really was.


    "Professor
Hillman. I would like to welcome you to New Hampshire College." He came
around from behind his desk to shake her hand. His desk was perfectly centered
between two windows which caused a little glare, so he was framed in shadow.


    "Please
have a seat" He went back to sit behind the desk.


    "Professor
Hillman, during your stay at New Hampshire College you will find that we are
very strict with our students about our code of conduct. We also expect our
professors to use the code as a guideline for their own behavior. Keeping that
in mind, please tell me the significance of your necklace."


    Since
Charles had given her the NA necklace, Wendy only took it off when she
showered. She swallowed and said, "I belong to the NA Fellowship. In
another life I was a drug addict and a horrible person. I now have 8 years of
clean time." Well there goes this job, she thought. Oddly, she didn't feel
bad, she had told him the truth.


    Dean
Bradford opened a drawer in his desk and pulled out a mug and set it on his
desk. On it was a triangle, the symbol of AA, the very first 12 step fellowship.
"I myself have 30 years," he said. "It is surprising how many of
us have become 'productive members of society' as your fellowship so quaintly
puts it. It would seem we are everywhere."


    He
stood up. "Professor Hillman, I am very sure you will do very well
here," he said with a slight smile.


    Dean
Bradford's secretary noticed that Professor Hillman was smiling when she left
the Dean's office. That was odd, she thought. Not too many people smiled when
they left Dean Bradford's office.


 


    Even
after two weeks, Wendy was still harried getting to class. She stopped in the
Student Union to get a latte, a habit she picked up in Seattle and was unwilling
to break. She zoomed out the only to run into Dean Bradford.


    "Good
morning Professor Hillman. Nice day, isn't it (it was pouring). I see you have
forgotten your umbrella (probably somewhere in the Student Union). Please allow
me to escort you to your building."


    "Thank
you Dean Bradford," said Wendy hopelessly juggling her books and her
coffee.


    "How
are your students this semester?"


    "I
didn't think they would all be, well, retarded."


    "We
call it educationally challenged, my dear," he said with a smile. "I
would suggest changing the timbre of your voice during your lectures, maybe
adding some short breaks in you speech pattern. If that doesn't work, you can
always shoot one. I'm sure that will get their attention. Here's your building.
Good luck." He headed off towards his building.


    The
next day, Wendy timed it. She hoped she would run into the Dean again. She
needn't have worried, there he was. It looked suspiciously like was waiting for
her.


    "Good
morning Professor Hillman. I see you survived yet another day among the
unlearned. You know, without us the whole fabric of society would come crashing
down," he laughed.


    "I
tried modulating my voice like you suggested. Even though I was seriously tempted,
I didn't have to shoot one of my students."


    "That
is unfortunate. Oh well, they will eventually graduate. If not from here, then
from some cut rate institution. Then other students will come and replace them,"
more laughter.


    "Here
we are again Professor Hillman. I hope to see you again tomorrow."


    Everyday,
rain (Wendy found her umbrella) or shine or snow, Wendy and Dean Bradford
walked to their first class together. On some days, Professor Margaret Bradford
("Call me Margaret, dear") Dean Bradford's wife would join them.


 


    At
the beginning of every semester, Dean Bradford and Professor Bradford would
host a friendly get-acquainted gathering for the new employees at the Dean's
Residence. Wendy had been at the college for awhile now and she was bored. She
had finished her last book (a torrid romance), there were no papers to grade,
and she hated watching TV. It was time to go out and cause trouble. She remembered
that today was the day for another get-acquainted gathering at the Dean's
Residence. She put on some nice clothes and headed over there to see if there
was anyone worth annoying. At a bare minimum she could score some free food and
maybe an interesting conversation.


    "Well
hello, Professor Hillman," said Dean Bradford eyes twinkling. "Are
you here masquerading as a new hire or are you just gracing us with your always
effervescent presence?"


    Wendy
looked at the Dean and cleared her throat. "I was bored. The warranty on
my TV expired and I'm afraid to turn it on in case it breaks."


    Dean
Bradford looked at her and did the best he could, then he gave up and burst out
laughing. "Please come in Ms. Hillman and call me Edward." 


    "If
I do that, then I'll have to let you call me Wendy," she said. "You can
see the quandary I'm in?"


    Edward
shook his head and gently pushed her into the house. "Margret, look who's
dropped in to visit."


    "Hello,
dear," laughed Margret. "I know you're here for some free food, so
I'm going to put you to work. For some reason I'm a little scattered today."
She reached out and shook Wendy's hand with her floor covered one. "I'm so
sorry," she said and gave her a devilish little smile.


 


    It
was their morning walk to class.


    "Ah,
Ms. Hillman, Margaret and I would like to invite you to the house for a game of
dominoes," said Dean Bradford.


    "Ah ha! So I'm Ms. Hillman again," she said,
looking accusingly at him. "I knew it wouldn't last."


    Edward
laughed, "Wendy, will you please grace Margret and myself
with your presence for a spirited game of dominoes."


    "I
suppose, since I have nothing better to do," grinned Wendy.


    "Ahh, yes, your TV is out of warranty and you don't want to
break it."


 


    Edward
had put on some music, playing softly in the background.


    Wendy
cocked her ear and thought she had heard this before, then
she jumped up from her seat. "Wait a minute, that's the Grateful Dead and
if I'm not mistaken, which I'm not, often anyway, that's a concert tape. Only
hardcore fans of the band have concert tapes." She looked around
meaningfully, "That means you two are Dead Heads!" Wendy sat down
triumphantly. "Ha!"


    "That's
a brilliant deduction, dear," said Margaret with a grin. "It's your
move."


    Edward
had his head down, a hand covering his forehead. "Please remind me, dear,
why we invited her."      


    Margaret
gave no quarter. "I believe it was you idea."


    "We've
been fans of the Dead for quite some time," said Edward, "Way before
they were famous. Not that they ever really were. All right, I know they were on
MTV, please don't remind me.


    Margret
and I met right after high school. She was a waitress at a local diner and I
delivered their fresh produce. I tried to ask her out, but Margaret thought I
was somewhat of a dweeb, as we called it then. I was persistent and a few
months after I met her, she deigned to join me on a date. I pulled out all the
stops and took her on a picnic overlooking the river, with the mountains in the
background. After that, she allowed me to take her on a second date, then a
third, and finally a fourth. After the fourth, we officially became a couple. 


    We
were in our early twenties when we moved to San Francisco. We wanted to go to
school there, but we were sidetracked. It was early 1966 and we were drawn into
the counter-culture that was growing in Haight-Ashbury. We became counter-culture
activists. It was through those activities that we met members of the Grateful
Dead and ended up becoming part of the extended Dead family. We ended up
touring with the band and working on every show in some capacity.


    In
1967, the band came to New York for a series of shows, one of which was at
S.U.N.Y. at Stony Brook on Long Island. We really liked the campus, so when the
band headed back to California, we decided to stay and go to school there. We
received our Master's and PhD's there. After we graduated, S.U.N.Y. invited us to
stay on and teach.


    When
we entered the Master's program, it was discreetly suggested that maybe we
should consider cutting back on our partying. By then we were pretty sick of drinking
every day and were thinking of quiting. As you well
know, thinking about quitting is a lot different than actually doing it. Luckily,
we found AA and after some false starts, we finally managed to stay sober. I
keep saying we, because Margret and I did and do everything together. Even
after all these years, we still haven't tired of each other's company," he
reached over and took Margret's hand in his.


    "After
staying sober for a few years, life began to return somewhat to normal. It was
time for a change, so we applied to New Hampshire College. On a whim, I also applied
for the Dean's position. Margret was hired immediately, but I had to jump
through a few more hoops than her. The board of regents finally decided they
were looking for someone younger and hired me. I was forty-one at the time.


    We
continued to see the Dead when they played on the east coast. As members of the
extended family got older, many of them curtailed their partying ways or
completely stopped. Despite being ex-members, we were still accepted as family.
We take a short leave of absence so we could attend all the shows."


 


    Over
the years, New Hampshire College had gotten more lenient about its dress code.
Students were now only required to wear clean clothes. It was now only
suggested that the faculty wear clean business casual clothes. Wendy and some
of her friends in the faculty and some of the students decided to dress up for
Fridays. The women wore dresses and the men wore ties. It gradually caught on
with most of the students and most of the faculty. There were of course
holdouts, the most famous being Dean Bradford, while he always wore a tie, he
would "Humphh," any time it was mentioned.


    It
was coming up on Christmas break. Many of the students were done with their
classes and had already gone home. Friday would be the last day and Wendy
passed the word on Facebook that it would be formal dress. It snowed again on
Thursday and added a fresh four inches to the already two feet of snow making
the campus resplendent in its new white coat. Two weeks before, she had gotten
out the $20k blue dress that Charles bought her and had it cleaned. She and the
dress caused quite a stir when she took it to the cleaners.


    For
her first class, she made a grand entrance and received a standing ovation. Cell
phone pictures rapidly spread the word and a large amount of students not
taking her classes and otherwise unoccupied faculty came to take a peek. Wendy
took the crowd surge with good humor.


    For
lunch, Wendy decided to go to the Student Union and show off her dress some
more. The sidewalks were clean, so there was no risk of falling. She pulled up
the side of her dress to keep it from dragging on the ground and headed out. Because
of all the hoopla surrounding the upcoming holiday, she had missed her morning
walk with the Dean and Margaret. As she came out of the building, they were
waiting for her.


    "We
thought you might be going to lunch," said Edward.


    Professor
Bradford also lifted the side of her gown so she could walk easier. As soon as
they were standing near each other, both women let go of their gowns. Wendy had
on a cropped white faux fur jacket over her brilliant blue gown. Margaret also
had on a cropped faux fur jacket, but in a classic brown. It showed off her
floor length off-white evening gown. Dean Bradford was wearing an open black
jacket over a classic tuxedo, complete with bow tie. Professor Margaret
Bradford, his beautiful wife, had her arm through his.


    "I
understand you are to blame for this," said the Dean. "This morning
Professor Bradford informed me that if I wanted to leave the house in anything
other than a pine box, I would wear my freshly cleaned and pressed
tuxedo." Whereupon Professor Bradford giggled.


    The
Dean gave her a dirty look. He continued, "If I had not done so, aside
from being in a pine box, I believe I would not now find myself in the company of
you two very lovely ladies. The tuxedo I am wearing is but tatters compared to
the radiance of your gowns. I can only offer you both lunch at the Student
Union, if you would care to join me." He bowed to Margaret, his wife, and
to Wendy.


    Margaret
kissed him on one cheek. Wendy kissed him on the other. They each put an arm
through the Dean's and walked to the Student Union. Because there were floor to
ceiling windows overlooking the quad, everyone could see them on the walkway.
Of course, everyone was dressed to the nines themselves. When Dean Bradford,
Professor Bradford, and Professor Hillman stepped into the building, they all
stood up and cheered. During a lull in the general gaiety, a number of students
in the back began singing, "Auld Lang Syne" in harmony. Everyone in
the Student Union joined in.


    After
the break, Wendy anonymously received a jump drive with 30 huge sharp images of
her, Dean Bradford, and Professor Bradford standing in the snowy quad. When the
students returned, the Student Union was filled with pictures of all sizes of
the students in their formal finery. In the center of the commons wall was a
perfectly composed, framed 8'x6' photo of Dean Bradford, Professor Bradford,
and Professor Hillman in all their finery.


    The
picture was also featured on the school website in the student/faculty events
page.


 


This Will
be the One Car - 2006


    Charles
pulled into the South Sound BMW parking lot. This was where he had bought his
red M3 and his silver four door M5, a 500hp people
hauler. He had met the owner, Guenther Fuhrmann, on
his first visit and they had hit it off. When he bought the M5 Guenther had helped
him again. After that they had stayed in touch, mainly just to talk cars.


    "Good
morning, Mr. Davis. I'll tell Mr. Fuhrmann that you're here."


    "Thank
you, Debra." He had been at the dealership so many times that he knew most
of showroom staff.


    "Go ahead up, Mr. Davis."


    Guenther
was on the phone and waved Charles to a seat. Charles thought it looked like a
used car salesman's office. All of the sales associates had nice clean offices,
but the owner worked in clutter. BMW memorabilia everywhere, scale models,
books, even posters. Car parts some in boxes, some looking like they had just
been taken off a car, were scattered everywhere. Charles loved it, a working
man's office.


    Guenther
got off the phone. He extended his hand. "What brings you here, Charles?
Can I perhaps sell you something else? My daughter is getting ready to go to
college."


    "I'm
ready for another car," said Charles.


    Guenther
rubbed his hands with glee. "What can I get you? Something that maximizes
my commission I hope."


    Charles
looked at him. "Stop that!"


    "What, me?"


    "I'm
being serious here. It's time to move up from German cars to Italian cars,"
he said. "I want you to find me a Lamborghini Gallardo LP 550-2 Valentino
Balboni. I can't believe I remembered that." This particular Gallardo was
named after Lamborghini's head of testing, Valentino Balboni
and at his request, unlike the contemporary line-up,
the Balboni is rear wheel drive. Only 250 cars were made.


    Guenther
went from joking to serious. "Jeez Charles, be reasonable. It would be
easier for me to get you a million dollar Bugatti, than one of those. Wouldn't
you like something a little easier to track down, a Ferrari or a different Lamborghini
maybe?"


    "C'mon
Guenther, it can't be that hard. Just throw money at it," he said and
grinned. "Besides, I brought a deposit."


    He
slid a check across the desk. "Here's $100k to get you started."


    Guenther
took the check. "It's going to be very expensive, my friend and this will
barely cover my expenses." He burst out laughing. "You should have
seen your face. Priceless. I'll give it my best shot."


    They
shook hands.


 


    About
a month later, Darth Vader played on his phone. "Hello, Guenther,"
said Charles.


    "Get
packed, we're leaving at 9am tomorrow. We are going to the wonderful metropolis
of Cleveland, OH."


    "I
didn't know Lufthansa flew to Cleveland." It was a well known fact that
Guenther refused to fly on any airline other than Lufthansa. That meant in
America, he would only drive.


    All
during the flight Charles tried to pump him for information, but no deal. They
took a taxi from the hotel and ended up at the Park West, a swanky hotel
downtown.


    "Hello,
I have reservations for Guenther Fuhrmann."


    "Welcome
to the Park West Mr. Fuhrmann. I have you in a two bedroom suite."


    "Perfect.
He's paying," he pointed at Charles.


    Charles
handed over his credit card. "Why does everybody think I'm made of money?"
he complained. "I'm Charles Davis and I'll be staying with the very
ungenerous Mr. Fuhrmann."


    "How
long will you gentlemen be staying with us?"


    Charles
looked at Guenther, who shrugged his shoulders. "The whole process could
drag out, I don't know."


    "Let's
go for a week," he said.


    "Very good, Mr. Davis. Here are your keys. Enjoy your
stay."


    A
few minutes later they were relaxing in the living room of their suite.


    "It's
nice to sit down in a real chair," said Charles. "Now, tell me about
the car."


    "The
car is owned by a woman, Helen Bouvier. Her late husband, Will, bought it as a track car and managed to put about 500 miles
on it, all on the track. He had previously been driving a BMW E92 M3 GT2 ALMS followed
by a Ferrari 430 Scuderia when he acquired the Gallardo. After he drove it a
few times, he stopped driving the other two cars. I think he kept them. I
helped him get all three of those cars. Ms. Bouvier,
his wife, and him had matching Porsche 930 Turbos, hers red, his black. They
were both pretty good drivers, but Helen would only drive her Turbo. Will just
liked fast cars."


    "I
certainly can't find any fault with that," said Charles.


    "Me
either," replied Guenther. He shrugged then continued. "Will made his
money in real estate, he was really gifted. He bought and sold a lot of
landscape. He managed to set up Ms. Bouvier so she doesn't need anything."


    "Is
she…" Charles trailed off.


    "I
don't think so. They met late in life and neither had been married before.
After they married, they didn't go out much, except to look at real estate and drive
on various tracks. No matter where he went, she always went with him. When he
went to the track, sometimes she drove and sometimes she didn't. Then he died.
She got up to go to the bathroom and he was lying dead on the floor. That's the
whole story, as far as I know."


    "It
should be interesting to meet her," said Charles.


    "I
forgot one thing," said Guenther. "She said there is a garage full of
junk, her words, that goes with the car. Stuff like tires, wheels, spare parts,
manuals, and tools. There is also some big stuff in wooden crates."


    "How
much?" asked Charles. "And what's your commission?"


    "She
wants $400k for the car and the garage of junk. I'll just keep the deposit and
we'll call it good."


    "What!!
That's extortion. I already paid for one of your children to go to college. All
you did was make a few phone calls," Charles
protested.


    "Extortion
is such an ugly word," said Guenther. "I could be persuaded to lower
my fee, to, say $40k."


 


    They
walked into the Tivoli Gardens to have lunch and meet Ms. Bouvier. She stood to
greet them, a tall thin, athletic looking woman, about 6ft and in her very early
sixties. She had beautiful gray hair, with natural dark highlights, that came
most of the way to the bottom of her face. She still had beautiful skin, with
none of the wrinkles that would come later. She spoke very clearly and had a
subtle elegance about her. She asked Charles a question and he realized he hadn't
been listening.


    "I
must apologize, Ms. Bouvier," he said. "I haven't listened to a word
you've said." He could see her growing anger. "I have been so completely
entranced by you and your manner of speaking, that I forgot to listen to what
you were speaking about. I apologize again. I am at your mercy."


    She
gave him a funny look. "Why did you come here, Mr. Davis?"


    "I
thought it was to purchase an automobile. I can see now that the only reason I
would ever come here is to see how beautiful you are." I screwed this up,
thought Charles. Didn't need the car that bad anyway.


    Guenther
watched the exchange open mouthed.


    "Those
are very bold words, Mr. Davis. Shall we continue this conversation over
dinner, perhaps? How about if I meet you at the Top of the Hilton, about 7:00?
Suit and tie."


    "I
think that I would find dinner in your company very enjoyable."


    She
rose to go. "7:00 it is then. It was nice to see you again,
Guenther."


    Guenther
flew back to Seattle. He had brought Charles to Cleveland and introduced him to
Helen. Getting the car was up to him.


 


    Promptly
at 7:00 Charles walked into the dining room at the Top of the Hilton. It was
beautiful restaurant with a panoramic view of Cleveland and Lake Erie. Charles
found Helen's table and joined her.


    "Hello,
Ms. Bouvier. How are you this evening?" he asked.


    "Very
well, thank you," she said. "I looked you up on the internet."


    "Apparently
so does everyone else," he replied. "I should look myself up
sometime. How did I do?"


    "You've
never seen what the world knows about you?"


    "No.
The way I figure, there's nothing I can do about it, so I let everyone tell me
how I do. It's a nice conversation starter, don't you think?"


    She
smiled. She was beautiful when she smiled.


    He
stood up, startling her. "My I have your hand please," he asked. She
extended her hand to him. Charles stood up, bowed over the table, and lightly
touched her hand with his lips. There was a hint of her perfume. He sat back
down.


    "Thank
you very much," he said.


    Helen
was blushing a beautiful shade of red. She fought it
briefly then began fanning herself with her hand. "Mr. Davis, uh Charles,
that was very, how should I say, dashing and movie-like," she said, still
fanning. "That whole kissing the hand thing is highly underrated."
She finally stopped fanning.


    "I
was thinking that very same thing," said Charles. "While it didn't
make me blush, it did make me a little light headed. That older generation sure
did have some nice customs."


    "Before
this pleasant interlude, I was going to tell you that I am relatively wealthy
also. Probably a little more than you, though."


    "Well,
duh," laughed Charles. "You're selling a very limited edition
Lamborghini Gallardo. You don't seem to be in any hurry to get my money. You
did lure me into a fancy restaurant so you could seduce me into lightly
caressing your fingers with my lips."


    Helen
once again turned that bright shade of red.


    "You
did it again," she said. "How did you do that?"


    "Remote
control," he gloated. "I have a black belt in obfusion."


    "I
think you mean confusion," she giggled.


    "Aha.
That's exactly what I mean." He looked around stealthily. "I hope no
one saw me, they might try to steal it."


 


    The
next day Helen invited him to tour Historic Little Italy and have an early
dinner. They walked around and looked at stuff. They wore dressy clothes. She had
met him at the Park West and suggested they take turns picking adventures.


    The
next day, Charles said enough with the dressy clothes. Wear something
comfortable. Both of them wore jeans and nice shirts. Helen's were a little
tighter than Charles', which he did not mind at all. She met him at the Park
West. The subtle cloud of perfume was a nice touch. They visited the Steamship
William G. Mather, a floating maritime museum. The Mather is a 618-foot-long,
restored 1925 Great Lakes bulk freighter.


    Another
next day, started late this day. She met him at the Park West. She picked the
Warehouse District, three blocks of restaurants. After dinner, they went to a
movie. Helen wore tight jeans again, a risqué low cut
blouse, and some kind of perfume that made his brain shut down. Charles had no clear
memory of the movie, he was so entranced by his date.


    Another day. Charles decided on boids. They went to the North
Chagrin Reservation and communed with nature and looked at boids. She brought a
picnic lunch. When they were tired and hungry, they just sat and ate.


    Another, another day. Helen's choice.
She suggested that they go to her house. They could sit on the porch and watch
the world go by. She drove them to the Big House.


    "Quite
a spread you have here," he remarked.


    "Oh,
this is just the guest quarters," she said. "You should see the
actual house."


    "Okaay."


    A
few minutes they were sitting on the porch with a pitcher of lemonade.


    "You
looked me up on the net, so you know all about me. Tell me a little about yourself," he said.


 


Helen's Life


    I
was born in 1952 and grew up about 20 miles from here. My dad really wanted a
boy, but my mom had me and then found out she couldn't have more. I spent all
of my time with my dad. Mom told me I could learn how to be a lady later. We got
muddy, dirty, wet, smelly, and ripped our clothes. We would come home and there
would be my mom, hose in hand, guarding the door. She kept a relatively clean
house, relatively because me and my dad were always
dirty from something. She would chase us around the yard and hose us down. Early
on, she made my dad get an extension for the hose so we couldn't run away from
her.


    She
would then shoo us into the bathrooms, dad downstairs, me upstairs. When we
were all clean, we would meet in the kitchen for cold lemonade or hot
chocolate, depending on the season, and a snack. Dinner would follow an hour
later, then dishes and then family time. Maybe a board game,
cards, or a huge puzzle. Sometimes, it was a sprawl out and read. We
went to the library once a week.


    I
remember hearing my mom and dad talking about moving. My dad was an account
executive for a company in town and he was making pretty good money and he
thought we should have a new house. Mom told him that if we got a nice new
house, we would pick up a nice new mortgage and we wouldn't be able to do all
the stuff we were doing. The three of us like this house, she said. We liked
doing stuff together. My dad would never go against anything my mom said, so we
stayed.


    I
learned how to be a girl from my mom and the books I read. I learned about sex
from my mom (what I hadn't already figured out). I also finally found out what
my mom and dad were doing every Sunday afternoon during Mom and Dad Time. "Don't
knock on the door you little scamp," Dad would say. "Or I'll lock you
in the washing machine." "Henry, not the washing machine, the dryer,"
my mom would say. "The dryer, it's not as wet."


    In
high school I dated. No crushes. I went to prom, homecoming, and the spring
dance. I was a normal kid, except at home when I was with my parents. We went
hiking, rafting, climbing, and sight-seeing. We would drive to places and do
stuff. Sometimes my mom would participate. Sometimes she would pull out her
folding reclining lawn chair, a lawn umbrella, and a book. She always brought a
cooler so we could have edible treats. She kept a wooden spoon handy for
rapping the knuckles of a food thief. She was the enforcer.


    I
was in high school when my dad decided that he liked cars. I was close to 16
and he wanted me to have a car. He liked working on stuff and I liked working
on stuff with him. He discovered he had a talent for working on cars; back then
cars were really easy to work on. Our family car was a station wagon. We needed
a car big enough to carry all of our stuff when we went places. When it broke
down, he would fix it. The better he got, the more
tools he accumulated and the easier it got. He bought me an old Ford pickup
truck. I, of course, wanted something a bit more cool.
Dad said, the pickup was virtually indestructible, and that's what I was going
to be driving.


    Even
though I wanted to do sports, Title IX had not happened yet, so there weren't
too many choices. I didn't want to be a cheerleader and there were no girl "ball"
sports. No baseball, no basketball. The "ball" sports were all guy
sports to me anyway. I ended up doing cross country in the fall and track (long
distance running) in the spring.


    I
knew at an early age that I was going to go to college. Neither
my mom or dad were flexible on that subject. I went to Cleveland College
and lived in the dorms. Mom and dad wanted me to have the full college experience.
I lost my virginity (many times), smoked pot, tried LSD, and participated in an
orgy. After many false starts, I decided on Math as my major. I managed to get
a 3.9 gpa. I did not lose my mind and I did not get
pregnant. Since I was already at school, my loving parents suggested that I get
my Masters Degree in Math, so I would be one up on the other applicants for a
potential job. I cut back just a little on my partying and squeaked out a 4.0 this
time.


    Just
like most college kids, I came home less and less during school. When I did
come home I would rush in and rush out, always coming from somewhere and on my
way to somewhere else. It wasn't until I got my masters that I looked at my
parents. They looked awful. Not old, awful. Beat down awful. To get my masters,
I really had to use my brain. Now I had to use it to figure out what was wrong
with my mom and dad.


    It
took all of a half-second to figure out. I was what was wrong. They had spent 24
years of their adult lives focused on raising me and they had done a pretty
fine job. But now, they were lost. The focus of their life (me) was gone. They
had nothing.


    While
I was in school, I made no lasting friends, no husband prospects, and hadn't
started looking for a job. The thing to do would be to move back in. I was temporarily
staying at home at the time and waited until breakfast. I told them that if
they didn't have my room rented out yet, I wouldn't mind staying for a while. Mom
started crying and hugged me and dad sat there nodding
his head and smiling. We were a family again. We did all the things we had
always done, except now we were all adults. An adult daughter was what they had
wanted all along. And I had almost missed it.


    One
night, we had just started another huge puzzle, my mom
said she wanted a family talk. That usually meant that either my dad or I was
in trouble. We both cringed. "Stop it you two," she said. "It's
time for Helen to get a job."


    She
said that it was very special to have me home, but I needed to be able to
support myself. It didn't mean I would have to move out. She told me that I was
very special to both her and dad and that they both hoped I would continue to
live with them.


    So
I went out and got a job. Surprisingly, it wasn't that hard. Actually, it was
my dad that got me the job. It was him saying I should get a master's degree to
have a leg up on the competition. I got a real nice position teaching math at
one of the community colleges. Now, everything was kind of the way it was when
I was in high school. I was back in school, as a teacher now. Dad was still at
work, but now he was a high level executive. Mom was still a housewife, but
decided to put her art degree to some use. She would draw and paint these
amazing trippy, psychedelic paintings and pictures. She sold them primarily to
hippie head shops. Now we had money to do really cool stuff, which my mom would
point out as we were packing the car for yet another trip to one of the places
we had been to so many times before.


    The
summer after my masters, we got the car that would forever change my feelings
about what cars were for. My dad bought a Sunbeam Tiger. The body was a bit
rough and the engine needed work, but it was a real sports car. A father-daughter project. My dad and I spent almost all of
our spare time working on the car. My mom still made us take family trips on
the weekends, though.


    Then
dad got it in his head that we could make it a much better car. He didn't
really care to restore it, he just wanted it to drive better.


    We
started with the front end of the car. He wanted to work on that before we
started taking the car apart. Dad thought that the front of the car flexed more
than it should. It made sense, since there was nothing substantial holding the
front end together, it was just a big hole in the
front of the car where the engine went. He said if we could tie the top of the
engine bay together, maybe we could get better steering response. We tried a
number of different configurations, and finally went with connecting the two
strut towers with a single brace going over the engine. We knew it would make a
difference, but we were surprised by how much. Since there was nothing like it
available, and the fact that my dad is a very pragmatic man, he patented the
idea and all the variations he could think of. One of the company lawyers wrote
it up and submitted it to the U.S. Patent office and dad was duly granted a
patent number.


    Next
we needed new shocks and better springs. We went through a bunch of springs
before we found a set we like, the same with the shocks. For the rest of the
suspension, we changed all the rubber connecters and bushings in the frame with
some space age plastic that dad had found. We had to cut and drill all the
pieces ourselves using hot knife tools that we found at a hobby store. It was a
major pain in the butt. I think I reminded him every day how much this sucked.
He ignored me.


    We
pulled the engine out of the car and that was super cool. I know all the other
stuff we did was "working on the car." But there is nothing like
pulling an engine. It was sent out and brought back to factory specifications;
blueprinted.


    By
now, we had so many tools, that every time mom came out to call us to dinner,
she brought a wooden spoon with her to whomp my dad with. "Henry, you have
too many tools. I can barely afford to buy groceries. Now go in and wash up, it's
time for dinner." And we would hustle into the house.


    I
knew that it was all for show, because anytime we needed another specialized
tool, dad would gather up his courage and go in and talk to mom. Ten minutes
later he would come out all smiles, "Let's go, Kiddo." And off we
went to the car parts store, where they knew us by name.


    All
the moving parts in the engine were replaced. Since it was a production Ford
engine, we didn't have any problems finding parts. We replaced the exhaust
manifold with headers that we had to have made. I remember sitting at the
kitchen table watching my dad trying to design tuned headers. Trying to get the
same distance from each exhaust port to where they all meet and go into the
exhaust pipe.


    Finally,
he stood up. "Okay, you've had your fun. I surrender." It took me,
the mathematician, about 10 minutes to figure out the lengths. It took my mom,
the art major, about the same time to make a drawing. To add insult to injury,
both my mom and I went with my dad to the muffler shop and explained to them
how we wanted it constructed. Just for grins, we decided to use what the store
guy called High School Kid mufflers: small, loud, and no resistance. They were
designed for the big V8 engines, so if you were just cruising, they had a bit
of a growl to them, nothing major. If you pushed the engine hard, they were
louder and sounded pretty cool. I don't know who was worse me or dad.


    Since
we had the car apart, I told dad that we might as well have the transmission
and differential rebuilt. We were even able to find a limited slip differential
for the back, a definite upgrade.


    Inside
the car we replaced the factory seats with Recaro vinyl sport seats, I liked
the cloth better, but since it was a convertible the cloth would soon get a
musty odor. We found a cross chest seat belt and then decided to put in a
racing harness. We also installed a roll bar. More than any other modification,
it was the roll bar that lowered the value of the car. Because it was so
visible, the classic car people thought that roll bars were not esthetically
pleasing. It sure did stiffen up the frame though.


    It
had to have a cassette stereo and a power booster so you could hear it when the
top was down. After all the modifications we did to the car, we couldn't bring
ourselves to cut speaker holes in the door panels, so we got some high power
enclosed speakers that we could put in the back behind the seats.


    When
we were finally done, we had it painted bright red.


    I
remember the first day we took the Tiger out for a drive. Dad tossed me the
keys and told me to get in and drive. He hopped into the passenger seat. I
turned it over and with a roar it started right up. Then I heard my mom. "Stop! Turn off that car." I did as she said. She
handed my dad a basket. "But Ethel," he protested. "We're just
going around the block." She gave him a dirty look and walked back into
the house. "Don't be late for dinner."


    It
was magic. It was like having a brand new car. We took turns driving it. It was
loud, it was fast, and it turned on a dime. We drove all over everywhere and still
managed to get home in time for dinner.


    I
met my husband, Will Foster, in 1980. We had started taking turns picking
weekend events. Mostly it was hiking in different places or sightseeing. One
time, when it was my dad's turn, he opted for the car show. That was out of the
norm for us, and my mom roundly abused him for it. He said it was his turn and
he got to choose.


    None
of us pout real good, so when we got there, we threw
ourselves into it and had an absolute blast. We were over by the Ferrari's, I was trying to balance on the window ledge so I
could get a good look inside the car. I hear, "Excuse me miss, could you
please put on gloves before you touch our car." I pop out of the car, hit
my head in the process, and turned to face the speaker. I can hear my dad
laughing in the background. Standing there is this real nice looking man trying
really hard not to laugh. He looks at me. "I'm sorry," he says. "I
didn't know you were so attractive." He smiles, an "I think you're a pretty
cute girl" smile. I remember how the warmth of his smile made me blush and
spread all the way through me.



    "I'll
get you for that," I said.


    "Of course. I'm Will Foster, by the way,."


    "I'm
Helen Bouvier, this is my father Henry Bouvier and my
mother Ethel Bouvier."


    We
continued on our way through the car show and Will walked along with us. It
seemed natural for him to do so, he seemed to fit right
in with us. We laughed and joked as we looked at more cars than any human
should have to. Finally, my dad goes, "Okay, I picked it. I'm done."


    "It's
about time you came to your senses," my mom said as she whomped him with
her purse.


    Will
invited us to dinner and we invaded this restaurant. We had a great time. The
head waiter must have figured us out, because he sat us in the back where we
could just be normal (loud). Will gave me his number and told me that if we
ever needed a fourth again, to give him a call.


    When
we got home, we all talked about how well Will had fit in. It was almost like
he was a relative who had returned after being gone for years. He just picked
up where he had left off. The next weekend I called him and invited him to go out
with us. After that, he would call on Friday night to see what we were doing on
Saturday. When his turn came in the order he picked something like he was
supposed to.


    Now
that we had a fourth, we ranged even further away from the city. The first time
we went on an overnight it was a little awkward. No one, including myself and
Will, had given any thought to the fact that we weren't a couple. After much
hemming and hawing, we got two rooms, one with one bed for my mom and dad, and
one with two beds for me and Will.


    I
got ready for bed in the bathroom. Will, being the gentleman, took the far bed.
That way it would be easier for me to get into bed when I came out of the bathroom.
When I came out, I just got into bed with him, I didn't even think about it. He
was a man, he liked me, and he treated me nice. I didn't need any other reason.


    I'm
not sure if my mom and dad noticed; they didn't say anything. After that, we
would go out by ourselves on weeknights. We would still go out as a group on
the weekends, but we wanted some alone time, too.


    After
about two years of Will being with us, we were out on a Saturday and had just
stopped for a picnic lunch. Will said he had something that he wanted to tell
us. He told us that he was very rich and he hadn't wanted to tell us because he
was afraid we would feel different about him. Dad goes, "About how rich?"


    "I
think I have about $100 million in assets," he says.


    Mom
nods her head, "That's pretty rich."


    Will
turns to me and even before he starts to say anything, I can see it in his
eyes. I say to him, "Yes," so we could do it backwards. For a short
moment, I could feel the world slow down. Mom and dad turn towards me, both of
them are tearing up. Will is on his knee holding out a little black box with
the most beautiful ring I have ever seen. It is a small ruby set in a delicate
filigree of gold and it is just shining in the sunlight. Then we're all
hugging, and laughing, and my mom is handing out food, and my dad is popping
soda bottles. I'm standing there leaning against and holding the hand of, my
fiancé. We sit down to eat the most fabulous meal I have ever eaten before or
since.


    On
the way home, Will shows us his house, the house we are in right now. He had
been living here by himself for about five years. He had Rosarita, his
housekeeper and cook and Pedro, her husband, maintained the grounds. Even
though Pedro is gone now, Rosarita still lives in the guest house that started
out as a 1500 square foot, two bedroom bungalow. It
worked fine when it was Rosarita and Pedro and even after they had Jose. When
Rosarita got pregnant with Maria, Will decided to add another bedroom in the
back.


    We
decided to wait to get married until August. Will had a number of land deals
that were happening that he had to manage. I wasn't sure I wanted to move away
from my mom and dad, but dad told me that they would be fine. So, I wanted to
savor my last days living at home.


    One
day, dad tells me he wants to talk. He has this real serious look on his face, and
that makes me real nervous. We sit down in the kitchen and he says, "Sweetie,
it's time to sell the Tiger."


    "Dad,
I love my car," I told him, close to tears.


    "Sweetie,
it's reached the top of its useful life. It's going to break down even more and
it's going to be worth less." We were working on it every month by now, so
I knew he was right. That didn't change the fact that I loved that car and now
I would have to go back to driving the pickup.


    We
contacted the Sunbeam Registry. They never really liked us because of what we
were doing to the car, but they let us advertise it in the newsletter as an 'owner
modified Tiger.'


    We
had a number of calls when the monthly newsletter came out. They were mostly
just people wanting to know what we had done to modify the car. I ended up having
to talk to them all. Even when my dad answered the phone, he would hand it off to
me. After the third call, I just blew them off. I didn't want to sell it,
anyway.


    A
week after the newsletter came out, Ed Heering called. He said he was
interested in the car and wondered what we meant by owner modified. I think he
was hoping to talk to a man, but no such luck. I told him I was the primary
driver and went through the song and dance.


    I
started by telling him, that if he was looking to restore the car to stock, that
he would be wasting his time, it would cost a lot of money. The changes we had
made were pretty significant and some of them would be hard to change back. I
could tell that made him really nervous, he asked me to go on. I listed all of
the changes and upgrades we had made. When I got to the roll bar, he was
incredulous, "You welded in a roll bar?"


    Then
he started laughing, "That must have really pissed off Brian." Brian,
he explained was the current administrator of the Registry. "To tell you
the truth, I think it should have come with a roll bar. I would really like to
drive it. When can I stop by?"


    I
told him we weren't available on the weekends and it had to be after 5pm on a weekday.
He decided to come on a Friday. I reminded him that payment would have to be
cash or cashier's check. On Friday, I washed and chamoised the Tiger. Ed Heering
arrived in an older Mercedes Benz four door. He looked like he was in his late
70's, but still spry.


    He
looked at me and my dad standing beside the gleaming car. "You both worked
on this car," he said. We met eyes, "It's your car," he said to
me. He looked at the car thoughtfully. "I know you don't want me to, but I'd
still like to drive it."


    I
gave him the key and got in on the passenger side.


    "The
clutch pedal has less than an inch of play, so be
careful," I told him.


    He
settled back into the seat and adjusted it for arm length, a good sign. He
turned the key and it roared to life, making him jump a little.


    "It's
a little loud," I said with a grin. "It's modified."


    He
gave me a look. He let out the clutch slowly and the tires chirped as the car
lunged forward and stalled. The surprised look on his face was nothing short of
comical. It took all my will power to keep from laughing.


    "I
feel like this is the first time I've ever driven a manual."


    "Let's
try it again, you'll get the hang of it," I encouraged him.


    By
this time the car had coasted into the street and come to a stop.


    He
started it up and eased out the clutch again and just as the gears locked up,
he pushed the throttle to the floor, causing the rear wheels to spin and us to roar
sideways. I didn't see where we were going, I was watching his hands, making sure he had a solid grip on the steering wheel. As
soon as he hit redline, he shifted and pushed the throttle to the floor again.
We were now in a higher pitched roar and going sideways the other way. Redline
again, followed by a shift, a nudge of the steering wheel to correct the slide and
we shot off in a straight line.


    I
was cheering! This was how the Tiger was supposed to be driven. Without
thinking, I punched him in the shoulder, which I did to my dad all the time. "That
was excellent," I yelled. "A thing of beauty."
Then I realized who he was. "Sorry, Ed, I forgot you weren't my dad."


    "No
problem, let's go for a drive."


    We
went all over. He even stopped to get burgers because it was getting so late.
It was 7:30pm when we finally got back to the house.


    "What
a car," he enthused. "Except, I don't remember mine
handling like this one."


    We
went inside and mom had snacks and lemonades. I made sure one more time that he
would drive the Tiger and not turn it into a garage queen. I signed over the
title and he paid me in cash.


    We
all trooped outside to watch him leave. There was a lot of regret, because I
loved that car. And now I had to drive a pickup truck. Dad told me that it
would be okay. He would find me something sensible, like a Toyota. I snarled at
him. He retreated into the garage and found something to do.


    Mom
put her arm around my shoulders and told me, "Sweetie, the only thing
constant in life is that it continues to change. What we know to be the truth today
may not be the truth tomorrow. Besides, while both your father and I love you
today, we may not tomorrow. So, you have to be nice to us." She gave my
shoulders a squeeze, a kiss on my forehead, went into the garage and collected
my dad and they walked into the house. I love my mom. My dad,
too. Just not all the time.


    I
woke up the next day at 5am, with my insane parents standing at the foot of my
bed singing 'Happy Birthday' as loud as they could. They were holding a big
piece of cardboard between them that said: Happy Birthday Helen. They were also
using it as a shield to deflect the various missiles that I was throwing at
them.


    At
breakfast, I had my traditional happy face pancake with a single candle. As I
was stuffing my face, I asked what exciting entertainment we were having on my
special day. Mom said that Will was coming over, and we would decide then.


    Will
came before the end of breakfast, so he had to sit down and eat with us. After
breakfast I got my presents. My dad gave me a socket set I didn't have. My mom
gave me a nice necklace. Dad and Will were bursting at the seams about
something. My experience, mostly from my family, taught me to be suspicious
when things appear to be out of the ordinary. Even mom was smiling.


    "What's
up with you two?" I asked, slowly and carefully moving out of range.


    "We
got you a car," said Will, offering me a key. I reached for it carefully,
keeping an eye on my dad.


    "We
split the cost," dad said. "We got you a brand new Toyota Corolla."


    With
that they both laughed so hard there were tears running down their cheeks. Even
my mom had to turn away.


    I
looked at the key and there it plainly said: Toyota. I was pissed. That only
started another round of laughing fits.


    They
were both on the verge of hyperventilation and my mom was trying heroically not
to laugh.


    "Come
on honey," Will hiccupped. "Let's go take a look, I want to see how you look sitting in it." He
reached for my hand.


    "Don't
you touch me!" I hissed and jerked my hand away.
He walked to the door and I followed. For some reason, when he stepped out the
door, he jumped to the right and held the door open. I didn't see him do that,
all I saw was a Porsche with a bow on the roof and a brilliant flash of light.


    Mom
had to support me, because I'd been blinded. I could hear my dad yelling, "I
got it, I got it, I got it." I could hear my mom giggling,
"Tell us what you got, Henry."


    "I,"
he said proudly, "got Miss Toyota over there, with her mouth open and the
stupidest expression of all time on her face."


    "Henry,
it's not nice to make fun of your only child and then take a picture of it,"
mom said. "We should probably frame it."


    "Traitor,"
I hissed at my boyfriend. I held up the key. "What about this?"


    "That
was hand painted for us," he said, looking all innocent.


    I
looked at my mom, who was looking even more innocent. "You."


    "You
know, dear, I do commission pieces all the time. I just can't be expected to
remember them all."


    I
was now standing by the brilliant red car. "Is this really mine? No
fooling?"


    My
parents and my man all nodded their heads. "Happy birthday," they
said.


    "This
is a Porsche 930 Turbo," said Will. "It puts out about 300hp. It's
twitchy, it oversteers horribly, it has turbo lag and it's faster than snot. I've
had it for a month getting it ready for you. I've spent most of that time
learning how to drive the thing, so I can teach you."


    Since
it was his turn to choose the weekend, even though it was my birthday, we went
out to the Nelson Ledges Road Course for the weekend, a two-mile, seven turn
road course. He said it was open. He brought a black 930 Turbo (of course he had
to have one, too) and had found a pair of older Porsches for mom and dad to
drive. It was my mom who surprised all of us by being a natural (and
aggressive) driver. She had an absolute blast. We were all amazingly
competitive and we spent about eight hours driving on Saturday. On Sunday Will
and I drove, while mom and dad stayed home for Mom and Dad Time.


    We
had no flaggers, no emergency vehicles or pit crews. I'm still amazed that
there were no problems. I did learn how to drive my new car and I did figure
out how to drive it fast. For some reason the car suited me. Later on, I found
out what an amazing driver Will was. He could push the big cars, the Ferrari,
the Lamborghini, and the M3, way past their limits. When he was on the track, driving
in traffic, he was nothing short of magic. When it was me in the Turbo and him
in the Turbo, it was like we were stuck together. Even in the corners we stayed
exactly together. I tried driving the big cars, they just didn't feel right.
For me, it was the red Turbo or nothing.


    The
first year I had the Turbo, we went to the track every
Sunday and drove from sun up to sun down. After awhile, my mom and dad lost
interest, so we sold their cars. I never thought to ask why there was no one
else there or if it had to be paid for. I just thought nobody else did this. It
was absolutely great, family day on Saturday and car day on Sunday.


    In
the middle of August, we finally got married. It was no big thing, we went to
the Justice of the Peace, said, "I do," and signed the papers. The
four of us were all dressed up, so we went out to dinner. We took two cars, I
was in my red Turbo with my mom and Will was in his black Turbo with my dad. I'm
surprised we didn't get tickets.


    Afterwards,
we promptly postponed our honeymoon. Even after all the years we were together,
we never had a honeymoon. We'd go somewhere and one of us would go, is this our
honeymoon maybe? The other would shake their head. It was always a hoot.


    When
I moved in to the big house, Rosarita and Pedro were nice people and treated me
like I had lived there forever. The first night, Will asked me, "Now that
we're married, what do you want to do?"


    I
thought about it, "I want to be with you, if we can afford it. I don't
think I'll get tired of being with you." When I tried to quit my teaching
job, they wouldn't let me. They put me on the rolls as a substitute.


    Will
and I traveled. Because he was in real estate, we went all over the country to
look at different properties. When we went somewhere and I couldn't be with
him, I just went to a park or library and read, just like my mom did. As much
as we could, we came home for Saturdays and our family get-together. It was a
great life.


    In
1984, my mom and dad wanted to retire, have a change of scenery. Will said
unless they felt the need to move away, they could move in with us. There was more
than enough room in the house, they didn't have to see us if they didn't want
to. So we were a family again. Even though they were slower physically, they
were still a joy to spend time with.


    About
eight years ago, dad got sick. He woke up in the middle of the night and
started throwing up. He said he didn't feel right. Will just picked him up, put
him in his Turbo and was sideways down the driveway and gone. Mom and I put on
pants and hustled out to my Turbo (we always parked them together), and we were
only about a minute behind them.


    When
we got to the hospital, I dropped mom off and parked the car. When I got to the
ER, they were putting dad on a stretcher. He squeezed my hand as they took him
away. He died in his sleep about two hours after his surgery.


    My
mom looked awful. The three of us took dad's ashes to the trail head of our
favorite trail and spread them there. Afterwards, we went and got something to
eat. While we were eating, mom said to me, "I'm going to leave when your
father comes for me." She looked at Will, "I'll need your help
putting my affairs in order."


    Three
nights later, she came to say good night, and gave us both deep hugs. That
night she died in her sleep. We figured my dad was ready for her to join him. We
spread her ashes with dad's.


    Their
deaths crushed me. I had spent my whole life with my mom and my dad. I would
never see my crazy dad and my solid mom again. They did leave me a nice little
inheritance. Dad's patents and mom's art sales were surprisingly lucrative and I
had Will to keep me sane. We spent more time at the track. We traveled more
looking at property. This ended up being Will's most productive period of his
career. All because he tried so hard to keep me busy. Because of mom and dad,
Will got an attorney to set up our end of life paperwork.


    As
a result of setting up the end of life stuff, Will got a social conscience. We
live in the municipality of Oakdale, a small bedroom community, as I'm sure you've
noticed. We had two older fire engines and four older police cars. We have no
real tax base here and property taxes only go so far. Will got
it in his head that we should have a talk with the police chief and the fire
chief. I didn't think it was a good idea at first. What am I going to do to
stop my husband?


 


    "Chief,
there's a couple here that have a complaint,"
said his secretary.


    "Can't
Eddie handle it? I'm busy.


    "Chief,
it's that rich couple from 625 Briarwood Drive," she whispered.


    That's
all he needed now, Chief Hagen thought. Those rich people
throwing their weight around. Oh well, nobody said being Police Chief
would be easy. He looked them over as they came in. A nice
looking couple.


    "Hello,
Chief. I'm Will Foster." He stuck out his hand and Big Bill shook it, a
solid grip. "This very lovely lady is my wife, Helen Bouvier." Big
Bill shook her hand, warm and dry and a strong grip. "The reason we've
come here Chief, is to throw our weight around, being that we're rich and all,"
Will said.


    "What…"
Big Bill sputtered. His face turned a bright red.


    Before
he could reply Helen spoke, "When we came home last night, there was a
speed trap by our driveway. We have a problem with that."


    Again
Big Bill tried to interject. Helen ignored him.


    "We
noticed that the patrol car was in awful condition, a piece of… well you know
what I mean. We wouldn't drive in a car as old as that."


    "That's
because you two drive Porsches," said Big Bill, who was ignored again.


    "We
would like to help you with that," Helen continued.


    Big
Bill wanted to tell these people exactly where they could go. But, Big Bill was
a big proponent of the Engage Brain Before Engage
Mouth philosophy. He had gone pretty far as a police officer using that
philosophy. He closed his mouth. He had missed something and he wasn't sure
what it was. He looked at the couple and they were smiling, waiting for him to
say something.


    "You
two, sit. And don't say a thing," he growled. "I have to figure this
out."


    They
sat down obediently. They were still smiling.


    "Okay,
I got it," he said, after running the conversation through his head a few
times. "You're going to buy the department a new squad car." He sat
back with a flourish.


    "Not
exactly," said Will.


    I
must have missed something else. I got to get back on the street. I'm losing my
touch, thought Big Bill.


    "Sweetheart,
stop playing with the Chief," said Helen. Will gestured
to her.


    "Chief,
Will and I would like to donate 5 million dollars to the Oakdale Police
Department."


    The
room was completely quiet. In fact, the best description would be that Big Bill's
brain had short circuited and had stopped working.


    Into
the silence stepped Will. "We do have two conditions. First, we would like
you to work with an attorney and get the Police Department's books in order, so
we can actually give the police department the money. Second, we don't want
word of this getting out. So we want you to protect us from the politicians and
the media."


    Department
administrative business; he knew how to do that. "The first condition I
can handle. I also want to add a clause that the money doesn't appear to be
going to me. The second condition is going to be tricky. You have to know that,
otherwise you wouldn't have asked. How do you want me to spend the money?"


    Will
started to say something, Helen stopped him. She spoke to Big Bill, "Chief,
in response to your question, can I ask you some personal questions?"


    "Maybe,"
he said. "Remember, I'm the police officer here, usually I ask the
questions."


    "Please
bear with me," she said. "It will all make sense when I'm done. How
soon after high school did you get married?"


    He
thought about it, "About 6 months, more or less."


    "Did
you marry your high school sweetheart?"


    Big
Bill nodded, smiling at the memory.


    "How
soon after high school did you become a police officer."


    "About
2 months, we waited to get married until after I had the job. What does this
have to do with…?"


    Helen
held up her hand, "Only a few more questions."


    "When
did you have your first child and did your wife work?"


    As
a police officer, Bill was fascinated with her line of questioning. "We
had our son about 9 months after we were married. Velma, my wife, was a
homemaker as was expected at the time."


    "As
a rookie police officer, my guess is that you didn't make much money."
Bill nodded his head. "In the first year, that you worked, Velma had to
balance what you wanted with what you could afford. Then, when there were 3 of
you, there were the additional expenses of a child. Will and I want you to be
very thrifty with the 5 million dollars. We would like you to ask Velma how she
did it. She's an expert on making money last. Certainly not
Will or me."


    Big
Bill nodded. Velma knew more about getting the last value out of a dollar than
he ever would. She had even come up with the money to send their two children
to college.


    "Chief,
could you maybe introduce us to Fire Chief Dawson," said Will.


    "Him, too?"


    Will
nodded.


    "Okay,
follow me." Big Bill Hagen and Brian Plug Dawson had been friends since
first grade. They were absolute best friends and were known for their all out
fights, complete with rolling on the ground. They always made up. Over the
years, before they graduated from high school, they had inflicted incredible
physical pain (and a few scars) on each other. After high school, Big Bill
married Velma Voss. A week later, Plug (he was short and wide and unusually
muscular) married Iris Bassett, who happened to be the best friend of Velma
Voss.


    Big
Bill walked into the Fire Chief's office and headed for the door marked 'Oakdale
Fire Chief Brian Dawson'.


    "We'll
be just a minute, Charlene," he said.


    "Okay, Big Bill."


    The
three of them walked into Chief Dawson's office. Big Bill had Will and Helen
sit down.


    "Hey-ya Plug," he said by way of greeting.


    Plug
eyed Big Bill. "Don't you have something to do," he said. "I'm
actually working here. Unlike the PD who sit in their cars
and nap."


    Big
Bill ignored him. "This is Will Foster and Helen Bouvier. They live at 625
Briarwood Drive. They want to complain about their fire service," he said.
"It's about time, too. If your people would actually work instead of
hiding in their stations watching TV, honest people like Mr. Foster and Ms.
Bouvier wouldn't have to come here and complain. You notice they came to me,
the police department, first."


    Chief
Dawson wasn't buying it. He looked at Will and Helen and shook his head. "I
can understand that you might want to come and see me. Why did you have to
bring him?"


    "Because,
I invited myself," Big Bill crowed. "Because I am the Chief of Police
and you're not big enough to make me leave." Plug stood up. Big Bill promptly
sat down.


    Plug
looked at the three of them. "Something is definitely going on here. The
Chief of Police rarely takes me on face to face. He usually sends Eddie to do
it." He looked at Helen and Will. "Did he set you up to it? No. I would
have heard about that. So therefore it has to be you two." He leaned back
with a look of satisfaction. "Not bad for an old
fireman, huh. And, I'll bet it was a lot faster than you, you hood with
a badge. Pay up."


    Big
Bill stood up and put a dollar on the Fire Chief's desk. "You know this
means I can't buy my kids shoes for school."


    "Ya
big goof, your kids are long gone. And if your daughter, the big shot District
Attorney, ever heard some of your lies, you'd be in prison with Bubba
stretching out… oops. That got a little farther than I wanted," said Plug.
Everyone was laughing out of control.


    "So
why is the richest couple in town here to see me?"


    "We
want to give the fire department 5 million dollars," said Helen.


    "…well,
uhh…okay, you got me there. I don't have a smart answer for that one."


    Will
explained the same conditions to Chief Dawson, including the part where he had
to talk with his wife Iris about managing money.


    Plug
looked at Big Bill, "You too?" Big Bill nodded.


    Both
big men stood as Will and Helen said their goodbyes.


    Both
chiefs came out to the house and it only took a few hours to hash out the
agreement. Our lawyer, Eli, went through the paperwork and we gave the chiefs
each 5 million for their departments.


 


The Departments - 2002


    Two
years later, Will collapsed in the bathroom. Because the fire department was
now using an upgraded communications and dispatch system, it took Engine 3 less
than two minutes to arrive, and the Medics were less than a minute behind them.
It wasn't enough. Will never woke up and he didn't want heroic measures to save
his life. The lead paramedic told me that heroic measures wouldn't have made a
difference.


    I
had to let Will go. Fire Chief Dawson arrived about that time and let Engine 3 and
the Medics go back in service. Chief Dawson stayed with me until the coroner
arrived. Police Chief Hagen arrived about a minute behind Chief Dawson. Because
a police officer was required when the coroner was called, Chief Hagen stayed
and sent the patrol unit back to work. Rosarita was doing her best to keep me
calm. I was starting to get hysterical, so Chief Dawson called the Medics back
and they gave me a sedative.


    Rosarita
told me later that a police honor guard took Will from the coroner's office to
the crematorium. He was transported in the back of a medic unit and had a
police escort. Rosarita, Pedro, Jose, and Maria took me out to where mom and
dad were. The Oakdale Police Department and the Oakdale Fire Department brought
Will's ashes. I spread Will's ashes with my mom's and dad's and collapsed. I
don't remember the rest of the funeral, collapsing, riding home in the medic
unit, or being put in bed.


    I
didn't do very well for awhile. I would sit and brood or sit and sob. I didn't
get any sleep, because I would wake up sobbing or screaming. Rosarita took it
the hardest, because she had been with Will the longest. It was Jose and Maria
who finally figured me out. When they were younger, sometimes Will and I would
watch them. When they got really scared, we would have them crawl in bed with
us and we would hug them and tell them it was going to be okay. They got in bed
with me, one on each side, and they hugged me and told me I was going to be
okay. They did that for six days, until I believed them.


    After
that my life settled into obscurity. I gave a bunch more money to the fire department
and the police department, who had helped me so much. The chiefs tried to not
take it, I had to force it on them. The chiefs still
visit every so often to make sure I'm okay. I think both departments watch me
when they think I'm not looking. A lot of police cars go by the house and it
seems like there is always one in my rear view mirror. The fire fighters always
wave.


    I
got my job back at the community college. I even bought a Toyota Camry to
drive. It almost seems like my life is back the way it was, except I can't go
visit my mom and dad and it's like I never met my husband.


    Rosarita
takes good care of me. When Pedro left Rosarita and went back to Mexico, I was
there for her. It wasn't that bad, because they hadn't gotten along for years.
The worst part of it was that I had to find a new gardener. I moved her into
the big house as much for her as for me. Now when Jose brings the grandkids to
visit, they have the whole house to run around in.


    I
never tried to sell the cars. Guenther helped Will find
the three big cars and then had them brought here. They spent a lot of time on
the phone, because they were both true car nuts. They would get together every
once in awhile. That's how Guenther knew where to find your car. Because it was
Guenther, I agreed to sell it to you.


    After
I met you, I couldn't sell you the car. You don't know that, of course. The
cars are not mine to sell. Anymore than they will be when
they are yours. All the cars are gone, except for the Turbos. I had them
shipped the day we went to the warehouse district. They should be at your shop
tomorrow.


    "I
don't know what to say," he said.


    "Don't
say anything. I haven't had this much fun since… for a long time."


    Charles
stood up. He reached out to her. "It's time to go," he said. When
Helen stood up he hugged her tightly.


    "Where
are we going?"


    "We
are going to bed, like normal healthy adults do when they care for each other."


    "That
sounds like fun," she smiled. "That sounds like a lot of fun. What
took you so long?"


 


    The
next morning, the world seemed okay. Helen was a little late and a little giddy
as she rushed off to teach. Charles got to eat a leisurely breakfast, while Rosarita
fussed over him. When he was done eating he walked over to the garage and
opened the door. There was the red Porsche Turbo and the black Porsche Turbo sitting
by side on one side of the garage, all the other cars and most of the tools
were gone.


    He
pulled out his phone.


    "German Engineering. Reginald
speaking."


    "Reginald,
Charles, how are you."


    "Well
hello, Mr. Davis."


    "Reginald,
I have three cars being shipped to the garage. Plus tools and
assorted parts."


    "I
think they are in town, the drivers just called for some directions
clarifications. They said it's two semi-trailers."


    "Just
store it all anyway you can, there should be more than enough room. Fire up all
the cars and give them a little street time. You'll have fun. By the way, I
need a good Porsche guy here in Cleveland.


    "That
would be Bernard at Porsche Palace."


    "Thanks,
Reginald. Have fun. Bye." He rang off.


    Just
then a man walked into the shop. "Are you Reginald?" he asked.
Reginald nodded. "I have your cars."


    "That
was fast," Reginald said.


    "There
is a delivery bonus," the man said, holding out a form on a clipboard. "Please
sign, date, and time." Reginald did so. "Let's go look at your cars. Do
you know what they are?" Reginald shook his head. "Dude, you are in
for one surprise."


    They
went outside. A Ferrari 430 Scuderia was parked in the street, idling, gleaming
with all of its red Ferrari brilliance. A 500hp V8 monster
from the Ferrari factory in Maranello. Unlike it's bigger V12 brothers, the 430 is a light sports car
designed for racing. Reginald looked at it in amazement, then walked over and
opened the storage garage door.


    "You'll
have to drive it in, we can only take it off the truck," the driver said.


    Reginald
got behind the wheel and backed the Ferrari into the garage. When he came out a
BMW E92 M3 ALMS sat idling in the street. With it, BMW had taken a luxury
muscle car and had removed the luxury part. It was a 480hp car designed specifically
for the American Le Mans Series. He looked up at his neighbors in the office
buildings around him. It appeared many had taken this precise moment to take a
break. He waved as he got in the BMW and backed it in. It went a little deeper
in the warehouse sized garage.


    When
he came back, the next car took his breath away. Sitting in front of him,
gently idling, sat an orange Lamborghini Gallardo LP 550-2 Valentino Balboni
with a white stripe down the hood. A Gallardo built with rear wheel drive; 1 of
only 250. More beauty and power (540hp V10) in a single package than the other two
cars he had just parked in the garage. It was named after the former chief test
driver of Lamborghini. Just touching it gave him goose bumps. He got in and felt
the car envelope him. Even backing it into the garage he could feel the restrained
power.


    He
looked in the back of the second semi. "Let's put the rest of this stuff
on the right side of the garage, there's an alcove where it all should fit.
Please leave an aisle so I can get to it."


    The
driver handed him the manifest. "Here's a list of everything." An
hour later, it was all unloaded and accounted for.


 


Wiggling Suggested


    Helen
had only been home for a few minutes. She was idly picking through the mail
when Charles breezed in.


    "Charles,"
she said, "What is that in your coat?"


    "What
exactly do you mean, what is that in your coat," he replied, slightly
evasive.


    "You
have something under your coat and it's moving," she said coolly.


    "I
have no such thing," he replied, even as his coat began heaving.


    Helen
just looked at him, waiting.


    "Oh,
you mean this coat." He unzipped the top a little bit and a small brown
furry head popped out. "Honestly, I don't know how it, I mean she got in
there."


    "Charles!"


    "Oh
okay, if you're going to be all snippy about it." He completely unzipped
the coat…


    "I
am not being snippy, I just wondered what was in your coat." …and placed
the little hairy body on the ground. She trotted over the where Helen was standing
and wagged her tail (and her butt) and danced her front paws on the carpet.


    "I'd
pick her up if I was you," observed Charles. "She doesn't look like
she's going to get tired anytime soon."


    Helen
glared at him and then looked down at the little dog. "Hello, what's your
name?" The dog sat down and broomed the carpet with her tail.


    "I
think her name is Wiggles," said Charles helpfully.


    Wiggles
recognized her name and wagged her tail harder (if that were possible). Helen
picked her up and held her up for inspection. Wiggles licked the tip of Helen's
nose. Helen walked into the living room, sat down, and put Wiggles down on her
lap. Wiggles curled up and closed her eyes.


    "Wiggles
is a long coat, miniature Dachshund," said
Charles. "She came from an animal shelter and she needs a forever home.
The helpful shelter people said she's housebroken and she should go out twice a
day, once in the am and once in the pm. You should feed her a half cup of dry
dog food at night. Here's a coupon that will give you a discount at any vet,"
his brow furrowed, "not that you would need it."


    "Charles,
I don't have time for a dog. I'm very busy."


    "You
are very busy only during the day, my dear. At night you are in this house all
by yourself. I know Rosarita is in the back, but you know what I mean. All your
books, all your music, and all your movies aren't going to change the fact that
you are here alone. People are not meant to be alone. You aren't meant to be
alone. Wiggles will be with you. She will bring a ray of sunshine into your otherwise
drab life."


    "I
do not have a drab life."


    "Not
anymore you don't. Because Wiggles will change all of that.
I am repaying your great gift in kind. I am entrusting you with the life of
this sweet little dog. A life that will change your life
forever."


    "Okay,
I get the message. Come on Wiggles, off the lap. You lay down here next me."
Wiggles groaned with disgust, but quickly snuggled against Helen's thigh, and
closed her eyes again.


 


    "You
need to drive these cars, you know." They were standing in the almost empty
garage looking at the two Turbos. Wiggles was outside
checking the grass.


    "Intellectually
I know that. It won't be a problem with the red car, but the black car was Will's."


    "Everyone
has a keepsake of their lost loved one. It just so happens that your keepsake
is by most standards an undriveable, by mere mortals, Porsche 930 Turbo. I know
you, and you won't sell it. People touch their keepsakes to remember their
loved ones. Driving this car will remind you of how much you loved your Will."


    Charles
was carrying a paper bag. From it he pulled what looked like a mesh bag. He
opened the passenger door of Will's black car and attached the mesh bag to the
restraints. He called Wiggles over and put her in the mesh bag and secured her.
He handed Helen the keys.


    "Go,"
he said gently, "go and remember how much you loved your Will and your mom
and your dad. Wiggles will keep you safe. I'll be here when you're done."


    She
fired up Will's Turbo. It snarled to life. The red Turbo had a low growl. It
was a muffler thing. Both cars were maintained to be exactly the same. She
eased out the clutch and pushed the throttle to the floor. Just as the tach hit
redline, without conscious thought, she shifted and the Turbo flew down the
driveway. When she got to the street (nothing was coming), a quick tap on the
brake to settle the car and she was on the street pulling away from the
driveway. And towards a police officer, who already had his lights on.


    Helen
shifted down and pulled over and waited.


    "Hello
Ms. Bouvier. Just making sure it's you." He pretended not to notice that
she was crying. "It's really nice to see you driving your Porsche again.
We were all hoping that you hadn't given it up. That's a very pretty dog you
have there. You take very good care of yourself, Ms. Bouvier. There are a lot
of people here that like you a lot." He tipped his hat, walked back to his
patrol car and drove off.


    Helen
fired up the Turbo, spun it around and took off the other way (briefly
sideways).


 


    "Excuse
me, chief?"


    "What?
Jeez, can't you see I'm busy," Chief Hagen fumed. "I'm sorry, Eddie.
It's all the paperwork. What do you want?"


    "Billy
Turner just got off shift. He was going to come up and talk to you, but his
wife just went into labor. He told me he pulled over Ms. Bouvier about an hour
ago. She was driving the black Porsche. He said she must have been doing 50 or
60 when she skidded out of her driveway."


    "Really. What did he tell her?"


    "He
told her that it was nice to see her driving her Porsche again and to be
careful because there are a lot of people who care about her."


    "I
think I might just have to change my mind about Officer Turner."


    "That
was okay, then?"


    "It's
fine. Very fine."


 


    It
was just another day. Helen came home from filling in at the community college.
She walked up the stairs with anticipation. Charles had come home a few days
ago. Wiggles met her at the door and beamed as Helen bent over and patted her
on the head. She then trotted ahead of her as Helen went in search of Charles.
He had become quite a fixture each time he came to visit. It was nice to come
home to man again. She surprised herself by thinking the house was more home
when Charles was here.


     She found him in the bedroom packing. "You're
leaving. You just got here," she said.


    "Nope,
we're going on an adventure. You and me and the dog."
He picked up Wiggles and set her in the suitcase. She thumped her tail, causing
her to wiggle, and panted with expectation.


    "I
don't want to go on a trip, I like it right here."


    "Too bad. You need to travel. See the world," he
said.


    "I've
seen the world and I like it here," she sensed that this was not a
winnable argument.


    "I
already bought you a first class ticket. A non-refundable
first class ticket."


    "Well,
hell," she caved. "When are we leaving?"


    "Tomorrow
morning. So you better pack."


    "Can
I ask where we're going?"


    "You
can," he paused. "We are going to sunny San Diego, to commune with
tourists from all over the country, no from all over the world," he
finished with a flourish.


    Helen
sighed and started packing.


 


San Diego?


    Charles
drove their rental car to the nearest beach.


    "What
are we going to do at the beach?" asked Helen.


    "We
are going to learn how to stand up paddle."


    "That
might be a little difficult considering there is no one here," said Helen.


    "It
does seem a little dead," agreed Charles, a little disappointed.


    While
they were talking, Wiggles had noticed the water. She stood and watched the
swell come in and go back out. She tilted her head trying to figure it out. She
apparently got it, because as the water receded she charged it, barking loudly.
As soon as the ocean came back in she ran to the dry sand and waited. As it
receded, she chased it back out, barking all the way. She looked like she was
having fun.


    About
this time a man and a woman, that Charles had not noticed, paddled in and got
off their boards not too far from where they were standing. The man was a
little over 6 feet tall, broad shoulders, he turned when Charles approached
him.


    "Hi,
I'm Charles."


    The
man smiled and stuck out his hand, "I'm Andy and this is my wife Ed, uhh, Edda."
She was shorter than him, stocky, with blonde hair and a huge grin.


    "This
is my friend, Helen. Do you happen to know where we can get some stand up
paddle lessons? We're new to the sport."


    Edda
said, "We can show you some things…"


    "Ed,
honey, we have to get going," said Andy.


    "We
don't want to intrude," said Charles.


    "We
are on our way to San Onofre to catch some bigger waves," said Edda. "We've
been on the road since morning and Andy needed some exercise. She stage
whispered, "He has ADHD."


    "I
heard that," laughed Andy. "I do have ADHD and if I don't get some
exercise I go cuckoo."


    "What
if we were at San Onofre," said Charles, "would you have time to help
us learn how to paddle?"


    "There
is one small problem with San Onofre," said Andy. "There are no
hotels or board rental shops. Both of which you need, I'm guessing."


    "What,
no hotel, how am I going to get my daily spa treatment?" said Helen, pretending
to look horrified.


    "Helen,
you have never had a spa treatment in your life," Charles pointed out.


    "You
don't know that," said Helen. "Besides, I might want to get one."
She winked at Edda. Charles looked at her. "Okay, probably not. The no
hotel thing does pose a problem. How about we get an RV? That might be kind of
nice and cozy."


    Charles
looked at Andy and Edda. "Please don't take offense,
we could pay you for the lessons, since we'll be taking up some of your time. I
was thinking that we could pay you $1000 for all day. Since we are beginners,
we would probably only need one of you at a time. That way the other person,
probably Andy," Charles laughed, "can paddle in the bigger waves."


    He
looked at Andy and Edda. "How does that sound? All we need to do is get an
RV and some boards and we can get going. I saw an RV lot on the way in, and I
think I saw a board shop somewhere around here."


    "I
hate to burst your bubble, my friend. I don't think that either one of those
shops rent," said Andy.


    "We
don't rent," said Charles cheerfully. "We just buy what we need."


    "What!?" Andy and Edda said at the same time.


    "I'm
sorry," said Helen, "Charles should have mentioned that we are kind
of wealthy."


    "Okaaay,"
said Andy.


    "Let's
start with the RV store," said Charles.


    They
walked up to the parking lot, so Andy and Edda could change clothes and put
their boards in the racks.


    "So,
Andy," said Charles. "Is it me, or is your RV tilting to one
side?"


    "We
broke a spring coming down here. I've got to fix it before we hit the road. It's
not hard to do, it's just time consuming. Since I'm doing one, I have to do all
four. I have everything I need, so I just have to find a flat space and I'll
get it done."          


    "I
can help if you'd like. I don't know anything about working on cars, but I'd be
glad to get in your way. Let's get my RV, then the
ladies will have a place to relax."


    A
decision was made. After looking at all the models and some careful questioning
of the salesman and guidance from Andy and Edda, Charles picked a diesel 25
foot Class C, with a bed over the cab.


    "How
will you be paying for that Sir," said the salesman.


    "I'll
use my credit card," said Charles. "Please call the number on the
back to verify. I would like some of the upgrades. Replace the stock generator
with the quiet Honda generator and a new electrical panel. Upgrade to the
custom version, which I believe has the better AC and stereo as well as better
quality upholstery, and better front seats. I want the best mattress that you
have and keep it queen sized."


    Charles
walked outside to where everyone was sitting and waiting.


    "How
did I do?" He asked. They looked at him blankly. "When you looked me
up on the Internet?"


    "Helen
said you were worth way more than that in love. But, moneywise it was about
right," said Edda.


    "You
said that about me?" said Charles to Helen. He walked over and kissed her
on the cheek.


    "I
have this RV thing figured out," said Charles.


    "Well,
what did you get," said Helen.


    "I
got the diesel 25, with all the upgrades. Including a queen sized bed," he
said leering at Helen. "I also got the car rental company to pick up the car."


    It
was the same story at the board shop. Helen needed swimming suits, so Edda went
with her. Charles ended up buying 4 boards and everything that that was
supposed to go with them. Just for grins, he also bought Andy and Edda each a new
board.


    "Hey,
I bought you guys each a board. Cool, huh," he said. They started to
protest. Andy definitely needed some more exercise. "Well, anyway, here
you go." He handed them each a surfboard made of bubble gum.


    On
the way out of town they saw a vacant lot with a grocery store across the
street. Andy and Edda didn't eat any wheat, just meats, vegetables, and fruit.
Charles and Helen were willing to try anything, as long as it was reasonably
edible. Having a good idea what everyone wanted, Helen and Edda trooped across
the street to buy groceries.


    Charles
and Andy began working on their RV. Andy was right, it was easy, but time
consuming. Since they were already changing the springs, Andy was going to
replace the shocks, too. Every 45 minutes, one of the women would come with a
snack and a drink. Edda showed Helen how to roll out the awning and they sat in
the shade while the men worked. Five hours after they started, they were done. Charles
managed to get in the way only a few times. The women had made huge sandwiches with
bread for Charles and Helen and breadless, lettuce wrapped sandwiches for Andy
and Edda.


 


Stand Up Paddle or Blame Laird


    Going
to San Onofre State Beach was a total thrill for Charles and Helen. More so for Helen because she hadn't been out in the years after
Will's death. During the day they would park the RV's on the bluff and
hike down to the beach. While Andy was a better surfer than Edda, she was a
better teacher than he was. When they were in the water together, she gave him
a pretty rough time.


    Wiggles
didn't think that it was a very good idea for her people to go on those long
things that went in the water. Especially, since they left her behind. Andy had
figured that was the way it was going to go with Wiggles, so he had bought some
matting that Wiggles wouldn't slide around on.


    "How
are you going to secure that to the board," asked Helen, a little
concerned.


    Andy
held up a bottle. "Gorilla Glue," he said. "Best thing ever
made. Glue everything with it."


    "Half
of our RV is Gorilla Glued," said Edda rolling her eyes.


    Andy
just started laughing so hard, that he had all the rest of them laughing. "I
crack myself up," he said. He started laughing again.


    As
soon as the glue dried, they were back to the beach. Helen got on her board. When
Wiggles started barking, Andy picked her up, tucked her under his arm and
walked her out to Helen's board. He set her on the board and she promptly sat
down. She looked like she didn't think this was a better idea, and probably wished
she was back on the beach.


    The
four of them spent the next 10 days surfing, playing on the beach, meeting
people, eating, and staying in the RV (which covers all indoor activities).
They would either camp on the bluffs or at the San Mateo Campground. It had
been easy to get reservations for the San Mateo Campground. There was a lull in
the weather with no big storms forecast or expected. When nobody was looking,
Charles had just paid for all of it. This way they could camp on the bluff or
at the campground.


    Most
of the people they met were pleasant. Some of them were surfers, some of them
were hikers, and some of them were just people who liked to hang out at the
beach all day laying in the sunshine. By the middle of the 10 days both Helen
and Charles were advanced beginners. The beach where they were had beginner to
intermediate waves. They had an absolute blast because they didn't have to lie
down on their boards, it was all done standing up and
paddling.


    While
Wiggles was annoyed to be on the paddle board in the beginning, she completely
changed her tune when they got in the waves and started picking up speed. To
her it was almost like being in the car, except they were on the water. By the
end of the seventh day when both Helen and Charles were going for bigger waves,
Wiggles began walking around on the board to find the best place to balance.


    It
was on the eighth day that things started to get really fun. Both
Andy and Ed, Charles and Helen called her that now too, paddled with
them that day. The surf had picked up and was generating some nice sized waves.
They caught wave after wave, and Helen and Charles were both on it. Even
Wiggles was completely in control of herself, moving back and forth on the
board for optimum position. She even took to barking at Charles or Helen if they
missed a particularly good-looking wave or fell behind.


    By
lunchtime everyone was tired and hungry. They hiked back up to the bluff were
some food and a sit down in the camp chairs. That turned into a one-hour nap,
it could have gone longer if Wiggles hadn't decided that it was time to surf
some more. They gathered up their boards and hiked back down to the water. It
was Andy that noticed the dark clouds far out in the ocean.


    "That
could be good," he said.


    "Honey,
if you want to go to Lowers, will be okay here," said Edda.


    "I
am sick of paddling by myself," he said. "I think I'll stay here and
paddle with you. And of course Charles and Helen."


    "I
see how it is," said Charles. "As soon as the weather changes he
wants to hang out with us."


    They
could all see that the sets were getting bigger and the waves were holding
their shape. It was a beautiful thing to watch.


    "I'm
willing to bet that if we paddled out to the lineup we could actually ride
these waves," said Edda. "Of course, we would have to get in the
water."


    This
caused mass pandemonium as four people tried to simultaneously get their boards
and themselves and with the dog barking, egging them on, into the water. Five
minutes later there was a race to get to the lineup complete with Wiggles
barking, urging them on. They stayed until it was almost dark, playing as a
group, racing, charging, and acting like insane children. Hiking up the hill
they noticed, as a group, that they were hungrier than they were for lunch.
They got in their rigs and caravanned to the camp site.


    They
had steaks (again) for dinner with some nice steamed vegetables and collapsed
in their chairs. They called it a night early and were all asleep by 8 PM. That
night it stormed pretty good and Charles sleepily
wondered what it would do to the surf the next day.


    They
were already awake when Andy came knocking and said he wanted to get an early
start. Just in case. They caravanned back to where they were the day before and
parked. Spread before them was a storm surge with some of the most beautiful
waves they had ever seen. Andy was already halfway down the hill and on his way
to Lowers. That woke up Charles and Helen and they hurriedly got their gear
together. Charles climbed up on the roof and got the other boards, the ones
they hadn't used yet. Andy had said that these were more advanced boards and
when the surf was right they would really like them. He had glued the pads on
them so they were Wiggles friendly.


    They
locked up the RVs and hustled down to the beach. They were in the water in no
time, Wiggles choosing to go with Charles. The waves were much bigger than the
day before, but they weren't intimidating. There weren't a lot of people out
yet. They started catching waves, and by the third wave Charles was smiling so
hard his face hurt.


    One
time he got close to Helen and Wiggles yapped at him. Charles didn't even think
about what he was doing. He picked her up and gently lobbed her over to Helen.
She easily caught the dog and set her down on her board and continued paddling.
For some reason, they were concentrating on staying in a group, mostly so they
could heckle each other. And mostly so it was a shared experience.


    They
were so concentrated on the waves, that it was Wiggles that gave him away. She
barked as Andy joined them and made four.


    "It
was absolutely awesome," he said. "And there I was, by myself, again."
Each time they went back out it was better than the last. "I have to go to
the bathroom," said Helen. "I'll be back in a few minutes."


    Ten
minutes later, they watched her come down the trail with a bag. She waved them
to come in. She gave Charles a sandwich, and she gave Andy and Edda a sandwich
wrapped in a butter lettuce leaf. She put a bowl down filled with kibble for
Wiggles.


    "As
I passed the refrigerator, I realized I was hungry. I figured if I was hungry,
you were hungry," she said. "If we are going to beat ourselves up
like yesterday, we might as well eat." She gave everybody another sandwich
and said, "Force yourself to eat this." She
dug a hole in the sand, put the grocery bag in it, and grabbed her board.


    "Any
time you're ready, Toro," she said. Everybody grabbed their boards and
trudged back into the surf, with Charles carrying Wiggles under his arm.


    All
day the waves continued to get bigger, until about 8pm when they leveled out.
They took one more food break when Edda needed to pee. They paddled until it
was too dark to see Wiggles if she went in the water.


    The
10th day was not as epic as the ninth day. They went in the morning, but had
decided earlier that they were going to leave about noon. The fact that the
surf was not as high made it much easier.


    "It
was really nice meeting you guys," said Charles. "You really made our
vacation special."


    There
were many hugs.


    "You
take good care of yourself and Helen and Wiggles, my friend," said Andy.


    "I
really enjoyed spending time with you," said Helen. "Take very good
care of yourselves."


    "Here
is payment for our lessons," said Charles. "You did real good
teaching us flatlanders." He handed a check to Andy.


    He
promptly handed the check back. "We can't take your money. You paddled
with us, we had a lot of fun," he said.


    "Okay,"
Charles said, disappointed, taking back the check.


    "Here,
take this," said Helen. "I put together a lunch for you. I stapled the
bag shut to keep everything from falling out. Please don't open it until you
get on the road. I want it to be a surprise."


    There
were hugs all around again and Andy and Edda headed home.


    "That
was rather easy," said Helen. "We are quite the con artists. If we ever
used our powers for evil, we'd be scary." She grabbed him and pulled him
tightly against her for a kiss. Wiggles barked to be included and put her front
feet against Helen's leg. Helen looked down, "Quiet you or I'll put you in
the washer," she said. "Honey," said Charles, "we don't
have a washer."


 


    They
were driving down the road. Edda looked at Andy. "Don't you think that all
went a little too easy," she said.


    "I
was thinking that, too. He didn't argue at all when I gave him the check back"


    "Then
Helen handed us the bag with lunch," Edda finished.


    "It's
the bag…" they both said.


    She
opened the bag and reached in. "Dried fish," she sounded relieved.
She put it on the console. "Brisket chunks, I think, meat and lettuce
wraps, kale with some kind of sauce, and look what's for desert." she held
up a neatly wrapped stack of bills. "I'm assuming this is part of $10,000
in $20 bills.


    "What!"
laughed Andy. "What a pair of goofballs.


    Edda laughed, too. "Helen and I were talking one
night. She said that having all that money was relative. She said no matter how
much something costs, the amount holds no meaning to her. It's the same with
Charles. That's why they don't go out much. They don't want people to get the
wrong idea." She leaned over and gave her husband a kiss on the cheek. "Let's
go home."


 


    Charles
pulled out of the campsite and headed north. Wiggles was
already asleep in the dog basket on top of the engine cover.


    "Where
are we going, my dear?" said Helen.


    "How
would you like to see Seattle," said Charles. "It's just right up the
road."


    "Exactly
how far," Helen laughed, "is just right up the road."


    "A
few hundred miles give or take a few hundred miles, or more," he said. "Why
don't we stop here first," he pulled into a motel parking lot, "we
can get warm showers, do our laundry, clean the sand out of everything, fill the
water, empty the waste, sleep on a motel bed, and get a meal cooked in a
restaurant."


    "I
like all of that except the motel bed part. I'm really partial to our bed in
the RV. This is our home. It's not just an RV. Do you know what I mean?"


    He
pulled her to him and hugged her hard. A pleasant night of cuddling, soft sex,
and fighting Wiggles for real estate. "How can a dog that
small, take up that much room?"


    After
a nice breakfast, "Today we get an IPad and a satellite link up. That way
we'll have the internet while we're on the road. We'll go west and pick up the
Pacific Coast Highway and thread our way north.”


    They
became nomads. They were going to buy the wool caps with the tassels, but didn't
think Wiggles would be amenable to wearing hers. With the IPad GPS, they always
knew where they were and with the satellite link-up they knew exactly what was
around them. They visited every tourist attraction they could find.


    Before
they got to San Francisco, they went to Mavericks a very well known surfing
spot. Andy had talked about it. In San Francisco they visited Alcatraz, which
Wiggles didn't like at all. They drove across the Golden Gate Bridge. Marijuana
country was next, followed by wine country as the landscape flattened out.


    They
went to all of the different versions of the redwoods parks. Wiggles inspected
the bases of as many trees as she could, hoping to find a dog she knew. She
left her calling card, just in case. They spent almost three days among the
giants, not wishing to miss anything.


    They
drove through Carmel, CA where Dirty Harry was the mayor at one time. They
visited the House of Conundrum, where everything seemed to be tilted in a
different direction. There were a number of festivals where they danced until
they couldn't stand and listened to Bluegrass Music played by some of the most
outrageous people they had ever seen (and that was
putting it mildly). Charles and Helen thought they had seen everything until
the kids came out to play. The audience did manage to stay quiet for about 10
second into the first young person's performance. Contrary to the usual rules
of performing, the quiet seemed to rattle the young lady. Then everyone started
yelling and stomping, and that seemed to settle her down. The crowd didn't seem
to be doing a lot of drinking, even though they sure were loud and friendly.


    In
Oregon, they saw the giant haystacks off the coast. At the Oregon Dunes they
rented 2 sand rails and drove like idiots up and down the waves of sand (they
had to get doggles for Wiggles). That was followed by a trip up the coast to
the Sea Lion Caves, the world's largest sea cave and the Heceta Head Lighthouse,
the most photogenic lighthouse in the US. Back down the map and a left to
Eugene, OR, one of the last bastions of the counterculture, home of the Oregon
Ducks, Ken Kesey, and the Anarchists. They had some fine counterculture eats, and
headed out to Crater Lake, the largest hole in America.


    "Honey
it looks like there's a big storm coming in," said Helen when they got
back in the rig.


    "How big?"


    "Well
the red color seems darker than normal and it seems to fill more of the screen
than normal."


    Charles
found a place to park in a rest area off the highway. As soon as he was parked,
it was a race to the bed. Because Wiggles was smaller she always seemed to win.
They were snug under the blankets when it hit.


    The
storm was a late fall monster. It roared into the valley and was now stuck
there. It was heavy, filled to capacity with rain. The mountains that had
allowed it a way in now blocked its way out. In its fury to escape the
mountains grip, the storm swirled around the valley, unloading its rain on the
valley floor.


    The
rain came in waves, sometimes loud, sometimes light. They could hear the wind
roar on the other side of the valley as it came towards them. It would buffet
the RV and move on. Inside, they were warm and toasty snuggled under blankets,
pillows and each other. One thing naturally led to another and soon Wiggles was
shoved to the side of the bed. The wind rocking the RV and the rain dancing on
the roof, made it all the more sensual.


    The
storm made yet another attack on the unyielding mountain peaks. It roared in
defiance as it charged through the valley. More rain fell from its clouds and
its winds again whipped across the lake. By morning, the storm had lost its
power, the mountains had won.


    Next
came The Dalles, OR and west along the Columbia River
to Portland, OR. Along the way, they made a stop at Hood River, OR, the home of
sail boarding, and while it looked like a lot of fun, neither one was willing
to try it.


    At
Portland, OR, they crossed the Columbia and turned around and headed east on
the Washington side of the mighty river. They visited Stonehenge in Washington,
came back west again and headed north on the Wind River Highway to Mount St.
Helens, and the Mount St. Helens Interpretive Center.


    Now
that they were close to Seattle, they were ready to get to there, in this case,
Charles' apartment. They headed back to I5 and took it north to Olympia, where
they stopped for dinner and wandered around the Washington State Capitol campus
while they waited for rush hour traffic to dissipate. It was around 10pm that
they pulled into the parking garage and parked next to Charles' private
garages.


    They
locked everything in the RV, except a bag for Helen in the morning. Charles
opened the door and they walked into the apartment. Wiggles did a quick tour
and decided that Charles must live here. She ran into the bedroom and sat at
the foot of the bed, waiting to be lifted up.


    Charles
and Helen took a long shower together and fell into bed exhausted.


 


    "This
is Kathleen."


    A nervous voice. "Uh, Ms. Morrison, this is Stephen
Thompson at the hotel. You told me to call you when Mr. Davis returned. He arrived
at 11:30 in a RV. Travelling with him is an elegant woman, about as tall as he
is and a small long haired wiener dog."


    "Thank
you for calling me, Stephen."


    Why
am I all of a sudden jealous, she thought?


 


    Kathleen
and Charles knocked on Hassan's door and walked in.


    "I
thought he was here. I saw him go by my door and I didn't see him leave."


    Charles
was snooping through the office. "Aha," he exclaimed, looking under
the desk, where Hassan was hiding.


    Hassan
stood up. "The most interesting stuff is carved into the underside of my
desk. I was merely examining it to see if it was pertinent."


    Kathleen
had already sat down. "Is it?" asked Charles.


    "Sadly, no. I can go back and check if you'd like me
too," he said hopefully.


    "We're
here for important hotel stuff," said Kathleen. "You don't get out of
it this time."


    "It's stuff like that, that ruins this great job," said
Hassan.


    "We
are going to throw a grand ball for my friend Helen. You and I are going to
wear tuxedos. Helen, Kendra, Kathleen and Carlotta and Christina from Terrific
Toys will wear gorgeous evening gowns and their dates
tuxedos. It will be eating and dancing. We will have a reception line featuring
the aforementioned people. Any employee and their partner that wants to come to
the party can come, but they have to wear formal wear. We're still working on
that part. Anybody who is working during the party will get double time."


    "I
suppose that means I have to work now," said Hassan. He took a minute to
arrange his thoughts. "Tuxedo's will be easy. We'll just contract with one
of the chains. I'm assuming we are picking up the cost of all the clothing? For
the gowns, I suggest we contact the Gowns Project. They supply prom gowns for
young women who can't afford them. The gowns are all donated and some of them
are pretty nice looking. I think that if we gave them a nice donation, say $15k, that might convince them to loan them to us. In fact,
if we go with $20k, we can probably convince their staff to do the fitting. We
have a lottery to see who chooses first and in what order and we do the fitting
here. See, I learned that all under the desk. So there." He thumbed his
nose at both Charles and Kathleen.


    The
Davis Industries telegraph was in full service mode. It was generally known
that Charles would not have any kind of romantic or sexual relationship with any
of his employees, much to the chagrin of almost all of the female employees,
and a few of the male employees as well.


    Now
that he had a girlfriend all bets were off. One second after the moment Helen
walked into the University Hotel, every person employed by Davis Industries was
looking at her picture on their cell phones. That Mr. Davis was giving Helen a
tour of the hotel and introducing her to the staff took a little longer. It
took three seconds for the original sender to figure out their plans.


    Charles
took Helen through the hotel and introduced her to every person. All services
in the hotel came to a stop as each department prepared for Helen's and to a
lesser degree Charles' visit. Without consciously knowing it, there was
cleaning and primping everywhere in the hotel.


    In
each department, Helen was gracious, pleasant, and smiling, treating every
person like he or she was the most special person she had ever met. After they
were done at the hotel they went to Terrific Toys. Then they came back for the
shift change at the hotel. Everyone in Davis Industrial was quite taken with Helen.


    Hassan
and Kathleen put together the Ball. It would be held in the main ballroom. Black tie for the men, evening gowns for the women. Those
employees who did not have evening wear, it would be provided. Tuxedo - Tuxedo, would provide tuxedo's for the men. The men could be
fitted at any of the Tuxedo - Tuxedo locations. While they had recently
branched into women's formal wear, there was not much of a selection yet.


    Kathleen
contacted the Gowns Project. They had a full warehouse of evening wear, ranging
from the very cheesy to the very elegant. Kathleen explained to the president
of the board that they would like to rent the gowns and support staff for $20k.
After a hastily convened board meeting, it was decided that $20k was a very
nice donation to the company and that they would love to help.


    The
warehouse would be open for three days. You could go there on your own, or you
could sign up for the bus after work, which would take you home after the
fitting.


    The
food would be prepared by the main kitchen. All hotel functions would continue.
Anyone who did not want to attend the Ball was asked to trade with someone who
was scheduled to work that day. If the Ball happened while anyone was working, that
person would be paid double time. As with any daily Davis
Industrial function, there would be childcare available.


    A
number of comfortable tour type busses were chartered. The areas they would
serve was shown on a map posted at the hotel and at Terrific
Toys. No one had to drive if they didn't want to. 


    The
students would be playing the music and Charles requested high energy, big band
jazz, for dancing. He told the class instructor that changes could be made any
time and instructors were welcome to play. If they wanted to have the look, Tuxedo
- Tuxedo would provide them all with a free tuxedo; they would have to supply
matching music stands. Four dance instructors were hired.


    In
the days leading up to the Ball, everyone gradually went nuts.


    When
the ball finally happened, it was spectacular. Charles and Helen, Hassan and
Kendra and Kathleen and Carlotta and Christina greeted everyone at the door.
Both Charles and Hassan were good at remembering names, in case they forgot,
Kathleen and Carlotta stood with them and had a book for the hotel and Terrific
Toys. Unfortunately, the books were used primarily to embarrass (in good fun)
the attendees.


    "It's
Jane," Charles winked at her. He turned to Hassan. "I'll bet you
don't know Jane's last name even though she works for you."


    Hassan
pretended to look through the book. "We don't have a Jane that looks like
her. Do you know who that is, Kathleen?"


    "Are
you sure she even works here," asked Kathleen. She turned to Carlotta.


    Carlotta
and Christina both shook their heads. "Not one of ours."


     "Hey, wait a minute, that's not a Jane,
that's a Jennifer," said Hassan. "Who's your friend, Jennifer not
Jane?"


    "This
is my husband, Bill," she said nervously.


    "Jennifer,"
Hassan said, looking directly at her. "You've worked for me for about 2
years now. You started in housekeeping and now you're one of our exceptional
bakers. You bring your little boy, Bobbie, with you every day, so you can bake
your outstanding breads for our guests."


    Charles
watched Jennifer swell up with pride that the hotel's General Manager knew who
she was. He turned to Charles, "See I know who she is, so there." He
turned back to Jennifer. "You and Bill have fun tonight." 


    Charles
and Hassan had to be reminded more than once by their dates to behave.


    After
door duty, the five of them circulated through the crowd; stopping at tables
and, speaking with small knots of partiers. Everyone wanted to talk with Helen.



    "I
should leave. Everyone wants to meet you," laughed Charles. "Nobody
cares about me."


    "Of
course they care about you," she said. "You're the one who brought me
here."


    After
the party started winding down, Helen and Charles toured the hotel, thanking
the staff that had worked so that others could attend.


 


    Helen
had been in Seattle for a month. They were lying in bed enjoying the morning
light.


    "Charles,
sweetie, it's time to go."


    "When
do you want to go?" he asked.


    "In
two days, I think."


    "Two
days it is. How do you want to travel?"


    "The RV. I would like a leisurely tour across the
country."


    They
decided to leave quietly. That way there would be no long drawn out goodbyes.


    As
they were pulling out, the street filled with people holding goodbye signs.
There was a huge banner strung across the main entry of the hotel: Safe Travel
Helen & Charles.


    Kathleen
stopped the RV. "You didn't think you were going to leave without saying
goodbye, did you?"


    Helen
got off so she could say goodbye to all the well wishers. Charles was standing
outside, taking it easy when Kathleen brought the head dining room chef
Stephanie and the head diner chef Tony to him.


    "Due
to an ongoing dispute outside of my control, all of these portions have been
micro-measured to be equal in size." Kathleen said and started laughing.


    "Between
us," laughed Tony, "we made enough food for a transatlantic voyage;
on a sailboat."


    "We
cut back, then there were disagreements about who
should give how much. Let's face it, I'm going to like my food better than I'm
going to like his," said Stephanie


    "We
did it by weight," said Tony shaking his head. "Good thing Janice
wasn't here." She was at a conference.


    At
that, Stephanie nodded her head.


    The
food was put away. Helen was about done. A few more waves and she was back onboard and sitting in her seat. With a toot of the
horn, they were on the road again, this time heading to Cleveland.


    


Dogs - Many of Them


    A
tall, slender woman walked into Darlene's shop. Darlene was a plumpish 50yo,
who owned and operated Dog Haven, a dog rescue. Darlene had never met a dog she
didn't like. In fact, she tended to like dogs more than people. Dog Haven had
16 kennels, a small play area, and a small apartment in the back. Darlene had
carefully saved up enough money to put a down payment on the building and land
and gradually built it into the small operation it was today. She received
several small grants, from a variety of private foundations. Even though she
didn't think so, Darlene was quite good at writing grant proposals.


    The
tall woman walked up to the desk. "I would like to volunteer."


    "Huh,"
was Darlene's first response. She tried again. "I'm sorry,
nobody has ever come in to volunteer."


    The
tall woman laughed. "I'm Helen." She gestured towards the red car, "The
little furry head in my car is Wiggles."


    Darlene
looked and could see a tiny head framed by the front window of the car. A
pretty long haired dachshund, she thought. "You're not here to drop her
off are you?"


    "Heavens no. I need her to help me drive my car. You
know, dog is my copilot. So how can I help you here?"


    "Well,"
Darlene still wasn't sure, then, "all the dogs need a walk. I usually walk
them three at a time in the field behind the building. Everybody gets about a
fifteen minute walk. They are all fairly well socialized and listen pretty well.
Read the kennel tags before you go, just in case I forgot something."


    Darlene
helped Helen collect the first three dogs. She watched Helen go outside and let
her dachshund out of the car. Wiggles, that was her
name, went up to the three dogs. There was the ritual smelling of butts and she
was off. Helen headed to the field and called to her. Wiggles changed direction
and zoomed off towards the field.


    Darlene
watched them go. Screw this, she thought, and headed in to get three more dogs.
Ten minutes later, she joined Helen in the field. She was horrified to see
Helen had let all three run off leash. Darlene ran up to her.


    Helen
shrugged her shoulders, "I'm sorry, I thought they were supposed to run
off leash." She whistled. "Come on," she called to the dogs.
Little Wiggles barked and everyone ran to where Helen was. They sat in front of
her, tails wagging and grinning with delight.


    Darlene
didn't know what to say. Helen looked at her then crouched down, "Are you
ready?" she asked the dogs. They shivered with anticipation. She jumped up
and yelled, "GO." They took off in different directions, barking with
delight as they took off. Helen gently took the leashes from the astonished
Darlene, and let her three dogs join the others.


    "How
did you do that," asked Darlene. They had walked into the middle of the
fields.


    "I'm
not sure. I just figured they would all come back. Wouldn't they do the same
for you? You've known them longer," said Helen.


    Darlene
thought about it, then turned and walked back to the shelter. The dogs all saw
here leave and came streaming after her. Darlene turned around and shooed the
dogs. "Go back, go back, I'm just getting the other dogs," she
protested. A few minutes later, there were ten dogs frolicking in the field.


    Helen
was on the other side of the field from Darlene. She pulled out her phone. "Hello,
Eli. Can you find out if the land behind Dog Haven is for sale?"


    Eli, her attorney. "Okay, I'll call you back in ten
minutes," he said.


    It
took twenty minutes. By this time, all the dogs were back in their kennels,
panting. "It's available if you want it. Just so you know, the whole section is for sale, about 2 acres. Except for
Dog Haven, all the other businesses are lease," he said.


    "I'll
take it. Can you have a 6ft fence put around it with a gate leading to Dog
Haven and a vehicle gate at the south most road access? Have them put up "No
Trespassing" signs at regular intervals."


    "Do
you want concertina wire at the top?" he asked.


    "Remind
me why I continue to pay you?" she asked in return.


    "Because you like me." She could hear him grinning
on the other end. She shut off her phone. "Darlene,
gotta go. See you in a couple of days." Darlene was in the back and didn't
hear her going.


    A
few days later she was back. "Darlene, I'm back," Helen said as she
came in the door. Darlene came out to the front. "What are you doing here?"
She hadn't expected Helen back, figuring it was a momentary urge to help, gone
when she woke up.


    "I
told you, I'm here to volunteer."


    "You
did say that," then brightly "let's go for a walk." She gave
Helen three leashes. "What's with the three leashes?"


    "While
you were gone, they put a fence around the lot. We can't go there anymore."


    "What
do you mean, we can't go there anymore. Did someone tell you, sic a guard on
you, maybe a guard dog," said Helen.


    "None
of that," she whispered. She pointed. "There's a big No Trespassing
sign."


    Helen
looked at her carefully, and then slowly backed away. "The sign told you
that you couldn't go there?" she asked.


    "No,"
said Darlene carefully. "The sign didn't tell me anything. On it is
written, that we can't go in there."


    Helen
had started gathering up the dogs. "What are they going to do, arrest us
and all of the dogs?" she pointed out.


    They
got all the dogs together, walked them over to the gate, and let them loose.
Someone had left four plastic chairs by the gate. On the way out of the shop,
Helen had grabbed two ball flingers and a bag of balls. They started flinging
the balls in every direction for the dogs. Darlene kept looking over her
shoulder, just in case anyone came.


    She
was finally rewarded as an elderly gentleman made his way over to them. "Good
afternoon, ladies. I am looking for Darlene Potter."


    Darlene
wanted to hide. "I'm Darlene," she said nervously.


    "Ms.
Potter, my name is Ralf Young." He was impeccably dressed, in what looked
like a very expensive suit. "I am the senior partner of the law firm,
Young, Young, and Wright." He looked around him. "I very rarely get to
leave the office. It's very nice here."


    "Hello
Mr. Young, my name is Helen Bouvier."


    Mr.
Young shook her hand. "It's very nice to make your acquaintance, Ms.
Bouvier."


    Helen
whistled. From every part of the field dogs came running, just in case treats
were involved.


    Mr.
Young watched the dogs come charging towards them. He squatted down in
anticipation of the dog deluge. He had a huge grin on his face. There was a big
jumble trying to lick his face. The ones that got pushed out went after Helen and
Darlene.


    Mr.
Young stood up. "I lost my Julius a few years back. I miss him. I never
replaced him." A little brown dog had his front paws against his leg and
was laughing up at him. He picked him up and tucked him under his arm. He
reached inside his coat and brought out an envelope.


    "This
is a legal document," he started. Darlene cringed, she wanted to run away.
"This gives Dog Haven and Ms. Darlene Potter the exclusive use of this
fenced property, in perpetuity. Should Dog Haven and Ms. Darlene Potter sever
their relationship, the rights granted in this document shall be granted solely
to Ms. Darlene Potter. Would you like me to explain any of what I have said to
you, Ms. Potter?"


    "No,"
she shook her head.


    "Well,
then," he said cheerfully, "Let's go inside so I can adopt this very
fine looking dog."


    Things
were going well at the Dog Haven dog rescue. Since Helen had arrived, adoptions
were up, they had acquired 20 more kennels from a local
boarding kennel that went out of business. More people were donating: money and
food. And of course, they had the big enclosed field to play in now.


    Helen
came in everyday now and they had become good friends. They had lunch together
every day. If they didn't, it meant that Helen hadn't come in. Both Helen and Darlene
cleaned, after that was done, Helen ran the counter and Darlene walked the dogs
or went and got more strays.


    The
customers really liked Helen, and she seemed to have a good sense of what dog
they needed. She had even sent a number of customers away without a dog,
because she didn't like their feel. The dogs also seemed to like her. If any
were out of the kennels, they laid down as close as they could get to her. The
closest being Wiggles, of course.


    One
night, Darlene was wasting time surfing the net. She was bored. It was almost
bed time, but not yet. Just for grins, she looked up Porsche. She knew they
were expensive cars. Helen had told her that the red car was from the
Seventies. She had mentioned that it was turbo powered. She saw that it sold in
1976 for $25K. Today, it was a very collectible car, worth well over $70k.
Helen took good care of the car and to have it appreciate in value, that was
pretty cool, she decided.


    A
few days later, they were having lunch and talking about all the good things
that had happened at Dog Haven. All of a sudden, Darlene had a flash. She
looked Helen in the eyes. "It was all you," she said. "Wasn't
it?" She started laughing and couldn't stop. That got Helen started. Each
time one of them tried to talk, they started laughing again. Finally, gasping
for breath, they were able to stop. "It didn't hit me until right now. It's
not like it wasn't obvious," Darlene giggled. "No offense, you're
about as devious as I am bright." That started them laughing again. "Don't
blame me," laughed Helen. "This is the first time I ever tried to
help a person. I'm not very good at it."


    "How
did you get all those people to donate food and adopt dogs," asked
Darlene.


    "Sexual
favors."


    That
was enough for another round of laughter. "My face hurts," observed
Helen.


    "I
shouldn't wonder," choked Darlene, followed by more laughter.


    After
a round of deep breaths, they were able to sit quietly.


    "Except
for the field and the shop, which you own, and the $5k donation, we did it all."


    Darlene
nodded. Then a realization. "Could you repeat
that?"


    "If I can remember it. Except for the field and the
shop, which you own, and the $5k donation, you and I did it all."


    "Did
you just say that I own the field?"


    "Can't get anything past you. I'm sorry,
I must have forgotten to mention it to you. You own the whole 2 acre parcel of
land. The shop is paid off, too."


    "If
the shop is paid off, where did all the payments go?"


    "The
rent payments were just returned to your attorney, who put it into an account
for you."


    "My attorney? I have an attorney?"


    "Ralf Young, of Young, Young, and Wright. He didn't
tell you? It must have slipped his mind. He's a very accomplished attorney you
know, though a little absent minded. If you don't like him, you can always get
another one."


    "He's
fine. I mean I don't even know what he's done. Or not done." Darlene
fumed.


    "I'm
just messing with you. I'm sorry. The bottom line is that the shop is paid off
and you own field and all of the other land."


    "Oh.
Why did you do that?"


    "Because I can. I'm pretty wealthy. You know how really
rich people say they're 'well off.' Well' I'm way beyond that. Cool beans, huh!
Come on, let's eat and I'll tell you all about it. It's pretty fun," Helen
said.


 


Goodbyes 2008


    "Mr.
Davis, this is Eli Witney, Ms. Bouvier's attorney. I regret to inform you that
Ms. Bouvier passed away in her sleep this morning at approximately 4am local
time. I was informed at 7am when Rosarita, her housekeeper, found her. As per
Ms. Bouvier's instructions, I am informing you that I have her last will and
testament, in which you are listed as her only beneficiary."


    This
was not the way it was supposed to be. She was only 62, she wasn't even sick.
Time had stopped. He was numb.


    "Is
there anything I need to do from my end?"


    "No
sir. If you will proceed here at your earliest possible convenience, we will
have the memorial service."


    He
couldn't think of what to do. On the clock, 4:30 changed to 4:31. He called Kathleen.
She would know what to do. He sat down. What was happening?


    Kathleen
hung up the phone. This had to move fast. She lived in the Blue Ridge
neighborhood, one of the northern most Seattle neighborhoods. Even at this
early hour, it was still almost 20 minutes away. She called Christina, and
explained what was going on. Christina lived in the Ravenna neighborhood, which
was closer to the University District.


    "Get
Mr. Davis packed for a two week trip. As soon as you're ready to go, call me. I'll
book him a flight, and make the hotel reservations," said Kathleen.


    "Are
you going to fly commercial?"


    "I'm
going private, commercial is too slow. You get going. Talk to you in a few
minutes." Kathleen clicked off.


    The
phone was ringing. Charles looked at it, then picked
it up. "Mr. Davis, sir. This is Kathleen. How are you doing?"


    "Not
very well, I'm afraid," he said. "I feel like the sky has fallen on
me."


    "Remember
what Chicken Little said," Kathleen said cheerfully. "It's not that
the sky is falling, it's that The Sky IS Falling."


    "What!?"
he said. "Oh, Jeez I have a lot of stuff to do." He looked around his
apartment frantically.


    "Christina
is on her way over," said the phone.


    "I'm
sorry," he replied into the phone. "What did you say?"


    "Christina
should be there pretty quick. She'll help you pack and take you to the airport.
I'm working on your flight, and I'll clear your schedule. Are you going to be
okay?"


    "I
think so. I have to get packed, there's Christina at the door. Thanks for your
help." He buzzed Christina in.


    Christina
nervously opened the front door of the building and then ran up the stairs.


    In a different part of the city. "Corporate
Aviation, Roger speaking."


    "Hello
Roger, I would like to charter a jet to Cleveland, Ohio."


    "When
would you like to go?"


    "How about as soon as I get to the airfield."


    Roger
laughed. "Sorry, it only works that way in the movies."


    "Rats.
My boss needs to be in Cleveland as soon as possible."


    "I
have a jet that can be ready in about an hour."


    "We
can live with that. Do you have food on board or should I go pick some up?"
she said.


    "No,
we'll do that. We have lots of time. We take good care of our guests. Would you
like to know how much it will cost?"


    "Not
really. Just as long as it takes off in an hour. My name is Kathleen. I'm the
administrative assistant for Charles Davis, the president of Davis Industries, who
will be your passenger. Here's the credit card number and here's my phone
number. Are you at SeaTac or King County?" she asked.


    "King
County," said Roger.


    "We'll
get there as soon as we can. Thanks, you're a dear."


    Back
in Seattle, Christina knocked on Charles' door. "Come on in, it's open."


    She
opened the door and saw Charles stuffing clothes into a suitcase. He seemed
normal.


    "Stop,"
she said. "I don't know how you normally pack, but what you're doing isn't
going to work."


    Charles
looked up at her.


    "Please
sit," she pointed at the chair. She took everything out of the suitcase
and put it on the couch. She opened the other suitcase and did the same. She
took a quick look around the apartment and was relieved to see that it was neat
and clean.


    She
inventoried the clothes that were in the 2 suitcases. "Where is your
bedroom?" He pointed at a door. Christina repacked the two suitcases with
the right clothes and accessories. Her phone rang.


    "His
flight leaves in about an hour from King County airport. The charter is called Corporate
Aviation. They will have food on board. Don't let them leave until I get there."
Kathleen clicked off.


    "Let's
go to the airport, Mr. Davis. Grab a suitcase." He stood up and picked up
a suitcase. Christina grabbed his house keys and the other suitcase.
Downstairs, one suitcase went in the trunk and the other one on the backseat.
It was a quick and quiet ride to the airport. King County Airport, also called
Boeing Field, was a small airport south of Seattle that primarily served Boeing,
the Museum of Flight, and a half dozen smaller aircraft operations. The Blue
Angels flew from there every year when they performed at Seattle's Sea Fair.


    Roger
watched a Toyota pull up. An absolutely gorgeous brunette and an older man got
out. What a lucky guy, thought Roger as he walked over to get the bags.


    "Why
don't we get you inside our terminal," he said. The brunette smiled at
him, the older guy nodded.


    As
they walked in, another car pulled up. Another stunning woman hurried into the
small terminal. The really beautiful ones sure don't need makeup, thought
Roger.


    Charles
was surrounded by beautiful women, his beautiful women. They were hanging on
him. "You ladies have taken very good care of me," he said.


    "Ha,"
snorted Kathleen. "What you really mean is that you've taken very good
advantage of us."


     Christina just looked.


    "We
are ready for boarding," said Roger.


    Kathleen
hugged him. "We care that you're okay." She stroked his face and
reluctantly let him go.


    Christina
hugged him. "Take very good care of yourself." She also stroked his
face and then she to let him go.


    "Thank you ladies, for all your help." He turned
for the door and walked out and up the stairs and into the aircraft.


    The
Cessna Citation X business jet is currently the fastest passenger aircraft in
the world. It flies just under the speed of sound with a cruising speed of about
604 mph. The fastest aircraft used by the airlines, the Boeing 747, has a
cruising speed of just over 500 mph. Charles would be in Cleveland in less the
3.5 hours.


 


    Charles
walked into the charter terminal. There were three people there to meet him. He
knew all three in various degrees. Eli Witney motioned to him, but stayed in
the back.


    The
other two men were the Oakdale Chief of Police Bill Hagen and the Oakdale Fire
Chief Brian Dawson.


    "Mr.
Davis, a word please," said Chief Hagen.


    "Chiefs,
I'm in a bit of a rush today. How can I help you?"


    "Let
me get right to the point," said Chief Hagen. "We, meaning both the Oakdale
Police Department and the Oakdale Fire Department would like to participate in
any capacity in the memorial service for Ms. Helen Bouvier."


    Charles
looked at them. He didn't know how they knew, but here they were, at a very
tiny out of the way air terminal, waiting for him to ask him for a very simple
favor.


    "I
think the service is in 2 days?" He looked at Mr. Witney who nodded. "I
will call you, Chief Hagen, as soon as I know the location where we will spread
Helen's ashes. Actually, now that I think of it, both of you already know the
location. It's where Helen spread Will's ashes."


    Chief
Dawson spoke. "With your permission, the fire department would like to
pick up Ms. Bouvier's ashes from the crematorium and transport them to the
trailhead. She will be transported in one of our medic units followed by Engine
3 and then a police vehicle. A police vehicle will lead off, and you will
follow the medic unit in the red car.


    "Helen
would be mighty pissed off if she knew you were making all this fuss, not to
mention using all those emergency vehicles just for her funeral," Charles
said.


    "Not
to worry. We have already arranged for coverage from the surrounding
communities." They had called in every favor, pulled out all the reserve
rigs and cleaned them up, and even borrowed a medic unit from the Cleveland
Fire Department to fill in.


    "Chief
Hagen, do you have a driver that's recently graduated from the State Patrol High
Speed Pursuit Driving Course? I would like him to drive the black car."


    "Officer
Richardson just finished the course." He smiled when he said, "Officer
Beth Richardson should do just fine."


    "I'll
meet with Mr. Witney, go to the Park West, and get a rental car. Have Officer
Richardson, meet me at the big house and I'll try to get her in the car before
we have to go."


 


    He
pressed <play> on the remote. The TV screen filled with her beautiful
face.     


 


    Hello
Charles,


    It's
been said that everything eventually ends. Well, here we are. You helped me
restart my life and I will be forever grateful. You brought Wiggles into my
life. I can think of no words that will adequately thank you. Because of you, I
started driving the red Turbo again. I had forgotten the sheer joy of driving.
Even Wiggles liked sitting in special seat that you got her. I also drove Will's
black Turbo regularly. Each time I took it out, he was there with me, even
Wiggles could feel him. Because of you, I got to remember him the way he was,
not the dead man on the bathroom floor.


    Everything
that I own has been liquidated and turned into a foundation by Mr. Witney. The
only physical assets that remain are the big house, my parent's house, and the
twin Turbos (laughs).


    Please
take good care of Rosarita, Jose, and Maria. They are very special to me. I
would like my parent's house to go to Rosarita and Wiggles. You will have to
figure out a way to get her to take it. Please set up Rosarita financially for
life. Pay for all college for Jose and Maria and give them each as much money
as you think they need. Please add the three of them to your group health
insurance.


    I
also want you to take good care of Darlene Potter and Dog Haven. I volunteered
there for the last year. Her attorney is Ralf Young, of Young, Young, and Wright, he knows all the ins and outs. Please add her to the
group health insurance


    I
would like you to find the twin Turbos a nice home. I would be very grateful if
you can keep them together.


    I
know there is someone that can use the big house and all the land. I really don't
want it to go to the developers. If everything fails and it has to be
developed, could you please make sure it's done right.


    I
know I'm asking a lot from you. There is just one last thing. Please be the
sole administrator of my foundation. You get to give my money away to those
that need it. You'll know who. If you need anything, take as much as you need. You're
a good man and I trust you.


    Now
we get to the end. [she was crying] Dearest Charles, I'm
never coming back, no matter how much you wish it. You know what I did after Will passed? Don't let that happen to you. Go out and live.


 


    Charles
sat there and stared at the blank screen. He used the remote to start it over.


    "Hello
Charles. It's been said that everything eventually ends. Well, here we are…"


    He
lost track of how many times he watched it.


    "Excuse
me, Mr. Davis."


    Charles
looked up, his eyes shiny with tears, at Helen's attorney, Eli Witney.


    "Mr.
Davis," he said gently. "It's getting late and you should get some
sleep. The memories that you have of Ms. Bouvier are of the time you spent with
her. They should not be of an image on a TV screen. As Ms. Bouvier finally came
to grips with her husband Will's passing, at your urging I must add, you must also come to grip with her passing."


    Charles
stood and handed the remote to Mr. Witney. "Thank you," he said.


    "I
have a car coming from Park West. Please give me a call when you are ready,"
he said. "Please understand I'm not making light of your situation, giving
away money to those that need it will make you feel much better. Dinner and
sleep probably won't hurt either."


    He
handed Charles a checkbook. "These were made for you as soon as we started
the foundation. Any amount over $10k has to be confirmed in person or by phone."


 


    Charles
had acquired a rental car the previous day and used that to get to the big
house. Today was the day of the funeral. The cars would gather on the road in
front of the house; the Oakdale Police would get them organized into a line.


    "Hello
Rosarita." He held her as she sobbed against his shoulder. Wiggles didn't
know what was going on, was standing on her hind legs, her front paws resting
against Charles' leg.


    They
walked out to the garage and opened the door. "Rosarita, why don't you
take Helen's Toyota? I don't need it and your car is falling apart." He
put Wiggles in her bag in the Red Turbo. "The three of us are going in the
red car," he told her.


    A
solid looking woman in an Oakdale Police uniform walked up. "Officer
Richardson," said Charles. "It's very nice to make your acquaintance."


    "My
condolences on your loss," she said. "Please call me Beth."


    "Beth
it is. Have you ever driven a car like this one?" He gestured at the black
turbo.


    She
hesitated. "I was told I was going to be one of the car drivers. For some reason
I thought it would be a department vehicle."


    "You
are. This one." He gestured again at the black
turbo. He smiled at her obvious apprehension.


    "I've
never driven a car like this before, I'm not so sure I
know how."


    "You're
a recent graduate of the State Patrol High Speed Pursuit Driving Course, are
you not?"


    Beth
nodded her head.


    "You
completed the course in a High Speed Pursuit Dodge Charger. Is that correct?"


    Beth
nodded her head again, unhappy with the direction this
conversation was going.


    "Just
think of the Porsche 630 Turbo as a smaller, lighter, faster, and better
handling version of the High Speed Pursuit Dodge Charger."


    She
nodded her head again.


    "Shall
we take a quick familiarization drive before everyone gets here?" suggested
Charles. Beth shook her head. Charles ignored her.


    "Best
to take off the hardware and put it behind the seat," he said handing her
the key. He got in the car. "It's a good idea to use the harness. That
way, at least your torso will be preserved in case of a crash." She glared
at him.


    "Start
it up," he said. "We have enough time to put in maybe 10 miles."
The fire apparatus were beginning to arrive. This is a bit more rigs than what
the chief had said, thought Charles. Ten minutes later, they were back. Beth's
eyes were huge and she was trying to hide a big grin. She parked next to the
red turbo.


    As
they had made the turn onto the driveway, Charles noticed that there was quite
a line of police and fire vehicles. All the firefighters and the police
officers were dressed in their ceremonial uniforms. There were also a number of
women, dressed in black, patiently waiting next to private vehicles, which were
also part of the line.


    Both
chiefs were waiting for them.


    "This
is a little bit more than I expected," said Charles.


    "Everyone
wanted to go," said Chief Hagen simply.


    "We
got 100% coverage for the city," added Chief Dawson.


    "The
red turbo goes behind the lead medic unit," said Chief Hagen. "Followed by the black turbo. There aren't that many intersections
before we get to the freeway so we should be okay. Mr. Davis, here is a radio
so you can hear us. If you could drive out to your position, Officer Richardson
will follow you, then we can get started."


    Charles
and Beth got in line. Chief Dawson gave the word over the radio and all the
rigs started moving at the same time; one of the joys of everyone having a
radio. They pulled out onto the freeway, a solid line of vehicles with
emergency lights. About 20 minutes later they arrived at Cuyahoga Valley
National Park, and the trail head that was Helen's final destination. They were
met by a park ranger who told Chief Dawson that the road would be blocked off
and they were fine as long as they didn't make any loud noises, and definitely no
gun salute.


    It
took about 10 minutes for all the rigs to get settled and for the passengers to
gather at the trail head. The Oakdale Police Department and the Oakdale Fire
Department lined up in formation on either side of the trail. The non-uniform
guests stood in the center.


    "Thank
you all for coming," said Charles. "Helen would not want us to waste
our day saying goodbye. So I will just say that she was a very special person.
I can tell that she was a very special person to all of you, because you all
took time out of your day to come here and say goodbye."


    He
looked around at all the people. "If Chief Hagan, Chief Dawson, and
Rosarita will join me, we will consign Helen's ashes back to the earth."
The four of them gathered together. "Chiefs, if you will dismiss your men
and women they can gather in a half circle around us." It was done, and
the four of them were surrounded by the mourners.


    Charles
began, "While it is an overused term, Helen deeply cared about her family.
Along the way she decided that part of her family included all of you. She did
whatever she could to help all of you do your jobs more efficiently, so you
could be better at helping all the citizens of Oakdale. She did this without
asking for any recognition."


    He
paused for a moment. "It was in this place that the ashes of Henry
Bouvier, her father, were scattered. Two weeks later, the ashes of Ethel
Bouvier, her mother, joined her husband, who she could not bear to be without.
Many years later, the ashes of Will Foster, her husband, were also scattered
here. Before Will and Helen married, he became part of Helen's family. It was
only natural that he join Henry and Ethel."


    "Now
it is time for Helen to join her husband and her mother and her father in this
one place that the four of them loved more than any other place. Chief Hagan,
could you please say a view words."


    "A
number of months ago," said Chief Hagan. "While Helen was still with
us, we had a very intoxicated man take his family hostage. Many of you were
there. It was not typical of the types of calls that we have in Oakdale. The
first arriving officers could not immediately gain access, so Emergency
Services was dispatched. At the same time, fire was dispatched to provide
medical treatment if needed and to mitigate any fire should that occur.
Emergency Services made immediate entry and apprehended the intoxicated man,
without escalation of the incident. What you did for us, dear Helen, was that
everything that happened that day was touched by you. All of our officers take
tactical training twice a year, while our Emergency Services officers train at
least once a month. All of our officers from patrolman to Emergency Services uses
the most modern and advanced equipment. Our vehicles are state-of-the-art and
our radios allow us to talk to any public agency that uses a radio. You made
all of this happen and we thank you." He nodded to Chief Dawson.


    Chief
Dawson began. "After the intoxicated man was apprehended, it was
discovered that he had repeatedly stabbed his wife, his seven-year-old son, and
his four-year-old daughter. Because it is part of department polich, all fire units at this incident had switched over
to the Oakdale PD frequency. When emergency medical was requested, four
paramedics with four firefighters for manpower were sent in. Within 10 minutes,
they had the bleeding on stopped, all three patients stabilized and on their
way to County General Hospital. Like the police department, the Oakdale Fire
Department is state-of-the-art. We even have a small training facility. After
paramedic training we send our paramedics to U of O for further training. Our
firefighters are some of the best trained in the state, as well as being above
average EMT's." He began to tear up and stopped for a moment. Chief Hagan
moved over to support his friend. Chief Dawson continued, "Helen, this is
all you." He swept his arm and took in the fire apparatus, the police
cars, the firefighters, and the police officers standing around them. "When
you and Will came to see us that day, the best we had was 10 years old. We had
a problem keeping our rigs running and finding new people to man them. Our
training was nonexistent. From the very bottom of my heart I would like to
thank you. Rosarita."


    "To
me, Helen was a special person. When she came into Will's life, she came into
mine. She was kind and generous and pleasant to all she met. She spent many
years lost and it was not until she met Charles and Wiggles, that she became
whole again. Even though she only lived for a very short time after she met
Charles and Wiggles, she had stepped outside of the dark cloud and again
enjoyed life to the fullest." She looked at Charles.


    "There
is one last person. Darlene Potter would you also join us
please?"


    Darlene
didn't know any of these people. It was only yesterday that her attorney, Ralf Young,
told her that Helen had passed away and that the memorial would be today. Right
after that, a man saying that he was the Chief of the Oakdale Police Department
called and said that he would love to have her come to the memorial. The
memorial would be out of town. He would send a car to get her.


    There
was no microphone to hide behind. She looked at all these firefighters and
police officers and saw that Helen had touched them the same way she had
touched her. "Hello all of you. I was not
expecting to talk, so here goes. I own a small dog rescue, well not so small
anymore since Helen started working there." There was much general
laughter. "It's called Dog Haven. We have some cats too, but don't tell
anybody. When Helen and Wiggles started volunteering, I could pay my bills and
buy some dog food, and that was it. The vacant lot behind us was great for
walking the dogs, even though each time we went there, we were trespassing. I'm
sure you know the rest of the story. Dog Haven now owns all the property and we
get income from the businesses that are there. Every week, two to four dogs
that were going to be put down, find new homes through Dog Haven. That is how
Helen Bouvier, touched me."


    Charles
picked up Wiggles, and held her up for all to see. He walked close to the semi-circle
of mourners, so they could all see the pretty little dachshund. "This
pretty little dog is the living legacy of Helen Bouvier. This little dog turned
Helen Bouvier from a bitter recluse to a woman filled with sunshine. In order to
pass on that sunshine, Helen would like Rosarita to have Wiggles if she wants."
He walked over and handed the dog to Rosarita. She nodded tears streaming down
her face.


    He
turned and looked at the two Chiefs. Chief Hagan made a small motion, and an
honor guard of police officers and firefighters brought Helen's remains
forward.


    "I
have had the urn modified, so if any of you would like to come forward and
spread some of her ashes, please feel free to do so." Charles took the urn
and spread a little on the ground, then handed it to Chief Hagan. When he was
done, he handed it to Chief Dawson. After he was done, he handed it to
Rosarita. When everyone was done, Charles said, "Thank you all for coming.
There will be a nice brunch at the gym. I hope that all of you will join us.


    He
walked over to where Rosarita was standing. "Would you two like to come
with me," Wiggles gave a loud bark, Rosarita gave
him a weak smile. "Come on Rosarita, I'm going to go get a speeding
ticket. You should come, it will be invigorating." She nodded. Charles put
Wiggles into the car and then strapped Rosarita into
her seat. He got in the driver's seat and started the car.


    He
then walked over to where the officers were standing by their Charger pursuit
cars. "Officers, I heard that even though those things are pretty fast in
a straight line, they can't turn for anything. I understand they have almost
150 more horses than Helen and Will's Turbos. I would say to you, that's not going to be enough," Charles told the
startled pursuit troopers. He turned and quickly walked to where the Turbos
were parked.


    Charles
got in the red Turbo, put on the harness pulled out and took off. When they saw
Charles get into his car, the troopers scrambled to get into their cars. By
now, everyone was watching, and there was even money discretely changing hands.


    Nobody
noticed that Officer Richardson, Beth, was already strapped in the black car.
Beth, who was waiting for Charles to leave, was caught by surprise at how fast
he took off; and he didn't even squeal the tires. She stepped on it and took
off after him. The pursuit officers were surprised, but it didn't take very
long for them to give chase. It was remarked that the only car that didn't
squeal going around the corner was Charles in the red car and that there were a
lot of twists and turns before the freeway.


    "Uhh,
Chief," said Eddie to Chief Hagen who was standing there grinning, "I
think he's done that before."


    "Eddie,
tell the guys no calling ahead."


    "Yes, sir. Commander Pinkle just called and said they
closed the freeway. He clocked the red turbo on the on ramp at 120mph and it
was still accelerating. The black car is doing its best to catch up, and the
four Chargers are way behind."


    "Tell
them they use exit 51 and take the twisties to Helen's house. That's where they
end it. What do you think of our chances, Eddie?"


    Eddie
laughed. "They might catch Beth on the freeway, probably not in the turns.
Not Mr. Davis, he knows what he's doing and he's driving Helen's car. He's not
going to lose.


 


Why a Red Car?


Most of the pain dissipated
during the car chase. As he made the turn onto the freeway at well over 100mph he
saw the Ohio State Trooper with the radar gun. Rosarita waved as they went by. The
trooper had returned her wave. She finally relaxed sitting in the red Turbo,
oddly enough the high speeds relaxing her.


    He
was the first to park in front of the big house. Beth in the
black car, a ways back, but still second. The Chargers were way back,
but they all arrived one at a time. He formally shook all of their hands, Beth,
another female officer and 3 male officers and thanked them for a fitting
memorial to his dead friend. The formality lasted for about 3 more seconds and
then it was pandemonium. Drivers talking about their cars and how they had
driven them and how they had seen the others drive them.


    "Can
I have your attention please," Charles said. They stopped talking and all looked
at him.


    "Porsche,
officers, that's all you need to remember."


    "Boooo!!" They all threw stuff at him.


 


    Charles
awoke refreshed. A good breakfast now would go a long way to getting him feeling
even better. It was time to get a new car. After breakfast, he went to the hotel
lobby and asked about the nearest BMW dealer. He was pleasantly surprised to
find that there was one not too far from the hotel. He grabbed his coat and
headed out.


    As
Charles walked from the Park West, he didn't see the little black shadow that
came trotting out of the alley he had just passed. She looked like a dachshund,
until she moved. Her legs were slightly bowed, and from the front she looked
like a little monitor lizard when she walked. She sniffed both sides of the
sidewalk, turned and watched Charles walking away, then
trotted, slightly sideways, after him. It took him about 10 minutes to walk to
the BMW dealership. He found the front door and walked in. The little black dog
sat herself down out of the way, so she could watch the proceedings inside.


    Charles
looked at the name tag, "Hello, Martin. I'm Charles." They shook
hands. "I'm here to buy a car."


    "Do
you have anything in mind?" Charles looked around the showroom floor.
There was a red metallic M6 sitting in the center spot of the showroom


    "How
about the M6?" grinned Charles. "I'll write
you a check for $85K, right now."


    "That's
a little low. The list is $100K and it's a popular car."


    "Tell
me," Charles asked, "who in Cleveland will pay a $100K for a car with
that ugly red color?”


    Twenty
minutes later Martin handed Charles the key. The car was brought around to the
side and Charles got in. He adjusted the seat and the mirrors. He took a quick
look out the driver side window to make sure everything was clear and saw the
little jet black dachshund mix dog. She was sitting very pretty on her haunches,
front paws in the air, waiting to be noticed. Charles rolled down the window.


    "Hello
there, sweetie," he said. Her tail started moving. "If I didn't know
better, I'd think you were hitching a ride." He opened his door and she
trotted up, climbed in underneath his legs, up onto the seat and over the
console. She dropped down into the passenger seat, turned around,
put her head on the console so she could look at him. She then sighed with
contentment.


    Charles
looked at her with amazement, and closed the door. "Well okay then, let's
get going." He got some solid tail thumps for that.


    Charles
drove to the Bavarian Express (We Are BMW Specialists) repair shop. He parked
the car and opened the door to get out. The little black dog did the reverse maneuver;
she jumped out of the passenger seat and over the console, then underneath his
legs and out of the car and waited for him, tail wagging. He looked down at
her. "I'm going to have to call you something aren't I, girl." He
thought about it. "How does Missy sound?" This caused faster wags,
which turned into full body wiggles. "Missy it is, then."


    They
walked into the garage office. Missy did a quick sniff around the waiting room
and hopped up on the couch in the corner.


    "Hi there. I'd like some work done on my car."


    The
man, Chuck on his shirt, leaned over the counter and took a look. "Looks
like a new M6."


    "I
wouldn't say it's new, it's got 20 miles on it already," said Charles. "I'm
Charles."


    "Everybody's
a comedian," he said. "I'm Chuck. How can I help you?"


    "I
would like to get the car tightened up. Replace any bushings that need to be
replaced. I want the newest software. 


Design something nice for the dog.
Take out the rear seats, and put in a matching padded carpeted area for the dog
to lie down on and a way she can sit on the console and look out the
windshield. Put in a harness. I want some seats with better bolsters to keep me
from sliding around. Go ahead and have them leathered. Better tires, don't
forget better tires. Anything that has to be shipped, use overnight shipping. How
long will all that take?"


    "Two
weeks tops."


    "I
don't have that kind of time. How about a week and I'll pay
you a $10K bonus above the cost of the work." Charles wrote a check
and handed it to him. Chuck held the check up. "This should just about
work."


    Charles
looked at Missy. "Now we need to rent a car."


    "I
can loan you one if you don't mind driving a non-German older car," said
Chuck.


    "Okay,
if you don't mind Missy riding in the car."


    Chuck
eyed up the dog, "Nah. I have dogs, too. Worst mannered things you ever
seen. It'll be fine. Go out and pick you one."


    Charles
opened the door and looked at Missy. She opened her eyes, looked at him, yawned,
and closed them. Charles shrugged his shoulders and went out into the lot. He
tromped around and came back a few minutes later. "That little Toyota Sentra
looks like fun."


    "I
thought you might like that one. It's the shiniest one there, and that's saying
a lot. Here's the paperwork. Sign in all the places with the arrows and we are
done. I'll call you when your car is ready. If I may ask, where did you get
your dog?"


    "She
was hitching a ride outside the BMW dealership door when I left. Why?"


    "She
looks just like the dog that's been running around the neighborhood for about a
month now. People have seen her eating out of garbage cans. Some of them tried
to catch her. Wouldn't let anybody close."


    "She
was sitting pretty, so I gave her a ride. Other that I know nothing,"
Charles said.


 


    Charles
drove the ratty, shiny, Sentra back to the hotel. He stopped in the valet
parking, even as George the doorman tried to wave him away.


    Charles
got out of the car. "I'm sorry Mr. Davis, I didn't recognize you,"
said George. He looked at the car suspiciously.


    Charles
apologized. "I know everything about this car offends your sensibilities,
but it's my rental while my new car gets upgraded. You can have them park it
way in the back, so no one can see it."


    Charles
looked at Missy sitting forlornly in the car, watching him. "George, do
you happen to have a leash?"


    "Of course. A 6 foot or a 10
foot?"


    "Ten
please." Charles palmed him a $100 when George gave him the leash.


    "Mr.
Davis, this is too much," and tried to give it back.


    "Possession
is nine tenths of the law, George," grinned
Charles. "And I'm not taking it back. Come on, Missy, it's time to
negotiate your stay here." They walked into the lobby and up to the front
desk. Missy immediately sat up pretty.


    "I
would like to share my suite with my new dog," Charles said. The front
desk ladies all came from behind the desk and "Oohed,"
and "Aahed," over Missy, who immediately
rolled on her back.


    "It
won't be a problem, Mr. Davis. If there are any damages, we'll just add them to
your bill."


    


Dogs Get Sick Too


    Charles
pulled the Sentra into the Cleveland School of
Veterinary parking lot and parked in the first available spot.


    "Wadda
you say we give some money away, girlie?" Some solid tail thumps.


    They
got out of the car and Missy trotted off towards one of the little grassy spots,
nose down. Then she followed Charles as he walked towards the entrance. As they
walked, he just let her run along and sniff. At the door, he hooked her up to
her leash.


    He
looked down, "I'm thinking there shouldn't be a problem bringing a dog
into a veterinary college." More wiggles.


    They
walked into a well lit lobby with students sitting (some even studying) on
every level surface. Farther into the building, he could see what looked like a
reception desk. They walked up to it.


    "Hi there. Who would I see about making a donation?"


    "I
think I can find someone to help you." The person behind the desk reached
for the phone.


    "I
can help him, Bill." Charles turned around. A well dressed young woman was
holding out her hand. Very pretty, auburn haired, and a suit
with pants instead of a skirt.


    "Hello,
I'm Melissa Thompson, I'm with the Office of College Development.
How can I help you and your pretty little friend?"


    Missy
was sitting very pretty, her front paws off the ground, looking at Ms.
Thompson.


    "I'm
Charles Davis and this is Missy. Missy has decided that it's in her best
interests to make a donation to the Cleveland School of Veterinary." Melissa
laughed.


    "Why
don't we all troop down to my office and talk about how we are going to
separate you from your money. Excuse me, how we are going to separate Missy
from her money." They both laughed.


    "It'll
probably be easier to get mine. Missy's pretty stubborn."


    "Here
we are," as she ushered them into a nice little office. "Please have
a seat."


    Missy
looked at both the chairs, picked one, hopped up and laid down.


    "I
think I'll take this chair." Charles sat down in the other chair.


    Melissa
pointed at the big screen hanging on the wall. "What I'm going to do is
give you a Power Point of all of our projects and you can decide on what you
want. I forgot to ask. How much would you like to donate?"


    "I
hadn't thought about that part," Charles said. "Probably something in
the five figures, if that's okay?"


    "No
problem," she said. "Let's get started."


    As
the projects flashed by, Charles could find nothing even remotely interesting
about any of them. It was mostly repairs, upgrading buildings, equipment for
the labs. Melissa's voice became a soft drone.


    Dearest
Helen, he thought, there is nothing easy about giving away your money.


    Melissa
had stopped talking.


    Charles
popped back to reality. "I'm so sorry, I didn't
hear your question."


    Melissa
smiled. "You almost went to sleep there. I didn't know I was that boring."


    "I
apologize," he said, "I can't find anything that interests me."


    "We
have a general fund."


    "No,
I want to know where my money is going."


    Charles
stood up to leave.


    Missy
lifted up her head, not committing unless they were really going.


    "What's
that stuff on the wall?" Charles pointed at what looked like plans and
drawings. One was labeled Small Animal ER.


    "That's
a project that we were considering, but we were unable to get funding. We
couldn't get the state or the feds to commit to matching funds, which caused
the donors to back out and find other avenues for their donations."


    Missy
took this talking as a sign to go back to sleep.


    "Sounds
promising, what is it?"


    "It's
a small animal emergency room that will double as a teaching facility."


    Charles
got a bright look in his eyes. "I would like to donate to that."


    Melissa
smiled at him. "That's very kind of you. Like I said, we have no other
donors and no expected matching funds. Even if we took your donation, there is
no guarantee that we can find the rest of the funds needed to complete the
project."


    Charles
was nodding his head. "What are the projected costs?" he asked.


    "The
estimate is about $50 million dollars," she said.


    He
thought about it. Decision time. "I would like to
cover the full amount." He sat back down. He had done it.


    Missy
opened her eyes and sleepily checked out the current situation. No apparent
changes. Her eyes drifted closed.


    Melissa
didn't know what to do. It seemed like her breath had gone away. She had never
had anyone pledge that kind of money and he'd only been in her office for 15
minutes. How was she going to verify the amount without offending him?


    Charles
handed her his checkbook. "Please take down the information and call my
bank for approval. Give me a call when it's approved and we'll go from there."



    


Who Lives Here?


    Charles
pulled the M6 up to the front door. Missy looked at him, then at the car door,
then at him again. Charles hadn't been back to the house since the funeral. The
front door opened and for a second it looked like her, but then it was Rosarita
and Wiggles. Missy gave a bark of greeting, so he had to open the door so she
could get out. There was some quick butt smelling and then it was nose to nose
cruising for interesting smells.


    "Hello,
Rosarita."


    "Everything
is as it was," she said. She didn't want to talk to him about moving out.
She hadn't even looked for a place. She could stay with Jose, he had asked her,
or she could stay with Maria, but her apartment was too small, barely enough
room for her.


    "I
didn't come to see the house," he said. "I came to see if you would take
a ride with me." He called Missy and Rosarita called Wiggles. Missy hopped
in the car and Wiggles sat in Rosarita's lap.


    They
didn't talk during the drive, each reliving their own memories of Helen.
Charles stopped the M6 in front of a nice house, in a very nice neighborhood.
They both got out of the car. The dogs were already running crazy through the
front yard. Charles opened the front door, and Missy and Wiggles charged into
the house. There was some furniture and it was nice and clean inside, waiting
for someone to move in.


    "This
was her house," said Rosarita. "This was Miss Helen's family house,
where she grew up. She told me she lived here all her life, until she met Mr.
Will." She turned to Charles, her eyes tearing. "I miss her and Mr.
Will very much." Charles hugged her.


     "You're right,
this was Henry and Ethel's house. They raised Helen here. Will spent a lot of time here, before he asked Helen to marry him,
she lived here when she was his fiancée, and after they finally married. A
house with such a rich history needs the right person to live here. Would you
like to live here?" he asked her.


    She
started sobbing again. Charles held her. Wiggles, concerned, stood upright, put
her paws on Rosaritas leg and looked up. Missy came over and laid down, snout
on the ground, eyes up.


    Rosarita
reached down and petted Wiggles on the head, then crouched down and picked her
up. Wiggles licked her face, hoping it would help. Rosarita looked up, "I
miss them so much," she whispered. "Like my own children."


    "Hello,
anybody home?" It was Jose and Maria. Rosarita
hurriedly wiped her eyes. "Hello, mama," they chorused and hugged
her. Maria wiped her mother's eyes with a tissue.


    "What
are you two doing here?"


    "Charles
called us. He said you were thinking of moving here and we should come and check
it out," said Jose.


    "He
said that there was lots of room," said Maria. "Enough room for me to
live here, too. Would you like that mama, for me to live here with you?"


    "Let's
sit down at the table," said Charles. When they were all seated, he
continued. "Helen wanted this house to go to Rosarita. She hoped that you
could be a family. There is plenty of room here. In addition, a trust fund has
been established to pay the property taxes for this property. There is also a
trust fund that will pay Rosarita $40k per year, in monthly increments. Jose
and Maria, all your college expenses will be covered and the loans that you
have already taken out will be paid off. In addition, you will all have health
insurance through Davis Industries, my company. Does anyone have any questions?"
He looked at the three of them.


    "In
the bedroom closet," he continued, "is a box filled with all of the
important pictures from Helen's life and Will's life, beginning with his move
to the big house. All these pictures are now yours, Rosarita, since you and
Jose and Maria are in many of the later pictures."


    He
then put a manila envelope on the table.


    "Here
are copies of all your documents that you need. The originals are at the law
office of Eli Witney."


 


Do Demons Sleep?


    Charles
was in his hotel room and he was hungry.


    "Missy,
what do you think, shall we go out to dinner?" She was sitting in front of
him, her tail brooming the carpet. She had already eaten, so she was ready for
anything. "Let's get your coat and we'll get going."


    He
got her brand new Service Dog jacket and put it on her. She stopped wiggling
only long enough for it to be fastened on. He opened the door and she was out,
racing to the elevator. When Charles got there, she was standing in front of
the elevator doors, staring intently at the crease, furiously wagging her tail.


    Once
on the main floor, Charles stopped to talk to the pretty women at the front
desk.


    "Hello,
Miss Dickerson."


    "Good
afternoon, Mr. Davis," she replied, waiting for the inevitable jibe.


    "Why
was I not informed of this change in the weather?"
he said indignantly.


    Through
the glass front door, they could see it was raining heavily (pouring). Missy
was at the glass, looking out, her tail down in
dejection.


    "I'm
sorry Mr. Davis. I believe there is an additional charge for that service,"
she said sweetly. "I can look it up for you if you like."


    "I
don't get any regard here either," he muttered as he turned to the door.
The M6 was pulling up. "Come on Missy, I know when we're not wanted."


    "Good-bye,
Missy. Good-bye, Mr. Davis," the front desk women chorused and waved.


    George
the doorman opened the passenger door for Missy. He didn't want her to get wet
(it was a well known fact that dachshunds would in fact melt if they got wet).
As soon as George opened the door, she shot into the car. As he was doing that,
Charles hurried to the other side and climbed in. "Thank you George."
He reached across the console and handed George a tip.


    They
took off. A hard left on the steering wheel, followed by a quick press on the
throttle and they swung around heading the other way. George shook his head.
What a pair of goofballs, he thought, then waved as
they roared by going the other way.


    Two
blocks later, Charles saw a woman standing at a bus stop sign, not one of the
covered stops like in front of the hotel. She looked soaked. That looks like Abela,
one of the housekeeping women who cleaned his room, he thought. He did two more
quick u-turns and pulled up alongside.


    He
lowered the passenger window. "Abela, it's me Charles Davis. What the hell
are you doing out in the rain." He motioned to her. "Come on, get in
the car. It's pouring." She hesitated. "Just get in the car."
Missy barked at her. She relented and maneuvered herself and her bags into the
car.


    "You're
absolutely soaked." The windows were already fogging up.


    "I
didn't think it was going to rain this hard. I had to stop and get some things
before going home," she said. "And I'm making a mess in your nice
car." Missy licked her face then went back laid down; nothing to see out
the windows now.


    "Relax,
you're fine," Charles said. "Since you're already in the car, please
let me give you a ride home."


    She
started to protest, but gave up. "Okay. I'll tell you when to turn."


    Thirty
minutes later they pulled up in front of a 50's era brick apartment building,
in what looked like a nice neighborhood. No graffiti or abandoned cars. It was
still pouring.


    "You
come in and eat. It's getting late. The least I can do is feed you," she
said as she opened the door. "Come on Mr. Davis, you too, Missy."


    Missy
shot out of the car and onto the stoop where she was protected from the rain by
an overhang. Abela and Charles ran after her. They went up the stairs to the
second floor. At the end of the hall she unlocked her apartment door and
ushered them in. She made a nice big puddle as she took off her coat. She
turned to say something…


    "Go
change clothes. Missy and I will make ourselves comfortable on the couch."


    Abela
nodded and walked into the back of apartment.


    Charles
walked over and sat down on the couch, where Missy was already curled up into a
ball and working on falling asleep. He looked around. It was a pretty small
apartment, not cramped, just small. It was clean and tidy. Underneath one of
the lamps was a picture of a boy sticking his tongue out at the person taking
the picture. Next to it was a picture of the same boy
as a young man in a graduation gown.


    Abela
reappeared. She had put on jeans and a plaid shirt. She was fluffing up her black
hair with a towel. She was in her mid-fifties and a very pretty Hispanic woman with
a curvy, voluptuous body.


    She
caught him staring and gave him a smile. "How about some
Mexican leftovers? I have some stew, tortillas and salsa, and some
refritos. I don't have anything for Missy, though."


    "That's
okay. She ate already and she won't beg, well not in any annoying way."


    After
dinner, Abela ended up on the couch with Missy's head resting on her thigh.
Charles had the easy chair. The air was filled with food smells and the
afterglow of good food.


    "Is
that your son?" Charles asked.


    "Yes,"
she grinned. "Isn't that a great picture? I took that when he was seven,
it seems like yesterday that he was crawling around on the floor. In the other
picture he's 22 and just graduated from college. He's writing software in
California now. What about you? You're all the talk at the hotel."


    "What!"


    She
laughed. "What else are all us women going to talk about? Let's see, you
show up and get the most expensive suite for a month. Two weeks later you have
a brand new car and a little black dog. A little black dog that
all of us have seen digging through the garbage behind the hotel. That
got the 'what is he doing with that filthy animal' talk going, until two days
later when you two come back to the hotel and she's wearing a service dog vest.
I thought you had to take a course."


    "She
challenged it."


    "It
figures. Then there's the dinner thing. Do you eat in a tuxedo every night? The
first night you give your server a big tip, then you ask to have a different
server every night. The servers were kind of annoyed until they figured out that
most likely you just wanted to tip everybody. They really liked that. Your room
is always clean and Missy doesn't leave a mess in the hotel. Housekeeping loves
that. We looked you up on the internet. You sure don't act like you're all
that. The whole staff loves you."


    "You
really can't believe everything you read on the internet. A lot of it is made
up you know," he laughed.


    "So,
what you're saying is that you're really not that rich?"


    "Probably
not as rich as the web says I am."


    "Really." She gave him her 'don't you lie to your mother'
look.


    "I
haven't checked lately. My guess is that I'm probably a little richer than what
the internet says I am." He held his thumb and forefinger about a quarter
inch apart. "A little. Maybe."
He shrugged.


    "Besides,
Missy is richer than me," he joked.


    "What!
How can a dog be richer than you?" Abela laughed. "Not to mention that
she was homeless 2 weeks ago."


    "I
cater to her every whim. That makes her smarter than me. I buy her everything
she wants. That makes her richer than me. She doesn't have to buy anything, I
buy it for her. I'm her sugar daddy."


    Charles
stood up. "Abela, you're a very nice person, and I would love to go into
the bedroom with you. If you would like that, that would make me very happy. If
not, I I'll give you a hug and a kiss, and Missy and I will go."


    Abela
now stood up. "Do I still get a hug and a kiss if I want you to
stay?"


    "Most definitely."


    When
they got to bed, Abela wanted him on top of her, right now. She had been ready
since she got out of the shower and what took you so long? She enveloped him
with her voluptuous body, all soft curves and murmurs of arousal. With Abela,
Charles buried the demons that had been following him since the Helen's death. With
Charles, Abela found a man who wanted her, nothing more. The second time, all
of that was gone, and it was just the two of them.


    In
the morning Abela made breakfast. When they were done eating, she put her hand
on his forearm. "Charles, you are a very kind man. I know you and Missy
are going back to Seattle soon and anything we start won't work out. If you
want to call me, I would enjoy seeing you again. Besides, I don't work at the
hotel anymore. I have a new job, working on an office cleaning crew. It's
double the money."


    


    "Chief,
Charles Davis here to see you."


    "Send
him in and get Plug in here." Chief Hagen stood up to receive his guest.


    "Chief
Hagen, maybe we could get Chief Dawson involved in this conversation, if that's
okay?"


    "He's
on his way. How are you holding up?" he asked.


    "Much
better, thank you," he said. At that time Chief Dawson walked in. The two
men shook hands and sat down.


    "Gentlemen,
I did not get a chance to properly thank you for the very beautiful memorial
service. Helen would have loved it, except for the fact that everybody was
there and not here where they are supposed to be. I'm going back to Seattle
pretty soon. Helen asked me to look after you two. She said something to the
effect of 'those two nitwits would be lost if they didn't have Velma and Iris
to take care of them'," he looked at the two men. There was no argument.


     "Keeping that in mind, Helen has directed
Mr. Witney to set up two trust funds. Your departments will each receive $500k
each year in perpetuity. As your city continues to grow, your departments will
need to grow with it."


    The
two chiefs both nodded. They had long stopped being surprised by the large
amounts of money Will and Helen and now Charles routinely threw around.


    "We,
as in you two and me, have one final thing left to do. In their travels, Helen
and Will accumulated a houseful of stuff. Rosarita and her children, as well as
myself, have taken what we wanted. I would like to offer the rest to the men
and women of your departments."


    The
chiefs started to protest. Charles raised his hand.


    "While
the large amount of male officers and firefighters might not be interested in
any of the things in the house, I'm pretty sure their wives will be. It's going
to be run as an auction. Every serving member of your departments will 1 million dollars in play money. Rosarita and I put a price
on everything in the house and we're bringing in an auctioneer. Anything not sold
goes to Goodwill. The Zeta Omega fraternity will provide young men to wrap and
load. There will be lots of boxes as well as blankets available. I also have 10
U-Haul trucks and I figure lots of the guys will have their own trucks and
trailers. Any questions?"


    One
week later, the big house stood empty.


 


    They
were driving back to the hotel. "Hey Missy let's stop here." Tail
thumps. Charles pulled the M6 into the small parking lot of the Cleveland
Children's Home. They walked into the office. Charles could always get a good
feel for a place when he asked, "Excuse me, can my dog sit in a chair?"


    A
middle aged woman looked up from her monitor. "I'm sorry, I was busy,"
she said. She looked at Missy. "That's not just any dog. That's a wiener
dog and yes she can sit on our furniture and cover it with her black
hair," she laughed. "How can I help you?"


    "My
name is Charles Davis and I'm here to donate."


    "Time
or money?" she asked.


    "Money."


    "John
will like that. John DeWitt is our managing director."


    Charles
and John DeWitt and Clifton Webb from the Cleveland Children's Home were
touring the property. Missy was a total spaz running everywhere. She could
smell Wiggles, but couldn't find her. John and Clifton were the managing
director and the maintenance engineer, respectively, of the Cleveland Children's
Home. The CCH was a privately run facility that took care of troubled youths.
They accepted no federal or state funds, subsisting completely on private and
corporate donations.


    "Here
is the deal. Once you take possession of this property, contractually you will
not be able to sell it. There will be a trust fund that will provide you with
more than enough money to make any changes that you need to bring it up to your
standards, including new buildings if needed. The trust fund will also cover
maintenance costs. I've sent all the paperwork to your office so your attorney
can take a look see. The main building will be named "The Helen Bouvier Center" in honor of the woman who's paying for
all of this."


    "This
is a very generous offer. I have a few questions. How long has this house been
empty? How big is the lot? What are the taxes?"


    "Very
good questions," said Charles. "It's been completely empty for about
a week, with the heat on. It sits on 10 acres. The taxes are negligible because
the previous owner was a very savvy real estate dealer with a scary lawyer."


    "One last question. Why us? We're not exactly very well
known."


    "I
saw your facility as Missy and I were driving by."


    "That's
it," he said incredulous. "Did you even know what we do?"


    Charles
shook his head. 


    John
started laughing. "So if you had taken a different route, we wouldn't be
here."


    "That's
about it. The luck of the draw. Divine
intervention. It's just your turn."


    


    "Melissa,
I need a construction manager." They were walking down the hall towards
the soon-to-be construction site. "Since it's my $10
million, I want to make sure that I get my money's worth."


    "You
should talk to my Dad," she said. "That's what he did when he was
with Tri State Construction. Why don't you come out to the house and meet him."


 


    Charles
pulled up to the house. As soon as he opened the passenger door, Missy hopped
out. She did a quick sweep of the yard, squatted down for a pee, and ran to the
front door and sat down. Charles rang the doorbell. A very nice looking middle
aged woman opened the door.


    "You
must be Charles, I'm Elisabeth." She looked down to where Missy was
sitting pretty and wagging her tail. "You must be Missy." She patted
the dog on her head. "Why don't you two come in?"


    She
led them into the living room and motioned Charles to a chair. Missy looked
hopefully at the couch. "Go ahead Missy." She wagged her tail and
hopped up. Elisabeth disappeared and returned with a soda for Charles.
"Bob should be home in a few minutes." She asked him a few questions
until Bud (Bob) got home.


    Bud
got back soon after Charles arrived. He had been out driving his BMW after he
had tweaked it some more. The car was a mid-90's E36 M3, just like Charles'
back home. It was Bud's hobby and his obsession. He loved driving it on the
street and on the track. He had done everything that could possibly be done to
the car except install a supercharger. He kept threatening he was going to install
it, he just never got around to doing it. In reality,
he liked having a naturally aspirated car.


    Charles
walked out to the garage to check out the M3. He introduced himself and asked
for the 50 cent tour of the car.


    Always
happy to talk about his car, Bud gave him the complete rundown.


    "That's
your M6 out front?"


    "A
man's got to drive something."


    "Melissa
said you have a BMW back in Seattle, too," Bud said.


    "I
have a few, actually." He pulled out his phone and showed him the BMW's.
"You have an M3 ALMS," said Bud, incredulous. "How does it
drive?"


    "It
drives pretty good. As good as this," he showed
him a picture of the Ferrari. "Not as good as this," he showed him
the Gallardo. "This one is rear wheel drive."


    "I
stand in awe of your cars. I have to ask, do track any of them?"


    "None
of them, except for the E36 M3," he said. "I keep them all shined up and
in showroom condition." Bud's disappointment was palpable.


    Charles
laughed. "Sorry I did that. I track all of them except the M5. Like I
said, the Lamborghini is the best all around driving of the lot. It gets a lot
of attention, too."


    "You
kept the M3."


    "It
was my favorite car for many years. I'm not going to get rid of it. And it's a
special."


    "You
got one of the engines?" Bud asked.


    "I
did. I think I might have been one of the first people to get one. When I
ordered, there wasn't a lot of internet traffic. When I got off-line, I quick
tried to get back on, but it was already closed down. How come you don't have
one?"


    "I
waffled, I wasn't sure I wanted to spend the money right then," Bud said.
"When I finally made up my mind, the site was closed like you said."


    After
that, they got down to business. Charles wanted Bud to manage all of the
construction. He needed someone known by all the parties: the school, the
contractors, and the unions. He wanted Bud to start a construction management
company so it would be easier to pay him.


    It
was the standard Charles thing. He could loan him the money with a no interest
loan, he could become a silent partner with 49%, or he could be the owner and
Bud would work for him. The second two options came with health insurance. Elisabeth
had been listening to the conversation and now joined them at the table.
Charles went to the living room so they could talk it over.


    After
about 20 minutes, they invited him back in to the dining room.


    "We
decided on door number 2," said Bud.


    Charles
pulled out his phone and started pushing buttons. "I have standard
paperwork that I can email to you. Have your son check it out and get back to
me."


    "About
the veterinary job," Bud started. "It's all me, right? No second
guessing?"


    "It's
your company. You stand or fall on what you accomplish on this job, so don't
screw it up. I back you up, even if it's flakey. If it's really flakey, I'll
have someone come and shoot your knee caps. Another thing, I won't stand for
underpaying people just to save money. For a short time they will all be our
employees. Pay them over scale, that's how I like do things."


    Bud
nodded, "We're going to get along just fine."


    Frank,
Bud's son the lawyer, read and okayed the contracts
and Thompson Construction Services was born. The next day Charles, Melissa, and
Bud met with the school administration. They were ecstatic that Bud Thompson, a
well known quantity, had signed on the project. Not soon after that, Bud moved
into his official on-site trailer and started hiring his command team. He went
and talked to all the unions. As word went out that this was Bud Thompson's
project, everyone wanted in. A few weeks later, Bud started digging a hole.


    


    Charles'
time in Cleveland was winding down. He could feel it was time to go. Melissa
had told him that her father's birthday happened to fall on a Saturday this
year and they were throwing him a party and Charles was invited. She asked him
for some gift ideas, because they hadn't decided on a gift yet. He had all the
tools he could possibly have and there were no more parts to buy for the M3.


    "I
might have something he'll like," said Charles. "How much are you
thinking of spending?"


    "This
year the three of us wanted to get him something special, so we're all chipping
in $1000," said Melissa.


    "Hold
on a minute." Charles whipped out his cell phone and briefly spoke into
it. "It will be here tomorrow. Everyone owes me $1000."


    "What
is it? I'm dying to know," asked Melissa.


    "It's
a secret."


    The
other two gave him their share, with Frank laughing, "This better be good.
You better not be a conman and steal our money."


    "I
just bought a brand new M6," Charles complained.


    "That
money might just cover a payment, one payment if I'm correct," Frank
laughed.


    While
the others were arguing about what the present was, Charles went and had a
private chit-chat Elisabeth.


    "There
are three big crates coming from Seattle tomorrow. The delivery company will
put them on the left side of the driveway. Could you please put some wrap on them
for me?"


    "Is
this the secret present that you are getting Bob?" She asked.


    "Yes."


    "You
had them send it before everyone paid?"


    "Yes."


    She
looked at him for a minute.


    "I'll
make sure it's ready before he comes home."


    Bud
never got to see the boxes when he got home. Elisabeth asked him to park out
front so there was room in the driveway. It didn't make sense, but Bud didn't
ask questions when Elisabeth asked him to do something. As soon as he got home
he took a shower, which was interrupted when his wife joined him. Afterwards,
with no relief for him, they dried off and Elisabeth dried her hair and put on
her makeup. When she was done, she got on the bed with an impatient and
sexually frustrated Bob.


    As
soon as he reached for her, she bounced off the bed. She needed his advice she
said. She put on some very sexy and very abbreviated
lingerie and modeled it for her husband. What did he think? That was pretty
much it for Bob. He pounced, he threw her on the bed, he hopped on top, he took what was rightfully his: Birthday Sex. Repeatedly.


 


    The
party next day was a jumble of activity. By the time Bud got out to light the
barbeque, the kids cars were in the driveway blocking the crates. He noticed
they were standing and staring at something and went over to check it out. Three
big crates with a sign with big letters: Do Not Touch in Elisabeth's
handwriting. Bud backed up just in case something happened to the crates while
he was standing there. No way was he getting blamed if something did.


    Finally,
all of the gifts had been opened except for the big crates. Everyone trooped
over to the corner of the garage. Before opening them, Bud thanked Elisabeth.


    "They
are from the children, honey. Open the one with the sign on it first," she
said.


    Bud
tore the wrapping off to reveal the crate. He pried off the lid. There was a
book wedged inside. Bud fished it out.


 


Owner's Manual


S5X Aluminum Hybrid Straight-6
350-hp Engine for E36M3


350 hp @ 8000 rpm, 310 lb·ft @
3800 rpm, redline @ 8500 rpm


6 speed transmission


 


    Bud
looked at the book speechless. He passed the book to whoever was standing on
his right. He was tearing up. Elisabeth came and stood by her husband and took
his hand. She was tearing up, too.


    "Are
you okay, Daddy? What did you do," Melissa accused Charles.


    Bud
ignored his daughter and looked at Charles. "This is your doing," he
said, not asked.


    "Yes."


    "There
aren't any more," said Bud.


    "Technically,
that's correct."


    "It
was you," again, not a question.


    Charles
smiled. "I'm not exactly sure what you mean with that question."


    Bud
looked around at his family and friends. "Sorry for the short interruption.
This gift from my children and my friend Charles is a very hard to find,
special engine for my BMW. There were only 100 of these made and it appears
that Charles was able to find one. In very easy terms, it adds 100hp to my
car."


    After
that, people started to drift away, until only the hardcore car people
remained.


    "How
is it to drive?"


    "It's
nice. I don't have a racing suspension, just different shocks and springs. You
can feel the power at every rpm. The Porsche's will freak out when you take
them on."


    "How
hard is it to install?" asked Jerry, Bud's youngest son. He was looking
inside the crate, checking it out.


    "I
don't know, it was installed for me," grinned Charles. "I have been
told that it isn't that hard, if you know what you are doing. Based on what I
saw when Bud showed me his M3, I imagine that the two of you will do a much better
job than a lot of shops."


 


    There
were things left to do.


    "Father
Red." Father Red was a monk of indeterminate religion. He ran a soup
kitchen in one of the poorest neighborhoods in Cleveland. He had already
received $10k from Helen Bouvier Foundation.


    "Hello,
Charles, hello Missy, how can I help you two today?"


    "A
lawyer will call you later today to set up a gift of $2k per month, ad nauseum; for the rest of your natural life. Plus, I brought
you an RV that you can do with what you wish."


    "That's
very nice of you. Thank you."


    "Sorry,
but we have to go, we have other things to do."


 


    "Abela,
Missy and I are going for a picnic on Saturday and we want you to come. I'll
bring a basket. We can picnic in the afternoon while we think of what we'd
rather be doing. Later we can have dinner at your house. Then we'll do what we
should have been doing and I'll make you say naughty words in Spanish.


    "How
do you know I'll even go? I might be busy," she laughed.


    "Because
I am the Macho Man and baby you want to be Machoed by
me. How was that?"


    "I
concede defeat to the Macho Man. What time o' great one."


    "How
about I show up at 2?"


    "See
you then."


    When
Charles and Missy arrived, Abela had them come up, because she wasn't ready. It
was a ploy of course, because she opened the door wearing some very interesting
lingerie. "This way, we won't waste away our afternoon thinking of what we'd
rather be doing," she breathed in his ear. "This way we'll be doing
what we should be doing: making me croon naughty Spanish
love sounds." She dragged him into the bedroom.


    Afterwards. "When are you leaving?"


    "Middle
of next week, I think."


    "How
long can you stay?"


    He
gazed deeply into her eyes.


    "Will
Monday morning be okay," she said. "I took
Monday off."


    "I
would love to spend the weekend with you."


    "Good, because you have some catching up to do," as she
pulled him into her for another kiss. She entwined herself around him
and took the both of them on a wild ride. It wasn't even dark outside yet.


    They
were having breakfast. Missy had been walked and they were just enjoying each
other's company.


    "Wait
a minute," said Charles. "I just thought of something."


    Abela
gave him all her attention. Taking him in with her liquid
brown eyes.


    Charles
could feel his pulse quicken. "Stop that."


    "Stop
what?" She leaned forward to kiss him, causing her breasts to graze across
his arms.


    Charles
kissed her then backed up.


    "What's
the matter sweetie? Please come closer and let me make you feel better."
Abela oozed desire.


    "You
said you took Monday off. You knew you would be able to seduce me into staying,
didn't you?" It came out all in a rush, so he wouldn't have to fight her
off while he was saying it.


    "Now
why would I do a thing like that to a smart man like you?"


    "Because
you care only for your own carnal desires," he said.


    "Ooh,
I didn't think of putting it that way. See what I said about you being smart,"
she said. "That makes me a very bad girl. I suppose you'll have to take me
into the bedroom and spank me."


    "Now,
that's the best idea I've heard today."


 


    "Goodbye,
Abela." They were standing outside the car. It was 11:30pm. Not morning,
but still Monday. "I have something for you." He gave her a little
gold dachshund pin. "Because you are so nice to
Missy."


    "I
have something for you, too" she said. It was a little locket with a tiny
lock of her hair. "I got it for the car, where we first met."


    He
stroked her cheek.


    "I
have one other thing, because I care for you so much." He handed her a
card. It had her name on it.


    "What…"


    "It's
a medical insurance card for you. It's fully paid and will last for your
lifetime. If you or your medical professional have any questions, call the
number on the back or go to the website. I activated the card before I came
here. There is no deductable, you will never have to pay for anything."


    He
was already crying. She began to cry. "This is a very special gift," she
said through her tears. They hugged and Charles got in the car. Abela leaned
over and gave him one last look at her beautiful cleavage, then a kiss. Charles
waved and headed back to the hotel.


 


    "Mr.
Witney, you wanted me to stop by your office before I leave," Charles said
into his phone. "Will this afternoon work?"


    "That
will work."


    


    "I
have been instructed to give you this last DVD right before you leave for
Seattle." He put it in the player and stepped out of the room.


    Missy,
sensing the change in him, had crawled up on the couch and put her head on his
leg. He couldn't put it off any longer and pressed <play>. The TV came
on. There she was again, beautiful as always.


 


    Hello
Charles,


    Here
we are for the last time. I hope the funeral went well. I'm sure Chief Hagen
and Chief Dawson somehow inserted themselves into the plans. I know that you now
know that everything is going to be okay.


    The
reason that you are here now, is that the Helen Bouvier Foundation bought a
condominium in downtown Bellevue. I didn't say that right. The Helen Bouvier
Foundation bought a building with condominiums in downtown Bellevue. I can
never get that right. There is no one living in it right now. You can do
whatever you want with it. You can sell the building, you can sell the condos,
or you can build a community. Personally, I vote for the last one.


    You
have a safe trip back. Take good care of my two babies. And, know that I will
always love you.


    


    This
time he didn't need to see it over and over.


    Eli
came in with some paperwork.


    "In
an odd coincidence, my brother has a law practice in Seattle. I have briefed
him on your unique situation. He has agreed to represent you in any legal matters.
Here is a document stating to that effect. You have paid him a rather large retainer,
$50k, which I was sure you wouldn't mind. These are the deed documents for the
Mountain Storm Tower. An odd name to be sure, but that was what she picked. It
is currently managed by Sound Management and they have been instructed to not
sell any condos to anyone."


    He
reached out and shook hands.


    "Good
luck in all your endeavors Mr. Davis."


 


    Charles
stopped by the Thompson house to see how the engine install was going. No one
was home, everyone apparently out doing stuff. As he was getting ready to
leave, Melissa drove up.


    "Can
you give one of my friends a ride to Seattle?" she asked.


    "How
did you know I would be here," Charles groaned.


    "I
didn't," she said. "I came here to take a break and then I was going
to call you. You can do it, can't you, pleeeze."


    Charles
groaned again.


    "It's
a girl. She's a student at Kent State."


    Another groan. "That makes her old enough to be my
daughter, if I had one. What will we talk about?"


    "Pleeeze."


    "Okay."
Grump, grump, grump.


    "Her
name is Denise and she's a really nice girl. You'll like her.


    Grump, grump. "Have her meet me at the hotel at 4am
sharp. If she's late, I leave without her."


    "Thank
you so much," she gave him a hug with a decidedly
non-platonic rub of her body. "You could have had me, you
know," she whispered in his ear. She backed up and gave him a playful
grin. "You have a safe trip."


 


On the Road


    He
had shipped everything home, except what he would need on the road. He didn't
want to bog down the M6's suspension. The night staff ladies were all in front
of the desk to say goodbye. Against written hotel policy, each one of the young
women insisted on giving Charles both a hug (body rub) and a kiss (distinctly non-platonic).
With a rise in his heart rate and a rise in his body temperature and a rise
elsewhere, Charles thought the day was off to an excellent start. To the
delight of the young ladies, it took him a second to regain his balance and
start loading the car.


    Another
young lady approached him.


    "Hello,
I'm Denise," she said as she held out her hand. "Melissa's friend,"
she reminded him. She was a plain looking, medium height brunette in her late
twenties, older than the average college student. She had a small suitcase and
2 soft bags that would fit nicely in the trunk. Didn't look like a lot of
weight. She also had a little white board that would fit in the foot well in
front of her seat.


    "Melissa
said you were a college student. What gives?"


    "I
am. I'm working towards my PhD in Quantum Physics."             


    "You,"
he laughed. "You're just a kid. Where are you headed Ms.
Soon-to-be-PhD?"


    "I,"
she grinned, "who am part of the educated elite, have been invited to
CalTech for the summer, to work on a research project. So there." She
stuck her tongue out at him. "From Seattle, I take the train south."


    "What's
the white board for?”


    "I
hope you don't mind, I was going to do some work while we drove."


    "Sounds
good," said Charles, starting to warm up to her.


    "This
is a very nice car," she said.            


    "Oh,
yeah," he said. "We'll be travelling in the lap of luxury. The only
thing this car is missing is a bathroom."


    As
the M6 ate up the miles, Charles enjoyed the nice serene drive. Missy was
asleep in the back, while Denise worked quietly in the front. If she thought he
was getting rummy, she would stop what she was doing and talk to him about
whatever came into her head. Mostly about her life: she was an ordinary kid,
bright for age, who decided she wanted a degree in quantum physics. No real
reason, she just thought it might be interesting.


    Every
other rest area Charles stopped so they could all get out and stretch their
legs and Missy could pee. At night they stayed at the nicest hotel Denise and
her IPad could find that would allow dogs. Two queen size beds and Missy got to
choose. Every night she chose to sleep with Denise.


    "Traitor,"
he would call her in the morning, eliciting solid tail thumps and a panting
grin.


    Denise
tried to pay her share, Charles refused. "You need your money for other
things," he would say.


    They
drove up from the Montana flatland and into the Rocky Mountains. "We have
about a day left, let's get some rest before the final
push." They moved into the Rocky Mountain Inn ("we like dogs")
and went for a long walk. Everyone enjoyed the scenery, high (Charles and
Denise) and low (Missy) and the sweet pine smell. After a nice dinner they went
to the room for an early night.


    Charles
turned off the light, as he did every night, so Denise could retain her modesty
as she moved from the bathroom to her bed. He was dozing off when he caught a
whiff of sweet perfume and freshly scrubbed woman. Denise slid under the
covers.


    "Hello,
there," she said coyly. She slid a hand down the length of him. "I
hope you weren't planning on sleeping."


    Charles
took her in his arms and inhaled her scent, perfume, shower fresh, and arousal
all mixed together in an intoxicating combination. He cupped her mons, his hand
immediately soaked, followed by a soft moan in his neck. She reached down and squeezed
him in her fist. "Happy to see me, huh," she giggled. "I've
always wanted to say that." She gave a few tugs. "Let's get us a
condom and get started," she said.


    With
the condom on, she pulled him to her for some serious kissing and other
exploring.


    "I
want to be on my hands and knees, with you behind me," she whispered into
his ear. She rolled over.


    Charles
got on his knees and lightly rubbed her back, from her head to her… tail.


    "You,
uh, have a tail."


    "I
do," she said, wiggling her bottom so it swished. "It's a Crystal
Minx tail plug. Do you like it? It's supposed to drive men wild with desire."


    "It's
interesting," he said, unconvinced. She wiggled and swished some more.


    "Now
that you mention it, it does have a certain flair."


 


2009


    "This
is Kathleen."


    A nervous voice. "Uh, Ms. Morrison, this is Stephen
Thompson at the hotel. You told me to call you when Mr. Davis arrived. He
arrived here at 8pm in a red BMW. He's travelling with a black wiener dog."


    "Thank
you for calling me, Stephen." 


 


    It
seemed like he had been gone forever. He walked in the front door, Missy
following. The front desk staff echoed, "Good morning, Mr. Davis,"
and leaned over the desk to get a look at Missy. He waved at Kathleen and
Hassan in their offices as he walked by. He opened the door and turned on the
light.


    Behind
his desk was a giant consolation card on wheels. On it, it seemed like every
employee had written a few words and then signed it.    


    Missy
had already hopped up in a chair, but she hadn't lain down yet. She felt the
change in him and waited to see what it meant. Charles reached over and rubbed
her head. He just sat and looked at it, all of Cleveland coming back. He didn't
hear them come in, Kathleen and Hassan. He looked up to see them sitting with
him.


    "Everyone
was torn up," said Kathleen quietly. "They all liked Helen."


    "We
wanted to do something special," added Hassan. "It was Carlotta's
idea. Bernie and Chad made it happen. They took everything out of the office,
so it would be easy to sign here, then they put it in
the lobby at Terrific Toys. The board is covered with sealer to set the ink. It
was then covered with UV glass, so the ink won't fade."


    "Everyone
signed," said Kathleen. I made up thank you cards. I put the boxes under
the chair that your pretty dog is sitting in."


 


Mountain Storm Tower


    "Hello
Jean. My name is Charles Davis, the administrator for the Helen Bouvier
Foundation which will now take over management of the building. Here are the
documents that you need."


    "Let's
go in my office."


    They
both sat down.


    "The
Helen Bouvier Foundation, which is me, is taking over; the management company
is no longer required. You will be retained to make sure the transition goes
smoothly. Do you have any questions?"


    "I
can't think of any."


    "Now
that you'll soon be unemployed, how would you like to come
work for me?"


    "That
sounds interesting."


    "Whatever
you were making, I'll salary you at $10k over that. If you take my offer, you
have to live here."


    "I'm
not so sure I can afford to live here?"


    "What
I'd like to do is get you into one of the two bedrooms on the fifth
floor." A pause and a laugh from Jean.


    "I
did not just say that," muttered Charles. A little louder, "I'm
thinking $180 a month.


    "I'm
not sure I can get a mortgage just now."


    "Don't
need one. The foundation will give you a no-interest loan. Speaking of which,
you will set up an in-house management company and it will collect all the
sales. Here's the attorney who will do the legal stuff. Nobody gets to buy a
condo unless they get vetted real good."


    "This
is beginning to sound pretty cool," she said.


    "Pick
out the apartment that you like. I like the northeast penthouse. You should
probably get a receptionist so you can get some work done. I like to hire
people that I know or that my employees know. If you have any general questions
about how I do business, call Kathleen, the Chief of Staff at the University
Hotel, which I personally own. Here is her number."


 


    The
condo/apartment building is six stories tall and takes up a little over a half
city block. The street level is taken up by Coastal Foods, a major food chain
on the west coast. Coastal Foods used to have a store a few blocks away, but it's
been closed for a number of years. Now that Coastal Foods was back in downtown,
they pulled out all the stops to get customers to return to the store.


    All
around the condo/apartment building are smaller businesses. The rest of the
block is exterior parking for Coastal Foods and all the small businesses. The
building is only two blocks away from Downtown Mall, a well maintained two
story mall, with both high end stores and general mall type stores; the only
enclosed mall in Bellevue.


    The
condo/apartment building is designed as a square with a giant courtyard in the
middle. There are forty units per floor, twenty on the outside wall and twenty
on the inside wall. It has the standard floor plans: studio, one bedroom, two bedrooms,
and three bedrooms. It also has odd floor plans: one bedroom the size of a two
bedroom, two bedrooms with two master suites, three bedrooms with two master
suites and a standard bedroom. The standard floor plans have three sizes. The
odd floor plans also have a variety of sizes, but the selection is limited. All
the units are wheelchair accessible, but some units are designed specifically
for people with physical disabilities. There are six floors of underground
parking. At the back of the building is a daycare, with a secure entrance and 2
exits to the street.


    The
management group does a thorough background check of each prospective tenant.
If they pass the background check, the tenant is offered an interest free
mortgage from the Helen Bouvier Foundation. The only caveat being that their
unit can only be sold back to the foundation.


    The
front entrance has a security desk that is manned 24 hours. The security people
also maintain watch over the HD security cameras that cover every part of the
building. The management group office is at front entrance and staffed eight
hours every day.


    Six
of the security people bought condos.


    The
building has one full time gardener, a retired man, who maintains the courtyard
and the flowers, bushes, and trees surrounding the building. He is assisted by
a number of tenants who love getting their hands dirty. He bought a condo.


    A
full time engineer maintains the physical systems of the building.  His wife runs the onsite day care, the overall management is run by Elisabeth Fowler and
NW Childcare. Together with their little boy, they bought a condo. 


    The
in-building computer network and the Wi-Fi network are maintained by an IT
professional. She bought a condo.


    Fifteen
employees of Davis Industries bought condos.


    Ten
single wheelchair people and three wheelchair people with families all bought
condos. During condo association meetings, they comprise the so-called Wheelchair
Mafia.


    As
word spread, more people applied to live at Mountain Storm Tower.


 


    Charles
and Missy were stuck inside the museum, right by the great doors of the
entrance. Technically, only Charles was stuck. Missy sat placidly next to him,
watching the world go by with mild interest, her Service Dog coat shining in
the afternoon light. It didn't matter to her either way.


    Charles
was working on a plan for what to do for the rest of the day. He had blocked
out his whole afternoon for the Eroticism in the Arts exhibit, which he just
found out didn't start until next week. Unfortunately, he had neglected to put
together a backup plan.


    "Excuse
me, did you happen to see a yellow van or a Nissan with weird paint and little
toy dinosaurs glued to the outside?"


    Charles
swiveled his head around and then down. A young woman sitting in a wheelchair,
white hair with red and pink cotton dreads woven into her hair, head partially
shaved, and a very pretty face looked up at him. Or rather, he looked down at
her. Her ankles, legs, and forearms in braces and she wore what looked like a
back brace. She also looked a little shorter than the average person.


    He
realized he was staring. "I'm sorry, I was taking
it all in. Wow, you're absolutely gorgeous. Ahh, I'm just making a fool out of
myself here," he groaned. "So, what did you say?"


    She
looked at him for just a minute, then gave him a sweet
smile. "Did you happen to see a yellow van or a Nissan with little toy
dinosaurs glued to the outside?"


    "I
did not, but I can go outside and take another look." He stepped down the
stairs. He turned to tell Missy to stay, but she hadn't moved. She was laying down, calmly waiting to see how this new turn of events
would unfold.


    Charles
stepped outside and looked up and down the street. No yellow van or Nissan with
glued dinosaurs. He stepped back in, "Sorry, I don't see them."


    "They
were supposed to be here 20 minutes ago. If I weren't in a wheelchair, I'd stamp
my foot."


    A
little pixie grin and she burst out laughing.


    "I'm
Emma," she held out her hand to him.


    "It's
very nice to meet you Emma. I'm Charles and this is Missy." Her delicate
fingers felt soft and warm in his hand. "I'm sorry, I must seem creepy to
you, but I can't stop staring."


    "What
do you think?" as she put her hand behind her head and held a pose.


    Charles
shook his head. "I stand by what I said, you are just absolutely gorgeous."


    "Thank
you," followed with another pixie grin.


    "Are
you waiting for a ride home?" he asked.


    "Sort
of, we were going to tour the Eroticism in the Arts exhibit…"


    "…which
starts next week," he finished for her. "The nice lady at the front
desk told me they posted the wrong date on the web site for only about 15
minutes before they changed it. She said the current exhibit Arts of the
Pacific Northwest is free to make up for the mix up. That means we were on the
website together." He looked at her for a reaction.


    But,
Emma was on a roll. "I came all this way. It took me two rides and three hours,
from Bellevue. Grrr… Now my ride probably isn't coming and they're not
answering their phone. Pooh. I say it again, pooh." Then she realized
Charles and Missy were looking at her. "Hello," she said sweetly.


    "Since
we're both here, you want to join me and Missy in checking out the Arts of the
Pacific Northwest?" said Charles.


    "I
suppose," grumpy. "I have nothing better to do." A realization. "I am so sorry,
I didn't mean it that way."


    "No
offense taken. Come on, I'll even push."


    "I'm
always up for a free push."


    They
slowly toured the exhibit, looking at variations of pottery, reed baskets, art
glass, and chainsaw wood sculptures.


    "What
do you like to do Emma," he asked.


    "For fun or for work? I like both."


    "Both then."


    "For
fun, I'm a gamer of the worst kind. I like Dungeons and Dragons,
it's my favorite board game. I also like computer games, mostly online types
like World of Warcraft. I like science fiction games a lot too and I'm a big
comic book fan. Since you're going to ask, I'm 26 years old. I smoked a lot of
cigarettes when I was 7 and it stunted my growth," she giggled. "For
work, I'm a nude model and erotic film actress," she said. "How about you?"


    "I'm
not nearly as interesting as you. For fun, I give away money. I'm the head of a
charitable foundation. I like fast cars. I go to Cascade Raceways and drive on
the road course there. For work I have a hotel and a toy company."


    "When
you say 'have', does that mean own?"


    "It
does."


    "You
said you give away money?"


    "I
do. I am the sole administrator of the Helen Bouvier Foundation. I give away
money to individuals and organizations that need it."


    "How
do you decide who needs it?"


    "I
see a need and I fill it. No forms in triplicate, no interviews."


    "How
much money do you have to give away?"


    "There
is a distinct possibility that I won't be able to give away all the money in my
lifetime," he said. "But hey, I'll give it a heck of a shot."


    "Oh."


    "If
I may ask, how did a pretty lady like you get stuck in a wheelchair?"


    "I'm
not in it all the time," she pouted. "I have to sleep sometime. I
have EDS, Ehlers-Danlos Syndrome. It's a connective tissue disorder. It's most
noticeable in my joints, making them very elastic, that's why I wear the
braces. It affects my internal organs too. Everything hurts most of the time."


    "Is
there a cure?"


    "No
not really. If it's not life threatening, physical therapy is the best course."
Changing the subject, "Are you rich?"


    "Obscenely so. What kind of nude modeling do you do?"


    "I
was wondering when you were going to get to that," she said, hiding behind
her hands. "Most guys want to know about that right away. One of my first
boyfriends after high school was a photographer. I was his main model. It took
a little work on his part, but he finally convinced me to take my clothes off. Back
then, I only had a few tattoos. We sent some of the pictures to the Bad Girls
website, they like tattooed women. They liked the pictures and sent one of
their regular photographer's to do another shoot. After that, my career took
off and then my boyfriend took off. Now I get lots of work. My working name is
Emma Amorous. The waif thing can be very arty and it's pretty popular with the
one hand crowd," she giggled. "One of my girlfriends is a
photographer and I work with her a lot."


    "You
said you do erotic film, too."


    "Boy,
you are sure doing this all backwards." She hid behind her hands again. "I've
done one boy/girl alt porn video and three girl/girl videos. Alt porn is not
like mainstream porn, we all have weird hair and tattoos, the soundtrack has weird
music on it, and we film at bizarre locations. I don't look like your normal
porn actress and the male lead looked more like a heavy metal guitar player
than a male porn star. Even though it was porn, it was slow and had more of an
erotic vibe. Definitely not popular with the one hand crowd.
My photographer friend, Angela Weird, also directs videos and I did the three
girl/girl projects with her. I've also done a number of stills for her books of
erotic photography."


    They
had been standing in front of the hand blown glass for a few minutes now.


    "Where's
Missy?" said Emma. Charles swept has arm behind them.


    Emma
turned and saw Missy lying on a bench on the other side of the gallery. She had
wandered over, hopped up and was now curled into a little ball. She lifted her
head to see if they were ready to move on. At that moment one of the security
guards walked into the room.


    He
looked at Missy and looked at them. "Sir," he addressed Charles. "We
can't have unleashed dogs wandering around the museum disturbing the other
patrons." He patted Missy on the head and continued with his rounds.


    They
looked at the rest of the hand blown glass in the room.


    "I
think I've seen enough of the Art of the Pacific Northwest. How about you?"
he said.


    She
nodded her head.


    "Since
your friends abandoned you, how about I give you a ride home?"


    "That
would be very nice."


    He
pushed her out of the museum and out to the parking garage. They made a quick
stop for Missy to check out and use the little grass strip next to the
sidewalk.


    Charles
pointed out the M6 as he pushed her over to it.


    "A
red car, now that's not very conspicuous," she teased.


    "Hey,
I like my car." He held the door open for her and she looked inside.


    "Exactly
how am I going to get in?" she asked. "It's going to be kind of hard
to get up and over whatever that is on the side of the seat."


    "That's
called a side bolster," said Charles helpfully. "That keeps you from
sliding side to side."


    "That
doesn't change the fact that I'm not sure I can get in this car."


    "Here,
let me help you." He reached down and picked her up and cradled her in his
arms. She weighed almost nothing. Emma slid her arms around his neck and laid
her cheek against his shoulder.


    "Very
nice," she sighed.


    Charles
gently placed her in the seat.


    "That
doesn't look very comfortable," he said, pointing to the back brace. "Let's
try something. Let's take that thing off."


    "You
say the nicest things."


    They
struggled with the brace for a minute.


    "Sit
back," he said. "How does that feel?"


    "This
is very cool! It feels like the seat is wrapped around me."


    "It's
supposed to."


    "Let's
get you strapped in." He pulled the harness straps over her shoulders and reached
between her legs for the rest of the straps.


    She
batted at his hands and laughed. "I hardly know you," she teased.


    He
tightened the six straps of the harness so she was snug in the seat. "How
does that feel?"


    "Very
nice, and more padded than the brace." She leaned into the harness, but
couldn’t move very much. "I like it. Can I have it?"


    "I
would love to give it to you, but I don't know if I can get it out of the car."


    While
they were getting Emma situated, Missy crawled into the car and was now in her
spot on the center console. She bumped Emma lightly with her nose, which got
her a quick pat on the head.


    Charles
went around the back to fold up the chair and put it in the trunk. "Where
did you get that antique chair?" he asked as he got in the car.


    "I
was just diagnosed with EDS a few months ago and this was the best I could
afford. All of us models aren't rich you know. Besides, I was happy Goodwill at
least had a nice one; and it was cheap." 


    "How
about some dinner, would you like to join me?" Charles had pulled out into
the street.


    "That
would be very nice. Thank you for offering."


    "Do
you have any weird food allergies?"


    "Define
weird."


    "Is
there anything at The Nu Cafeteria you can't eat?"


    "I
haven't seen their menu, so I have no way of knowing."


    "You
are being obstructionist, you know," he said.


    "I
thought I was merely being playful." She blessed him again with her pixie
smile.


    "You
know, at some point that pretty little smile won't work on me anymore," he
said with a laugh.


    "I
think it will," she said. "It's my most lovable attribute."


 


    When
she got home, Emma told her best friend about meeting Charles.


    "You
haven't fucked him have you?" said Amanda with a look of horror.


    "Eew. He's too old," replied Emma. "I like
him. He's really nice, but I don't want to do him. I think he likes me, but not,
you know, in that way."


 


    Charles
hadn't looked where he had parked the Turbo's. He was in a hurry that day, and
since they would be the least used, he parked them all the way in the back of
the warehouse, nose out. A few days later, he returned to get some tools. He
came in through the front door and not through the rollup. He turned on the
lights and as the bulbs warmed up, he could see the two Turbos in the far
corner of the garage. It was a little darker there; he hadn't replaced all of the
bulbs yet. They were parked underneath one of the working lights. The disturbed
dust hung in the beam of light where it surrounded the two cars. In the halo of
light, it looked like the two cars were touching their front bumpers.


    I
am seriously going loony, he thought. He walked over to make sure he hadn't
bumped the two cars when he parked them. They were parked side by side. It had
only been an illusion.


    He
thought back to Helen and the joy they had brought each other. How she had
freely talked about her long gone husband Will, the love of her life. She had
told him that these two cars defined their life together. She had asked him to
find the right two people for their two cars.


    Another
assignment, he thought and turned off the lights.


 


    "Excuse
me Mr. Davis," it was Hassan, visiting from down the hall.


    "Can't
you please just call me Charles like everyone else?"


    "I
do not know of anyone that calls you Charles."


    "You're
just making that up," Charles waved him to a chair. He pushed another
button on his phone. He made his voice real sweet and friendly. "Hi, Kathleen. Can I please hold off on this paperwork
until tomorrow?" He turned the handset and looked at it. "That's odd,
she hung up, or we were disconnected."


    "I
hung up," said the very attractive, but currently very pissed off Kathleen.


    "Oops,
uhh, Hassan just stopped by," he tried a different tactic. "We have
important stuff to do."


    Kathleen
wasn't buying it. "He passed by my office on the way to your office."


    She
walked over and stood by his desk. "Sign! There's
only about a half inch of paper left. Sign legibly or you'll have to do it
over. I'll just stand here and wait for them."


    "Hello,
Missy," she patted the little dogs head, always good
for a few wags.


    She
turned to Hassan. "How are you today Mr. Al-Zahabi?"


    He
was sitting on the couch grinning at Charles' predicament. It occurred to him
that Kathleen held the same power over him. "It's nice not to be on the
receiving end for a change."


    "That's
right. I'm in charge, show me some r-e-s-p-e-c-t," said Charles, as he
stopped and looked up.


    "Keep
signing," she glared at him.


    "Yes,
ma'am," he said and went back to signing.


    Ten
minutes later he was done. "My hand hurts," he said, shaking his
wrist.


    "That's
penance for making these documents late," she said as she stalked out.
Actually, while they were on time, but there was no need to tell Charles.


    "Now that I have the rest of the day off. What can I
help you with, Oh great General Manager of my hotel?"


    "Did
someone else just walk in," asked Hassan.


    "What
do you want? Tell me or I'm going to go to lunch. Better than that, let's both
go to lunch." He stood up. "Let's go."


    They
passed Kathleen on the way out. "Where are you two going," she asked.


    "If
we tell you, you'll tell everyone," Hassan pointed out.


    "That's
my job," said Kathleen, shaking her head. She had heard this line of
reasoning before. "Go to the Pub, you haven't been there in awhile."
She held up a hand. "Go. I'll call them and tell them you're on your way.
Go on."


    Once
they were seated in the pub, Charles again asked Hassan what he wanted to see
him about.


    "Can
you tell me about this track driving that you do? Is it expensive? Can we do it
with the Acura?"


    "I'll
get to the other stuff in a minute. Is your Acura the TL SH-AWD?" Hassan
nodded. "We?" he asked.


    "Kendra
and I do not do nothing together. This is not good for
a husband and wife; to greet each other only at meals. We talked last night and
tried to find a common interest. The only thing we have in common it seems, is
that we both like driving the Acura fast. I'm surprised we don't get any
tickets. She said that since you know so much about cars, I should ask
you."


    "Very
smart lady, have you considered marrying her, or are you just going to have
children out of wedlock?"


    "We
have been married for almost twenty years."


    "Let's
try some basic stuff. Sunday afternoon. Both of you meet me here. Long pants,
comfortable shoes, short sleeve shirts. Bring the Acura, full of gas and empty
everything out of it, toys, that kind of stuff. We'll go for a drive."


 


    After
an afternoon of chasing cones in the Mt. Rainier foothills, Charles was
impressed with their basic driving ability. They had a lot of promise and were
both open to suggestions on improving their skills. On the way back to town,
Charles told them the story of Helen and Will and the matching 930 Turbos. When
they dropped him and Missy off at his apartment, Charles said that he would
find out when the next track day was and they could all go together.


    On
Monday, he called Cascade Raceways to book the track. There was an opening in
two weeks, Monday through Friday. He also got an Emergency response vehicle
with a 2 person crew. A call to the Porsche Club got him two instructors. Another
call got him flaggers to control the cars. To get some additional cars for
Friday, Charles posted to the Porsche Club computer bulletin board and the BMW
Club computer bulletin board and got six cars, three from each club, all with instructors driving.


    Charles
told Hassan they had the track for all of the next week and he should tell the
mothers-in-law (both of their mothers were living with them) that they would be
gone for each day. Hassan protested. Charles told him that he knew his boss,
and he was sure Hassan would be able to go. Hassan shrugged his shoulders and
muttered something under his breath that Charles couldn't hear.


    He
had Hassan and Kendra meet him at the warehouse at 5am on Monday morning. Make
sure the Acura had gas and they had their helmets, jeans and short sleeve
shirts, driving gloves (that they were supposed to have bought) and their new
driving shoes (that they were supposed to have bought the same time as the
driving gloves) and athletic shoes for afterwards. He also reminded them that
it was not a jail sentence and that he was sure they would have fun. At least
Kendra would.


    On
Monday morning, he ushered them into the shop. Missy took off, checking to see if
anything had changed around the building. Charles had spent all night and
morning agonizing if it was the right thing, to have them drive the Turbos.


    "What
do think," he said as they stepped into the shop. They had never seen all
his cars before.


    Kendra
saw the halo around the two Turbos. "It looks
like they're kissing," she giggled and immediately covered her mouth with
her hand. She walked towards the two cars. Hassan turned to look where his wife
was going. He saw the two Porsches, "Nice cars."


    Kendra
stood in front of the two cars. Hassan walked up and stood next to her. Kendra
linked her arm through his and leaned against him.


    She
turned to look up at him. "You can tell they loved each other
dearly," she said quietly. Hassan reached and brushed the side of her face
with his fingers. Kendra moved to get a closer look.


    She
gently traced her fingers along the passenger side of the red car as she walked
to the back of the car. At the back, she ran both hands across the whale tail
to feel the vents.


    Hassan
moved to the side of the black car. He rested both his hands on the roof of the
car as he watched his wife explore the outside of the red car.


    Kendra
crouched down between the two cars to look at the tires, mostly of the red car.
She could easily make out the tires of the black car. She traced her fingers
along the outside of the black car as she stood up.


    "They're
beautiful," she said and looked at Hassan, her eyes shiny with unshed
tears. Hassan filled with love for this woman, who was his wife, who could be
moved to tears by two cars. It was through her that he could feel that these
were special cars. It was because of her, that he believed.


    Charles
watched it all taking place. I might not be so crazy after all, he thought.


    He
walked up behind them. Kendra had come out from between the cars. She gave him
a tight hug, her face lightly streaked with tears. She wiped away the tears and
looked at him. "I'm sorry, I just got a little overwhelmed," she
said. "What are you driving?"


    He
pointed to the Gallardo, where it sat, patient.


    She
gasped. She had been so focused on the Turbos that she hadn't seen it. "It's
beautiful. It's fast too, isn't it? Faster than the
Turbo?"


    "It
has more power than the Turbos. Fast is relative. On a freeway with wide sweeping
turns, yes it will absolutely kill the Turbos. In tight corners, while the
Gallardo is a bit more stable, it's all based on the skill of the driver."


    He
handed her the key for the red car. "Go ahead and start it up, it's hooked
up to an exhaust system." Kendra nodded. She got in and turned the key.
The red Turbo came to life with a throaty roar that quieted down to a rumbling growl.
"Put on the harness, so you get used to it. Nice and
tight."


    Charles
walked over to Hassan. He seemed in a daze. "Hello, Hassan."


    "Hello,
Charles."


    Charles
handed him the key. "Start it up, it's hooked up to an exhaust system. Give
me the key to the Acura." Hassan nodded and handed him his key ring.
Hassan got in and turned his key. Will's black Turbo snarled to life, and
settled down to angry snarl. "You too, put on the harness, so you get used
to it. Nice and tight."


    Charles
called for Missy and strapped her in Gallardo. She looked around the car; nice car, had a nice smell too. While the Turbo's were warming
up, Charles started up the Gallardo. It came to life with a low rumble and he glided
it into the street. Charles walked back to the garage and had the Turbos come
out. As they came out of the garage, they looked like big cats, shaking their paws,
blinking as they came out of the garage. They pulled in behind the waiting
Gallardo while Charles backed the Acura into the garage and shut and locked
everything. He took all of Hassan and Kendra's stuff out of the Acura and put
it in the back of the two Turbos. Hassan got his keys back.


    As
he walked back to his car he told Hassan and Kendra to put on the headsets that
were lying on the passenger seats.


    He
got in the Gallardo, put on his harness, and started down the street.
"Hello everyone," he said jovially through the headsets. "We are
heading out to I5 and then to I90 and then to Hwy18. Your cars will have a
sudden surge of power when the turbo kicks in. That means when you push the
throttle hard, the car will jump forward. If you are turning when this happens,
the car will oversteer, meaning the back end will come around, causing a spin.
So, be aware of your throttle pressure."


    Charles
was approaching the on ramp to I5. "Kendra, let me get a ways ahead of
you, then push the throttle to the floor and keep a steady grip on the steering
wheel. I want you to feel the turbo."


    He
pushed the Gallardo throttle to floor and the car leaped forward with a growl.
Charles watched Kendra's headlights rapidly recede. He lifted the throttle. A
few seconds later the Turbo pulled in behind him. Even in the dark, there was
no mistaking the powerful Porsche.


    "Yes!!"
she enthused.


    Then
the black car caught up and they were a line again, headed for I90.


    "Let's
keep a nice ten or so car lengths distance between us. Don't forget to watch
your mirrors. Coming up, there is a section in the tunnel where we should be
good." He was already accelerating. "As soon as we get on the bridge
deck, we'll slow down to the speed limit." Kendra had already caught up,
with Hassan not far behind. On their way to the Hwy18 turn off, Charles took
every exit off the freeway, so they could get used to the turbo boost.


 


Vroom


    Driving
on a closed road course can be fun, even if you've never done it before. For
Hassan and Kendra, the first day was a nightmare: driving in car they had never
driven before, a car both powerful and twitchy. By the end of the first day,
they were actually starting to get it.


    Charles
took the Lamborghini out, and tried to stay out of their way. After lunch, he
began coming up behind them in the passing zones and making them let him pass.
There was some squealing of tires, nothing more than normal wear and tear on a
track car. 


    Because
Charles didn't want to leave the Lamborghini out overnight at a hotel, he
rented two bus sized RV's. For Hassan and Kendra it would be four days in a
nice RV, courtesy of Charles and the mothers-in-law. A nice vacation, put off
too long, with no kids and no worries. The mothers-in-law had packed two
suitcases and shipped them to the track.


    By
Thursday, there were five cars on the track. The instructors were now in their
cars. It was a jumble of extremely powerful cars, all chasing each other around
the track. On Friday morning there were 11 cars waiting to get on the track.
Hassan and Kendra, the two instructors, and Charles all had their cars. There
was also a Porsche GT3, Porsche's muscle car, and two Porsche race cars, built for
Porsche Club racing. BMW was represented by a M3 with one of the hybrid
engines, and two Pro Stock race cars (older E30 cars, the ones with the square
bodies). While not everyone had the massive power of the GT3 and the Gallardo,
there were four purpose built race cars, one highly modified street/track car,
and the two turbo's. Except for Hassan and Kendra, everyone was an exceptional
driver, with years of experience. It looked like it was going to be a fun day.


    After
a full day of driving, it was finally over. The food people were cleaning up.
There were just the three cars left, the two Turbos and the Lamborghini. As
soon as she had eaten, Missy hopped into the Gallardo to take a nap.


    "I'm
sure you've figured out by now that the Turbo's are
yours to keep." He held up his hand to stop their protests. "Come and
get the Acura when you're ready. There's enough room in the garage." he
said. "I think you're going to want to only drive the Porsches for awhile.
Helen wanted me to give the Turbos to someone who would appreciate them and she
wanted the cars to stay together. She would be real proud of the way you two drove
the Turbos.


    Kendra
came and kissed him on the cheek. "Thank you." Hassan gave him a hug
and shook his hand.


    "Just
remember, these cars are ticket magnets. Not because the police are watching
you more,  but because
it's very hard to drive these cars slow.


 


    "Hey
Emma, is that Charles standing out on the sidewalk, waving," Amanda said, looking
out the window.


    Emma
hobbled over to the window, "It is, it's Charles and Missy, come to
visit," she said. She climbed in her chair and rolled out the door to the
elevator. Thank god the building elevators were big enough for her wheelchair.


    By
the time Emma got outside, there was a huge truck that had "All City
Medical Supplies" written on the side, parked in front of the apartment
building. Two burly men were unloading a big box.


    "Could
you just set it up on the sidewalk?" said Charles. The men nodded with
obvious relief.


    "Hello
Emma," said Charles. "You look as beautiful as the last time I saw
you."


    "Thank
you, sir." She looked up, smiling. "This is my friend, Amanda."


    He
grabbed her before she could draw away and gave her a big hug. "Hello
Amanda, It's a pleasure to meet you."


    "Uh,
it's nice to meet you, Charles," she said, while Emma laughed.


    "What's
going on here?" Emma said, pointing at the now open box that revealed a
wheelchair.


    "On
behalf of the Helen Bouvier Foundation," he said solemnly, "I would
like to gift you this new wheelchair. As you can see, it's painted black, to
fit in with your obviously alternative lifestyle. It's a state of the art folding
wheelchair that weighs a mere 170lbs. It has a powerful motor that makes this
one of the fastest folding chairs at 6 MPH. It's powered by long lasting gel
batteries and has a portable battery charger mounted onboard. It also has a 300
lb. weight capacity, which I don't think you'll have a problem with." 


    The
chair was completely assembled and the two men picked up the packing. "We'll
wait and make sure that it works right," one of them said.


    Emma
looked at him with shiny eyes. Charles picked her up and gently put her in the
chair. One of the men came over and gave her a quick class on how to drive it,
how to charge it, and how to fold it.


    Charles
and Amanda stood watching the impromptu wheelchair class.


    "Who
are you Charles?" Amanda asked. "You better not be here to break the
heart of my best friend!"


    "I'm
not here to do that," said Charles. "We met at the museum and hit it
off. I don't meet many people like that and if I do, I try not to let them get
away. As far as the other stuff, including a quick romp in the bed, she's too
young and I'm too old."


    There
was a scream of delight. They looked up to see Emma cruising down the street
followed by Missy.


    Both
men were grinning. "I think she's got the hang of it, Mr. Davis. If you
have any other questions, make sure to call us. We have a 24 hour hotline, with
a real person." They got in the truck and carefully drove away, making
sure to avoid Emma and Missy.


    Emma
came cruising up. "Wow, this is much better than my old one. Thank you so very
much."


    "I'm
glad you like it. Before I go, I need to tell you that I like you a lot. You
have no idea how much I wish I was 40 years younger, so I could spend some time
with you. There is at least a generation, if not more, between us." 


    "You
do say such beautifully sweet things," her whole face beamed. "Because I've wished for the same thing. I do have an
idea, though."


    "Jeezum crow. Stop that you
guys," said Amanda. "You're making me cry."


    "An
idea," asked Charles warily.              


    "Yes,"
she said. "A kiss before you go."


    Charles
bent over and kissed her on the cheek.


    "No, a real one. So we'll remember." Charles knelt
down and took her face in his hands and kissed her. For an
unknown length of time. He stood up, dizzy. He looked down at a visibly
flustered Emma.


    "Wow,
that was as amazing as I've ever been kissed," she finally said, then
flashed him her pixie smile. She held out her hand.


    "Charles,
you are some special guy. Take care." Charles extended his hand palm up so
she could lay her hand in his.


    "Not
nearly as special as you Emma," he said with a huge grin. "Not nearly as special."


    "Come
on, Missy. Let's go somewhere and drive fast."   As she bounded to the car.


 


    A
few weeks later, Amanda called. "Charles, it's about Emma. Her pain is
getting worse. Sometimes she can't even get out of bed. I don't have much time
to spend with her anymore and I'm moving to LA in a week. With the new wheelchair,
she barely fits in the apartment anymore. Is there anything you can do to help
her?"


    Charles
thought for a minute. "Okay, I'll take care of it. Can you bring her to
the Mountain Storm Tower this afternoon? It's in downtown Bellevue, I can't
remember the address."


    Charles
was waiting for them when they arrived. Emma zoomed up in her brand new wheel
chair and did a few circles around Charles. Sitting in her lap was an unusually
ugly, but cute dog.


    "Emma,
what kind of dog is that. It's a little odd looking," Charles pointed out
the obvious.


    "This
is Ganesh, he's a Chinese Crested," she said
protectively. "Ignore the haircut. He's named after a character from the
Simpsons, who also happens to be the Hindu god of wisdom and good luck."


    The
dog was sitting contentedly in Emma's lap, at least until Missy came to take a
look. Tails wagging, they touched noses, Missy with her paws on the wheelchair
and Ganesh crouched down.


    "Amanda
called and said you were having problems." Charles held up his hand.
"Amanda behaved like a friend is supposed to behave. I'm guessing that
when she leaves, you don't have a roommate lined up and you're going to be
alone. Ganesh is a dog, not a roommate.


    "I'll
be okay," she said, adding her pixie smile.


    "Nice
try, I told you eventually that wouldn't work with me."


    "Pooh,"
She folded her arms and pouted. Amanda giggled.


    "Come
on, I have something to show you. Missy, open the doors. Watch this, it's her new cool thing."


    Missy
rushed at the door and came to a sudden stop, causing the doors to slide open.
Everybody clapped.


    The
women followed Charles and Missy into an elevator and they all got off on the
fifth floor. They walked down the hall and he opened door to apartment 523 and
ushered them in.


    It
was a large 3 bedroom apartment designed for two wheelchair bound occupants.
Tables were height adjustable, counters were lowered, railings were everywhere
and it was all brand new. It was also one of the apartments that had two master
suites.


    "Wow,"
said both women.


    "There
are a number of units in this building that are wheelchair friendly," said
Charles.


    "Don't
tell me you own this building, too," said Emma.


    "I
do not. This building is owned by the Helen Bouvier
Foundation that gave you that chair, and we are going to make you a deal. We
will cut your current rent payment in half and turn it into a mortgage payment
for a no interest loan of $60k."


    "Just like that?" She looked around for her
Ganesh. Both dogs were parked on the couch watching them.


    "Let
me give you a tour," he said. He reached down and lifted Emma out of her
chair.


    "I
never get tired of this," she sighed, wrapping her arms around his neck.
Charles took her through the apartment, carefully placing her on both beds and
on all the furniture.


    "What
I like most is the two master suites. That will be nice for my next roomie," said Emma.


    Charles
put her back in her chair, "What about all this furniture?" she
asked.


    "It's
all yours. Whatever you don't want, we will put it in another apartment or
store it. As far as moving, you will have to pack all your stuff yourself. Because
you are disabled, the Foundation will pay for all packing materials, and for a
company to move you. Is there any part of this deal that you don't like?"


    Emma
gave him another of her megawatt smiles and shook her head.


    


Moving Back - 2009


    "I'm
moving back to Seattle," she told Carol and Benny. "I love it here,
but I really miss it there."


    Everybody
stood for a group hug.          


    "When
are you leaving?" asked Carol.


    "At the end of this semester, the beginning of summer.
I'm shipping most of my stuff home so I can travel light. Not the big stuff
though. You want any of my furniture?"


    "You
didn't bring any of it with you did you," Carol said nervously. Benny
quickly walked to a window to check if a trailer was attached to the BMW.


    "There
is nothing wrong with my furniture," Wendy fumed. "I happen to like
Goodwill furniture."


    "It
is nice furniture," said Carol delicately, "it just doesn't, you know,
match."


    "Well,
you had your chance. Speaking of furniture, what do you say to me taking Little to Seattle?"


    "To
live," said Carol, pretending to be horrified. "My
baby. In Seattle?"


    "I'm
really sorry, I don't think that will work out. She's
going on her senior trip right after graduation," interjected Denny.
"They're going to DC for five days. After that, she has an internship with
the public defender's office in Concord.


    Right
about that time, Little came bouncing in. Even at
eighteen, she was still a spaz and enjoyed every second of her life. She had
decided she wanted to go to Bowdoin College. Far enough to be away from home, close enough if she wanted to visit the fam.


    "Don't
you ever slow down," laughed Wendy.


    "Why,"
asked Little. "I'm having too much fun. Besides,
if I slow down, I might miss it."


    "Miss
what," said Wendy. They had been having this conversation as long as she
had known Little.


    "If
I knew that, then I wouldn't miss it," she laughed.


    "I
was going to take you with me to Seattle, but I hear you're too busy?"


    "Rats,"
responded Little. "Double rats. That would have
been fun."


    "Since
you can't go with me in the BMW, how about I just give you the BMW?"


    Followed
by a chorus of, "What!?"


    "I've
had my eye on going over to the dark side and getting a Porsche. This makes my
decision easier."


    "We
were thinking of something a little more practical," said Benny.


    "Too
late," yelled Little. "She just gave me the
key. It's mine."


    "Who
said we don't spoil our children," laughed Carol. "Since Big gave it,
Little can keep it."


    This
called for whoops and cheers all around.


    "How
are you going to get home? Are you going to buy another car," asked Little.


    "I
think I'm going to fly and get a new car when I get back to Seattle. In fact I
think I'll fly first class. I've never done that before."


    


    "Professor
Hillman, Dean Bradford will see you now."


    Not
nearly as scary as the first time, but now that it was the last time she was
still nervous.


    "Professor
Hillman. Please sit down." His desk was still perfectly centered between the
two windows, but he was standing as she came in. He was smiling. "How can
I help you today?"


    "Dean
Bradford," she said. "I've come to resign."


    Dean
Bradford frowned. "I was afraid you were going to say that. Before you say
anything more, Margaret and I would like to have you join us for dinner this
evening. Casual dress and please join us at 7pm. Don't
worry, I'll get the paperwork started."


    Wendy
arrived at the Dean's residence promptly at 7pm. He met her at the door.


    "Why
don't you join me in the study for a few minutes before we have dinner?"


    He
showed her to a classic, dark leather, library looking
room. He indicated one of the chairs for her to sit.


    "Wendy,
please sit down." She nodded. "Margaret and I have thoroughly enjoyed
your presence on campus. I would personally like to thank you for time that you
have given us."


    Margaret
slipped into the room and stood beside him.


    "Margaret
and I chose not to have children," he continued. For just a mini-second,
she thought his voice broke. "If Margaret and I had a daughter, we would
like to think that she would be like you. Since we really have no heirs, we
would like to give you some of our mementos."


    He
held out a case for her. In it was a golden brooch, with an openwork floral
spray whose leaves contained diamonds, rubies, sapphires, and emeralds.
"This brooch was made for my forebear Beth Mason at the request of the
Williamsburg Governor Alexander Spotswood. While there is no written record
connecting the two, it is mentioned in Miss Mason's diary in unusually graphic
terms. Actually, all of her liaisons are described in fairly graphic detail. I
would like you to have this."


    Before
she could say anything, Margaret held out an open necklace case. Inside was
what looked like a chain of diamonds, with a large brilliant ruby hanging in
the center.


    "When
Benjamin Franklin went to France as our ambassador, he took only a few people
with him," said Margaret. "One of them, Nathan Goodwell, was a
companion of his son. Nathan Goodwell was my forebear. While in France, Nathan
somehow acquired this necklace. There are many theories as to how he acquired it.
I personally like the one where he pleasured a lady from the court and she gave
him the necklace as a gift. I would like you to have this." 


    Wendy
sat down. She was getting dizzy. "I can't take these things. They belong
to you. I can't take them."


    "We
wish to give them to you," said the Dean. "For all of the joy you
have brought into our lives."


    Margaret
cupped her face, "Dearie, we're really going to
miss you and we want you to have something to remember us by. 


    "It's
settled then," said Edward. "Let's eat."


 


    His
phone rang. He didn't recognize the number.


    "Hello
Charles. This is Wendy, Wendy Hillman. Remember me? Well, I'm in town and I
thought we could go out for pizza. About 6pm? You know the place."


    The
closer it got to 6pm, the more nervous he got. He began pacing. Missy noticed
it right away; she stopped following him around, probably figuring if Charles
was going somewhere, he would come and get her.
Kathleen noticed it the third time he walked by her desk in 15 minutes. By then
he was mumbling, too. When he walked by a fourth time, she stood up, handed him
Missy's leash, and told him to take her for a walk.


    "Come
on, Missy," he called. He snapped her onto the leash. "I know when
we're not wanted."


    "Don't
forget you have a meeting tomorrow," Kathleen called after him.


    They
walked down to the University Brew Pub & Pizza. It was still a little
early, Charles couldn't think of anything else to do, so he walked in.


    "Hello,
Mr. Davis. I believe there is a lady waiting at your table." He reached
down and patted Missy on the head. "Hello, Missy." Big tail wags. She
had been here before, this was a food place.


    "Thank
you, Walter."


    He
walked over to their table. They had only ever sat there two times, but now it
was their table.


    "Hello
Wendy," he said. She was engrossed in her IPad, and hadn't seen him come
in.


    She
stood up for him. "Hello, Charles. It's nice to see you again." She
hugged him to her fiercely. "It is very nice to see you again." He
held her at arm's length and looked at the beautiful woman before him. He
hadn't looked at a woman that way since Cleveland. "You look amazing,"
was all he could say. She blushed. "This is my friend Missy," he
said. Wendy bent down and patted her on the head. They both sat down and Missy
scooted under the table. "I've already ordered the pizza," she said. "Large M&M okay?"


    "What
are you doing in Seattle, Wendy? I know you haven't been fired, you're not the
type. You're not going back to school here, because you've gone as far as you
can go here; and there are plenty of good schools on the east coast,"
Charles was thinking out loud. "It's something more sinister, but I can't
put my finger on it."


    "I'm
here to see you," she said, smiling beatifically. "Actually, I'm
stalking you."


    "I
can't think of a more beautiful person I'd like to be stalked by then
you." That got another blush. "How long have you been in town?"


    "I've
been here for about three days. I stayed with Jill and saw a bunch of my old
friends. Now I'm here to see you."


    "Okay,
I'll bite," he laughed. "Why did you come all the way from New
Hampshire to see me?"


    "I've
been hired by Pacific College, across the canal from Fremont and I need a place
to stay, while I'm looking for an apartment. I am prepared to bribe you; with
my whole body, if that's what it takes," in her best Jessica Rabbit
imitation. "I'm not bad, I'm just drawn that
way."


    Charles
thought for a minute. "That sounds like fun," he said. "You can
stay with me, provided you give me, how shall we say, certain
considerations." He leered at her.


    She
laughed. "Everything is about sex with you, isn't it?"


    "I
said nothing about sex, you are the one who brought it
up. Now that you mention it, it has a certain
pleasantness to it, doesn't it?"


    The
pizza came and they took some time out to eat dinner.


    As
they stepped out the door, Charles said, "Would you like to walk down to
the water?"


    He
looked at her expectantly.


    "Can't
we just go and look at the fishes this time? We never go and look at the fishies," he said.


    "I'm
sorry," she giggled.


    Followed by his sigh.


    "Come
on," she said. "Let's go to your apartment and look at the ceiling in
your bedroom." More giggles. "I should get my bike. Wait a minute, I
don't have one."


    Charles
gave her a playful dig in the ribs. They walked to the apartment arm in arm.


    "It's
nice to have you back," he said. "That necklace looks beautiful
around your neck. I didn't realize how much I missed you until I saw you."


    "The
necklace, it's just some old thing. I can't remember where I got it."


    Charles
stopped and pulled her into him. With a hand behind her head he kissed her,
deeply. He stepped back to get a breath. 


    "Another
one please," she said and pointed at her lips.


    They
eventually made it to his apartment building. They behaved as they walked past
the hotel, but stayed on the opposite sidewalk. Stephen still waved.


    "I
completely forgot about your car. Where is it parked? We should go get
it," he said.


    "It's
a rental and it's parked right there." Wendy pointed inside the garage.
"I bought a day parking pass at the front desk."


    "They
do that?" he said. "Hey, wait a minute. You parked here knowing that
you were going to seduce me, didn't you?"


    "Yes."


    Wendy
grabbed a bag out of the car and they beat feet up to his apartment. Once in
the door, it was a classic movie sequence of kissing and stripping and kissing
and stripping, leaving a trail of discarded clothing leading to the bedroom.
There lovemaking was urgent, powerful, intense, and passionate. After an
unknown length of time, they were laying on their backs, covered in sweat.
Charles gestured weakly to the nightstand. Wendy lifted her head enough to see
the little bicycle. "That's so sweet." 


    "Tell
me about New Hampshire?"


    Wendy
told Charles about finding Denny and Carol and meeting her goddaughter, Little
Wendy. Still not being able to figure out how Little
looked like her. Her NA necklace and the meeting with Dean
Bradford. Teaching students, some of whom were actually interested in
what she was saying.


    "What
about you, Charles?"


    Charles'
life since Wendy left was all about Helen. Meeting her, being
totally entranced by her, drawing her out of her shell, Wiggles, and traveling
with her. He talked about how much she loved cars and how much she loved
her husband Will. Then she died. He told Wendy about how Helen and Will had
supported the police department and fire department in Oakdale and how the
departments made her funeral special. When she died, she left him some money to
start a foundation. Missy hitchhiking, finding a car for the
cross-country trip, and the muscle cars.


    "Charles
I'm so sorry." She held him close. "At least, you can use the money
from the foundation to help people."


    "I
like being the administrator and as you know it's fun
to give money away."


    "How
much do you have to play with?"


    "$800,"
he said, pausing for dramatic effect.


    Wendy
took the bait. "$800 thousand, that's a nice amount of money."


    "$800
million," he said sweetly.


    "What,"
she started beating on him, laughing. "You set me up for that, you awful,
awful man."


    Charles
laughed and grabbed pulling her on top of him. "If you promise to behave,
I'll tell you all about it."


    "I'm
not promising anything, laying on top of you like
this."


    Charles
dropped her back down to the bed. 


    "I
am the sole administrator for the Helen Bouvier Foundation. To apply for a
grant application, you have to fill out a form that is a ream of paper in
length. After that is accepted, you have to fill out another ream of paper to
apply. Then you have to get an appointment with the foundation attorney to have
the paperwork looked over. If there are no problems with the paperwork, then
you get an appointment with me, and I'm a very busy man. You get the picture.
So far, the foundation has given $50 million to the Cleveland Veterinary
Hospital, a currently unknown amount to a construction management startup, the
equivalent of $20 million each to the Oakdale Police Department and the Oakdale
Fire Department, $10k each to about every soup kitchen and homeless shelter in
Cleveland. I had just acquired a modified BMW M6 and a certain black dog, so we
just drove around giving money away.


    Then
it was time to leave and we came home. Here it's the same with the soup
kitchens and homeless shelters. Because of you, I wanted to give money to the NA
fellowship, but I didn't know how. I got your friend Jill to launder the money
into the fellowship for me. I was able to donate about $5k, not as much as I
wanted to, but better than nothing"


    "Jill
told me about it. She said it was a real comedy of errors and that she'll never
do it again. The two of you had to behave like criminals just to do something
nice," said Wendy.


    "The
foundation has also donated to a number of local small businesses. It owns a
large apartment building in downtown Bellevue, 3 blocks from Downtown Mall. We
have even helped a number of invalids here and there with their medical costs."


    "Why
are you really back in Seattle?"


    "Because I'm back. I resigned from my position at the
college. I really loved New Hampshire, teaching at the college and being so
close to Carol, Denny, and Little Wendy. I did really well there, but I love it
here more. The Dean even threatened me that the college was going to give me a
bad reference so no one would hire me and I'd have to come back. I got a
teaching position at Pacific College in Fremont. Like I said, the only thing
left to do is get a place to stay."


    He
looked her in the eyes. "Stay here with me and Missy." 


    "You
said that before, you goof." She tried to laugh it away, her chest
pounding.


    "I
know I did, this is different."


    "I
came back so I could be with you," she said quietly. "I figured if
you were in a relationship while I was gone, it was either over by now or it
was very special."


    "I
just now figured that out," said Charles, touching her face.


    Wendy
decided to lighten the mood, so she mashed her boobs against his chest.
"Now that you have me in your bed, you better do something about it, or
I'm going to have to leave."


    "Is
that so," as he pulled her back on top of him. A
little bump with his butt and he pulled her very warm wetness onto his erection.
"I think we should play the moving game. The first person that moves has
to buy dinner."


    Wendy
had already begun a pleasant squirming motion. "What! No! You can't.
That's not fair."


    "Hah,"
he said. 


    "How
are you doing?" asked Charles.


    Wendy's
breathing was getting labored. "I'm doing fine," she said.


    "How
much do you want to come?"


    "A
lot," she breathed. "Really."


    "Go
ahead and come. Of course if you move you lose," said Charles.


    Each
time she shifted, even a little bit, he would lightly slap her butt.
Unfortunately, each slap had the opposite effect on Wendy. Each slap got her
more wound up. Charles stopped slapping. Wendy ground down on him. "Don't
stop," she whined. "Please don't."


    Charles
gave her one huge slap. It was enough to send her over the edge. He had to hold
on to her with both arms.


    "It's
your turn to buy dinner," he gloated.


    Wendy
rolled over, keeping him inside of her. "If you buy," she whispered
in his ear. "I'll let you fuck me." She wrapped her legs around him
and pulled him in deeper. "This is a limited time offer, so if you don't
start doing something pretty soon, you're going to be in a lot of
trouble."


    They
had dinner at Tai Chen. Charles paid.


That night, as
they were laying in the dark, waiting for sleep to come.


"Charles, would you like to
take our relationship to the next level? If you do, I have a nice, empty condo
in Fremont. It would be a nice neutral place that we could move to. If you
don't, we could keep it the way it is, I suppose."


    "I
don't want to move into your condo."


    "Okay,"
she sounded sad. "I can live with that."


    Charles
interrupted her. "Alternatively, we could move into a nice house that's
recently been remodeled. It's right off the main drag. I never did like that
condo."


    Wendy
rolled over on top of him. Her eyes, now adjusted to the dark looked into his.
"You're an ass, you know that, right?"


    He
nodded his head.


    "But,
you're my ass, if you know what I mean."


    He
nodded his head some more.


    "How
did you get a remodeled house in Fremont? I haven't been back that long."


    "It's
actually kind of odd, really," he said. "I've been thinking about
moving out of the apartment, now that most of the work on the hotel is
finished. I don't know why I picked Fremont, but Missy and I were driving
through there and saw the house. Missy liked it, so I couldn't disappoint her.
The architectural firm of Wallace and Wallace drew up some plans and Bernice
and Chad, who are my maintenance crew, had an absolute
blast working on it. I'm pretty sure it doesn't conform to any of the plans,
but I like what they've done. I'm ready to move when you say the word."


 


    "Kathleen,
could you please come to my office."


    Charles
was relaxing in his office. His empire seemed to be operating smoothly. Hassan
was running the University Hotel quite handily and Carlotta had Terrific Toys
well under control. Only one thing left to do and he could let everything run
itself.


    Kathleen
breezed into his office. Charles motioned her to a chair. Missy stood up, tail
wagging for a hello pat on the head. Kathleen obliged and Missy laid back down in her chair.


    "Kathleen,
things are going very well at the hotel and I believe Hassan no longer needs a
Chief of Staff," he started. He handed her a roll of architectural
drawing. "Right now, there is a big hole in the ground going in across the
street from the Mountain Storm Tower. In it will go a smallish hotel designed
by our friends at Wallace and Wallace to be similar to the University Hotel in scope
and vision. Are you with me so far?"


    Kathleen
looked at the roll of blueprints in her hand and up at him. She nodded slowly.


    "The
interior has yet to be designed. I want it to be a miniature grand hotel with a
similar look and feel of the great hotels of the Twenties. Right now it needs a
project manager. Would you like the job?"


    Kathleen
nodded. "What, no slick word scam, before you offer me the job?"


    Charles
ignored her and waved a little flag. "In order to make this hotel right,
you will have an open ended budget," Charles continued. "Just keep me
informed. After the hotel is built, it will need a general manager. Since you
are the project manager, that person should be you. I would suggest that you
get your team together. Bernice would like to be involved in the design of the
interior. A number of our people have also expressed a desire to move to the
new location. This includes people from Terrific Toys. There is a list of all
interested parties inside the blueprints. If you would like to live in the
Mountain Storm Tower, you can have my penthouse. It's pretty roomy. Four
penthouses make up the top floor of Mountain Storm. Your compensation will be on
par with Hassan, about double what you're making now. What do you think."


    Kathleen
was looking at him, speechless, her mouth open. She shook her head.


    "Kathleen,
please close your mouth, it's undignified." He walked over to where she
was sitting and helped her stand up. "Why don't you and your blueprints go
to your office, so I can finish up here."


    She
nodded her head and walked out in a daze.


    His
phone rang.


    "Hey, gorgeous."


    "Hey, handsome. When are you going to be home? I just
got home and I've put some chicken on the barbie that
should be ready in about 30 minutes," said Wendy.


    "I
have to close the door, huck Missy in the car and
we'll be home in ten minutes.


    Wendy
laughed, "I'll see you soon." 


    Charles
walked out of his office and shut the door.


    "Goodnight,"
he waved to Hassan.


    "Goodnight,"
he waved to Kathleen. She came back to reality. "Hey, where are you
going?"


    "Home,
I'm going home."
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