The Case of the Happy Couple 

 

    For the first time in eight years, Mason woke up with a smile on his face.  Tucked next to him, more beautiful than ever, was the woman who held his heart, his soul, his very life in her hands.  Della Street hadn't lost her touch over the years, hadn't forgotten precisely what she had to do to make him completely submissive to her will.  Of course the fact that he didn't want to fight her in the least had helped make the reunion a smashing success.  It had also been dark and hid a lot of flaws. They were all his of course.  She was perfect as she had always been.  So perfect that now in the cold light of day as he lay there listening to her breathe he wondered if she would be able to stand him as he was now.  It was partly her fault.  After all, she hadn't been there to make him stop working, make him stop eating, and make him take care of himself.  But that would be different now.  She wouldn't have to make him, he'd make himself.  That was his New Years resolution even though it was almost June.  He would lose weight, get back into some semblance of shape, and would spend the rest of his life with Della Street.  His knee suddenly cramped up on him and he had to shift causing Della to stir.  He kissed the side of her forehead as she woke, "Sorry bout that.  Knee twinge."

    Della opened her eyes, looked at him for a moment and blinked, "I think I need glasses."

    "Huh, why?" Mason asked afraid she was going to be disappointed in what she saw of him above the covers.  

    "Dream come true.  You're really here with me," she answered and burrowed her face in a chest of graying hairs. 

    "More than you bargained for though," he said deprecatingly. 

    "Well, you have rarely been better," she agreed teasingly.  Oh when they were younger they had had nights of passion so delicious she thought she might die of the mere delight, but that was when she was younger, had more stamina, and they were more adventurous.  She could hardly see him as the virile young man she'd fallen in love with.  But she had to admit, he had surprised her last night with his ardor.

    Both lay there for a time staring at the ceiling fan as it kept a light breeze going.  Della shivered a little and he tugged her close, "Cold?"

    "No, not really.  Just so comfortable I don't want to get up," she revealed.  

    "Then don't."
    "Have to, Paul's coming for breakfast in... twenty minutes," she suddenly remembered and tried to pull away from the bed.  Mason kept her from moving.  "Perry, I have to get dressed, and so do you..."

    Perry's eyes drew her in, and she leaned forward to kiss him, "Surely you don't want him to discover us in bed?"

    "Why not?  He did when he was seven.  I think he'd have it figured it out by now," Mason said. 

    Della shook her head, "You're incorrigible."

    "True, but I won't embarrass you by lounging around in the nude.  I'll get ready in my room," he said. 

    "You mean the guest room.  You're not a guest anymore," Della said and grabbed her robe to wrap around her before she got out of the bed.  

    "No?" he asked assuming he was about to get thrown out. 
    "Huh-uh.  This is your permanent bedroom from now on when you're in my house," she declared.  

    Mason grinned at her as she disappeared into the bath.    

    

    Della Street looked hard at herself in the mirror.  She was wrinkled, sagged where she used to be perky, and in general was in less than perfect shape.  He'd expect her to be in perfect shape.  He wasn't accustomed to her lumpy and bumpy.  She should have kept toned up.  Why didn't she keep going to the gym like she had when they were together?  Why?  Because they were no longer together.  Why keep up the body for the man when the man was no longer there.  But, Perry wasn't the taut man he used to be either.  Just more of him to love, she chuckled.  As soon as she could get a free moment she'd start back at the gym.  But she only had fifteen minutes to shower, change, and be presentable for Paul.  

 

    Perry had just put the shirt on when Paul Drake's voice came from the kitchen, "Hey, where's breakfast?"

    Mason chuckled.  Father and son were both endless guts.  He headed down the hall to the living room and beyond to the kitchen, "Sorry, Della forgot you were coming.  She's still getting ready."

    Drake nodded as he drank out of the orange juice jug.  Mason pulled a glass out of the cabinet and set it down in front of him, "If you don't mind, I'd like my orange juice without millions of extra germs." 

    "Sorry," Drake said and shook the container, "All gone.  I think she's got more in the freezer."

    "You might want to find out," Mason instructed and the younger Drake started looking.  

    Paul noticed the rather casual look Mason sported with the lack of suit jacket and his shirt untucked.  "So, I guess you got a good night's sleep?"

    "Best I've had in a long time," Mason admitted.  

    "Well, now that you're out of work, what do you plan to do?" Paul asked curious to find out what was going to happen. 

    "Thought I might open the law office again.  Course that means I'll need help," he proposed. 

    "Help with what?" Della asked as she walked in still putting on her earrings.  

    "Perry is considering opening his law office again," Paul repeated. 

    Perry looked at Della, "Know where I can find a good secretary?"

    "I know where you can find two dozen good secretaries, but if you want the best secretary, she'll have to apply through me," Della teased and she rested her hand on his arm and left it there as she rubbed it gently.  Drake noticed it, as well as the strangely satisfied look on his aunt's and uncle's faces and tried to hide the smile that spread up from his feet.  

    "What are you grinning about?" Mason demanded.

    "Just noticing that you two are back in business," he said with a smirk, "The legal business that is.  I don't suppose you need a smart young private detective who is willing to work long and hard hours to get paid a regular salary."

    Mason was serious, "You know where we can find one?"

    "Perry," Della poked and grinned at their godson, "You're hired."

    "The head of my office seems to think you're an excellent candidate for the job," Mason droned and then softened his tone, "and I trust her instincts completely."

    "So, what's for breakfast?" Paul asked as he noted the cold kitchen and no signs of food.  Perry waved the two of them to sit down, "Let the master work." 

    Della and Paul let Perry take over the cooking duties.  Finding an apron, he put it on, looked rather ridiculous with the bit of lace and fluff, but wore it anyway, "Okay who wants what?"

    "Do I get anything I want?" Drake asked.  

    "Yep, as long as we've got the makings, you've got it."

    "I'll take a Spanish omelet, bacon--lightly crisp, toast, and coffee."

    Perry turned to Della, "Madam, I am at your beck and call."

    Della shook her head in disbelief, "Grapefruit and toast."

    Paul looked at her, "Grapefruit and toast,  What kind of breakfast is that?"

    "A breakfast suitable for the slim and trim working girl," she said.  

    "Sounds delicious," Mason replied even though he really wanted what he was going to fix Drake.  If he intended to lose weight it would all have to start right then, no excuses.  He looked at his wrist to time the bacon, "Della, could you do me a favor and go get my watch.  I left it in the bedroom." 

    "Hmm, oh sure," she said without question and hurried back to the bedrooms.  Paul noted that she went into her bedroom first and then crossed to the guest room.  

    Perry waved at him and said quietly, "Paul, do you know a good gym in the area?"

    "A gym?" Drake asked incredulously. 

    "I don't want anything too strenuous but I'm way out of shape," Mason admitted.  

    Paul cleared his throat, "Well, uh... I know a few places that have a variety of equipment you might be able to use, but uh... maybe you better get a doctor's recommendation.  You know, they could come up with a plan so you don't hurt yourself."

    Mason nodded, "Yeah, that's not a bad idea.  I'll see about a physical and then we'll look around."

    "Okay," Paul said as Della came back in.     

    "Look around for what?" she asked and handed Perry his watch.  

    "Uh, office space.  If we're back in the law game we've got to have an office," Mason evaded.  

    "True.  I suppose it'll have to be a suite with fifteen offices and room for five stenographers and two receptionists..." Della sighed recalling how large his Brent Building suite was. 

    "No.  I think we should be very selective about our clientele this time around.  I also don't think we'll need to employ more than three secretaries.  I will of course have my personal, private, confidential secretary and then I think to make sure she has plenty of time to be completely attentive to my needs, she'll need to have a couple of assistants."

    Della smiled, "Wow, I get assistants this time around.  That'll be something new." 

    Mason was busy mixing the eggs for the omelet when he dropped one egg onto his foot. It missed the shoe but soaked through the sock, "Yuck.  Sorry but we'll have a short delay while the chef goes to change his socks."

    While Perry was gone Della pulled Paul close, "Where can I get the best deal on a gym membership?"

    Drake started laughing so hard he was in tears.  Della was stupefied, "What?  You think I'm in such bad shape a gym won't help?"

    He shook his head and managed to squeak, "No, I'm just so happy you two are back together.  I've missed my favorite aunt and uncle."    

    He hugged her tight, and she smudged his cheek with her lipstick.  Perry came in to the familial scene, "Did I miss something?"

    "No, he's just happy to have us back together again," Della reported proudly.  

    Mason tugged Della close to him before going into the kitchen, "Not nearly as happy as I am."

        

    

    

 

    

    

    

    

    

