Well this is a few movies late but I hope you like it.  I kinda forgot about it until I looked through my old stories again.  This would take place between All-Star Assassin and Poisoned Pen.  

 

 

The Case of the Happy Couple

 

    Perry Mason moaned with delight.  Della Street's hands felt so good.  She always knew how to make him feel better.  He twitched when she hit a tender spot.  

    "Sorry," she apologized and stopped.  It took a second for Mason to realize she was done and he watched as she walked away from the bed toward the bathroom.  "You're not done yet are you?"

    She came back in with a warm cloth, "No, just had to get another hot towel.  The doctor said to keep a warm compress on that knee while it was being massaged.  It'll make it easier to maneuver for your exercises."

    "Oooh," he growled.  "Can't we just go back to massaging it?  You do such a good job."

    Della came over to give him a peck on the cheek, "Compliments will get you many places Mr. Mason, but they won't get you out of doing the exercises.  Besides, if you do them all, you'll get a reward. Come on, I'll help."

    Perry sat on the edge of the bed so he could extend his knee.  Della kept an eye on the time as he did his set of knee extensions.  He was supposed to do them several times a day to get the mobility back.  By the way he didn't speak and the look of concentration on his face, Della could tell Perry was putting some effort into

exercises and not just blowing them off.  "One more minute," she announced and he nodded without saying anything.  

    With the last extension he blew out his held breath and released it slowly.  It hadn't hurt as much as last time, but it still hurt.  He looked up at Della's patient eyes and said, "Reward?"

    She smiled, "What have you got in mind?"
    "Well, the knee's all limbered up..." he suggested.

    "Perry, the doctor said no dancing," she warned.

    "Dancing, at least vertically, was the last thing I had on my mind," he replied and reached out to grab hold of her wrist gently but firmly.  She tried to pull away but he had more strength in his hand than she did in her whole body, and she really didn't want to get completely away.  He tugged her closer and she leaned into his chest, "I don't think the doctor wanted you to dance horizontally either."

    "What he doesn't know won't hurt him," Perry cooed as he kissed her chin.

    "But it might hurt you," she countered, "And I want you healthy and carefree for our party on Friday."

    "What party?" Mason asked.

    "The surprise party that Amy and Ken are throwing us for our 'anniversary'."

    Mason pulled Della closer to him, "If it's a surprise, how is it that you know about it?"

    "Because Amy couldn't keep a secret if her life depended on it.  She's gabbier than Gertie was.  Besides, she wanted to get some information so she could make the arrangements.  The only way she could get the information was to ask and I was the one she asked."

    "So she came right out and said they were throwing a party?"

    "No, she came out and asked if we liked surprises and then a few hours later she asked if Friday was a good night to go to dinner with them."

    "So you aren't absolutely positive that we're getting a party.  We could just be getting a dinner invitation?" Mason asked for clarification.

    "Not unless she thinks you can eat a cake meant for 100 all by yourself.  She'd apparently given the caterer our phone number instead of hers when she made arrangements," Della informed and traced a trim nail along Mason's broad shoulder, making him shiver from the sensation.  

    Mason finally conceded she was probably right about the party.  Still he didn't know why it meant they couldn't have sex.  He pouted, "So, we can't have sex until after Friday?"

    "Who said that?" Della asked.  

    "You said you wanted me healthy and carefree for the party," he echoed. 

    "Oh that, well, I just meant I didn't want you to stress your knee.  There is more than one position you know," she sighed as if it was something totally new to either of them.  

    "You've been reading the Karma Sutra again?" Perry asked in complete approval of her choice of reading material.  

    "Nope, got the newest Rita Sue Bliss novel the other day.  In fact, there's a chapter all about this massage technique with oils," Della recalled.  Mason gave her an expectant look as she pulled a small bottle out of her pocket, "Lilac for me, Sandalwood for you..."

    "Oooh, does it go on hot or cold?" 

    Della snuggled in whispered into his ear, "Warmed by hand, sensual, and guaranteed to make a strong man weak."

    Perry chuckled, "If this is the reward I get for doing my exercises every time, I'll be the most fit man in Denver."  

    Della laughed low and throaty, "Then, if you think you can take it, I'll get on with the next part of the therapy."

    "Oh believe me, I can take it and anything else you can dish out Nurse Street."

    Della's eyes gleamed in mischief, "I'll remind you of those words one of these days Mr. Mason, and I'll make you eat every one of them..."

    Whatever else she had to say was lost in a bear hug and mouth possessing kiss.      

    

 

