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CHAPTER ONE

The summer of my nineteenth year, I smoldered in the heat. Expectation, anticipation dripped from my pores as the humidity soared. I rocked on the porch of the little house, fanning my face with a pink, pleated, Oriental fan my friend Daisy brought me from San Francisco the summer before. Fresh as a new magnolia blossom at ten o’clock, I was wilted and dripping with perspiration by two, vapid and restless. All that was feminine in me threatened to vent like a steaming teapot. I’d dampened my lips with my tongue, remembering the last time they were kissed, then feel my nipples throb against my sticky cotton slip and my thighs ooze against the sheer fabric of my sundress, as I dreamed up sexual fantasies no proper young lady should dwell on.

I met a man at the USO. We danced. Preston Wilkes, a Yankee, made my senses overload, and this smoldering body flame with some outrageous fire I could not suppress. When I got home, I shed my clothes the minute I closed my bedroom door. Facing the mirror, my hands went for the sensation like a hungry animal seeking food. I lunched on the interiors of my cleft, wishing for satiation I could never give myself. This body cawed like an angry crow, while desire swooped in and landed on that little bud between the petals of my sex and gnawed there.

I saw how my eyes could seduce as the languid lids draped the lusty devils. Why was I behaving this way, especially when it was a man I wanted, not my own hands? And still, I couldn’t stop. I pressed my naked breasts together, seeing two pink nipples grow erect, looking a little deformed in their rigid state of arousal. Bending my head, I kissed the flesh leaving red lipstick marks on my skin as I coquettishly watched the sexual performance. 

Oh! How mama and papa would revile me if they could see me now. Even as I’d let the sensations flower, their disapproving eyes would peer over my shoulder and attack me from inside the mirror, haunting specters of discontent and condemnation, taking out their frustrations on me. I have always been too feral to make them wholly pleased.

My guilt-ridden conscience argued with my baser, animal instinct. But the animal in me won—as it always has. Lost to my body, I fell back on my bed, unable to look at my hands between my legs, doing gross things there. Pinching my rosy bud, prodding the depths of my inner spaces, pitched between the horror of my depravity and the desperation of denial, I groveled unhappily. But I never stopped of my own accord. Only some untimely interruption, the ringing of the telephone or the call of my mother’s voice would bring me out of my sexual revelry. That, or the completion of my episode. Once the hot, painful spasm ripped through my belly and my hands swam in the pungent liquid my vagina offered up, I could finally set aside my wickedness.

The summer of my nineteenth year, I was lost in the paradox of being a good girl and chasing my pleasure. I might have succeeded with my virtuous pursuits, if hadn’t been for my Yankee wolf, Preston Wilkes. He was my savior and my demise, all wrapped up in the prettiest picture of manliness that I’d seen in many months. When he combed his wavy black hair with his hand, I thought of that hand running through my hair as it did the night we danced—how I wished I hadn’t cut my hair into a short bob just the month before. When Preston bared his pure, white teeth in a big, broad smile there was a glint of mischief in his eye, something nefarious and distinctly underhanded. I knew he was a scallywag, up to no good, able to sweet talk virgins out of virtue; and yet he stung my heart as much as he manipulated my wet and wanting crotch. He was hardly a man I could sink my hopes into, but at nineteen, what woman cares? Especially when a miserable war was taking all our fine, young men away to distant battles and we were destined to spend our muggy summers languishing in heat reading poignant correspondence from abroad, tossing in our beds at night, fretful and unfulfilled.

“Miss Stacia Beaureguard,” he tipped his soldier’s hat at me, while sauntering by my front porch one afternoon as I fanned my face like a courteous lady.

I blushed in an instant, recognizing my dance partner from two nights before. The red flush of embarrassment crept up my neck until my cheeks were hot. 

“How do you do?” I asked politely.

“You mentioned that I could call on you?” he reminded me of the easy promise I made in a moment of careless passion. Dancing is such euphoria, and so sexual. 

“Indeed,” I answered, squeamishly smiling. 

“May I invite you for a walk?”

“You may invite me to do anything you like, Preston Wilkes, but that does not mean I’ll accept.”

“Then I’d be disappointed.” 

His rash grin wore me down in a second, but I had to play hard to get. I was not an easy woman, just a woman confused and filled with unrequited sexual desire. 

“Yankee wolves should mind their manners around Southern ladies,” I declared with a touch of indignation, fanning my face a little faster to keep him from seeing my true expression.

“I heartily agree, especially since Southern ladies are such delightful treats.”

“I am a ‘treat’, sir? To devour?”

“No, ma’am. A treat is perhaps a bad choice of words. A ‘treasure’ would be stating my case better.” He raised his eyebrows, wondering if, perhaps, I was more taken with this adjective. “You are a treasure, a confection to savor.”

“Are you trying to charm me with compliments?”

“If that is possible. If I could charm you with poetry, I would. But I’m not a poet, just a lonely soldier, who has discovered the most beautiful flower in the bouquet.”

I giggled. He was funny. And the way he moved from the sidewalk to my front porch, slithering his way closer like a snake in the grass. I was moved. Smitten. My poor, aroused body kept screaming to be defiled; of course that was just my private passion. No good girl would reveal herself so easily to any man—even her husband would have to wait some time before he’d see such a blatant display. 

“Preston Wilkes, you are a scamp.”

“But I am very sincere, Miss Beaureguard.”

“Humm,” my thoughts were rife with schemes, “then maybe we can walk to the park.”

He bowed graciously, as I pulled myself from the creaky wicker rocker. 

“Mama, I’m going for a walk,” I called into the black emptiness beyond the screen door, and left with Preston Wilkes before I could hear my mama’s reply. 

One thing led to another… led to a stroll about the park… to a stroll through the woods where I got kissed … to a ravishing in the hayloft of the barn at the back of mama’s property. He came to see me every day with a little more interest, more desire, and more explicit determination to press his cause. Mama’s old barn was the evitable conclusion to our dance with lust.

I got kissed some more, his hands running over the exterior of my blue print dress, over my breasts and down my thighs. I was in tears with shivers of ecstatic pleasure extending from the top of my head down through my shoulders, though my breasts, into my groin where they churned up all that simmering fire. I grappled awkwardly with his clothes, while he with effortless ease undressed me down to my embroidered underwear, then laid me out along the bed of straw.

“Raise your arms above your head,” he told me in a breathless, but insistent tone. My fingers were itchy, wanting, yet afraid of touching him—a man—anywhere private, or even anywhere at all. But now, he prevented me that choice, the privilege of getting beyond my apprehensions and living out the pictures that nightly played like motion pictures in my head.

He bared my breasts, kissing them with such fervency that he left hickeys on the undersides. He suckled hard, so I was shrieking in my muted voice, almost orgasmic without his laying a hand on my privates down below. Moving back to my lips, he nibbled his way to my navel and spent some time lapping that tiny fissure. My nether regions replied involuntarily, seducing him lower, rising and falling, undulating, begging. Compelled by forces I’d never felt before, I reached down to push his head lower, knowing nothing about oral sex, knowing only that I wanted his tongue deep between my thighs. 

“No, Tacy,” he pushed my offending hand back, scolding, “if you don’t behave, I’ll have to tie them up.”

Ooo, my entire body jiggled nervously, happily, hearing him speak with such resolve. I gladly obeyed even though the urgent need in me was mushrooming like summer thunderclouds, and my lover, Preston Wilkes, was deliberately denying my body its climactic end. 

“Please,” I begged him, as he hovered over my torso and teased my seeking pubis below with brutally soft caresses. 

“Beg more, luscious one,” he snickered as he played me, and dove back in to kiss each nipple and draw it out until it popped from between his teeth.

I breathed in feeling sensation roll through me to the ends of my fingers. I grabbed for a railing above my head as my body began to thrash from side to side. Preston held me down, and finally submerged himself between my open thighs. My underwear torn away, his face went for the mound, parting the silky brown hair and opening the lips to my pulsating organ of pleasure. The tickle of his tongue made my spasms begin. My back arched as I held on to the rail feeling bound there, jerking, flailing my belly on air, Preston working the little crevice into such a state of frenzy that I hardly felt him rise up above me, expose his erection and plunge it with force into the virgin territory. I drowned my shriek of surprise with another rapid explosion, and then got fucked hard by a cock that hit my cervix and broadened my insides for what lay ahead—days, weeks, months into my future. 

Did I love him? I vowed I had to since we’d just had sex, real sex, no fantasy. I would love him forever. 

He lay next to me exhausted, panting and sweaty, as was I. 

“You make a man work for it, Tacy Beaureguard,” he sighed big.

“How’s that?” I wondered. 

He shook his head, but was unwilling to tell me more. 

“Seems you make me work for it, and I can’t even touch you,” I complained. 

“There are reasons for that,” he answered. “Desire feeds on anticipation and frustration. Your body already wants more,” he teasingly noted, as he ran a warm smooth hand along my naked belly and watched me shiver. I blushed, embarrassed again by forces I could not control. “I think I’ll bind you next time.”

“Oh, you think there will be a next time?” I was quietly piqued. 

“Little lady, there will be many more times. Forever doesn’t begin to describe what we’ll have together.”

“Ooo, Preston Wilkes, I’d say you’re making rash statements, and that could get you in trouble.”

“Aren’t I supposed to honor your virtue by marrying you?”

Of course, he was. But I wasn’t certain if that’s what I wanted. I liked the thought of being in love and having sex whenever it suited me. But this romance was developing all too quickly. And what didn’t please me at all… he’d be running off to war in a few weeks, and I didn’t like being the girl left behind.

We were married two weeks after our first night in the hayloft, in a small ceremony at the front of papa’s great big church. I wore white, despite the fact that I was no longer a virgin. No one knew but Preston and me. Wartime weddings were filled with melancholy. I shed my tears, but watched my groom’s great comforting smile and listened to his whispers. “It won’t be long, we’ll have years of hayloft trysts.” I giggled, my spirits lifted, while my family sobbed waving goodbye when we boarded the train. They were flustered but resigned, even happy that their Southern belle had found a husband to love her, hopeful that he was the cure for my slightly wanton, ever-troubling temperament. He would never be forgiven for whisking me away from my Southern roots and kin, transported miles north into the hostile cold of enemy territory. But such feelings had to be put aside now. Married women belonged with their men. 

Preston and I honeymooned at the beach, in a small house where the water came up almost to the door, and there was a little boat docked in the tiny bay. I watched the sun rise over the water at dawn after a night of sex, and slept all morning. 

The second night of our honeymoon, Preston tied my hands above me with rope after I refused to keep them off his delicious muscles. 

“I want to touch you, darlin’” I purred so sweetly in his ear, I was sure he would let me play with him just as he played with me.

“Not until I tell you to,” he answered my complaint, taking my wrists and tying each one with a scarf he found in my suitcase. 

“Why not now?” I wondered. 

“You are a sexual novice, love. It’s my job as your husband to teach you about love and lust.”

“And you’re highly experienced, I presume?”

He grinned. “I am a Yankee, is that not explanation enough for a good little, Southern girl?”

Oh, my! I thought to myself, “How many women…” I started to ask the question burning in my thoughts. 

He shook his head and frowned, placing his finger over his lips, “Shush.”

“All the women before you are just shadows in the background, my love. They mean nothing now that I have you.”

I trusted such sincerity; his words were seamless comfort for a scared young wife. I looked down at my undulating body, stretched out on the bed, legs spread wide, thinking that I must be whorishly inviting. “And do all new husbands teach their wives this way?” I considered aloud. “Tying them to bedposts?”

“I have no idea,” he quipped as he moved on, tying off my right ankle. “But I imagine that new husbands teach their wives the kind of sexual practices that they prefer.”

So many questions filled my brain that I could hardly pay attention to my body’s excited response. “Why do you like me like this?”  

He snickered as he stood back admiring his work. Seeing his new wife bound to the four corners of the metal bed frame, I could tell he was aroused. “Everything in you vibrates, darling. Your being roars from the containment. You arouse me, Stacia,” he climbed beside me and kissed my lips.

My arms naturally struggled to be free, but there was no way out of the bondage, except for Preston to untie me. I was at his mercy, my hips moving in wild abandon, just as they would move against his hips so wildly when we danced. 

“Touch me, Preston,” I begged. 

His stare was magnetic. I couldn’t take my eyes from him as his gaze darkened and he backed off the bed. “In time,” he answered.

A shadow seemed to fall over his face and yet the late afternoon sun was still streaming through the window. In the haze of dust that filled the beam, his body glimmered, curiously. He stood before me with just his pants on. The muscles in his bare chest rippled beneath his skin as he moved, even slightly. I invited him to me with all the alluring expressions I’d used on him before, but he wasn’t moving. Instead, reaching to his side, he took something from his bag on the floor, then rose to his full height again and approached me like a phantom out of that afternoon stupor of sun and humid air. My eyes shot open wide in horror seeing the thin shaft of a riding crop clutched in one fist. He held the handle firmly, letting the other end rest inside the palm of his other hand, while tapping it in that palm as if he were carefully considering his next move. The very end of the riding crop was a tassel of tiny leather thongs tied together in a knot. I imagined how the bite of them would sting against the flank of a horse, but I never imagined that my husband would be using anything like this on me. Even as Preston snapped the crop against my thigh, I was innocent of his intentions. But the truth unveiled, I shrieked, cringing in fear. “What are you doing?”

“Teaching you pleasure,” he replied, looking at me longingly, lovingly.

“No, sir, I can’t imagine this could be pleasure,” I declared. And yet, my body crudely warmed where the leather tassel had struck my skin. 

“Isn’t it?” he countered my adamant claim.

He was sounding so nice… but why? And why was he doing these strange things to me? My mind flooded with peculiar pictures. They must have been from my dreams, from nightmares I don’t recall. 

“Relax, darling. There’s nothing to be afraid of and much to be gained.”

“No!” I spit out sharply, while my hands and legs jerked frantically.

“Yes, Tacy, darling,” he spoke firmly. “You are my wife, my consort, my mistress, my property, here to do with as I wish. You have only to obey me as you promised me forever.”

“But this can’t be natural, Preston, darling!”

“It is for me, and it will be for you. You’ll learn. Trust me, my Southern belle, I’ll have you craving such attention from the fibers of your soul.”

“No, sir. I think not.”

“Hush, darling,” he dangled the tassel over my thighs, then jiggled it between them until he pranced the tip about my inner lips and the swollen bud that was sure to be peeking from inside them. I could sense my own body’s betrayal, as each tormented unwanted undulation brought sexual pleasure. 

“But why?” I sought some answer. 

“Because it pleases me to have you bound, contained, at my mercy… and a little afraid.”

Was this the man I married? I searched my thoughts to find an answer and found nothing there but question marks. 

He began to lightly flick me again, “Relax,” then a little harder as my flesh jumped beneath each strike. None hurt, not yet, but I could not relax as he demanded. Instead, I felt a sudden wave of sexual need rise up in my belly. No! This could not be happening to me. How could this be pleasure? The strikes came harder and faster. I looked down to see tiny red marks scattered over my flesh, everywhere he hit: my thighs, my belly and even my breasts. I was at the brink of climax almost grabbing for that horrible tassel end and its stinging strikes. I whimpered under my breath and closed my eyes. That very moment, Preston jiggled his tortuous crop at my love bud. I was gone. Pleasure poured through my body like rain inside a forest. I could feel myself screaming, but I couldn’t hear a thing. Moments after, Preston fell against me with his full weight, making love to me, his erection sunk deep into my sopping wet channel. My vagina squeezed him like vise grips, coming a second and then a third time. When he moved in me, more spasms of joy rent my tattered frame. But I couldn’t get enough. I begged for satisfaction that I wouldn’t receive with my hands and feet still bound. The right to touch my husband at the moment of climax had been denied me. My dear Preston was quite right, my desire fed on my frustration, again and again and again. 

Somewhere in this melee, he came too. But I can’t recall when… only that the sound of his grunting voice rose and fell. Pulling off of me, I was left still bound and exhausted. 

I thought he was asleep. I even dozed for a time. But then my restlessness supplanted any peace. 

“Preston, darling,” I whispered softly. “My wrists ache so, I think I tightened the scarves when I came… my circulation.”

He woke from a dreamy sleep and wordlessly untied me. Then, until late in the evening, we slept without saying another word. I suppose he figured he proved his point. But I was too stunned to think about what just happened and thankful that my mind willingly took a vacation from contemplating these strange sexual acts my husband—and I—derived such pleasure from. 

My honeymoon was one bizarre and glorious erotic feat after another. Preston loved to tie my hands behind my back and feed me dinner. I’d open my mouth like a baby bird, begging with my tongue for nourishment, all the while my hot pussy twitched and jerked like a beached fish. Before I could finish my meal, I was creaming the chair, my pussy climaxing against the seat. I was hot as a whore. Our third day, Preston bound me to the doorposts of the bedroom, and flicked me from behind, using all his sensuous and despicable tools to arouse my insatiable flesh—flesh taught, schooled and trained to enjoy terror and sensation. He spread my rear cheeks apart and fingered the tight little hole. Thankfully, the little thing wouldn’t budge, wouldn’t open, and thwarted every effort Preston made to breach it.

“Don’t resist, honey, you’re going to love what happens here.”

“No, Preston, I’m sure I won’t!” I declared emphatically.

All my protests were to no avail, Preston had the upper hand. I was wise not to fight him. But still, a lady has her dignity to preserve, and three days into my marriage I had little left. When I tried to twist away from him, he smacked my bottom with his palm attacking my rebellion. 

“This could hurt if you don’t behave for me, honey.” His fingers at my anus were insistent little rods, doing their best to prove all my objections meaningless. The tight bud gave a little, then closed again. Preston smacked my behind again, then forced his fingers further. Seemed he’d learned a new trick… every time he spanked my ass, my rear door opened a little more—totally against my will. I had no control and hated every minute of the humiliating ordeal. But once he had his probing fingers sufficiently inside the dirty place, he left them there and began to play with my nasty pussy, bringing me swiftly to a crashing orgasm that made me war against the bonds, both feet and hands, and finally slump almost in a faint after the spasms slowly diminished into nothing. 

I was scared to death that he would impale that hole with his stiff penis. Instead, he untied my feet so he could use my pussy from behind, while holding me in his arms. I was still bound at the wrists and each jolt of his hard, pointed erection yanked the ropes tighter until my hands were purple. I came again as he came in me, again proving the value of these indecent acts for wild sexual release.  

Preston kindly rubbed my wrists when he released me, and let me lay on the bed to rest. I suspected that he had more games to play, more evidence of my slutty character to parade before my eyes. I wasn’t wrong. 

As I lay sleeping, dreaming in the bed, that languid afternoon passing slowly by, Preston was in the living room of the cottage waiting for me to revive. I finally heard his voice remove me from my lethargy, “Tacy, honey, I need you now. Come to me.” His was like a voice from far away, distinct but so unexpected that I distrusted its existence. “Come here, darlin’,” he tried again. “Crawl to me.”

I heard what he wanted, but I could not take him literally. What woman crawls to a man on hands and knees?

Pulling myself from the sticky sheets, I ambled to the door, leaning on the doorframe, writhing my belly and mound unthinkingly against the wood, while my eyes communicated my lusty thoughts. 

“No, Tacy, darling, on your knees. Crawl to me.”

I blushed. The first blush in some time—I was becoming used to his twisted games. 

“Sweetheart,” I started my protest but didn’t finish. 

“Do as you’re told and get on your knees.” His voice was a little deeper and that made me take notice. This was a serious request, and despite my reluctance, my perpetually horny body obeyed him—likely saving my hide a punishment I wouldn’t have liked. (I only know that now. At the time, I had no idea how he’d treat me if I blatantly refused him.) 

The hardwood floor was torture for my bony knees. But I made my way across the small room like a feline in heat, getting into the act of this humbling statement of subservience. Reaching his knees I waited for my next instruction. Preston parted his thighs wide, and motioned with the nod of his head for what he wanted. “Use your teeth.”

I could smell the musty, manly fragrance of his crotch as my face descended to his pants, and I rooted around for the zipper. Finally finding the little clasp, I bit down on it with my front teeth, feeling the muscle under his pants throb. It gave off a blast of heat. I knew the randy thing was waiting, poised to jump out at me. Preston finished the job, since I couldn’t figure out how to extract his full erection from its hiding place with my teeth alone. 

How I’d avoided direct content with the thing for so long, I’m not sure. The thick meat certainly had its way with my pussy. It had taken full advantage of my grabbing. But of course taking a man between her quivering thighs is a woman’s natural duty, and one I certainly relished. It always completed me. After all the empty orgasms produced by my husband’s creative bag of tricks, a climax with Preston’s cock doing the deed in places even his fingers could never reach strengthened my affections for him. I was reminded of my love.

With his hefty rod before my lips, I was faced with a new challenge. But there was something distasteful in the idea of pleasuring the male organ with my mouth. The strong aroma of his crotch was at the same time repugnant and alluring. I drew away repelled, but was drawn back, fascinated by the horrendous beauty of the thing. The head of it was thick and purple, the stalk so hard that it curled toward his belly. 

“In your mouth,” he confirmed his plans.

I reached forward.

“Without your hands. Put them behind you. I want just your mouth.”

So many natural acts were denied me. Certainly, it made sense to use my hands as well as my mouth, if he wanted me to pleasure him this way. But no. My husband seemed to be a minimalist when it came to his own pleasure. Either that, or there was some specific reason to demand my lips alone. I was forced to rise on my knees and lean in to his chest, work my open mouth tentatively toward the object and finally latch on, bringing the springy thing toward me as I settled back. It popped from my lips right away and I went after it again, this time bringing more of it in my mouth. It tasted sour, salty, a strange tang I’d never tasted before, but one that seemed to compliment the perfume lingering in the black curly bush of pubic hair at the base of his shaft. 

My tentative mouth lost his cock twice more, before Preston twisted his fingers through my hair and jerked me down with a resolve that I didn’t have. 

“Swallow,” was his only command, but I understood. He guided me with his palm firmly planted on the back of my head and pushed down. I was about to gag. “Open your throat.”

“I don’t know what that means!” I pulled back sputtering, jerking myself from his grasp. My repulsion replaced my ability to obey.

I felt his palm smack my face. Not a full-fledged slap, but enough of one to bring me out of my increasing hysteria. “A good wife uses whatever means she has to give her husband pleasure. Take your time, but take it deep.”

I tried again because it seemed that I had no choice. His hand at my head was insistent, adding muscle to my faltering will. The thick head slid into my mouth toward the back of my throat. 

“Suck,” he said. 

Taking a deep breath to calm my quaking insides, I began what came to be as natural as real sex, duplicating the action inside my pussy, bobbing up and down as the rod thrust in and out of my mouth like the piston of an engine. This was a mindless, contemptible thing, until I began to relish the taste of him, to appreciate the submissive nature of this new sex. I could feel his body quake inside the chair—the volcanic tension in his groin and belly that matched the groaning sounds of his satisfaction as he began to erupt. I tasted the come as it first seeped from his tiny opening, then as it shot into my mouth in waves of sticky cream. I was wanting to expel him, but couldn’t. His hand was like a steel claw at the back of my head, driving my face down, almost burying it in the hairy forest. I gulped his semen as fast as I could, though some of it escaped my mouth, spilling on to my lips and dripping down my chin.

“Good girl,” he was the first to speak. I looked up and pulled away. This time he didn’t object. He was finished and satisfied. 

“I didn’t like it,” I told him bluntly. 

“I don’t think any woman does the first time,” he replied reasonably. “But it will grow on you in time.”

I was not convinced, but I wasn’t going to argue. The deed was done, my husband was happy, and hopefully we’d be moving on in my sexual education to other things more amenable to me. 


CHAPTER TWO 

Our honeymoon of lust and sexual awakening was over in four days. Preston had only a week before he would report to his company and soon be shipped overseas. It was decided that I would stay in the Wilkes’ family home, although no one consulted me about this decision. Had they, I would certainly have recommended that I go home to mama as stay with strangers in a place that was so foreign to me as the forbidding North. 

Preston took me to the family home, an enormous clapboard mansion by the sea. A look of shock must have filled my face seeing the estate for the first time. I stood in my tracks unable to move for several minutes, gazing about in wonderment. The scope of his family wealth had oddly eluded me during our brief time together.

“This belongs to you?” 

He laughed. “Hardly, but perhaps some day I’ll own the quarter of it over there.” He gestured to left wing of the house and its long stretch of gabled windows, shuttered in black. “I’ll share it with my sister and my brothers,” he explained. He was the youngest of four. “There’s a reception here tonight.”

“For us?”

“Of course, for us. Mother was incensed that we eloped. So you can expect this will be one hell of a party.”

“We didn’t elope,” I was quick to remind him. 

“I’m afraid that’s how she sees it.”

“But, Preston, I don’t know a soul!” I declared unhappily.  

He tousled my hair like he would a kid. “That’s the point, darling. You’ll meet them all tonight, the family and friends, then you won’t have to be bothered later. Just plaster on that becoming smile and nod your head politely. You won’t have to bother speaking, they’ll be enough chatterboxes to keep the conversation going to well past midnight.” He pulled me to the house, a reluctant child of poor parents required to understand in minutes what would take years of training to properly access. I walked up the steps, through the foyer and into the front room so overwhelmed by the finery of two hundred years of Wilkes’ heritage that my mouth was completely agape and my eyes bugged out like a scared animal. 

“Mother, father, this is Stacia Beaureguard,” he half-bowed in a gentlemanly way as he introduced me to his parents. “And, of course, Sam,” he added his brother, making a half turn to show me off to his older sibling. Mother and father were classically wealthy Northerners, mother dressed off the rack of New York boutiques, at the moment in a black sheath that accentuated a svelte and graceful figure. Her brassy red hair was coifed into a neat French twist, while her eyebrows were arched over emerald eyes, and her lashes trimmed in black. Chic, sexy and still maternal; to cut such a perfectly imposing figure she must own half the world. The other half I’d have given to her husband, a solemn, straightforward man, who said very little during this meeting—forecasting a tight-lipped manner that pushed him to the background of family politics. In other musing moments, I imagined that his law ruled his kingdom, unemotionally but without argument. 

My first innocent impression of my in-laws was one of tongue-tied awe. I could hardly get my, “How do you do?” out of my mouth, as I awkwardly extended my hand. I realized then how very little I knew about my new husband. Our courtship and marriage had been steeped in sexuality, with little time or energy for the mundane essentials of our lives to be discussed. The two worlds of Preston Wilkes seemed grossly at odds, and in those initial moments inside my husband’s more respectable public domain, I shrunk back as afraid of this one as I was of the sexual one I was more accustomed to. 

“I would have thought you’d have married a more vivacious woman,” his mother peered at me critically. Then she smiled, “But she’s very pretty.” She gave her son a warm hug and me a perfunctory one before rattling on, “You know you gave me little time, Preston, to get a proper wedding reception planned. I feel as though I’m spinning out of control. We’re off to Mexico as soon as it’s over. I can’t stand this constant talk of war. Clifford was sent to some god-awful island in the South China Sea. I doubt we’ll ever see him alive.” She turned to light a cigarette. “Want one?”

