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1. The Community

On a craggy, windswept, fog bathed shoreline
of New England exists Frigate Quay, something less than a town but
more than a neighborhood. A “community” is more like it. The people
who live there have a commonality about them. There’s a general
sense of good breeding, class, culture, Ivy League degrees, names
with Roman numerals appended, and long established money that
permeates the very soul of the region. You can almost feel it in
the air, like the dewy mist rolling in from the Atlantic. The
people there are a world apart from ordinary folk who work at
regular jobs, earn less than stellar salaries, and spend their
weekends tending to the mundane tasks of life, such as housework. I
don’t think you could find a single vacuum cleaner in all of
Frigate Quay. Such appliances of drudgery are brought in by the
professional cleaning ladies twice a week and removed with them
when they leave for the day. In Frigate Quay, the Lady of the House
might lunch at her leisure, shop to her satisfaction, adventure for
her amusement, but never vacuum her own floors—or sleep with her
own husband. Perish the thought!

This wasn’t the world I was accustomed to. I
certainly wasn’t born into it, as so many of them were. But I’d be
lying if I said I didn’t take to it in short order after marrying
Wilson.

He was of a well established clan of blue
bloods. Got into his Ivy League University on the coattails of his
family legacy. The school’s endowment had been generously amplified
by large donations from his father and grandfather. He was a second
string defensive lineman on the football team and a less than
ambitious student in his classes. His family’s money assured his
future, so finishing near the top of his class wasn’t a priority.
His primary focus lay elsewhere. He partied and screwed every cute,
hopeful coed in sight until he was finally awarded his MBA. The day
after graduation, he waltzed into the vice presidency that was
waiting for him at the family business. This was Wilson’s world,
and he knew no other.

As for me, my parents were working stiffs.
Instead of blue bloods, it was blue collars all around. I went to a
state college, at least partially paid for by an athletic
scholarship. I was a softball pitcher with a wicked fastball. The
other girls used to call me “Mow ‘em Down Merry.” My real name’s
Meredith, but friends usually abbreviate it.

It was at one of the softball games that I
met Wilson. Well, right after the game, to be more exact. Our team
had just mopped up the floor with the pansy-ass girls from a
hoity-toity private school. Suddenly, waiting by the dugout and
looking directly at me, there was this tall young guy with blue
eyes, chiseled features, a solid build draped in highly
fashionable, obviously expensive clothing, and straight blond hair
swept across from left to right. Of all the girls on the team, he
stopped to chat with me and tell me how impressed he was with my
pitching. As I stood there in my sweaty uniform, I remember
thinking to myself how terribly far out of my league that guy was.
And maybe that’s why I instantly wanted his dick inside me so
bad.

I’d never been with a boy like that. The
boys I’d been with were crude by comparison. They grunted while
they fucked and got up to check on sports scores as soon as it was
done. Surely, there was a more elegant, passionate way among the
upper crust where that blue-eyed boy came from.

So dazzled was I by the fact that he chose
me out of all the people there to grace with his conversation, I
barely remember anything that was said. What I do remember was that
he had come to cheer on one of the girls on the other team, a girl
I presume he was dating then, although I don’t recall him
elaborating at the time. The more important thing, though, was his
invitation to “hang out sometime.”

I half expected a chauffeur driven limousine
to roll up to my dorm the evening of our first date. I borrowed the
sexiest dress I could find hanging in the closets of my fellow dorm
mates and waited on the platform outside the front door. A sporty
red convertible with the top down pulled into the lot, and behind
the wheel was the blue-eyed boy. You know how they say a girl knows
within ten seconds whether she’s going to have sex with a guy?
Well, I knew right there that the sexy dress was destined to be
left in a crumpled heap on some floor before that night was
over.

Long story short—we ended up at his
apartment, which I’m certain you can guess was luxurious and didn’t
have to be shared with any roommates. His bed was unmade. The
butler’s day off perhaps? Or maybe it was still rumpled from a sex
romp with some other chick he’d fucked and then ditched to meet me.
I didn’t’ care. It should have mattered, but it didn’t. I should
have seen red lights flashing and heard sirens screaming, but I
didn’t. All I could focus on was that I was with the kind of boy I
thought I’d never be with. I was entering a sphere where I’d always
believed I wasn’t allowed, didn’t belong, and that’s all that
mattered as I unzipped my dress.

I may have gained entry to the palace, but I
still felt like a peasant. What could I expect would come of this?
A happily ever after romance? A boy like him with a girl like me?
Oh, please! I knew he viewed this as nothing more than
another fuck in what I assumed was a long line of fucks. He had all
those Ivy League girls so ready to spread their legs for a boy
whose future was a certainty. How could I hope to compete?

Then it came to me. Those Ivy League cunts
were all from the same elite stock as the boy. He’d probably had a
hundred of them, and they were basically all alike. Born with
silver spoons in their mouths, they were provided with the best
upbringing money could buy—raised to be ladies.

I, however, was no lady. At least,
not in the same sense. I assumed he found me attractive or we
wouldn’t have been in his apartment. I had a nice pair of C-cup
boobs and flowing blond hair that cascaded over my shoulders in a
way that more than one guy commented was sexy. But so did a lot of
those rich girls. Still, I was different, and I was going to show
him just what a difference there was. If I stood any hope of being
more than just another notch on his belt, I had to give him a taste
of what he’d been missing.

To put it bluntly, I fucked him like a ten
dollar whore. I fucked, I sucked, I licked, I jerked, I offered up
any orifice he wanted, and I moaned with thunderous pleasure the
whole freaking time. I played the submissive. I figured an Ivy
Leaguer would expect to be in command. I begged him to spank me,
twist my tits, gag me with his monstrous cock.

In all honesty, his dick wasn’t that
enormous. He was of average size. But I praised it like I was in
the presence of the Washington Monument.

It must have worked. I was no
one-night-stand. I got a second date, and then a third, and then a
succession of more and more until… About six months after we both
graduated, I became Mrs. Edward Wilson Fitzgibbon IV.

Take that you rich bitches!

I’m not sure his family approved. Shit!—they
probably didn’t.

A girl who went to a state school? Oh!—the
embarrassment!

But Wilson—he always went by his middle
name—wanted me, and he was used to getting his own way. His parents
put up little fuss and instead focused their attention on planning
a country club wedding for their son and his bride.

It was a beautiful wedding. It was a
mediocre marriage.

Well, the first year was fine. More than
just fine. As newlyweds, everything was fun because it was novel
and fresh. By the second year, though, the novelty had worn
off.

What can I say? We married too young. We
married before we really knew what we were getting into, before we
understood what we actually wanted. It seemed like no time at all
before wedded bliss dissolved into dreary monotony. Wilson and I
tolerated each other in the home, and I had nothing to complain
about when it came to the house or the creature comforts his income
could provide. Yet any spark between us dwindled by the third year
of marriage to nothing more than smoldering ashes. Sex became an
infrequent occurrence in our bedroom, and, knowing his history with
girls, I couldn’t help but wonder whether he was slipping out to
boink some other state college babe when he claimed to be working
late at the office.

We were together about five years when
Wilson first told me about Frigate Quay. One of the boys at the
club had been talking, he said. Benny Silverman was trying to
convince him we should move there.

“There’s a house on the market close to
Benny’s,” Wilson said. “Supposed to be a great place to live. As
ritzy as they come.”

He showed me where it was on a map.

“That’ll be a helluva commute,” I said.

“I won’t mind,” he replied. “And, if I’m a
little late to work some mornings, hey, my dad’s not gonna fire
me.”

“What about me?” I was a manager at a
company that owned a series of child daycare centers. My income was
inconsequential as compared to Wilson’s, but it was work I enjoyed,
and I got a sense of fulfillment out of doing it. I didn’t relish
the thought of the daily drive to and from some remote coastal
hideaway.

“You know you don’t need to work,”
Wilson said with that smug look he so often employed with me.

“I do it because I want to, because I like
contributing something to society.”

“Benny tells me all the women there are
involved in a shitload of stuff…charities, museums, opera. Every
one of ‘em’s like the chairwomen of something or another. Plenty of
opportunities to go around, he says.”

I was skeptical, but, as I said, Wilson was
used to getting his way. So on a sunny Saturday in May he drove us
toward the coast and along a minor state highway until we reached
an exit leading into a hilly area. We wound our way through quaint
roads, over a picturesque covered bridge, and through a wooded
incline until we came out upon the crest of a rocky ledge that
dropped off sharply for maybe fifty feet to the wave crashing
shoals below. Before us was the vast blue of the Atlantic, and, as
we followed a bend to the right, I got my first glimpse of Frigate
Quay.

The nearest house looked as though it came
right from the pages of a storybook. White walls with green
shuttered windows poked out from beneath multiple gables topped
with a red roof. It could almost have been made from gingerbread.
Beyond it—well beyond, to afford the privacy of distance, but still
within sight—was another gorgeous house, this one constructed in
Tudor style. A third house lay farther out, too far for me to
assess the architecture. However, it was clear it belonged to the
same class of fine homes as its neighbors. In fact, every house we
drove by qualified to be a cover on Better Homes and Gardens
magazine. Meanwhile, the natural beauty of the land’s lush, green
coastal perch overlooking the cobalt blue of the ocean made for a
setting worthy of any postcard. The community was a long haul from
shopping, entertainment, and other amenities, but I could certainly
understand why Frigate Quay attracted people of means to come live
there.

Wilson stopped the car in front of a
two-story Victorian style house. It had an octagonal turret poking
up majestically from the rear on one end and a long first-story
porch that wrapped around a corner. The porch had a white picketed
balustrade and was covered by its own roof jutting out and
suspended by ornamental white pillars. Toward the center was a
white stairway leading up to the front door. The outer walls were
pink, and the shutters were purple. White lattice trim carved in a
lacy fashion decorated the eaves at the base of the black shingled
roof. The turret’s roof came to a prominent point, it being the
highest part of the house, and had sticking up from its apex a
black weathervane shaped like a crow.

“We’ll have to do something about that pink
color,” groused Wilson as he exited the car.

“No, I like it. I want to keep it this way.”
I said it without thinking, without even realizing I was saying it.
I came without any inclination to move there or anywhere else. I
came along only because Wilson insisted we should check it out. My
expectation was that I’d take a look and say “It’s very nice, now
let’s go home.” Yet, as I stood there before the pretty pink house,
even before I’d seen the inside, I found myself talking as though I
already lived there. Such was the magnetic pull of the place.

A real estate agent wearing a burgundy skirt
and blazer emerged from the front door to meet us. She led us on a
tour of the house’s interior. Various cozy rooms jutted off one
central foyer. In the rear of the house was a spacious living room
with huge windows affording a grand view of the ocean. Upstairs
were the bedrooms—three of them. We had no children, nor were we
planning for any, not with the current state of our marital
relations. So what we would do with three bedrooms was anyone’s
guess. I supposed it was always good to have a spare bedroom for an
overnight guest, and the third room could be used for other
purposes. Perhaps I could use it as an exercise room. These days, I
didn’t exercise as often as I used to in my college days. But I had
been meaning to get back into a workout regimen, and it was
unlikely there was a gym anywhere near this remote hamlet.

The master bedroom was located on the
coastal side of the house. In one corner, it had a spiral staircase
that let up to the octagonal turret, the interior of which wasn’t
large enough to accommodate much in the way of anything. Mostly, I
suspected, it was just a fancy architectural decoration. However, a
doorway on the seaside façade of the turret led to a small platform
with a white railed balustrade about its perimeter. A “widow’s
walk” such platforms are called in New England. That’s because it’s
said 19th century women used to stand on these platforms
and scan the water’s horizon in vain awaiting the return of mariner
husbands who so often lost their lives at sea. The platform jutted
out away from the house and to the brink of the cliff-like land
below. The bluff on which the house stood wasn’t tremendously high
above the waters, but, from the turret’s level, it was a
substantial drop to the rocky shore.

As I gazed from the widow’s walk at what was
the most breathtaking view I’d ever seen, I heard Wilson whispering
in my ear.

“This could be a whole new start for
us.”

I’m not sure it mattered what he said at
that moment. I could already feel myself giving in to the allure of
Frigate Quay, being sucked in as though caught in a whirlpool.

“A whole new start,” I heard myself
whispering back.

We closed the purchase in mid June and moved
in on July 1st.


 



2. The Neighbors

No one needs an expert on family
relationships to tell you that buying a new house doesn’t fix a
broken marriage. I knew that, and I assumed Wilson was equally
aware. Yet, despite our problems, I loved the house and wanted so
desperately to believe it possessed a power that could return us to
the way we were in our blissful first year as a couple. It was a
silly hope, but I supposed that, if anyplace held such magic, it
was that place. And, if it wasn’t there, then it wasn’t
anywhere.

Frigate Quay may have been wedged into a
desolate part of the state, but it didn’t lack for social life.
Every weekend there were barbecues, pool parties, game night
get-togethers, and the like with the various residents of the
community. Wilson and I were up to our ears in invitations almost
before we unpacked our moving van.

“We’ve all been anxious to get a look at
ya!” Graham Hannuck greeted us at his door with a huge welcoming
grin.

The 4th of July bash that he and
Faye hosted was the first party we attended after moving in. Graham
ushered us to the backyard where a huge stainless steel grill was
roasting copious amounts of meat, and anxious eyes of more than a
dozen of our new neighbors ogled Wilson and me with twinkling
delight as they lounged about a lagoon-like swimming pool.

“Didn’t I tell ya?” It was Benny Silverman
nudging Graham and jerking his head in my direction.
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