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Disclaimer

Intended for adult audiences 18+. Contains sexual content some may find offensive. All characters are 18+ and consenting adults. Reader discretion is advised.
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Southern Belle Sneaks Off at the Garden Party
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Belleford, GA, 2019

I smile brittle-bright on my manicured lawn while thinking of what waits in the barn: nine inches of a hard cock that would make these society wives faint in their designer heels. The garden party is in full swing—ladies with their stupid big hats pretending they're at the Kentucky Derby, men in seersucker suits talking business like they're solving world hunger instead of just moving money around. I keep nodding and touching people's arms when they speak, like I'm just so goddamn interested in whatever boring crap they're saying.

"Magnolia, darling, the hydrangeas are simply divine this year," Mrs. Pembrooke says, gesturing with her champagne flute toward the flowering bushes that the gardener nearly killed himself maintaining.

"Why, thank you, Eleanor. God has blessed us with perfect weather for them," I reply, making sure to credit the Almighty for my expensive landscaping. That's how you do it in the South—attribute everything good to Jesus and everything bad to the devil, even though we all know money is the real miracle worker.

I spot Thomas across the lawn, chest puffed out like a peacock, surrounded by three men who look exactly like him—same receding hairline, same golfer's tan, same expression of self-importance. My husband is in his element, gesturing toward the house with proprietary pride.

"We had the east wing renovated last fall. Imported Italian marble in all five bathrooms," I hear him say as I drift closer, refilling my champagne from a passing server's tray. "The architect wanted to go modern, but I told him, 'This is Georgia, son. We respect tradition here.'"

The men all nod like those bobblehead dolls you see in car windows. Thomas extends his arm, pulling me into their circle.

"Here's my beautiful wife, the brains behind today's gathering," he says. If he only knew where I'm about to go, what I'm about to do.

"Gentlemen," I nod, flashing my perfect teeth. "I hope Thomas isn't boring you with talk of bathroom fixtures."

They laugh on cue, these trained monkeys in expensive suits.

"Magnolia was just telling me about your new foundation," one of them says to Thomas. I haven't said a word to this man all day, but that's how it works in our circle—women are pretty decorations who occasionally do charity work to absolve their husbands of guilt for all the corners they cut making their millions.

"Oh, the Belle Community Trust is Thomas's baby," I say, placing my hand on his chest. "I just make sure the fundraisers have enough flowers and champagne."

More laughter. I check my watch discreetly. It's time.

"If you'll excuse me, gentlemen. I need to check on the refreshment situation. The caterers might need some direction." I touch Thomas's arm, squeezing slightly. "Don't let them talk you into any more golf memberships, darling. We're running out of days in the week."

I float away, stopping to chat with the pastor's wife, complimenting the mayor's new haircut, all the while moving steadily toward the back of the property. Nobody notices when I slip behind the rose garden, where the path to the old barn is hidden by a row of tall hedges.

My heartbeat quickens as my heels sink slightly into the soft ground. I glance back once to make sure I'm not being followed, then hike up my $3,000 dress so it doesn't drag in the dirt. The sound of the party fades, replaced by birds and the distant whinnying of our horses in the pasture beyond.

The barn is technically a restored carriage house that Thomas keeps talking about turning into a "man cave," but he's too busy making money to actually do it. Thank God for small mercies. It's my sanctuary now, my place of sin, my confessional booth where I go to commit the very acts I pretend to condemn during Sunday service.

I push open the heavy wooden door, and there he is—Jax, leaning against a stack of hay bales, arms crossed over his broad chest. His tattoos peek out from under his t-shirt sleeves, running down to his wrists like beautiful sins mapped onto skin. His beard is trimmed just enough to pass in polite society if he needed to, but rough enough to leave marks between my thighs.
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