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Sister's Dress Dilemma

The sound of the screen door slamming echoed through the quiet house as Camille rushed inside. Her long, tanned legs propelled her up the creaky wooden stairs and straight into her sister Emmeline’s room, where she stood panting for a moment before catching her breath.

With only a few moments to spare, Camille hurriedly picked out a dress from her older sister's closet. Her own wardrobe was simple and functional; she needed something more special for tonight. Glancing at the clock on her nightstand, she calculated that she had about ten minutes before Emmie returned from her job at the Parish Council. She rummaged through the wardrobe until she found a dress adorned with tiny pink roses, complete with a laced bodice and ruffled sleeves. As she held it up to herself, Camille couldn't help but wonder why Emmie inherited their mother's full chest while she did not.
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She stopped moving around and listened as the screen door banged shut. Standing there frozen solid for a second in the middle of the bedroom, she realized that it must be the twins coming home from school. Holding the dress close to her, she slinked off to her own room before Angelo and Antonio came up. Camille let a few minutes go by and then stuck her head out her bedroom door.
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“That you Angie and Tony?”
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The boys were already at the kitchen table arguing over the division of some left over blueberry la tarte from last night’s dinner. Looking into the kitchen, she shook her head and warned the boys.

“Emmeline will have your hides if you mess up this kitchen.”

Camille rushed into the house letting the screen door slam behind her. Her long tan legs carried her up the wooden stairs and into her sister Emmeline’s room. Camille did not have much time to decide which dress she would secretly borrow from her older sister. Her own wardrobe consisted of everyday clothes and a Sunday dress. Tonight was special and she wanted something that looked fancy. She glanced at the clock on the nightstand, noting that she had about ten minutes before Emmie came home from her job at the Parish Council. She sifted through the armoire. Selected one with tiny pink roses that had a laced bodice and ruffled sleeves. Holding it up to herself, she wondered why Emmie inherited their mother’s ample breasts and not her.
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Camille rushed into the house letting the screen door slam behind her. Her long tan legs carried her up the wooden stairs and into her sister Emmeline’s room. Camille did not have much time to decide which dress she would secretly borrow from her older sister. Her own wardrobe consisted of everyday clothes and a Sunday dress. Tonight was special and she wanted something that looked fancy. She glanced at the clock on the nightstand, noting that she had about ten minutes before Emmie came home from her job at the Parish Council. She sifted through the armoire. Selected one with tiny pink roses that had a laced bodice and ruffled sleeves. Holding it up to herself, she wondered why Emmie inherited their mother’s ample breasts and not her.

She paused her movements and focused on the sound of the screen door slamming shut. Frozen in place for a moment, she realized that it must be the twins returning from school. Clutching the dress tightly, she hurried off to her own room before Angelo and Antonio saw her. After a few minutes had passed, Camille cautiously peeked out of her bedroom door to check if they were home yet

“That you Angie and Tony?”

The boys were already seated at the kitchen table, squabbling over how to divide up the remaining slices of blueberry la tarte from last night’s dinner. Glancing into the kitchen, she sighed and gave the boys a stern warning.

"If you make a mess in here, Emmeline will be furious."

The boys nodded, their faces covered in blueberry juice as it dripped onto the kitchen table. Camille rolled her eyes and headed back upstairs. She had more important things to do than babysit two twelve-year-old boys. They were old enough to clean up after themselves, and she was tired of picking up after them. As she walked, her thoughts drifted to getting ready for the dance later that night. Her boyfriend Charlie Thibodeau and his band had a gig at a real club called T Bo's, not just another high school gym where they usually played. She couldn't help but feel proud of Charlie and the Woodchucks as she twirled around in her room with her dress on.

Chet, Charlie's cousin, drove up in his Tin Lizzie and honked the horn impatiently. Charlie emerged from the repair garage, wiping the sweat from his forehead with a greasy arm. He raised his voice to be heard over the clunking engine. "Hold on, Chet. I need to let Pa know I'm heading out." His father didn't mind that Charlie played in a band with his cousins and friends; he knew it was just a young boy's dream. But when he graduated this year, he would have to buckle down and join the family business working full time at the garage.

As soon as Charlie hopped into the car, he spread his long weary legs and leaned back to relax. But before he could settle in, Chet blurted out the exciting news.

“Guess what? We landed a gig at La Reux’s Dance Hall in New Orleans for the first week of July!”

"New Orleans!"

Charlie's blue eyes widened in surprise, a habitual gesture. Growing up in Lake Trowley, he had only left the small town a handful of times - to visit cousins in Baton Rouge and once to New Orleans when he was seven.

"How on earth did you pull that off?" Charlie asked, amazed.

"I have connections, my dear Charlie boy," Chet replied with a mischievous grin. He went on to regale Charlie with all the details, while Charlie couldn't help but think about how thrilled Camille would be.

As evening fell, Camille carefully lowered the dress she borrowed from her sisters closet and hung it from a string outside her bedroom window, then closed the window as quietly as she could. She changed into a simple blue sundress and made her way downstairs to join her family, who gathered together every Friday night. The twins, Tony and Angie, sat by the radio eagerly awaiting the new episode of Superman. Her father Aubrey was settled in his favorite armchair, engaged in conversation with her older brother Roberto and his new wife Rene'. Emmeline and her her boyfriend Joe Bo sat in a loveseat. Seated at a proper distance from each other.

"Honey, what happened at work today?" Rene asked with concern in her voice as she gently placed a hand on Roberto's back. He took a deep breath and began to explain, " It was the darnest thing I was just sitting at my desk when suddenly my nose started bleedin. I had to use my entire shirt to try and stop it."

”
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Aunt Na walked from the kitchen into the parlor and wagged her finger at Roberto. "You may laugh, but you'll soon see I'm correct. Your bloody nose is proof enough for me. You have a bun in the oven. Your bloody nose just told me it is so." Roberto laughed, “It is too soon for that Aunt Na.”

Camille tried to silently slip out of the parlor and began to make her way towards the front door. "Where are you headed tonight, cher?" Her father asked with interest.

“To see Charlie and the band, Poppa.”

He nodded, pleased with the situation. He could tell that Charlie would soon ask for Camille's hand in marriage. He thought highly of the young man and his family.

Emmeline was eagerly waiting for an opportunity to speak up. "Papa, Camille never mentioned where she was going to see Charlie play."

Camille turned her head, her long dark brown hair whipped around her face like a storm of silk. her eyes narrowed to slits. She shot her sister a look that would have knocked her and the loveseat over. Aubrey waited for Camille to respond; in fact everyone in parlor had her attention now.

With a frustrated breath Camille replied, “At little place called T Bo’s.”

Emmeline's body jolted upright, her chest puffed out with pride. Her voice was loud and commanding as she spoke, her hands gesturing dramatically as she shouted.

“That is a swing club Poppa!”

Camille took a few menacing steps towards her sister “Shut up Emmie you’re not my mother.”

Aubrey raised his hand to stop the quarrel, as he did so many times before. Ever since his wife passed away of the cancer eight years ago, Emmeline had tried to play the role of surrogate mother to Camille and the boys.

Aubrey exchanged a reassuring glance with Emmeline before turning to Camille. "I have no doubt that Charlie Thibodeau will take good care of your sister." He then directed his intense blue gaze towards Camille. "But be mindful and stick close to the band while you're there, okay?"

“Oh I promise Poppa.”

Camille crossed the room to give her father a peck on the cheek. “May I wait for Charlie on the porch?”

He patted her affectionately. “Go ahead cher and be careful.” Camille walked out the door making sure her sister could see her very smug smile.

Camille quickly left the room and made her way to the outhouse in the back. She hastily changed into her sister's more fashionable dress. As soon as she heard Charlie's car approaching, she dashed out of the outhouse and headed straight for the car. Emmeline happened to glance out the window and caught a glimpse of Camille leaving. She could have sworn that just a few minutes ago, Camille was wearing something entirely different when she walked out of the house.

Camille jumped in Charlie’s black Chevy barely letting him slow down to a stop. “Floor it Charlie!”

Charlie hit the gas without asking any questions. When it came to Camille, he knew it was better to do as he was told and not ask questions. When they were a fair distance from her house, he told her the good news about the band. Camille threw both of her arms around him while he drove.

“I just knew it. You are the best crooner in all of Louisiana. You are gonna be big some day Charlie boy. They will be asking for Charlie and Woodchucks all the way to New York City. I bet you get a record deal before Christmas!”

Charlie smiled and listened. He loved to hear Camille dream about their future. Even if he knew deep down it was only a dream. He already planned to buy her engagement ring with the extra money he made over the summer.
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Chapter 2
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Sipping on her favorite cream soda, Camille relaxed on the veranda of T Bo's, anticipating a lively night. The band was getting ready to perform and there was sure to be a large audience. Renowned musician Benny Courrie would be joining the band as a guest, adding to the excitement. As the sun began its descent, Camille couldn't help but notice a bright red car pulling into the parking lot, creating a cloud of dust around it. It was the shiniest car she had ever seen.

The car was a 1940 Ford Deluxe convertible club coup just off the show room floor from New York. The driver Daniel Dashelle was just like the car sharp, fast and good-looking. Getting out of the car, he checked himself in the side view mirror to make sure his black immaculately groomed hair was still in place. As he walked towards the club, Camille thought he might be a movie star. He walked with long sure strides like he owned the place. Camille kept her eyes down intently examining her bottle of pop, when he started walking towards her. Daniel walked up the steps and stopped directly in front of Camille.

Gazing down on her with a smile he said “Say, didn’t we go to different schools together?”

She looked up at the towering six-foot man with broad shoulders. When their eyes met, she felt a tingle run up and down her spine, as her heart skipped a beat. She had never seen a man that looked that gorgeous in real life.

She stuttered a reply “I’m I’m not sure I go to Lake Trowley High School."

Dan nodded and flashed a smile, giving her a quick wink before he strolled into the bar. He admired country girls for their simplicity; they didn't have too much going on in their minds

Camille mulled over what he said after she regained her composure. Go to different schools together? How could that be? Smacking her hand against her forehead, she blushed. “How could I be so stupid she moaned to herself?”

Dan sat back in the bar stool and ordered a whisky straight up. He had just arrived in Lake Trowley yesterday after high tailing it out of New York four days ago. Someone had pinned him at the murder scene of a local restaurant in the city and the law was looking for him. Dan worked for the Raguli family. He did some numbers-running, drug trafficking and racketeering, but he never would kill anyone, and anyone who knew him knew it was not his style. He would have to lay low until he could prove an alibi that no one could shake. Salvatore, the head of the Raguli family suggested that this would be a good time to take a vacation.

As the band began to warm up, Camille headed inside. While she scanned the room for the attractive stranger, she deliberately sashayed past him on her way to her table in front of the stage. Once she reached her destination, Charlie gave her a playful kiss from his spot on stage before turning his attention back to the rest of the band.

As the band struck up their first tune, Jeepers Creepers, the dance floor erupted with energy. Camille, who loved to dance, wasted no time in finding a partner for each song. In a tight-knit community like Lake Trowley, she could always count on dancing with a cousin, or someone's cousin, or even old friends from grade school

In the middle of the evening, a handsome stranger caught Camille's eye and made his way towards her on the dance floor. He asked her to dance to a slow song called If I Didn't Care, a popular tune by the Ink Spots. As they moved together, Camille couldn't help but notice the fresh scent of Burma-Shave that lingered around him

As they danced across the floor he asked, “My name is Dan how you like me so far?”

“I like you just fine Dan.”

Dan flashed a smile that showed his straight pearly white teeth “I knew the minute I laid my eyes on you Angel Cake that you liked me.”

Camille stumbled. “I didn’t mean it like that! I have a boyfriend and he’s singing right now.” She nodded towards Charlie on the stage.

Before they could have any further conversation someone tapped Dan on the shoulder to cut in for the rest of the dance. Dan bowed out graciously. He did not want any trouble with the locals or draw any attention to himself. He would catch up with that piece of angel cake another time.

Camille's curiosity was piqued by the arrival of the enigmatic new man in town. As the night progressed and the dance hall became increasingly crowded, they could barely find enough space to stand. Camille eventually caught sight of her best friend Margaret and excitedly informed her about the mysterious stranger. They weaved their way around the bar and through the dancers, searching for him, but he had already disappeared.

It was three AM when the band was finished and packed up to go. Camille told Charlie how wonderful they were tonight and he believed her. Tonight they were both excited. Instead of going straight home, Charlie drove the car to an abandoned barn and parked.

As soon as the car came to a stop, Charlie eagerly embraced Camille and kissed her with intense passion. His hands roamed over her familiar figure, and she willingly helped him remove her sister's dress. They moved to the back seat, where the air was warm and humid. Without wasting any time, Charlie stripped off his own clothes. Camille's tiny hand wrapped around him, eliciting a moan from his lips. The heat between them intensified as their slick bodies rubbed against each other. Charlie reached for her, feeling the desire building up inside of him. He took one of her nipples into his mouth and gently sucked on it, sending shivers down Camille's body

.

Camille's breaths became shorter as her hips eagerly pressed against his. He trailed his hand down her flushed body, evoking an image of the stranger she had met earlier that night. This was the first time she had ever thought of someone else while making love to Charlie. She tried to push the image out of her mind and focus on Charlie's touch as he explored every inch of her desire-ridden body. The intensity between them grew until she couldn't resist biting his neck with wild passion. As they entwined in their tight space, she wrapped her legs around him, matching his forceful movements. Their tongues moved in sync with their bodies as they reached a crescendo of passion. In a final moment of release, their bodies tensed together.

The clock read just past four in the morning as they arrived at the house. Before entering, Camille quickly changed out of her sister's dress and put on her own. She tossed her sister's dress behind the house and slipped inside without making a sound. Everyone appeared to be asleep as she tiptoed up the stairs. Just as she entered her own room, she heard her sister's door open briefly before shutting again in a hurry.
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Chapter 3
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Camille awoke hours later, after her family had already returned from church. She could hear Emmeline's voice, ranting about something and it was enough to stir her from her sleep. After getting dressed, Camille made her way down the stairs. Emmeline was pacing back and forth in front of their father who was sitting comfortably in his easy chair.

“There she is Poppa go ahead and ask your daughter the night owl, why she would throw my good dress in the dirt.”

With a sigh, Aubrey asked Camille what seemed to him a ridicules question.

Throwing her hands in the air Camille responded. “Oh Poppa why would I throw her dress in the dirt? I really think she might be losing her mind.”

In a very tight stern voice Emmeline asked, “Well then how did my dress get outside?”

Calmly with a small smile, Camille said. “Maybe it fell off the clothes line?”

“Mais oui that is what happened Emmeline now let your sister have something to eat”

Their father stood to go out on the porch signifying that that was end of the discussion.
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Several days later, on a rainy afternoon, Dan drove up to Camille as she walked home from school

“Would you like a ride Angel Cake?”

Camille thought about it for a moment. She knew better than to take rides from strangers, but he was not actually a stranger now. She knew his name and they had even danced together.

Camille nodded gratefully as she climbed into the car, eager to escape the rain. "If it's alright with you, please call me Camille," she added politely, addressing Dan by name.

“Angel Cake you remembered my name! But I’ll call you Camille because it’s just as sweet.”

Once again, he had that effect on her. She blushed and started to babble.

“Oh I remember everybody’s name. All the time and everywhere I go with everyone I meet. I remember just about all his or her names when I’m at a party. I remember way back when I was in kindergarten on the second day of school no on could remember the teacher's name, but I did."

She paused in her speech, realizing she was rambling and needed to take a breath. However, the words kept tumbling out of her mouth, and she couldn't seem to stop them.

He smiled his bright white smile and nodded. She smiled back in return, as she felt that warm feeling swelling up inside.

“What brings you to Lake Trowley Dan?”

“I’m on vacation. I wanted a nice quiet place to stay, so I could rest and relax. I have a very busy job in New York and just needed to get away."

“What kind of work do you do?”

Dan paused briefly before coming up with a response. "I travel for work, in the import/export industry. I have clients all over the world, so I'm constantly on the go. Last month, I was in Bangkok. Have you ever been there?" He changed the subject smoothly.

Camille giggled. “Bangkok, I’ve never been out of Louisiana my whole life, but I will one day when Charlie and the band make it big.”

Camille pointed out her house. As they came to a stop, Dan suggested that they get together sometime.

“You know I have a boyfriend Dan, but my friend Margaret might like to meet you. She’s a real nice girl.”

“That sounds swell. I’d like to meet a nice girl.” Dan said with all the sincerity he could muster. “How about introducing me to her Friday night?”

He wrote down his phone number and handed it to Camille. “Call me and let me know where I should meet you.”

“You mean where you can meet Margaret and me.” Camille reminded him.

“Yeah, yeah I know you’re dating the big shot singer. Give me a call Angel Cake he winked as he drove away.

“My name is CAMILLE she shouted as he went down the road.”

Camille called Margaret three times before she finally got her on the phone.

“Margaret I’ve been calling you all afternoon. How long does it take you to get home from school? Before the girl could answer, Camille went on. “There is this dream boat of a guy who wants to meet you.”

“Meet me? Why would a dreamboat want to meet me? Margaret slowly drawled.
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Margaret was a tall, shy girl with unruly curls of bright red hair that framed her freckled face. She stood a head above most of her classmates, her knobby knees visible beneath her knee-length skirt. She wore glasses that obscured her big, questioning eyes.

Camille went on and on about Dan. Margaret finally agreed to meet him with a little reluctance. “I’ll meet with this great guy as long as you stay with us the whole time and he better not be some poor toad you dug up. That cousin of yours from Lafayette you tried to fix me up with last time looked like a frog.”

“Believe me Margaret this guy is no frog he’s a genuine prince.” Camille said laughingly as she hung up the phone.

Charlie would be busy for the next couple of months with the band. They had another gig at T Bo’s next week, one of his Uncles wanted the band to play at his Fais do-do, and then they had to practice for the big one in New Orleans. He saw Camille when he could, but she understood and never complained about his lack of attention towards her. She really wanted the band to do well when they all went to New Orleans. Camille waited to ask her father if she could go with the band. She thought as long as she was with Charlie he would say it was all right. In the meantime, she kept herself busy playing matchmaker.

Friday evening Camille and Margaret went over to Landry’s Malt shop. It was a little diner

The walls of Landry's Malt shop are adorned with colorful posters advertising different malts and shakes. it had checkered tablecloths.
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They picked a booth and waited to meet with Dan. Margaret kept banging her leg against the table in the booth alternating with nibbling on her fingernails. For the fifth time Camille told Margaret what Dan looked like, where he was from and what he did.

Dan strolled in with his usual confidence, dressed in perfectly tailored black slacks and a crisp white shirt. His shoes gleamed, recently buffed and shined. Without hesitation, he located the two girls and took a seat across from them, flashing his trademark charming smile and emanating a pleasant scent of Burma-Shave

“This must be the beautiful Margaret, Camille’s told me so much about.”

Margaret barely nodded her head and sat staring wide-eyed like a deer caught in the headlights of a car. Camille and Dan kept the conversation flowing between them trying to include Margaret as they chatted along. Dan took the liberty of ordering shakes and fries for all of them.

“Let me see you look like a chocolate shake kind of girl Margaret, am I right?”

Margaret nodded with a little smile and almost formed the word yes. After they finished eating Dan offered both of the girls a ride home. When they reached the parking lot Camille rushed Margaret over to the red convertible and pushed her into the front seat. A second later Camille jumped into the back all before Dan reached the car. Margaret’s house was first on the way. The ride to her house was quiet so Dan turned up the music and sang along to Oh Danny Boy as they rode along.

Before Margaret got out Dan said, “I really enjoyed meeting you. Would you like to go out again sometime?”

“ Huh huh.” She gulped out in reply and then opened the door to the car leaving it ajar as she ran for her house.

Camille got out of the back seat and took a seat up front while shutting the door. Dan started to drive and for a few moments, silence enveloped the space between them until they both busted out laughing.

“That’s a great gal you got me Camille.”

Camille stepped in, trying to defend her girlfriend. "She may seem shy at first, but once you get to know her she's actually a lot of fun," she reassured.

A few minutes later, they pulled up to Camille’s house and Dan turned to look at her, locking her eyes to his.

“Is she as fun as you?” Camille felt herself flush. “Yes she is a lot fun! You should come to T Bo’s next week I bet she won’t be so nervous.”

Dan looked deeply into Camille’s light brown eyes.

“I bet you’re a whole lot more fun.”

They could both feel the heat rising between them. Camille had her hand on the door handle when Dan leaned over and kissed her gently on the cheek

.

“Sweet dreams Angel Cake.”

He drove off leaving Camille in front of her house with her hand on her cheek and her heart pounding in her chest.

Lost in her own thoughts, she entered her house through the front door. It was just a simple kiss on the cheek. She reminded herself that it wasn't a big deal, as she often greeted people with a kiss on the cheek. It didn't hold much significance, did it?

To Camille’s dismay Emmeline was home. “Whose car just dropped you off?”

Without thinking she answered. “That was Dan’s car.”

“Who is Dan?”

Emmeline was starting to annoy her with the questioning. “He is Margaret’s new boyfriend.”

“Margaret is dating someone? Since when? How did that happen?”

Camille started walking upstairs tired of the line of questioning that she knew would never stop.

“He’s Margaret’s boyfriend from New York.”

Before Camille shut her bedroom door to shut out her sister’s questions she heard Emmeline exclaim.

“New York!”

Camille knew Emmeline would be on the phone the rest of the night getting details from every source she could. She stretched out on her bed and shook her head ruefully. By morning Emmeline would have more information or opinions about Dan than the New York Times had about Germany invading Holland.
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The week flew by for Camille, with High School finals looming ahead. Between studying and taking care of the seven children of Mrs. Mouton after school, she barely had time to breathe. She was determined to earn most of the money for a new dress that she could wear at T Bo's on Saturday night, even if it meant working for fifteen cents an hour. By Friday evening, she had managed to save two dollars and twenty-five cents. Aubrey couldn't help but admire Camille's determination to earn her own money instead of asking him to buy her a dress. That was just how Camille operated - always taking the hard way out.

Saturday morning Aubrey drove her into town so she could go to the two dress shops in Lake Trowley. She thought that he would just drop her off, but he wanted to go in each store with her. He didn’t approve of some of the snazzier dresses that Camille selected so she kept trying on dresses until they reached a compromise. She ended up getting rose-colored taffeta twill. The bodice had a slit neck with a modest tie at the top and the bottom was a full rustling skirt with roses sewed all around it. As they shopped he bought her a new pair of shoes and a handbag to match. The bill came to a walloping fifteen dollars. Surprised by the generosity she threw her arms around her father and hugged him.

“Merci beaucoup Papa”

“Ca fait pas rien, pas de tracas” He replied as he hugged her back.

(You’re welcome)

“You can wear to your graduation too no?”

“Oui it will be perfect Poppa”

As he drove, Aubrey couldn't help but think about the future. He would soon be shopping for a wedding dress with his daughter to marry Charlie Thibodeau. In his mind, he spoke to his late wife, imagining how proud she would have been of their beautiful daughter.

Margaret met Camille at her house before going to T-Bo’s that night. They went to Emmeline’s room because she had the big mirror and the most make up. Emmeline and Camille fussed over her make up and hair, while giving her advice on how to act in front of a potential boyfriend. Margaret’s head was spinning from too much information and the scent of toilette water. Camille rolled up her skirt at the waist to show a little more leg.

“With a swooney guy like Dan you’re going to have show off your goods a little bit girl.” Camille said as she rolled the waistband of the skirt one more time so hem would be at least just above her knee.

When they were finished primping Margaret, Emmeline asked the girls what they thought she should wear tonight.

“Why where are you going?” Camille asked

“To T-Bo’s with you I’m just dying to meet Margaret’s new beau.”

“I thought you said it was a horrible swing club. Are you sure you want to seen in such a place?”

Emmeline sifted through the dresses in her armoire ignoring her sister’s comment and selected the one with the tiny pink roses and laced bodice much to Camille’s chagrin.

“I have changed my mind about T-Bo’s and I’ve already told Poppa I’m going. Joe Bo will be here to pick us up at 8:30.”

Camille didn’t fuss over the driving arrangements once they were there she would make it clear she was leaving with Charlie. Instead she went over to the armoire and picked out one of Emmeline’s older party dresses.

“Emmie you should wear this one it makes you look so much thinner.”

She considered her sister’s suggestion for a moment.

“No I think this one’s nicer.”

As Emmeline put it on, Camille watched her fill it out with no problem and hoped no one would mention that she was the one wearing it last week.

Joe Bo arrived exactly at 8:30 as Emmeline told him to do. Dressed in the suit Emmeline picked for him and told him to wear. He was the perfect husband in training. The heavy rains were back again and he stood with an umbrella waiting for each girl to escort them to the car. When they got to T-Bo’s he did the same to get them inside. Poor Joe Bo looked like a soaked water rat by the time they got in. He excused himself to dry off and headed for the bar.

Daniel finally showed up around 9:30, looking irresistible even though he was drenched from the rain. As a potential suitor for Margaret, he was welcomed to sit at the front table with open arms. With his million-dollar smile, Dan confidently made his way over. Everything seemed to be going according to plan for him.

He sat down next to Margaret and gently placed his hand on top of hers.

"You look beautiful tonight."

Margaret giggled and looked down at the table in reply. Camille stretched her leg under the table and kicked her. Margaret looked up into Camille’s glaring eyes and then turned her head slightly towards Dan. In just barely above a whisper she said “Thank you.”

Camille introduced Dan to everyone at the table. When she introduced Emmeline, he complimented her dress and won her over immediately. Camille held her breath for a moment when Dan commented on Emmeline’s dress.

“I don’t believe I’ve ever seen one quite like it.”

He flashed a quick smile over at Camille. She let out a breath as Emmeline elbowed her.

“See I told you this was the dress I should wear tonight.”

As the evening passed different people came to sit at the table. Camille introduced Dan to everyone letting him or her know he was from New York. When the subject of the World’s Fair came up he told them how he had been twice. He instantly became the star at the table. He held everyone’s complete attention as he talked about the Trylon and Perisphere buildings. Everyone had questions about this new thing called television. He won over all the men’s attention when he started to talk about Billy Rose’s Aquacade.

“I’ll tell youse guys it was the best show I’ve ever seen in my life and believe me I’ve seen some hot shows. Those sweet little wet fillies barely had any thing on.” Dan rambled on in detail.

Camille nudged Margaret and Emmeline. “C’mon girls the band is playing the Boomps A Daisy song lets practice our steps.” Camille led the way onto the dance floor happy to get away from testosterone-laden table of men.

She swayed her hips with purpose, pressing them against her dancing partner. She couldn't help but wonder what Billy Rose would say about her moves. Glancing over at Dan, she caught his eye. Why did his opinions matter to her? She didn't know, but they did.

When the girls came back to the table the topic had turned to the new invention called fluorescent lighting and how du Pont had just come out with an amazing plastic made from coal, air and water they called it Nylon.

The band took a break. Charlie came to sit at the table and jumped into the conversation about the World’s Fair. Dan made a point to show Margaret some attention, while completely ignoring Camille. By the time the break was over Charlie thought Dan was a swell guy, but something tugged at the back of his mind that he couldn’t put his finger on. He chalked it up to Dan being an outsider.

The band began to play another set of songs. Dan picked his moment to ask Camille to dance. It was the same slow song by the Ink Spots. Dan held her a little closer than the last time they danced.

“I wanted to be sure we danced to our song.” He murmured in her ear.

“I didn’t know we had a song.” She coyly replied back.

Acting hurt and surprised he put a hand over his heart as he pulled back from her as they danced. “You don’t remember our first dance?”

“No I don’t believe I do.”

Dan jerked his head back further trying to show his exaggerated pain.

“Oh you’re killing me Angel Cake how could you not remember our first dance?”

Camille smiled at his feigned hurt “You’re a very funny man Daniel. Daniel whatever your last name is.”

The song ended as he mocked a bow “Daniel Dashelle at your service Madame.”

As Camille strolled away, she couldn't help but think about his last name. She was both troubled and touched that she still remembered their first dance, and even more so when she realized that he did too.

The night came to an end. Emmeline left with a very intoxicated Joe Bo She didn't think about how the girls would get home because she was to busy making mental notes about giving Joe Bo hell in the morning. Camille waited around while the band packed up. That left Dan with the only option to offer Margaret a ride home. She accepted with a nod and he accepted it was going to be a long quiet ride to her house.

It was still pouring down rain when they left T-Bo’s. Dan turned up the radio as they drove. Judy Garland was singing Somewhere Over The Rainbow. Dan sang along wishing he could be there with Dorothy and Toto too when Margaret said her first sentence.

"I know a shortcut to get to my house.”

Dan stopped singing and grinned.

“Baby doll you were reading my mind just tell me where to go.”

Margaret was happy she could be helpful. She perked up and sat up straight her seat.

“Just make a left up here that’s Dry Brook Road then you go down about a half mile to Toober Road make a right and we’re there.”

As they made the turn, Dan could feel the car struggling against the deep puddles of water and mud. Margaret had forgotten to consider the damage heavy rains could do to the dirt road. Before long, the tires were spinning uselessly in the thick mud.

Resigned to situation Dan said. “I’m going to get out and push. Margaret you get behind the steering wheel and give it the gas when I tell ya.”

Margaret started to tear up. “I don’t know how to drive.”

“You’re not going to drive Margaret you’re just going to move the car forward, so we can get the hell out of hear.”

Dan's voice began to rise, but he made a conscious effort to keep it under control as Margaret took her place in the driver's seat. He stepped out of the vehicle and felt his foot sink into the thick mud. Gesturing to Margaret, he signaled for her to roll down the window.

Standing beside the car he said. “Now when I say go you give it the gas. Just push your foot down real easy."
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"Which pedal is the gas?" she asked, trying each one as she searched for the right one. Her foot pressed down on the gas pedal and mud flew up, speckling both her and Dan's face. With tears in her eyes, she apologized, "I'm sorry, Dan. I told you I don't know how to drive."

Dan walked to the back of the car and starting pushing letting his frustration out on the car. He yelled through the pouring rain. “GO” He pushed waiting for Margaret to step on the gas. Nothing happened he yelled again. “GO” Still nothing. As he stepped away, Margaret found the gas pedal and pushed her foot down with all her might. Mud kicked back with the full force from the tires covering Dan from head to toe. The car sunk lower burying the tires completely. Dan trudged back to the side of the car. Margaret screamed startled by the muddy creature in the window.

“Margaret what the hell did you do? I told you to hit the gas lightly.”

Margaret started to cry again. “I told you I couldn’t drive.”

“Oh for the love of God Margaret you’re not driving! Stop crying, get your thumb out of your ass and help me push this car.” Dan was yelling now with no holds barred.

Margaret stepped out of the car and began to push and shove with all her might. After two long hours, they finally managed to free the car from its rut. It was now two in the morning by the time they arrived at her house. Before getting out of the car, Margaret apologized profusely for forgetting about Dry Brook Road being prone to washing out during heavy rainfalls. Dan's own voice roared inside his head: she had known this could happen! He tightly clenched the steering wheel to stop himself from lashing out at her.

As she got out of the car she thought he might say he was sorry too, because he yelled at her. Dan sat looking straight-ahead holding tight to the steering wheel waiting for the car door to shut so he could leave.

As Daniel and Margaret tackled the treacherous terrain, Charlie and Camille snuck away to a cozy lounge above T Bo’s. Once the band had finished their set and left, Charlie locked the door and swept Camille into his arms. Amidst the chaos of their busy schedules, Charlie hadn't had a chance to tell her about Chet's plan to expand their tour. They were headed to New Orleans, three towns in Mississippi, and two in Alabama - they would be on the road for over a month. It was a dream come true for Camille, and she couldn't contain her excitement as all of her thoughts spilled out at once.

“I’ll have to borrow Emmeline’s camera. I can be the band’s photographer. I wonder if Poppa will let me buy a new suitcase.”

Charlie didn't want to rain on her parade, but he doubted her father would give her permission to go.

Camille began to review a mental list of all the tasks they needed to complete before departing. Charlie hummed in agreement while planting gentle kisses on her neck and moving down towards her chest. With his hands, he unzipped the back of her dress and guided her backwards until she fell onto the sofa.

“What towns are we going to in Mississippi?”

“Mmmhm” Charlie replied as slipped the dress off her shoulders.
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As Charlie kissed his way down Camille's neck, he could feel her breath hitch and her heart race against his chest. The sound of their clothes rustling was the only noise in the room as he slipped off her dress, revealing her voluptuous curves underneath. She moaned softly as his hands ran up and down her sides, feeling every dip and curve. Her skin was smooth and warm to the touch, sending tingles through his body. He couldn't resist the urge to taste her; his tongue tracing a line down her spine, teasing and nipping at her flesh. She gasped in surprise and pleasure, arching her back towards him. He pulled back just enough to look into those brown eyes filled with desire before continuing his trail downwards, stopping at the lace of her undergarments. 

"Mmmhmm," he hummed again, peeling away the last barrier between his mouth and her sweetness. His warm breath fanned across her most intimate area, making it tingle even more. Camille squirmed beneath him, unable to contain herself any longer as he finally took what he sought - a soft pink bud hidden beneath all that silk. He lapped at it gently with his tongue, eliciting a sharp intake of breath from the woman above him. She fumbled with his jeans now, eager to feel him inside of her. Once they were undone, she grasped him firmly through his boxers, guiding him towards her entrance. She parted her legs further while moaning in anticipation of their joining.

The sound of fabric ripping echoed through the small room as they both struggled out of their damp clothes that clung to them from the rain outside. Their movements were frantic now; need taking what they couldn't have

His firm erection pressed against her hips, causing Camille to gasp in anticipation. She gently spread her legs and Charlie eagerly entered her, their tongues tangling in a passionate kiss. As Charlie pulled away to nibble on her lips, she reached for his manhood and tried to guide him inside of her. But he stopped her, instead using his fingers to slowly and deeply penetrate her. Camille pushed against his hand, increasing the speed of her movements as she became increasingly aroused. Her body trembled with pleasure as he removed his finger and then swiftly thrust himself into her with a soft moan. "Oh Camille," he whispered hoarsely in response.

They laid there quietly for a few minutes listening to each other’s heartbeat. Before they completely slowed down Camille picked up right where she left off.

What towns in Mississippi are we going to?

Charlie smiled and kissed the top of her head. “I’ll remember to ask Chet tomorrow. We better get going cher before your Pa misses you.”

When Camille walked in the door the whole family was is the parlor. At 1:30 in the morning it wasn’t a good sign. Emmeline had tears in her eyes.

“Margaret’s missing, her parents called a half hour ago. I knew that outsider from New York was a shady character.”

Camille jumped immediately to Dan’s defense. “You’re so full of it just two hours ago you were making goo goo eyes at him when he was admiring your glad rags.

Sleepy eyed Tony and Angie sat on either side of their father watching and listening with all their attention as the two sister’s battled words.

“I was doing no such thing! I was just being polite to that lousy dog.”

“Did you ever think that they may have been in an accident or maybe they were spending some time alone together?

Emmeline rolled her eyes. “Do you actually think Dashing Dan and Margaret are pitching woo?”

Before the conversation between the two sisters became any worse the telephone rang. Aubrey got up to answer it. It was Margaret. She called to let everyone know that she made it home safe. In a teary voice she explained that they had taken Dry Brook Road. In the background you could hear her father threatening her with a whipping if she was knocked up. Aubrey told the young girl he would let everyone know she was all right and to take care.

“All right everyone Margaret is fine she was just stuck on Dry Brook Road. Let’s all go to bed.”

Camille laughed. “No one would take Dry Brook Road in this weather.”

Emmeline smiled along with her. “Maybe something else got stuck.”

“Emmeline!” Camille looked at her sister in surprise. “What are you trying to say?”

They both laughed as they headed upstairs. Aubrey was right behind them chuckling at their conversation. The twins wondered what was so funny.
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Chapter 5
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By Monday morning the whole school was talking about Margaret’s new boyfriend and her late night escapades. No one wanted to believe she was stuck in the mud. The girls surrounded her and asked her what it was like doing it for the first time with a guy like Dan. Margaret liked all the attention. All eyes were upon her as she started to give the girls the details. Before she spoke she thought about the lickin her father gave her when she got home.

“It really hurt.”

Some of the girls nodded knowingly.

“Was he real good at it?” Clara wanted to know.

“I guess so, because he knew how to do it really fast.”

Everyone giggled at that so Margaret countered her remark and said” but then he slowed down some.” This brought on peals of laughter. Luckily the bell rang and everyone left to go to class. Secretly Margaret never wanted to see that nasty man ever again.

After dropping Margaret off at home, Dan made a conscious decision to avoid Lake Trowley. He found it easier to spend his nights with women he met at the nearby bars, where a few drinks and a small fee could secure him company without any strings attached. His usual choice was a girl named Moira, with her long dark locks and striking brown eyes. As they would retire to his hotel room and dim the lights, Dan couldn't help but think of Camille.

Camille cornered Margaret at graduation practice to convince her to call Dan.

“I think you should invite Dan to Uncle Bernard’s Fais do-do.”

“I’m not inviting that pampas ass to anything. You should see him when he’s not in a group, he’s a nasty beast.”

Camille teased, "Oh, so you're one of those girls who uses a guy and then throws him away?"

Margaret pushed her glasses back up the bridge of her nose and turned sharply to look at Camille. “I’m not that kind of girl.” She replied through gritted teeth.

Camille knew she had Margaret’s attention now. “Then what kind of girl are you?

Rather than admitting to nothing happening, Margaret redirected the line of questioning. "Why do you even want Dan here? Maybe you're starting to get tired of Charlie?"

“That’s a stupid thing to say you know I love Charlie. I just think Dan would be fun to have at the party.”

Margaret wasn’t very good at confrontations and apologized immediately. “I’m sorry I just don’t want to call Dan.”

Camille forgave her without hesitation. "I'll call him for you," she offered. The PE teacher, Mrs. Martin, interrupted before Margaret could respond, clapping her hands to gather everyone in their designated spots. The practice seemed to drag on for hours before finally ending. As soon as the bell rang, Camille rushed out of the room and made a beeline for home.

Camille rushed into the house and went directly for the telephone. She wanted to make the call to Dan before anyone came home.

Dan picked up the ringing phone, still feeling the remnants of a hangover from the previous night. Moira was already gone, knowing from past experience to avoid Dan's grumpy disposition when he woke up.

“Yeah”

Camille was taken back by his abruptness when he answered the phone. Not sure if it was Dan she asked. “May I please speak to Daniel Dashelle please?”

“You’re talking to him baby.”

“Oh hi.” She stumbled for words.

“This is Camille. Do you remember me from T-Bo’s?”

A small smile came to Dan’s face. “Angel Cake, what’s cookin good lookin I haven’t heard from you in awhile?” Camille smiled at the other end of the line. Thinking to her self how he always had something clever to say.

Dan stretched out in his bed as he listened to her sweet voice.

“I was wondering if you would like to come to a Fais do do this weekend?”

“What’s a doe doe babe? I’m not sure a guy like me would go to one of those.”

“Dan it’s not a doe doe it’s a Fais do do. It’s a really big party with music and dancing and they’ll be plenty to eat and drink.”

Rather than responding to the inquiry, he shifted the topic. "What are you wearing?" He inquired, running his hand down the inside of his boxers.

“Well I’m not sure what I’m going to wear Dan.” She thought it was sweet that he would care what she wore.

"No, I mean what clothes are you wearing at this moment?" He looked down and began to stroke himself.

Camille thought he must really like clothes. “I’m wearing a sleeveless shift with big white daisies and a white belt.

In a voice that was a little lower and deeper he asked. “What are you wearing under that?”

Camille wasn’t sure she heard right. “What?”

“What are you wearing under your dress Angel Cake?"

Camille flushed feeling her face turn hot. She thought she should slam down the phone. But then again she never had this kind of conversation before. Just for a minute she would play his game. She paused for a minute trying not to giggle and said, “I’m not wearing anything.”

She heard his heavy breath in reply as he tightened his grip on his member.

In a husky voice he said “You are so beautiful Camille I wish I could hold you right now.”

The husky change in his voice made her feel a heat wave flash right through her. Quickly she decided she was playing a game she wasn’t ready for.

“Oh Dan stop fooling around. You’ll come to the party won’t you?”

Dan withdrew his hand from his boxers. He didn’t want to scare Camille off by pushing his end of the conversation too far. “Anything





[image: ]













[image: ]





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





