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Disclaimer

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are the product of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

The views and opinions expressed in this work of fiction are those of the characters and do not necessarily reflect the views or opinions of the author. The author does not endorse or condone any actions, beliefs, or behaviors portrayed in the story.

The author has made every effort to ensure the accuracy of any historical, cultural, or technical details depicted in the story. However, readers should be aware that artistic license has been taken and some factual inaccuracies or embellishments may be present for narrative purposes.

The content of this book is intended for entertainment purposes only. It is not intended to provide factual information, advice, or guidance. Readers are advised to seek professional assistance or do their own research for accurate and reliable information in real-life situations.

The author and publisher are not responsible for any consequences, losses, or damages, directly or indirectly, resulting from the interpretation or application of the content in this work of fiction. Readers are solely responsible for their own actions and decisions.

Dedication

“Muddled Dreams” is foremost dedicated to my wife, Lanita, and my daughter, Veronica. Both have been instrumental as this story, became more than a dream. They are living proof that love, once the center of their lives, can... and must change along with life’s happy times and disappointments. As occurs with us all, the winds of life which once blew upon us as a light breeze, can suddenly become a vortex of negativity and emptiness. How fortunate we are that these life vortexes mellow, to change what was; into what will be, much as the dew after the storm.

Also, I want to dedicate “Muddled Dreams” to my daughters, Sayward and Leona. Daily, each must deal with not only their own “winds of change”, but others’ as well. Both have found within themselves; the ability to not allow the vortexes around them on an everyday basis, to become mixed with their own. I admire them for that ability!

Furthermore, I dedicate “Muddled Dreams” to my readers now content to feel the breeze in their lives; knowing that if change blows in, it will be for the better. To my readers now in the middle of a hurricane; I dedicate the stories of my characters in the sincere hope they will help you face the rain in your face, knowing that the dew will soon replace it!
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Prologue
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We are such stuff as

Dreams are made on,

And our little life is,

Rounded with sleep...

William Shakespeare

The Tempest. Act 4, Scene 1

Prelude

Gather now... those of you perusing my whisperings, shouts, and scuttlebutt... for now I the Bard, forthwith want... no... feel... the need to tell you stories of other loves. Love which life so graciously granted upon favored couples, love which life selfishly took away from those not so fortunate. 

Do you wonder who I am to be so wise about life and love? I, the man circling before the audience around him, a gathering of readers who come to his warm fire as in the days of Homer, this storyteller your eyes now behold, has a role in my story, the male half to one of the couples of which I speak, a couple who preciously loved so completely in our life that it sometimes hurt too much. 

You must decide for yourself if this is a delightful story, filled with the happiness of people who were truly in love. Couples living life as it happened, knowing their love could overcome whatever their lives brought to them. If so, then I pass around my ancient cup to your sizable rewards. 

Maybe you will be left at the end of the story, sad and depressed by the choices made between other lovers, neither concerned with their partners’ desires when life offered them a choice. The discerning knowledge of how life can give and then take away what is most important to a person. If this be so, then I pray that same archaic cup returns to be filled only with the appreciation of a story well told, and the hopes of another day’s subsistence.  

As I quietly think about love and life, and how some of those in my tale ignored each other’s dreams, thinking only of themselves, I know I must tell this story to those whom I ask will not only hear my words... but will heed them as well. How important and life-changing my words could be to some of you hearing my tale! 

I prefer to think of only the love... And not the pain, my stories embrace as they enhance your dreams and the memories of which only you can know. Remembering the losses of which I will soon speak, only breaks my heart, as well it be your own. Those memories rattle my mind with thoughts of how selfishness can destroy love and the lives so interwoven. So now that I have prepared you, I offer to those of you readers gathered here around my imaginary fire, my second tale of love and romance, dangers and deceptions! 

How does it begin, you ask? I think...I shall begin with... 

“My name is Ted Armstrong...and I have a story to tell”



	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Wedding Tragedies
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“EVERYTHING is going wrong for my wedding!” Trish cried.

E

xactly fifteen months to the day after her last conversation with Destiny; Trish, my fiancé, graduated with honors. The two women had strangely become best friends during their first meeting in the college cafeteria. 

Trish had been more than a little scared on her first day of college classes. She arrived too late to participate in any of the orientation presentations. Her first day held many surprises for her. A University certainly didn’t have the friendliness and helpful attitude of the community college where she obtained her GED late in life. Her classes were huge, some in auditoriums filled with hundreds of students.  She found it nearly impossible to hear the professors speaking from the stage due to the students around her talking amongst themselves. Trish quickly discovered that one had to immediately start taking notes at the very beginning of the class or would be behind from the start. 

The campus was nearly impossible to navigate, and distances between classes did not allow students to relax and take a break. What worried Trish immediately was that everyone seemed so far ahead of her from the very start. Everybody she met conversed at a much higher level than was normal for her. Trish’s lunch period was the only time she hadn’t been scurrying from one place to another while searching on the campus map for her next class. Finally finding the cafeteria, she discovered she didn’t understand how to order anything hot, so Trish opted for a tuna salad sandwich from a filthy vending machine which kept her $5 bill, then dispensed one $1.75 partially unwrapped 4-day-old bologna on white bread “special”. At least the soda vended from the neighboring machine with piles of rubbish and dust underneath, was cold. 

Sitting at a table away from everyone else, Trish took a deep breath and began rubbing her sore leg muscles as she gazed at the trash and spilled soda under the machines. She was just too tired to eat the sandwich. Putting it aside, she decided her body only needed the sugar and electrolytes the soda contained. 

“You really should eat something,” a lady told her as she approached Trish’s table, then sat down opposite her. “I bet this is your first day of classes. You know, I must have looked just as you do now, on my first day here. It’s daunting, isn’t it?”

“Yes, very,” Trish replied to the lady who now was interrupting her calm time. 

“I was sitting by myself over there,” the intruding woman told her as she pointed to a formica table a few rows down. “I saw you and decided we both could use some company. Come with me, I’ll show you how it’s done.” 

As the intruder took her by the arm, they both stood, the lady telling Trish “Don’t ever leave your backpack, it will get stolen before you can blink an eye.” She then led Trish to the line that had formed in front of the counter. 

“I am Destiny, what’s your name?” 

“Trish Denny and yes, this is my first day here,” Trish answered. 

“Don’t worry, I’ll show you the ropes.” Destiny replied. She explained the easiest way of pushing back the students trying to butt in, how to choose and order a hot meal, and the process of using her student card to pay for it. 

“Thank you so much,” Trish told Destiny as they returned to her table. Having someone to talk with had increased her hunger and Trish ate right along with this “Destiny” lady. “I love your name; Destiny sounds so romantic and full of life,” Trish said between mouthfuls. 

“It certainly hasn’t made my life any easier,” Destiny laughed. While the two talked, Destiny told Trish easier ways to get around the campus, and most importantly, she should not worry about what the other students were doing or who seemed more advanced than whom. “Just have confidence in yourself and you’ll do fine,” Destiny advised her. “You wouldn’t be here if the administrators thought you couldn’t handle it.” 

At that point the two ladies were well on their way to becoming close friends; throughout the coming years, they would become the best of friends. No matter which one had a problem, the other one was there for her, helping whenever they were able. Destiny was years ahead of Trish in education, always finding the time to guide and help her. Trish seemed to be able to help Destiny, using her experience due to her many years of living a much different life than Destiny could ever imagine. 

Trish majored in Language while Destiny majored in the more scientific Archeology courses, but somehow, they seemed to always be able to find a middle ground comfortable for them both. Destiny had scored high in the same English and Writing classes Trish was thrown into during her freshman year. Her help was invaluable to Trish, especially in writing book reviews.  Trish no longer needed “Cliff Notes”, Destiny’s ideas were of much more help.

At first, they met during study periods or Trish’s dorm room. As they became closer friends, they got together every chance they could. These times together were usually when they would take a break from studying and talk about life, problems with it, and plans for it. Both knew they would be friends long after college, probably for the rest of their lives.

The friendship shared was the reason Trish chose Destiny as “Maid of Honor”, for her long-awaited marriage to me. She previously informed Destiny of her role in our wedding plans months ago but had not heard a word from her since. Destiny sent us $4000.00 not long after their conversation, along with a note informing Trish it was her wedding gift to us. Destiny never returned any of Trish’s “Thank you” calls or responded to the letters telling Destiny of the exact wedding date, or plans. Even Trish’s wedding invitation had been returned, stamped with “Sender no longer here.” Trish was more than worried about her friend, now living in Nassau. “Who knows what kind of trouble she must have gotten herself into,” she told me.  “I wish she would call me back.” 

Our wedding date was approaching quickly. Not having heard from Destiny, Trish decided she must pick Mabel, her “First Bridesmaid”, to fill the role of “Maid of Honor”. She felt like she was stuck with second-place picks for the entire wedding. The cake she wanted was no longer available. The baker told us, “My assistant who makes wedding cakes quit a week ago.” The flowers she desired, “were not available this time of year,” and the archway Trish wanted to walk under as she approached the alter, “broke at the last ceremony it had been rented for.”

The invitations printed at the stationary store were not the paperweight we had asked for; they were thin and flimsy. The green on the tree leaves was not leaf green, but a hazel color which would cause anyone’s stomach to retch. The stationary store had called when the invitations were ready, but two weeks overdue. We mailed them immediately, but Trish worried that most of them would get to their destination too late. Nothing seemed to be working out for this wedding. 

Now, she also had her worries about Destiny to think of, just as the most important day of her life was near. I held her hand as we picked a cake from the thrift store bakery catalog and chose silk flowers and decorations from the local hobby store. I was there for her every time she cried, which was every time she thought of what was going wrong with her dream wedding. 

Truth be known, I was more worried than Trish about her friend. Years ago, I was sent to the Bahamas to write an article on deep-sea fishing there. Before flying back, I toured Nassau and saw the dangers there. I had never met this ‘Destiny’ friend of my bride-to-be, but I did know they were close. I also knew that her friend could get into trouble living there. I made a point of assuring Trish that her friend was fine, but I could not assure myself that was true.

“Why don’t we use our $4000.00 gift on a honeymoon cruise to the Bahama Islands?” I said one night while discussing the wedding with Trish. “We would have a wonderful time on the cruise. While seeing the islands you could check on your friend while we are touring Nassau.” 

The original plan had been a honeymoon on a train tour through Canada. I secretly dreaded being held ‘captive’ on a train for ten days but did not mention that fact because Trish already planned for the train excursion. Going on a Bahama Island cruise would cost more than the gift money but at least I wouldn’t be cooped up inside a train car. I would relish being able to go out on the deck and occasionally feel a cool ocean breeze. Also, the magazine editor I sold my stories to, previously told me cruise food was delicious, and the entertainment was spectacular.

This new idea of a honeymoon cruise enthralled Trish, she hugged me tightly after I mentioned the idea. Getting the chance to see her friend and make sure Destiny was okay seemed to make the wedding problems disappear. Trish felt that “no matter what may come, my wedding will be perfect as it stands.”     

#  #  #
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Mabel, a classmate in Trish’s last course in Russian Language Arts, turned out to be a very good second choice. Thrilled at her “promotion” from “Number One Bridesmaid” to “Maid of Honor”, she upgraded her dress and accompanied Trish to decide on a wedding gown. 

“That’s not right for you,” Mabel would say every time Trish came out of the dressing room wearing a different gown. After six tries, Trish came towards her wearing the most beautiful (and alas, the most expensive) dress in the place. “Perfect,” Mabel said while jumping up. “You look beautiful.” 

As Trish was led back for the ‘tailoring’, Mabel roamed the store picking out sashes, shoes, and veils. Breathing deeply to fill her lungs with the wonderful aromas the ambiance of the room offered, she sampled every perfume and sachet she passed.   By the time the tailor had finished his pinning, Mabel was pushing everything she had chosen including some sexy undergarments, into the tailoring room for Trish’s approval. 

This was the first time Mabel had ever been asked to perform such an important role in another’s life, she was enjoying every moment of it.

Leaving the wedding shoppe, the two ladies decided to have a girl’s luncheon at LaCombs, a French style “restaurante”, known for delicious croissants. They enjoyed aggravating the waiter by speaking Russian while ordering, both ladies enjoying the looks of the patrons around them as they discussed their day speaking in Russian.

[“Интересно, что они думают о нас?”] (“I wonder what they are thinking of us?”) Mabel laughed. [«Они думают, что мы либо идиоты, либо мы гонги, чтобы бомбить это место.»] (“They think we are either idiots or we’re going to bomb this place.”), Trish answered. [«В любом случае, это весело. »] (“Either way, this is fun.”).

Both women shopped till the stores were closing, acting like little girls while continuing to converse in Russian. They laughed together every time anyone listening frowned. Trish forgot her worries about the wedding and Destiny. She was having fun with Mabel on their very special day. 

#  #  #
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Nature Touches My Soul
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“SOMEONE IS SHOOTING AT ME!”

I

spent the time Trish and Mabel were wedding shopping, driving to the Sawtooth Mountains in New Mexico. My next assignment was to write an article on the upcoming hunting season there. 

I love to drive by the Very Large Array located on the San Augustine Plains and imagine what they must be picturing at that precise moment, (maybe hearing). Someday I intend to bring my family and Trish to see the wonderful radio-wave pictures displayed in the VLA office complex, pictures that I have only seen published in science journals. The antennas are truly awe-inspiring. A person feels so overwhelmed when seeing one towering above themselves, reaching out to the universe to peek around. 

While I didn’t carry a rifle or purchase an out-of-state hunting license, I did enjoy walking through the pinon and pine trees. The overwhelming and wonderful aroma of Mother Nature now surrounding me filled my nostrils and helped calm my soul as I watched the sun rise over the Eastern hills. The openness of the country and the deep canyons lined with rocks from what seemed to be the Stone Age amazes me every time I visit. I wanted to mention that beautiful scenery in my upcoming article. 

I saw signs of deer everywhere, tracks and bedding areas were easy for me to spot, due to the many trips I have taken to write about hunting in this area. This time of the year was two months early for the hunting season ahead but was perfect for gathering pinon nuts as the cold from an early frost still hung in the air. I gathered as many nuts as would fit in my pockets, munching on them as I walked along, higher up amongst the pines. 

While sitting on a canyon overhang, I took a sandwich and a bottle of water from my backpack. Enjoying the small repast, I listened to the beautiful songs of the birds above me, felt the cool breeze flowing over me, and heard the occasional bellow of a buck to any does in the area. 

I quietly sat, as still as possible, watching the other side of the canyon for movement. Twice I watched a herd carefully walk down the canyon wall opposite me, the does up front, the bucks walking behind them at a distance they perceived as safe. Hearing the deer rummaging around on the canyon floor and not moving a muscle, I sat quietly with the wind blowing to my left, as each member of the herd made its way up my side of the canyon. Coming within ten feet to my right side, the deer never knowing a human was there, I would let them go on their way as I smiled at being so close. 

These occasions would certainly be one focus of many in the feature I would write for the sports magazine. I hoped it would also be picked up by a few of next month’s upcoming Hunting magazines, of which there are many these days. 

I spent a day and a half hiking the “Sawtooths” (as they were called by locals), before heading west around noon to fish at a lake in the northern part of the Gila Wilderness. I had enough time to get in an afternoon of fishing before heading back to Colorado.

In the quiet early evening hours just before twilight, I stood behind a large pine tree using my binoculars to watch a doe and her fawn standing on the bank of the lake opposite my position, lapping at the cold lake water. Suddenly the scene’s peaceful ambiance was shattered as the air split with the sound of a rifle shot, then a second shot followed. I left the safety of my tree, grabbing my gear as quickly as possible while noticing both deer lying dead on the bank. I knew it must be a poacher, hunting season was still two months away. Standing frozen in place I watched a man slide down the hill and begin to field-dress the two deer. As I concentrated on his lack of skills I heard a bullet whistle past my ear, hitting the rock behind me. 

You can ask any war veteran and they will confirm this is a sound a man never forgets. I understand now, after having the experience.

Looking up, I saw a second poacher (the reason for the two shots fired so quickly I later thought), standing at a cave opening, his rifle scope pointed straight at me. I ran for my car as bullets struck all around me. Driving away as fast as the road would safely allow, I knew the man had a good look at my face, but I had not seen his.

I stopped at the only open café in the closest town and asked to see the Sheriff. As luck would have it, the Sheriff was having his late-night dinner at the time and asked me to join him. I started to introduce myself; however, the Sheriff interrupted while standing to shake my hand. He recognized me from the stories I wrote, (my picture usually is at the top of the article). 

The Sheriff offered me the chair across the table from him and listened to my account of the evening, nodding all the while. “Caves in those hills are popular around here for draft dodgers and criminals,” he told me. “The FBI guys are always coming around, wanting our help to track them down. Too dark now for me to try and find the cave where you saw them. I’ll take a ride up there in the morning with the game warden. I imagine they will have moved to a different cave by that time though,” the Sheriff continued. “You should be extra careful. I recognized you immediately, and there is a chance that the shooter did also. If they think you saw them clearly, they’ll be after you. Will you be staying here tonight?” 

“No way, I am headed for home,” I responded, my hands shaking from reliving the shots whizzing around me. 

“At least let me buy you a cup of coffee before you go,” the Sheriff ordered me while noticing my hands. “You shouldn’t be driving right now.”

Once back home I rested for a day. The next morning, I sat at my computer, still hearing the bullet that had just missed my head the day before. While looking at the notes I made during my trip, I started to write my article. I began an e-mail with a thank you note to my editor, also asking that my picture not be printed with my articles any further. I attached my article file and pushed the Send button. 

Feeling happy with a job well done, I began to search for Bahama Cruises. I chose a nine-day cruise leaving from New York. The itinerary included a few days of having “Fun at Sea”, then one day in Miami. Days five and six would take us to Half Moon Cay, and day seven to Freeport and Nassau. The rest of the cruise would be more “Fun at Sea” days while we headed back to New York. 

The cost of the cruise would depend on Trish’s wishes as to the cabin, food service, and entertainment choices. I certainly was not going to make those choices for her. Trish had faced enough tribulations in planning this wedding. She should at least have a say concerning our honeymoon trip. I sent an e-mail to Trish, describing the cruise itinerary, knowing she would not see it until she was back home from her wedding shopping. I wrote that we would decide together, “Don’t worry about making the decisions until we are together again.” I added, “Hope you are having fun. Love you the mostest.” 

Satisfied with the day’s work, I showered and fell into bed. Before sleep came to capture the darkness, I remembered the past few days and how enjoyable it had been to be free amongst the trees on the mountainsides. I never want to give up this life, was my last thought before consciousness left me. The dreams that night of my fishing and hunting trips seemed so real. Tomorrow, I was to start my trip East, to finally be with my fiancé once again, a journey I had made many times these past few years. 

By now I had memorized the roads and highways; maps or GPS commands were no longer necessary. Driving by rote memory while listening to audiobooks to pass away the time and the miles, at every meal stop exchanging one audio book for another. Every day a new adventure besides my own quest. Anxious to get to my Trish, although I hadn’t mentioned it yet, this would have to be a working honeymoon vacation for me. 

My editor had taken the opportunity to inform me he “would love to have an article for next year’s edition on Bahama Fishing Charters., which are the better ones, where are good places to stay. Everything someone wanting to fish on a Bahama Charter Tour would appreciate knowing beforehand,” when I mistakenly mentioned the upcoming cruise was for my honeymoon. 

I begrudgingly agreed after listening to his begging. More importantly, that is how I make my living and a good living it is. Getting paid to travel around while fishing and hunting in wonderful, exciting places, enjoying my memories and writing about them. I mentioned the expense of the trip and “Since this will be a working vacation, maybe the magazine would chip in?” 

“Okay,” my editor informed me, “But you are going on this vacation anyway. You’ll be reimbursed for one-half of the cruise costs and fees, plus all the charters’ costs and anything necessary for the fishing or extra charges due to the extended stay, but that’s it. Use your company credit card and keep me informed of your expenses.” 

I ended the call disappointed. How am I going to explain this to Trish? I kept asking myself as each mile passed by. This won’t be a 9-day cruise, we will have to stay in Nassau and catch the next ship departing the island after my work is done. I can explain that while I am working, she will be able to spend more time with her friend. Maybe it will calm her down.    

After four days and three nights of driving alone (two nights spent sleeping at rest stops), and my eyes now beet red, Trish and I were in each other’s arms kissing madly. As Trish excitedly told me of wedding shopping, and the RSVP’s returned in her college mailbox, she also informed me about “the most beautiful dress in the world,” which of course I could not see yet. I would see her in it when she walked down the aisle to me. We had both waited a long time for this marriage, now it was so close. 

Trish waited for the excitement of being together to subside before telling me of her “Maid of Honor” choice, made necessary since she had not heard a word from Destiny. “You’ll meet her tomorrow, I’ve already set it up,” Trish told me. 

This was the opening I needed to explain about our honeymoon. “Part of our honeymoon I will have to work a bit,” I began. “My editor is demanding an article from me about fishing in the Bahamas,” I continued. “The wonderful thing about this is that you will be able to spend more time with your friend once we get to Nassau. I hope you will understand, this is a good thing for you.” 

“It’s great,” Trish replied, surprising me. “I am going to relish more time with Destiny. There must be so much we can enjoy there together. How many extra days do you think I will have with her?” 

“I can’t say yet, depends on the fishing charters.”

“No matter, it will make our honeymoon even more special.”

“You are wonderful,” I replied. “I worried needlessly all the way here. I should have known you would be so understanding.” 

“With everything you have done for me, it’s not hard at all,” my Trish laughed. “Don’t ever worry about anything you have to tell me. I owe you so much, I will spend the rest of my life repaying you in every way possible. Now come to my bed you handsome stud, it’s time to start making up for lost time.” 

“No problem with that,” I responded with a smile. “I hope you are as ready as I am, it’s been a long time.” 

It took only a few minutes for both of us to be naked under the covers, kissing and touching. I then took control, thrusting myself into Trish as I kissed her erect nipples. First one then the other, her beautiful tawny-colored skin already shining brightly underneath me, as my saliva moistened her soft breasts. On my final push, I exploded my seed into her, looking deep into her bedroom eyes while moving my lips to hers. I kissed her lightly as I finished. Both of us breathing deeply, the sweet smell of our sex lay heavy upon us. I stayed on top of Trish, neither of us wanting to move.

Of all the sexual escapades Trish had been forced to participate in during her past, she always assured me I was the best she ever experienced. She never wanted to let me go after sex with me. I was gentle and loving with her, never rough or demanding. Trish wanted to be with me every minute possible, never apart for more than a few hours after making love to me.

Morning came before two sets of sleepy eyes wished it had. Trish and I were to meet Mabel and her fiancé Hubert around 9 a.m. at a local “breakfast only” diner. 

“Good morning,” I greeted the two people approaching us in front of the diner. 

“Ted, this is Mabel my bridesmaid and...I’m sorry Hubert, but I don’t know your last name,” Trish said while reaching out to shake the man’s hand.

“No problem,” he replied, “Hubert Pendyke.”  

“Ted Armstrong,” I said while shaking his limp hand. 

Led to a small table, a six-page menu handed to each of us could hardly be held, much less read completely. There were too many choices to make this early in the day. Each member of the breakfast party ordered pretty much the usual fare, not opting for any of the special offerings such as “Cherry Chocolate Covered Strawberries Completed with Creamy Cranberry Coulis Covering a Waffle.

Hubert and I sat silent as the girls talked of wedding scenarios and last-minute details. Even as the breakfast items were put on their table, the girls giggled at different ideas. The excited talk quietened as they ate, only to start up again when Hubert finally spoke. 

“Maybe we should make this a double wedding,” Hubert announced, surprising everyone. All the noise around us suddenly diminished. I looked around and saw every ear in the place reaching out to hear more. After a shocked moment of silence, both Trish and Mabel squealed and hugged each other. 

Hubert had asked Mabel to marry him only two days ago, neither had spoken of marriage since Mabel had responded happily, “Yes, I would be proud to be your wife.” Now that it was happening neither lady could contain themselves. 

I said nothing. I didn’t know these two people, having met them only this morning. I decided to trust Trish, stood and shook Hubert’s hand saying, “I think that would be a fine idea.” I did not like the idea of “sharing” my wedding with people I did not know but Trish seemed thrilled with the plan. 

Hubert then looked Trish in the eye, telling her, “We’ll get both of these weddings over with sooner.” Seeing how happy the two brides were, I made the mistake of agreeing. Trish’s return look was something I would never want to see again.

“No matter when we are both married, I think a double wedding is a wonderful idea,” Trish said harshly, “Thank you, HUBERT.” 

Now that the wedding plans would have to change, both women instantly began to re-plan the details, as we men paid our tabs. The excited planning never stopped as we exited the restaurant. When alone in my car Trish demanded, “So, you want our wedding to be over soon? You are thinking it will be a horrible experience? Is that why you agreed so fast?” 

“No, I guess it just came out of my mouth wrong,” I stammered. 

As was her usual response, Trish slapped my arm while saying, [«Это, моя дорогая, была первая ошибка, которую ты когда-либо совершал со мной. Не делайте этого снова.”] (“That was the first mistake you have ever made with me. Don’t do it again.”). 

“Whatever you said,” I replied as Trish laughed at me. 

[Теперь я знаю, как разговаривать с ним, когда я сумасшедший.] (Now I know how to talk to him when I am mad,) Trish thought while smiling. [Я уверен, что больше никогда не будет времени.] (I am sure there will never be another time though.) 

“Whatever you said,” I replied once again.  
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or the next two weeks before the date of the weddings, Hubert and I spent our time together getting to know each other. We looked around the local sporting goods stores, as I tested out new types of rods and eyed the selection of rifles and pistols. I decided my next rifle would be a gold-plated Henry model, with the added side-loading capability. This choice was hard to get and none of the stores had one on hand, but all could order it for me, which was the usual answer. 

Hubert did not have much interest in fishing or hunting, his idea of sports being a basketball or football game on television, watching with his lodge brothers. He preferred to shop at the men’s stores, looking at the different cuts of suits now in style. Suits that would be appropriate in an office atmosphere. I was bored to death as the salesman put Hubert into each new jacket, exclaiming how wonderful it fit him.  

At lunchtime, we usually opted for coffee with a burger. We talked about our futures, as well as our likes and dislikes. I told Hubert how I loved the freedom my job afforded me. I also spoke of my love of writing about my different hunting and fishing trips in so many places around the country. My dreams were of Trish and I traveling on magical adventures around the country together while I taught her how to fish. 

Hubert told me that he appreciated staying in one location and having a steady place to work. His plan was, “just enjoying nights of television with Mabel on his arm.” 

Both of us were intent on being friends throughout the double wedding, but we each had such different outlooks as to how we wanted to spend our lives.

Hubert told me about his life plans when eighteen, just out of high school with a moderate SAT score. He had been lucky enough to get an apprenticeship at an architectural firm, something which had always interested him. Barely receiving his master’s in architecture degree, he was lucky enough to find a firm that would hire a recent graduate. It was in a large Virginia city, but he would never say where. He intended to eventually buy a house and settle down with Mabel for the rest of his life. He wanted to retire after forty years at the same firm, and then spend his days relaxing by a pool. 

I could only shake my head. “Have you thought about kids yet, Hubert?” 

“Don’t want kids,” Hubert replied. “Never have wanted any. I couldn’t handle any brats running around, disturbing my peace and quiet. Haven’t told Mabel yet, we just haven’t discussed it. I guess that discussion will wait until after our honeymoon, then I’ll tell her, after we are settled, and I am comfortable with my new job.” 

“I want two.” I replied. “Two boys I plan on teaching how to hunt and fish. Teach them about the things I love to do. How to track animals through the woods, how to fish with a fly or spinning rod. Have fun with them as the entire family travels to my next article’s destination.” 

“Yes, two boys will be the perfect addition to my family. I know Trish will love having her entire family with her, camping out someplace away from this hectic world,” I added. “Spending a few days in a tent and cooking over a fire. Teaching everyone in the family, the enjoyment of the peaceful feelings one gets from listening to a fire crackle as the crickets’ sing, with a roof of stars above us.” 

“Good luck,” Hubert said. “I would hate every minute of it.” 

I shrugged off the statement and quietly finished my burger. Neither of us spoke another word, each of us feeling sorry for the other. I assumed Hubert was on a tight budget as I usually had to fork over the money for our lunch tabs. I don’t remember that he ever paid for mine. As I once again paid our bill I told him, “Well I hope it works out the way you want, I really do.” 

“I hope your plans do also,” Hubert replied. 

We returned to the table and as I handed a tip to the waitress, Hubert and I both were thinking how much we would hate the other’s life.

The day of the weddings finally arrived. The little wooden chapel was cozy. The sun shining through the stained glass behind the altar lit the chapel with warmth. “Weddings” because Trish and Mabel had decided it would be better if two ceremonies were performed, that way each would have their own to look back on. 

Mabel and Hubert were married first, making the only difference in the weddings being that Mabel Pendyke was no longer the “Maid of Honor” for Trish. She was the “Matron of Honor”, causing even more excitement for her. It seemed important that she was performing her duties as a married woman.

Both weddings were small, only the two bride’s college friends attended, but the proceedings went perfectly. Hugs and handshakes were given as we left the church, the bridal bouquets were thrown and all the “good wishes for your future,” were said. The couples left in separate cars, the Pendykes off to honeymoon at Niagara Falls, we Armstrongs off to New York to find the cruise line destined to take us to the Bahamas.

#   #   #
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Hubert and Mabel spent their first night as a married couple in a hotel room in Harrisonburg, Virginia. After changing into street clothes in the bathroom, Hubert carefully hung his suit on the coat rack while Mabel did the same with her bridesmaid dress. Both were not only tired from the excitement of the wedding and the long drive afterward; they were also hungry. Their excitement had diminished, the marriage consummation would have to wait. 

Taking the elevator down to the restaurant, Hubert took mental notes of the architecture and furnishings of the building while Mabel worried about her upcoming night’s duties. Mabel was an only child, raised in a very prudent family. Her surrogate mother had constantly doted on her, and Mabel’s surrogate father had watched over every event in her life. From grade school onward he lectured her as to the horrors each day might have in store for her, also how every date with a boy might bring evil actions upon her. Each time Mabel returned safe and sound, her father wanted to know every detail of her time away from home. She was always too scared of sex; she knew she would not be able to keep the details of it to herself as her father grilled her. Mabel entered this marriage with only a small amount of knowledge as to what would be asked of her. Only book passages of imaginary sexual escapades enlightened her as to what might be in her near future.

After the hostess seated them, Hubert left Mabel sitting at the table. “I want to look at the building from the outside,” he told her. He did not want to unconsciously show those same worries as to what would be expected from him. Hubert knew nothing about how to satisfy his new wife. Will I have to wear a condom? Hubert thought, I don’t have one and wouldn’t know how if she wants me to put one on. She surely has experience with them. They come in different types and sizes; but what would she want me to buy?

Hubert had previously bought magazines showing naked women; however, they never mentioned the specifics of lovemaking. It seemed to him the women pictured had already been satisfied. Those ‘ladies’ certainly looked like they knew everything there was to know about such things. Mabel is a woman of the world; I am sure she can help me through this night.  With that thought, Hubert returned to their table, and both ordered their meals. 

During his time outside, Mabel had worried about her lack of true experience concerning sex, while Hubert had assured himself Mabel knew all he would need help with. 

With dinner finished, they took each other’s hand, headed for the elevator, and into their first night as a wedded couple. Mabel wanted to undress in the bathroom for privacy. Hubert wanted them to undress at the bedside, watching each other. Hoping this would help him get an erection which turned out to be no problem, as it happened immediately upon seeing Mabel’s bra fall down her chest to expose her breasts to a man for the first time. Mabel instantly noticed Hubert’s erection as she removed her panties and jumped into bed, covering herself with only the top sheet. 

Hubert hadn’t even pulled his pants down before he saw Mabel’s hairy mound and the slit which parted it. His erection then hurt as it tried to release itself from his shorts. Finally naked, Hubert pulled the sheet off Mabel, spread her legs, and attempted to enter her. 

Mabel reached down and tried to guide him into her. Suddenly she felt wetness filling her hand and covering her fingers and legs. Hubert’s excitement was that of a sixteen-year-old, he released the instant his member felt her hand. Mabel jumped up heading for the bathroom sink to wash Hubert off her. Returning to bed Mabel assured Hubert it was alright; she was happy that he was so excited with her. “Next time we’ll do it right,” she told Hubert as she wrapped her arms around him, holding her nakedness against him. 

“Yes.... next time,” Hubert said sullenly while staring straight ahead at the folds in the window curtains. 

For the next two hours, Hubert and Mabel Pendyke could talk about sex openly. This first time in both their lives had been the catalyst needed. Both decided that no condoms would be fine. Mabel showed every part of herself to Hubert, answering any questions as to what he was inspecting. Hubert had very few desires as to his own self, only wanting to make sure he performed his husbandly duties to satisfy Mabel. After their open discussion, both were more confident and anxious. 

Hubert instinctively wanted to play with Mabel’s breasts, which brought his member back to attention. Mabel took it once again, guided it into herself, and raised her hips to Hubert’s every thrust. She pushed each of her breasts towards Hubert as he came close to them. With his final thrust, Hubert grunted and filled Mabel’s vagina. 

That did it, Mabel thought. Now I am finally pregnant with a child. This was her third goal in life, after graduating with her degree, then marriage to a man who would support them.

By the end of the next day, Hubert and Mabel were in a hotel room on the American side of Niagara Falls, watching the rainbow in the mist. After breakfast, they went to a viewing area where they could listen to the water rushing its way off the cliff edge. Only a few minutes later, both wanted to go back to their room to put on a jacket before returning to the view. The mist around them was chilling, right down to their bones. Mabel watched the beauty of the falls and the rainbow above her as she let the sound of the waterfall fill her senses. She looked down to see the mist which had covered her jacket and smiled. 

Hubert, oblivious to the sensuous surroundings, examined how the water had cut through the rocks while falling to the lake underneath them. That afternoon, Hubert wanted to see how the buildings which harness the falling water to produce electricity for the Eastern grid had been constructed. Mabel accompanied him, bored and anxious to visit the Canadian side of the falls. A friend previously told her the falls were even more beautiful from there. 

Hubert would have no part of, “Going to a foreign country.” He never wanted to leave America. With that said, Mabel sadly agreed. “Okay Hubert, I didn’t realize you felt that way about other countries.” 

His attitude towards visiting other countries would someday become a problem for Hubert.

#  #  #
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riving through the night, Trish and I arrived at the hotel room in Baltimore, which we reserved before the wedding. We opted to circle around Washington to miss the traffic and arrive in New York on time. We decided Washington D.C. would be a fun stop after returning to the states.

Unlike Hubert and Mabel, Trish and I had made love many times; however, this time was special. We were married, agreeing years ago we would wed after Trish finished college. Our plan was finally completed. We were now in the unplanned territory of our honeymoon. I opened the door to our room, even though extremely tired from the drive, and took Trish in my arms while carrying her over the threshold. Shutting the door behind us with my foot, Trish stood before me as we kissed passionately. 

Trish responded to my lips as I removed her clothes, throwing her beautiful dress and underclothes towards the closest chair, exposing my new wife while admiring her beauty. Tossing my tuxedo across the arm of the sofa, while smiling, enjoying her body from head to toe. Somehow, she seemed different, a good different. Now her body was mine and mine alone. We had been committed to each other for so long, knowing we would never give ourselves to any other during our time apart. Still, she now belonged to only me, forever. 

Thinking these thoughts, I fondled her breasts, then sucked on them as my mouth tasted every inch of both. Trish’s legs went limp as she felt my tongue on her dark erect nipples. Never letting her fall, holding her with one arm around her waist, my other hand began cupping her mound. Feeling the wetness already dripping from her, I sat her gently on the side of the bed. 

She wanted this first time of our honeymoon to be special, not like her previous life, which she had finally told me about a few years ago. Before she went to college, Trish had confessed to me about her father nearly raping her while her brothers had watched. It happened when she was just into puberty, while her mother turned a blind eye. She cried when she told me of “feeling the tip of his manhood rubbing against her inner thigh as he held her up, trying to thrust himself inside her.”  

I continued to undress, then my manhood sprung forth towards her. Trish knew what I desired from her. Trish had performed this act many times in the back of a semi, but this time was so different for her. Unlike the times when she “paid for a ride” to another destination, I was “her” man and always would be. Trish took me orally while working me with her fingers. Now long, hard, and thick; she knew I was ready. Trish laid back across the bed taking me with her. She wouldn’t let go of my member. She parted her legs, then raised her hips, soon feeling my weight upon her. 

I raised myself off her, my hands pushing against the mattress, then took her. Having done this many times before and needing no guidance, I knew exactly how to put myself into my wife. Trish raised her legs above my head, wrapped her arms around my butt, and pulled me deep inside her. Maybe it was because we were tired, maybe it was the excitement of the honeymoon; for the first time in our lovemaking, I quickly shoved my seed deep into Trish. I did not know Trish was thinking, I haven’t taken my pill, I’m probably pregnant now. Wouldn’t that be a wonderful ending to our honeymoon. 

We left early, after picking at the sparse continental breakfast. I knew the traffic would be horrible, and the chances of us getting to the hotel in Brooklyn on time were just about nil. It all depended on road conditions when we got to Philadelphia. We planned to leave the car at a Parking Lot south of Brooklyn and take the Lot’s shuttle bus to the hotel. If the bus took too long, we would call for a cab. I already had the phone number of the cab company, just in case. We would stay the night in the hotel, then jump on the hotel’s complimentary shuttle van, for a short ride Northeast to the Port of New York where we would board the cruise ship. 

Trish had opted for the “Ocean
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