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2003

Jenny Jacobs sat at the bar staring at the amaretto sour in front of her. She ran her fingers through her long black hair as she contemplated just how she found herself in this situation once again. Was there some defect in her personality that led her lovers to betray her? From the first to the last, each one had brought her nothing but misery. 

“Officer,” a cool Southern drawl greeted her. She blinked as she looked up at her friend Claire. Right now, she didn’t know if she needed to talk to Claire, her friend, or Claire, the bartender.

“Life is funny.” Jenny sighed as she played with the cherry in her cocktail.

“It’s a freakin’ riot,” Claire scoffed. “You gonna tell me what you’re doing here in the middle of the day?”

“What’s your honest opinion of Wendy?” Jenny asked absently as she continued to chase the elusive maraschino cherry with her drinking straw.

“Oh, no.” Claire groaned as she brushed her long curly auburn locks out of her gray eyes. “Wendy? As in your girlfriend Wendy? Jenny, you’re a friend, but right now, I’m going to give you some friendly advice from your bartender. Don’t ask your friends what they really think about your girlfriend unless you’re truly prepared for the answer.”

“I guess that answers that.” Jenny pushed her drink aside. “I don’t want that.”

“What do you want?” Claire asked.

“Such an easy question.” Jenny pondered it for a moment. “I want to be in love.”

“Aren’t you?” Claire removed the cocktail and wiped down the bar.

“No.” It was not only the first time she admitted it to another person, it was also the first time she’d admitted it to herself. “Why is it so hard to find the right person?”

Claire rolled her eyes in desperation as she placed a new cocktail in front of Jenny. “Are you going to tell me what happened with Wendy?” 

“What’s this?” Jenny asked as she held the red concoction up.

“Something I think you need,” Claire said with a smirk.

Jenny gave her a curious look before taking a sip.  “It’s good,” she said, her body and heart still feeling the numbness from what had happened earlier. “What do I owe you?” 


“It’s on me,” Claire said with a shrug. 

“Isn’t that illegal?” Jenny taunted her.

“Call a cop.” Claire snorted in delight.



For the first time in hours, Jenny found herself smiling. “So what is this? Another Claire original?” Jenny asked in a vain attempt to avoid talking about why she was really there.

“Like I said, it’s something you need,” Claire said archly as she leaned seductively over the bar. “It’s a red-headed slut.”

Jenny spit out the sip she’d just taken and started to choke. The tears rolled down her face as she laughed heartily. 

“Thanks. I needed that.” Jenny wiped the tears from her crystal blue eyes.

“See?” Claire said in an innocent tone.

“How does your girlfriend put up with you?” Jenny chuckled.

“She puts up with me just fine,” Claire teased. “It’s my Southern charm.”

“Uh-huh,” Jenny scoffed as Claire cleaned up the mess she’d made.

“So?” Claire said with a determined look as she slapped the rag onto the bar. “Oh don’t think you’re just going to sit there and pretend that everything is fine. I’ve known you for a long time Jenny, you’re a good person who doesn’t normally park her ass at my bar in the middle of the day. Out with it.”

Jenny sighed, knowing that she wasn’t going to get off the hook very easily. She just gave in rather than fighting it. After all, she knew deep down one of the reasons she’d wandered into the Comet that afternoon was to tell someone how her life had just collapsed around her. “I was working a detail this morning. You know, directing traffic around some roadwork.”

“That must have sucked in this weather.”

Jenny’s body still ached from standing out in the heavy rain all morning. “Yeah, it did. But the money for those jobs is so good, and Wendy’s always pointing out that I don’t make enough money.”

“I’ve noticed,” Claire said bitterly. “I’ve also noticed that she never picks up the check.”

“No, she doesn’t,” Jenny said. “Well, the construction crew finally gave up on the weather breaking, and I thought great. Instead of directing traffic around a big hole in the ground, I could spend my day off snuggling with my girlfriend. I even stopped and bought her flowers. I noticed the white Lexus out in front of building but didn’t really think anything about it.”


“Oh, no.” Claire groaned. Jenny simply nodded.



“You guessed it. She didn’t even seem bothered when I walked in on the two of them,” Jenny said through clenched teeth. She took a calming breath and another sip of her drink. Then she took another breath and another sip before she felt the effects of the alcohol. She was fighting against the image of her lover wrapped in another woman’s arms. In our bed! Her mind hissed. “Do you know the girl she’s been seeing?” Jenny finally worked up her courage to ask.


“I’ve heard rumors,” Claire admitted reluctantly. 



“And you didn’t tell me?” Jenny squeaked out with surprise. Feeling betrayed her face reddened.

“Jenny, I’m your friend,” Claire said firmly. “If you really want to know what your friends think about Wendy, I’ll tell you.” Jenny nodded as she braced herself for what she was about to hear. “We don’t like her. She’s loud, obnoxious, and always trying to pry information out of people. Basically, for the past three years, we all thought that the bleached blonde was just using you for your paycheck.”


“Don’t hold back,” Jenny said.



“I won’t,” Claire said firmly. “Now I’d heard rumors about her and some rich lawyer. But for all I knew, that’s what they were rumors. I didn’t feel comfortable stirring up trouble between the two of you, even if I think she is a money-grubbing whore.”


“So she’s moving up the food chain,” Jenny said.



“Jenny girl, she was going to leave you whether or not you caught her in the act,” Claire said. “She probably just would have lied about there being someone else.” Jenny sat there allowing the truth in her friend’s words to sink into her mind. “Which brings us back to what I asked you earlier,” Claire continued. “What do you want?”

Jenny pondered that for a moment. Her answer was still the same. “I want to be in love,” she said honestly. “But there’s a catch. I want to be deeply in love with someone who is just as deeply in love with me.”

“Sounds easy, doesn’t it?” Claire said as she patted Jenny’s hand.

“It isn’t.” Jenny stared at her empty glass, wondering when she’d drunk the contents. “For now, I’ll just have to settle for another red-headed slut.”

Jenny continued to drink, knowing that it wouldn’t solve anything. The alcohol would only succeed in temporarily numbing her pain. She talked Claire’s ear off about how she’d had to check into a motel and buy some clothing so she could go out. It was illegal for a cop to wear her uniform in an establishment that sold alcohol if she wasn’t there on business. So with only her uniform stored back at the fleabag motel, the clothing on her back, and her almost-maxed-out credit cards, she found herself wallowing in misery with her friend and several red-headed sluts to keep her company.

As evening approached, Claire made a call to Jenny’s partner, Nuru. The tall ebony beauty joined her sometime later in the evening to commiserate. “You didn’t like her, either, did you?” Jenny asked at one point in a drunken slur.

“Wendy?” Nuru said. “Nope, I thought she was an obnoxious wench.”

“Why didn’t anyone tell me?” Jenny whined.

“Because you kept ranting about how in love you were,” Nuru pointed out. “Not that any of us believed you.”

Jenny blinked as she tried to focus on her partner and friend. She was always telling the woman that she was a dead ringer for Lisa Leslie, the former star player for the Los Angeles Sparks.

“I really did love Lizzie,” Jenny muttered in defense.


“Who?” Claire and Nuru asked in confusion.



“She’s a mess,” a voice said from behind her. Jenny spun around to see Kate Carrington standing there. Kate was a sergeant on the force and one of the girls, but not just any girl. Jenny was always a little uncomfortable talking about her love life around Kate. Not because Kate was straight, but because she had known her since she was a kid. Jenny weaved slightly on her barstool, trying to recall what she’d just said.

“Who’s Lizzie?” Claire asked curiously as Kate took a seat at the bar.

“My kid sister,” Kate said in confusion. “She and Jacobs were best friends growing up.”


“Oh!” Nuru and Claire said in unison.



“I need another drink.” Jenny hiccupped. Her mind was reeling. 

‘Tell me I didn’t say anything about Lizzie. Please not now. And not with Kate sitting right here. Why does it always come back to her? It’s the damn rain. She always comes back to me when it’s raining.’ 

Jenny’s mind was spinning as her body began to protest against the unfamiliar invasion of alcohol.

“So where’s your sister now?” Claire asked as Jenny flashed her a pleading look. “Married?”


“Kind of.” Kate laughed.



‘Please don’t!’ Jenny silently pleaded as Nuru and Claire stared at Kate. Jenny buried her face in her hands.

“What do you mean ‘kind of’?” Nuru pushed as Jenny’s inner voice begged for this moment to end.


“She’s a nun,” Kate responded flatly.



“Kill me now,” Jenny muttered as she watched Claire and Nuru’s jaws drop. She knew that they had put two and two together. ‘Yup, that’s right, girls. The great love of my life is a nun.’

“You sure know how to pick them,” Nuru said softly so only Jenny could hear her.

“Claire,” she shouted “Bring me another red-headed slut,” Jenny demanded only to earn a stern look from Claire. “Now that’s not a happy face.”

“Maybe you need to switch to coffee,” Claire suggested.

“I think she’s right,” Kate said. “Speaking of red­headed sluts, what happened with Wendy that’s driven you to drink Jagermeister?”

“Jagermeister?” Jenny choked out. “You’ve been giving me Jagermeister? I don’t drink Jagermeister. It’s disgusting.”


“You don’t normally drink,” Claire pointed out.



“Fine. Give me a designer water, while the two of you fill the Sarge in on my pathetic life,” Jenny said.

Jenny settled back as her friends filled Kate in on what the gold-digging whore (their words, not hers) had done. Jenny sipped her five-dollar bottle of water, stared out the window of the bar, and watched the rain. 

‘It’s always the rain. And it always brings back Lizzie, my first love. She was my first kiss; in fact, she was my first everything. Why does she still haunt me? She was my first, and at the time, I had no doubt that she would be my last. But what does a teenager know? The beginning of our end, that’s the problem. Neither of us was the cause; it was the damn rain.’

The memories suddenly flooded Jenny as she stared out the window, allowing them to overcome her. Jenny could still recall every detail like it was yesterday. The way they’d rushed into the Carrington’s’ kitchen. How their clothing was dripping wet after being caught in the sudden downpour. Of course, they hadn’t noticed the sudden change in weather at first. They’d been too busy making out in Jenny’s little Datsun. It was the sudden clap of thunder that had jolted them out of each other’s arms. They’d rushed through the rain and into the kitchen.

Jenny could still recall the taste of Lizzie’s lips as she kissed her gently. Why didn’t we stop with just one kiss? She wondered. Because we were seventeen and in love, her inner voice responded. One kiss was never enough for them. Their tongues and hands explored each other as Lizzie backed her up against the refrigerator.

Warmth suffused Jenny’s body as the sensations of that long ago evening filled her entire being. No longer aware of her surroundings, Jenny allowed the memory to replay as it had so many times before. 

Hungrily, Lizzie kissed her neck, then she playfully tugged on her earlobe with her teeth. Jenny’s body pulsated as Lizzie’s hips moved up against her thigh. “You know what the rain does to me,” Lizzie whispered in that voice that drove Jenny over the edge.

“How could I forget?” Jenny moaned in response. She could feel her body shaking with desire as Lizzie unbuttoned her blouse. Without hesitation, Lizzie unhooked her bra. Lizzie looked up lovingly as she cupped Jenny’s full breasts.

“I love it when you wear a bra that hooks in the front,” Lizzie said in a breathy tone.

“That’s why I wear them.” Jenny moaned as the palms of Lizzie’s hands brushed against her aching nipples.

Lizzie smiled up at her. There was no mistaking the look of desire in that smoky green haze. She leaned in and captured one of Jenny’s breasts in her mouth. Her tongue moved slowly at first as her other hand continued to play with her other breast. A gasp escaped from Jenny’s lips as Lizzie suckled her nipple eagerly.

Another clap of thunder jolted Jenny back to the reality of their situation. Lizzie wasn’t fazed as her hand drifted from Jenny’s breast and down her body. Lizzie quickly freed the button of Jenny’s blue jeans. 

“Wait...your parents,” Jenny protested as she captured her wandering hand.

Lizzie looked up at her with a mischievous grin. 

“Bingo night,” she said softly. “They won’t be back for hours.” Jenny could only smile as she released her hand. Lizzie sank to her knees and turned her attention to the zipper of Jenny’s Levi’s. Jenny inhaled deeply as she placed her hands on Lizzie’s shoulders. Lizzie slowly lowered the zipper. Jenny’s heart raced as Lizzie’s breath caressed her stomach. Lizzie tugged urgently on the wet denim until she had pulled it down to Jenny’s ankles. Lizzie slid her hands up Jenny’s calves and thighs, placing gentle kisses along the way. Having worked her way up Jenny’s long legs, Lizzie then lowered Jenny’s panties.

Jenny leaned against the refrigerator with her pants and underwear pooled around her ankles. Her wanting exposed to Lizzie.  She opened herself to her, sighing deeply as Lizzie took her into her mouth.

Far too caught up in the moment, they failed to hear the front door opening and closing. Jenny’s eyes fluttered shut as Lizzie feasted upon her. She reeled as her tongue entered her. Her heart pounded so loudly that she never heard the heavy footsteps of Lizzie’s mother approaching the kitchen. They did, however, hear her high-pitched scream. Jenny had never seen anyone that angry before in her life.

“Mary Elizabeth Frances Carrington! What in the name of God are you doing?” Jenny panicked as she saw the veins bulging in Mrs. Carrington’s neck.

Lizzie jumped to her feet, placing herself between her mother and Jenny. Jenny thought it was strange that Lizzie was protecting her as she quickly pulled up her pants and underwear. “Sinners!” Mrs. Carrington screamed as she struck Lizzie across the face. Jenny tried to move to stop her, but Lizzie continued to block her. Lizzie managed to hold her back as her mother continued to scream.

“Filthy whores.” Mrs. Carrington growled as she grabbed Lizzie by her long blonde hair and yanked her away from Jenny. She struck Lizzie soundly in the head before Jenny could stop her. The blow was so severe that Lizzie fell to the floor, bleeding.  Jenny rushed to Lizzie’s side and wrapped her frightened lover in her arms. Mrs. Carrington continued her assault as she kicked the fallen girl.

“You’re insane,” Jenny screamed as she tried to push the crazed woman away from Lizzie. “Stop it!” She shielded Lizzie’s body with her own.

Mrs. Carrington was like a rabid dog as she tried to beat both girls. Jenny kept screaming for her to stop as she tried to lift Lizzie to her feet. 

“Get out of my house,” Mrs. Carrington bellowed in a tone that frightened Jenny to her core. She tried desperately to pull Lizzie up. She had to get her out of there. Somehow, she had to get her to safety. “Get out! Get out!” Mrs. Carrington screamed as the veins in her neck bulged, looking as if they might burst at any moment. “Get out of this house, you filthy slut,” Mrs. Carrington continued as Jenny somehow managed to get Lizzie to her feet. The physical assault had ended, but Jenny knew that Mrs. Carrington was still volatile as she kept screaming for Jenny to leave. She and Lizzie were crying as Jenny held her tightly against her body.

“Go. I’ll take care of this,” Lizzie pleaded with her. 

“No,” Jenny   fumed. “Come with me.”

“I can fix this,” Lizzie insisted. “If you stay she’ll only get angrier. Please, Jenny, you have to leave.” Lizzie pushed her away. Jenny was confused by the pleading look Lizzie gave her. “It’ll be okay,” Lizzie promised.

At that moment, Jenny made the worst decision in her life she trusted Lizzie. She left her behind as Mrs. Carrington’s screams burned in her ears. Jenny was just about ready to run back when she heard Lizzie yelling back at her mother, “Shut up! I love her.” Somehow hearing Lizzie defend their love gave Jenny the confidence to trust that Lizzie knew what she was doing.

A clap of thunder stirred Jenny out of her painful memories. I never should have left you, Lizzie, Jenny thought bitterly at the memory of the last time she’d spoken to her first love. She had had enough for one day. Between the harsh memories and Wendy’s betrayal, she just wanted to go to bed and forget about everything. Jenny stumbled as she tried to stand. The rush of alcohol she’d consumed hit her hard.

“Hold on there,” Nuru said as she reached out to steady her. “Where do you think you’re going?”


“Tired,” Jenny muttered as the room began to spin.



That was Jenny’s last conscious thought before she woke up the next morning. What she was feeling was nothing short of sheer agony. If she could find the guy with the jackhammer who was pounding on her head, she was going to shoot the little bastard, then she would really hurt him. 

Her eyes opened slowly as the wave of nausea hit her. She couldn’t for the life of her understand where she was. The day before seeped slowly back to her. She grew even more confused when she failed to recognize the room she was in. All she knew for certain it wasn’t the hotel. 

She looked around the strange room as best she could without lifting her head. She did notice that she was lying on a futon. She peeked under the blankets that were covering her to discover that she was naked.

As she contemplated her surroundings, she wondered why her mouth felt like a wad of cotton. Her dry mouth and sick feeling in her stomach reminded her when things had gotten completely out of control.

“Damn red-headed sluts,” she grumbled as her head pounded.

“Most people say good morning,” a hauntingly familiar voice offered lightly.

Jenny lifted her head and was greeted by a sharp pain. She sat up, allowing the blanket to fall just below her breasts. She couldn’t believe what she was seeing. Or rather, who she was seeing. She was sitting in an oversized chair underneath a window. It was still raining outside. Somehow, that made the image of her seem more like one of Jenny’s dreams. She had her legs draped over an arm of the chair and a book in her lap. She was dressed in a pair of faded jeans and a sleeveless white shirt. She looked the same and yet different. Older and her hair was blonder. The long locks were gone, replaced by a short cut that fell neatly on her tanned neck.

Nevertheless, those blue-green eyes that always reminded Jenny of the ocean were still the same. Jenny blushed as she pulled the blanket up to cover her naked body. 

“Lizzie?” she stammered in disbelief.
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Chapter two
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The normally stoic Jenny felt like the walls of reality were crashing down around her. The woman watching her seemed to be amused by her strife. Jenny rubbed her aching temples. 

“Lizzie?” she repeated in disbelief. There was no mistaking those emerald eyes. Jenny just couldn’t clear her muddled mind enough to understand why she was sitting in front of her.

When rubbing her temple failed to bring her any relief she rubbed her eyes and blinked several times in hopes that the vision of her former lover would vanish. 

“Hello, Jenny,” Lizzie finally offered in a flat even tone.

“Oh, my God,” Jenny muttered in agony. 

“No, just on the payroll,” Lizzie quipped. Jenny growled as Lizzie shrugged. “How are you feeling?” Lizzie asked nonchalantly.

“Oh, just peachy.” Jenny moaned in agony. “Other than the feeling someone is tap dancing on my head, and I’m naked in a strange apartment. How did I get naked, by the way?” Jenny sputtered still trying to put the pieces together. When she failed to get an answer she stared at Lizzie.

“I helped you to bed,” Lizzie said evenly. 

Lizzie’s casual attitude was really starting to annoy the hung over Jenny. There was something else that was eating away at her; it was a familiar sensation pulsating through her body. 

“Kate brought you home,” Lizzie explained as if it were an everyday occurrence. “She said something about the place where you were staying not being fit for the rats living there. She grabbed your stuff. It’s over there.” Lizzie pointed to a corner of the tiny living room where Jenny’s few meager belongings were.

“And you’re here because?” Jenny choked out, fighting against the wave of nausea swelling up inside her.

“I’m visiting my sister,” she said flatly. Her nonchalant tone was nothing short of annoying.

Jenny was fighting with the physical and emotional hell that was suddenly thrust upon her. Kate entered the living room dressed in her uniform. 

“Lizzie?” Kate called out brightly. Lizzie put her book down, seemingly unaware that Kate was speaking to her. Her eyes flashed in sudden recognition.

“Sorry, I’m not used to being called that,” she apologized.

“Oh, yeah, what are you called these days?” Jenny grumbled from the futon. ‘Why do I care what she’s called? I just need to get out of here.’

Lizzie smiled at her, and Jenny’s heart skipped a beat. Jenny shifted uncomfortably as her childhood friend smiled at her with a sweet innocence. Jenny struggled to turn onto her side without losing any of the blankets. 

“Sister Rachel,” she finally said.


“I am so not calling you that,” Jenny said.



“It’s alive,” Kate shouted at Jenny. She covered her mouth quickly with her hand. Jenny knew she was fighting to stop the laughter from escaping. They both knew that Kate was intentionally torturing Jenny. Unable to withstand the pounding in her head, Jenny buried her head in her lap as she groaned once again.

Kate laughed boisterously, sending sharp pains throughout Jenny’s body. 

“Please stop,” Jenny begged. She felt the bile rising steadily. She lifted her head, which somehow opened the floodgates. She tried to stand, but her long legs refused to cooperate. 

“Oh, no,” Lizzie gasped. Out of the corner of her eye, Jenny saw Lizzie jump up and move quickly toward her. Before she knew what was happening, she was assisted to her feet and led into another room. Somewhere in the fog that had settled around her mind, she was aware that she was in a bathroom.

She heard the lid and seat being lifted with a loud clank. Then gently but rapidly, she was placed on her knees in front of the toilet. As she lost what little there was in her stomach, she felt Lizzie pull her hair back. She released the poison from her system while she silently vowed never to drink again.  She could feel Lizzie rubbing her back gently. Her breath caressed her ear. 

“Shh. It’s going to be all right,” Lizzie reassured her.

“I’ve heard that before,” Jenny spat out. She could feel Lizzie’s body tense behind her. Lizzie took a deep breath before she stood and ran some water in the sink. As Jenny leaned back, Lizzie offered her a cool damp washcloth.

She wiped her face, enjoying the feel of the cool cloth on her skin. Lizzie settled down behind her once again and wrapped a comforting arm around her. Jenny was too tired and emotionally spent to pull away. Jenny glanced down at the tanned muscular arm that held her steady. She ran her fingers along the simple gold band on Lizzie’s ring finger. 

“What’s this?” she asked absently.

“Bride of Christ,” Lizzie said simply. Jenny snatched her hand away as if it had been burned.

“You have got to be kidding me!” Jenny snapped as she tried to stand. For some unexplainable reason, the thought irritated Jenny. 

“Not yet,” Lizzie said softly as she held her in place. Jenny wanted to run. “You might get sick again,” Lizzie said. Jenny didn’t know if Lizzie had grown stronger over the years or if she was as helpless as she felt.

Jenny gave into the feeling of Lizzie holding her as her head pounded and her stomach churned. Her body was a mess and her mind muddled as she relaxed into the feel of Lizzie’s arms wrapped around her body. Neither of them spoke as Jenny’s eyes fluttered shut and Lizzie rubbed her back in a soothing manner.

“Did you ever tell Kate what happened?” Jenny finally managed to ask. Kate had pestered Jenny over the years to tell her what had happened that night. She couldn’t. Where would she begin? The part where she was seducing Kate’s kid sister or the part where Mama Carrington went postal?

“No,” Lizzie said flatly. “I...couldn’t.” Jenny wondered if Lizzie was now ashamed of the love they had once shared. “The only explanation I’ve offered to her was that I got caught.”

Jenny was filled with bitterness assuming that Lizzie had just answered the one question that had plagued her for years. They remained kneeling in the cramped bathroom. The awkward silence hanging around them became unbearable for Jenny to endure. 

“I need to get up,” she said gruffly. Lizzie’s hands moved to her hips. Jenny jerked away, wrapping the blanket around her more tightly. 

Lizzie stepped back without a word and allowed Jenny to walk out of the bathroom on her own. Jenny staggered as she made her way over to the corner where her clothes were piled. 

“And just what do you think you’re doing?” Kate demanded.

“I have to get ready for my shift,” Jenny mumbled as her legs trembled.


“I’ve already called you in,” Kate said.



Jenny turned to see Kate’s body tense as she glared at her. “You’re grounded,” Kate said firmly. Jenny opened her mouth to speak, then snapped it shut. Kate Carrington was not someone you wanted angry with you.


“Yes, ma’am,” Jenny said dutifully.



“Stop being such a bully, Kate,” Lizzie chastised as she entered the room. “But she is right, Jenny. You really should rest today.” 

Jenny looked at the two of them standing side by side. In many ways, the siblings were very similar, yet quite different. The hair and eyes were the same; the height was the first thing that set them apart. Kate stood about five-foot-seven while Lizzie was a good four inches shorter. Of course, Lizzie would insist that it was only two inches.

Despite the same powerful bodies, their personalities were as different as night and day. Kate was straightforward and no nonsense. Lizzie at least the Lizzie, Jenny remembered never thought things through and just seemed to bounce through life, somehow always managing to land on her feet. That was until that rainy night so long ago when their lives changed forever.

“I’m not being a bully,” Kate protested as she glared down at Lizzie. Lizzie snorted as she swatted Kate playfully. “Brat,” Kate retorted. “Look, I have to get going. Why don’t the two of you spend the day getting reacquainted? Jenny, I’ll leave you the keys to my truck just in case you feel well enough to get some belongings from your old place.”

“Sarge, I...umm,” Jenny stammered as the realization that her life with Wendy was over.

“I’m sorry,” Kate said softly. “I just assumed that you would end things with her.”

Jenny didn’t miss the surprised expression on Lizzie’s face. This wasn’t the way she’d wanted the two of them to meet again. She had hoped that they would both be happy and healthy. She never expected Lizzie to re-enter her life at its lowest point with her looking and feeling like something the cat dragged in from the rain. 

“I am,” Jenny said confidence she really didn’t feel.

“Then I suggest you go get what’s yours before Wendy changes the locks,” Kate said with conviction. “I don’t trust her.”

“Now there’s an understatement,” Jenny grumbled as she flopped down on the sofa.

“The truck is parked on the next block,” Kate said. “Lizzie can help you out. Just don’t let her drive.”


“Why not?” Lizzie whined.



“You don’t have a driver’s license,” Kate snapped. 

“And?” Lizzie teased as Kate growled.

“I have to go.” Kate hugged Lizzie. “Jenny, you’re welcome to crash here as long as you need to. And don’t let her drive,” she added sternly. “And you call Dad to let him know that you’re back in the country.”

“I need his number,” Lizzie said. “And I’ll call Mom, as well.”

“Screw Mom,” Kate spat out. “Dad’s number is in my address book on the dresser in my bedroom.”

“Kate, you really should try to make peace with Mom,” Lizzie offered in a compassionate tone.

Jenny’s mind was reeling. How could you defend that woman? She screamed internally.

“Maybe I would if I knew what really happened,” Kate argued. “I bet you know.” Kate turned to Jenny.

“I need to take a shower.” Jenny turned and made her way unsteadily back to the bathroom.


“Coward,” Kate called after her.



Jenny could hear the two women arguing even after she closed the bathroom door. Jenny tried to block out the sound as she turned on the water full blast. She stepped into the shower and allowed the water to encompass her. As the hot water caressed her body, Jenny allowed her mind to wander. Kate was right and wrong about what Jenny knew. Jenny knew that Lizzie had been sent away the day after Mrs. Carrington had caught them making love. It had taken her weeks to find out that small piece of information. She also knew deep in her heart that she should never have left without Lizzie that night.

Lizzie had asked her to leave with the reassurance that everything would be all right. In the end, nothing was ever the same. Lizzie was sent away a few days before the two of them were scheduled to begin their senior year of high school. Lizzie, as Jenny would discover in the lonely weeks that passed, had been unceremoniously shipped off to a convent school in Minnesota. She had to hand it to Mrs. Carrington; the woman certainly took care of things quickly.

Jenny’s first love had been ripped from her arms, yet the devastating event wasn’t what finally destroyed their love for each other. No, Jenny’s first heartbreak came later.

For weeks after their separation, all Jenny could do, when she wasn’t crying uncontrollably, was to mope around. Jenny couldn’t help herself; it was as if a part of her had died. She managed to find out the name of the school Lizzie had been sent to. She wrote to her every day. All her letters were returned unopened with the words “Return to Sender” stamped across them. She knew that it was the nuns who were keeping her heartfelt words from Lizzie. Perhaps that was why she still had a chip on her shoulder where the clergy was concerned.

Jenny kept writing in the desperate hope that Christian charity would kick in or just that somebody would get careless. It never happened. Jenny’s parents were at a loss as what to do with their desperately unhappy child. Since they were clueless as to why Jenny was so depressed, they tried everything to cheer her up. Finally, in an attempt to shake her out of her funk, they forced her to attend the school’s annual Halloween dance.

Jenny now understood the logic behind what they had done. But when she was seventeen, she was convinced that her parents were the meanest people on Earth. Her mother tried to explain that perhaps being around her friends would help her deal with her best friend moving away.

An added thorn in Jenny’s side was that her parents insisted that she attend the dance with Robby Ventnor. Robby had lived directly across the street from Jenny her entire life. Her parents thought he was a nice young man. Jenny thought he was an arrogant blockhead. Robby wasn’t a bad guy; he was just Robby. Eventually, the Jacobs’s wore down their stubborn daughter’s resistance, and she agreed to go.

All in all, attending the dance was a huge mistake. Jenny had bounced out of her depression to find herself completely miserable. It became clear that Robby viewed himself as her escort for the evening. To Jenny, Robby was nothing more than a friend with a car. For the life of her, she couldn’t fathom how he thought it was a date. He asked her to go, and she refused. Then when her parents insisted she attend the dance, she asked if she could catch a ride with him.

Jenny never understood the mind of a teenage boy. How did “Can I catch a ride with you” translate into “I like you”? Robby kept trying to get her to dance and to put his arm around her in a possessive manner. The last straw came when Robby asked if she would pose with him for a picture. Just as one of his jock friends snapped the picture, he planted a sloppy kiss on her lips.

Enraged and somewhat grossed out, Jenny stormed out of the high school gym. As she walked the three miles back to her house, she cursed Robby and herself. She was angry with herself for not seeing Robby’s attitude coming; he had been chasing her since puberty. Now Lizzie was no longer around to act as a well-needed buffer.

Robby stood about the same height as Jenny, and with his dark looks, he was certainly a catch. Jenny never found him interesting. He and Lizzie mixed like oil and water from the very beginning. Robby was constantly trying to push Lizzie out of the way to get closer to Jenny. Lizzie, to her credit, pushed right back.

As time passed, Jenny continued writing her unanswered letters to Lizzie. She lay awake at night, remembering each erotic encounter the two girls had shared during their all-too-brief courtship. When Lizzie failed to return home for Thanksgiving, Jenny felt herself sliding back into her depression. The only thing that kept her going was the knowledge that Lizzie would most certainly return for Christmas.

When Christmas came and went with no sign of Lizzie, Jenny was almost devastated. Somehow, she gathered enough courage to promise herself that she just needed to be patient and Lizzie would return to her. She would wait for Lizzie forever if need be. She didn’t really think they would be apart for an eternity, just until the summer came. Then once they were out of high school, they would be free to be together. Of course at seventeen, the time from December to June did seem like an eternity.

Valentine’s Day was a sharp knife through her already fragile heart. The doorbell rang, and Jenny was greeted by the delivery of a dozen roses. She assumed they were from Lizzie. When she found Robby’s name on the card, the pain overwhelmed her, and she threw the bouquet out the front door. Jenny rushed up the staircase to her bedroom and threw herself onto the bed, sobbing. She cried nonstop until it was time to return to school the following Monday. Her parents never asked about the flowers strewn across the front lawn.

The only bright spot during her dark days was that Jenny’s grades soared for the first time in her life. Her parents were more than pleased with her new academic success until she remarked,

“No big deal. There’s nothing to do but study.” The Jacobs’s’ concern grew, and they started pushing Jenny to go out and socialize. She refused.

By the time spring had arrived in the town of Haven, Jenny hadn’t seen Lizzie in almost nine months. She couldn’t endure the hell any longer. She saved her money and concocted what she considered to be the perfect plan that would finally reunite her with Lizzie. She told her parents that she was going on the class trip to the White Mountains. She even went so far as to have them sign a permission slip for the trip.

Her parents were ecstatic and happily signed the form, thankful that their brooding child was finally excited about something. They even gave her money for the trip. On the day her classmates were on a bus heading north, Jenny drove to Logan Airport. With the money her parents gave her and a large withdrawal she made from her college fund she bought a plane ticket. She took the first flight out of Boston. She flew to St. Louis first. To this day, she didn’t understand why she needed to fly past her destination to get to where she was going. She endured a short stopover in Chicago. The roundabout journey only added to her excitement and nervousness.

Finally, she arrived in the Twin Cities. From there, she had to take a cab to the train station. It was an arduous journey that drained her energy and savings. But she was bolstered by the knowledge that at the end of the road, Lizzie would be waiting for her Lizzie with her strawberry blonde hair and emerald eyes that twinkled with tiny flecks of blue when she was excited about something. The thought of her was the only thing that kept Jenny going. Lizzie was worth the risk and the challenge. To Jenny, Lizzie was worth sacrificing everything.

While she rode on the train to Fairbanks, she couldn’t help but smile at how proud Lizzie would be. At the Fairbanks station, she took yet another taxi since she had no idea how far the school was. She still recalled how the driver kept reassuring her that he would get her to St. Matthews before curfew.

Once Jenny arrived at the campus with the twenty-foot stone wall, she impressed herself with her detective skills. She found a far-too-perky nun and explained that she was Mary Catherine Carrington, Lizzie’s sister, and 

explained that she was Mary Catherine Carrington, Lizzie’s sister, and that she wanted to surprise her. She used Kate’s name just to be on the safe side. The nun instructed Jenny on how to find Lizzie’s dormitory.

Jenny waited outside the dorm, hiding in the shadows until she could slip in with a large group of girls. She scrunched down so not to be noticed by the nun sitting at the front desk. Between her height and lack of school uniform, she stood out. Fortunately, the nun seemed to be close to a century in age and failed to notice her. Jenny roamed from floor to floor, searching for Lizzie’s name on one of the doors. Finally, she found it.

She stood there for a moment and ran her fingers across the nameplate, Mary Elizabeth Carrington. Jenny’s fingertips tingled from touching her name. Unable to hold her excitement in any longer, she threw open the door. Nothing could have prepared her for what she discovered on the other side.

Both of them were naked as they sprung up from the bed. The faceless redhead who still haunted Jenny’s dreams wrapped her arm around Lizzie. How dare she touch my Lizzie? Her mind screamed as Lizzie just stared at her blankly. Jenny still didn’t know if it was shock or guilt she saw in Lizzie’s eyes. 

“Beth, do you know her?” the redhead asked in a jealous tone.

Jenny felt her heart shatter, and once again, something deep inside of her died.  She clenched her jaw defiantly before spinning around. She stormed back down the hallway, leaving the door open in her wake. Somewhere behind her, she heard the door slamming.

“Don’t look back,” she told herself repeatedly as she walked out into the cool night air to face the long trek back to the train station.

When Jenny returned to Massachusetts, her parents were livid. With all the transfers, she arrived home a day late. The Jacobs’s were normally kind, tolerant parents. Yet discovering that their only child had hopped a plane for the Midwest instead spending time with her classmates broke down their normally calm demeanor. Jenny was grounded for the rest of her natural life.

Of course, she was sprung from her exile in time to attend the prom. Jenny already existed in a self-imposed exile. Being kept locked in the house seemed pointless. Even Jenny had to admit that she needed to return to the land of the living. Her parents granted their permission for Jenny to attend the prom if she promised not to leave the state. To this day, Jenny still smiled at her father’s lighthearted consent. Jenny attended the prom with Robby.

Much to her surprise, Jenny enjoyed the event and seeing all her classmates dressed up. For the first time in a very long time, she didn’t feel like an outsider. Perhaps that was why she dated Robby for the rest of the summer. She even slept with him in a vain attempt to return to the straight and narrow. The effort failed to expel her demons. For her, there seemed to be no cure. So when it came time for college, she ended the relationship.
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