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SHE HAD LEFT THE WINDOW open overnight, hoping to catch a cool breeze, but the same hot, humid air had poured into her bedroom all night and she awoke to the annoying chirp of birds outside well before five o’clock. Jen stumbled to the window to close it and fell back into bed, but she only half-slept until it was time to get up hours later.

When she finally forced herself to sit up, she felt as if she hadn’t slept at all. She sat there blinking in the sunlight that was streaming into her room; with a quick glance out the window she could see that it was another beautiful summer day outside. It was like Mother Nature was teasing her now, surrounding her with warmth and light when she felt full of a frigid darkness.

Jen took a deep breath and slowly exhaled, as if that would cleanse her spirit. The best she could hope for was to feel nothing inside, to try yet again to convince herself that everything was fine, when she knew that everything was pretty goddamn far from fine.

God, I look like shit, she thought when she’d made her way to the bathroom and caught a glimpse of herself in the mirror. It would have been convenient to blame the fluorescent bulb, or the heat they’d been having lately, or anything else, but the truth was simpler, as well as inescapable. Ever since Rob had left her—how many days has it been? Eight? Nine? I can’t remember—she had been sinking lower and lower, like a deflating balloon collapsing upon itself.

She washed her face and stared at her reflection while water drops skidded down her cheeks. What the fuck was I thinking? It had to have been the thousandth time she’d asked herself that in the last week. Her eyes narrowed unconsciously, as if she were being judged by her own image. I wasn’t thinking at all. If I had found out that Rob had been screwing around on me, I would have been crushed too. I guess it seemed different because I was just fooling around with Cassie. Her mind flew back to that night in Cassie’s room, when Rob had stepped out of the closet after watching Cassie and Jen going at it. He had had such a...broken look on his face. The memory was like a serrated blade in her gut, and her eyes stung as another pair of tears welled up. It was painful to admit, but she was entirely to blame. Well, almost entirely. Goddamn Cassie. None of this would have happened if it weren’t for her.

It was the one small refuge Jen had found in the entire situation. If Cassie hadn’t come on to her in the first place—if Cassie hadn’t ignited an overwhelming lust within Jen—then everything would be fine right now. The morning would really be as beautiful as it appeared, and perhaps her only plan for the day would be to go see Rob at the coffee shop and hang out until his shift was finished. Then perhaps they’d head out to the lake and go hiking, or maybe go to the movies, or anything else that seemed fun at the time. It really wouldn’t matter. They could have fun doing anything. That’s how it would be if things were different, she thought. Which they aren’t.

As it happened, her only plan for the day really was to go to the coffee shop, though she seriously doubted that she’d find Rob there. Ever since that night, he had made himself remarkably hard to find. Jen had spent days trying to find him and had come up empty at every turn: he had evidently instructed his family to stonewall her. Even his mom, who Jen had already come to think of as her mother-in-law, gave her a cold shoulder and colder stare when Jen had gone to the house. His friends had also refused to speak to her, and Rob had apparently even reached out to some of Jen’s friends to enlist their support. There was no other reason she could think of for the sudden chill that had spread through her entire social network. Still, there was one last chance; she hadn’t yet gone to Rob’s work and there was a chance that somebody there might help her out. It was a forlorn hope, but it was her only one.

~ ~ ~
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“IS ROB WORKING TODAY?”

“Uh, no,” the girl said. “I think he’s taking some time off, in fact. Can I get you anything?”

Jen felt her last hope crumble inside. For all I know he’s not even in town anymore. It could be a hell of a long time before I see him again. Or never. “No, nothing, thanks,” she mumbled, then turned to go.

“I could check the schedule for you,” the girl called after her. Jen turned and stared at her, widening her eyes perhaps more than she intended, but it was the first help anybody had offered her since the whole thing had begun.

“Seriously?”

“Why not?” the girl asked. She was thin and pretty, with a hippie-artist fashion sense that made her look entirely at home in the cafe. Jen didn’t recognize her.

“That would be fantastic. I haven’t seen him in a long while.”

“No problem. Hang on a second.” The barista stepped behind the wall of shelves that displayed the bottles of coffee flavoring, Italian sodas for sale, bins of loose tea and jars of biscotti. Rob had once given her a tour of the cafe, such as it was, and Jen knew that behind the wall was the small office.

She heard the click of the door opening, then the low murmur of voices. There was a creak, like the noise a chair would make when somebody was getting up.

“Who wants to know?”

Jen felt a chill. She recognized the voice of the cafe manager; it was the same woman who had hired Rob and seemed to think of him as a surrogate son.

“I don’t know,” the barista said. “Some girl.”

Jen stared at the wall in front of her. Rob had told her that there was a hidden peephole there, so that the manager could look out into the shop without being observed, but she didn’t know where it was. She let her chin drop lower, as if she were studying the menu displayed under the thick glass of the countertop.

There was the click of the office door closing, followed by muffled voices. Behind Jen, the bell above the front door rang, and she turned to see a middle-aged woman enter the cafe, a laptop in one hand and a tiny poodle in the other.

In a moment the barista came out. Her cheeks were flushed and her smile had been put away. “I’m going to have to ask you to leave,” she said.

Jen felt her own face redden. “Look, I don’t know what your manager said, but—”

“Either you leave, or we’re calling the cops,” the girl said. “You’re not welcome here.”

Behind her, there was a high-pitched yelp from the poodle, as if in agreement.

Jen opened her mouth as if to say something, but then thought better of it. There was no point trying to push the issue; she simply turned and walked out, trying to ignore the stares of the barista, the lady and the dog.

She was shaking when she got to her car, though it would have been impossible to say whether from anger, embarrassment or a combination of the two. She started the engine, cranked up the A/C and closed her eyes. The cool air flowed around her like water around a stone on a stream bed, and she tried to imagine herself just like that. Cool. Sturdy. Impervious to humiliation.

When she opened her eyes, all four of them—the cafe staff, the customer and her little dog too—were gathered at the window, staring at Jen and chattering away like vultures squawking over an injured bunny. She put the car in drive and slowly rolled away, making sure that they all saw her middle finger prominently displayed as she passed.

Jen drove aimlessly for a while, sinking into that autopilot mode when you can go for miles and miles and not remember a yard of the journey, when you simply have to assume that you stopped for red lights and stayed in your lane. There was nowhere she felt like going, and although she didn’t especially want to be home either, that’s eventually where she ended up.

She was struck by a sudden memory as she stepped out of the car and glanced over to Cassie’s house. The sky was the same shade of deep blue it had been that day when she’d gone over to lay out with Cassie—the day that Cassie had come on to her, forcing herself on Jen and igniting a fire that burned to this day. She hurried into the house, as if she could escape her feelings by hiding inside, but she already knew that it would be futile.

Jen hated what had happened. She hated how she had made Rob feel. But perhaps more than anything else, she hated how after everything that had happened, she was still so turned on by the thought of Cassie’s face buried between her legs. Of Cassie’s stiff nipples poking between her lips. Of Cassie’s pussy smearing her mouth with juice. As the afternoon turned into evening, it became harder to ignore her own loneliness, to ignore the memories of what she had enjoyed so recently. Jen tried to push the thoughts out of her mind, just like every night, and just like every night, they forced their way back in. She fought hard, trying to distract herself with TV, with music, with anything, but it was useless. She had again surrendered by the time she tumbled into bed; it wasn’t more than a minute before her hand had slipped down across her flat stomach, under the waistband of her pajama pants, and was softly sliding back and forth between her legs.

Her body awoke quickly at her touch. In only a moment she felt herself grow wet between the legs, and her fingers began to slide more easily across the slickened flesh. Her heart began to pound in her chest. Not for the first time, she felt torn by the thoughts and memories that roiled within her; sometimes they made her feel so bad...but sometimes they felt so good.

Jen let one finger slip deep inside her, burrowing deep for a moment before sliding back up to circle her clit. She was breathing quickly now and she could see that her nipples had stiffened beneath her t-shirt. It was hard to believe that only a few weeks ago she had rarely masturbated, when now it had become a nightly ritual to quiet the storm that was constantly raging inside her. Ever since Cassie had cracked open the lid on Jen’s lust, her passions had flown loose like uncaged birds, and it was impossible to recapture them now.

Even now, sinking beneath the waves of pleasure that were washing through her, she couldn’t restrain her fantasies. It wasn’t enough to simply lie back and enjoy the sensations of her fingers trailing up and down her slit. She couldn’t concentrate on just the raw feelings, on the pleasure that was flowing within her. She could only think of how much better it would feel if, instead of her own fingers, they were Cassie’s. Or Cassie’s tongue. Or Rob’s cock. Oh god.

The last shred of control whipped away as she sped her hand more quickly, easily slipping up and down her slit while her mind was flooded with memories. She could still remember the day Cassie had come on to her, pinning her down and shoving aside her top to roughly suck on her breasts; Jen’s nipples had firmed up between the other girl’s lips almost instantly and she’d gone wet between the legs as her body had betrayed her.

It had been just the beginning. Jen’s fingers sank lower, sliding in between the folds of wet flesh, and she felt her breath grow shallow as she remembered the past few weeks. A tingle ran through her as she thought about the way Rob’s cock had trembled in her mouth the first time she gave him a blowjob. The way Cassie had made Jen come harder—and more often—than she could have imagined possible. The taste of Rob’s cum as it had pooled on her tongue before sliding down her throat. The feel of Cassie’s fingers, digging into her.

Jen let her hand mimic Cassie’s as she slipped her two middle fingers inside, driving them deep as she pressed her palm against her clit. She let a shaky breath out between clenched teeth and groped her breasts with her free hand. Her nipples were like berries now, firm and ripe for tasting. Cassie used to love having those in her mouth. And so did Rob.

Finally she felt the wave coming. Jen slowed her hand, trying to stretch the pleasure, but it was like a true force of nature, unstoppable and overwhelming. The orgasm was like a tsunami, washing through her, cleansing her of worry and fear, wiping it all away if only for a moment.
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