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Out back on a warm spring day, under her umbrella by her moderately sized in-ground pool, Jill sips a refreshing lemonade and vodka, the condensation dripping onto her breast in her white and yellow striped bikini. As a mother of two she was suspiciously in shape, though she had the slight belly chub, thick thighs, and ample overly inflated breasts of a mother who nursed multiple children might have, complete with her jet black straight hair braided neatly down to the mid-section of her back, with her lightly-tanned olive complexion that made her look far more southern European than she actually was as a typical Austrian-American woman.

Her day had been mostly uneventful, save for her son asking to borrow her car. Jared, her husband, kissed her and left her some money for dinner if he didn’t get home in time. Lastly, her daughter was away at college. She was on the cusp of being alone again with nothing but time on her hands, fenced in her backyard with nothing but her alcohol, pool, and thoughts to eat away at her.

Finishing her lemonade and vodka, she went back inside to grab another, while also grabbing one of her unread books to help pass the time. Looking at the clock in the kitchen she shook her head in disappointment, “3 o clock, still?”

Plopping back in her sun lounger, she opened to the first page of ‘Diamond Rattler Cowboy’. She sank into the narrative quickly; at first dully looking over the pages but then growing in anticipation as she realized that she had grabbed this by accident. When going to the grocery store for her weekly shopping, in the book and magazine section she grabs a few pulpy drama’s and mysteries for some daily reading, though by accident, or subconscious exploration, she happened to have grabbed a harlequin romance novel along with her usual haul.

Pouring over the pages Jill is transfixed on the visual imagery and the intensity of the romance. She thinks about the last time her husband had taken off on valentines, given her a full-body massage, or teased her while not in the bedroom and her mind was beginning to blank. 
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