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By Giselle Renarde

“Please just leave me alone,” Irene mumbled.  She’d avoided eye contact, but the short guy in the pinstriped pants and fedora was making his way over.  “Oh, perfect.”

“I like your dress,” the boy said with a tip of his hat.  “Very rockabilly, the red with the polka-dots.  Looks great on you.”

Irene’s heart pounded with the compliment, and when she finally met the boy’s delicate gaze she laughed.  He wasn’t a boy at all.  Wait, was he?  Irene followed the dark line of suspenders down a crisp white shirtfront.  No, there were definitely breasts underneath.  Her stalker was just another lonely girl.

“Well, thanks.”  Irene brushed imaginary wrinkles from her skirt.  The crinolines made it poufy, but she liked that.  “My sister said I was gonna look like Minnie Mouse in this thing.”

“More like Bettie Page,” said the girl in the fedora.

That made Irene laugh again.  “I’m a little too fat to be a pin-up model.”

The girl smirked but she didn’t argue.  “Hey, so I’m Vanessa.  I’m Maggie’s cousin.”

“Nice to meet you.  I’m Irene.  Maggie and I work together.”

They both nodded, and Vanessa rolled up her shirtsleeves.  She had tattoos all up her forearms, but Irene always thought it was rude to ask people the stories behind their ink.  Some things were personal.

“You want another drink?” Vanessa asked.  “I sure do.”

When Irene asked for a pina colada, Vanessa stumbled toward the bar.  The last thing that girl needed was another drink, but who was she to judge?  Alcohol played a huge role in Irene’s weekend plans.  No way she’d ever work up the courage to hit on Brian unless she was buzzed, and he probably wouldn’t take the bait unless he was completely plastered.

Where the hell was Brian, anyway?  He said he would come to the Boathouse, as this building was called, when he’d finished doing his hair, but that was twenty minutes ago.  It made her anxious when she didn’t have him in her sights.  He was so damnably handsome.  Part of this weekend’s scheme was to keep other women’s paws off his delectable body.  She wanted it all to herself.

“Here you go, doll.”  Vanessa swept in out of nowhere to hand Irene her slushy drink.

“Oh, thanks.”  It suddenly occurred to Irene that this girl might be hitting on her, and the thought burned a hole in her chest.  Maybe she should say something, to clarify.  “I’m just waiting for someone, for Brian, this guy I like.”

Irene’s throat just about closed up once she’d said the words, and she took a swift sip of pina colada to cool the sizzle.  She’d never told anybody except her sister that she liked Brian.  Who could she tell?  Most of her friends were co-workers, and they would squeal to Brian in a heartbeat.  God, she’d be so embarrassed.  Sometimes she wondered if they could tell she liked him by the way her body went all unsteady when he was around, but no one had ever said anything.

“So you work with my cousin, eh?  What’s that like?”  Vanessa’s body seemed a little more rigid than it had been before.  She sipped on some kind of manly drink, like whisky or scotch.  Irene wasn’t a connoisseur of liqueurs.

“Good.”  Irene couldn’t really think of anything more to say that wouldn’t bore someone outside the office.  “Brian works with us too—the guy I like.  He’s in accounting, but he isn’t boring.  People always think accountants are boring, but he’s not.  He snowboards.”

When Vanessa didn’t respond, Irene followed the girl’s focused stare and realized it was fixed on Maggie.  The bride to be was doing the rounds with what’s-his-name, Ed, and she looked just dazzling.

Irene had always been jealous of Maggie, with that honey-blond hair in neat curls, the big boobs and tiny waist.  She was like a human Barbie doll.  Thank god she’d never been interested in Brian, or Irene wouldn’t have stood a chance.

“You and my cousin must be close, I guess.”  Vanessa took another sip of amber liquid and made a face.  “The hotel and resort fees are a lot of money to spend just to come to a co-worker’s wedding.”

“Well, yeah.”  Irene could feel a blush coming on.  “But I’m sharing a room with Brian, the guy I like.  Two beds, but... you know, I’m hoping...”

Vanessa’s expression changed, and she smiled like she hadn’t heard anything up until now.  Leaning against the railing overlooking the dark lake, she turned her focus to Irene, and this time the attention felt nice.  Too often, Irene was the invisible woman.

“You’re trying to get this guy in the sac, eh?”  Vanessa grinned, then shook her head as she looked down into her drink.  “That’s a good feeling, keeps you alive sometimes.  So where is this dude?  Point him out to me.”

“I don’t know.  There are so many people here.”  Irene scanned the boathouse, but everywhere she looked felt like an information overload.  There were so many faces she didn’t recognize.  “Aside from Pippa—she’s one of the bridesmaids—Brian and I were pretty much the only ones from the office who came out for the weekend.  A few others will drive up just for the ceremony on Sunday, but you’re right, this resort is expensive.  I had to talk Brian into coming.  I still can’t believe it worked.”

“Well, good luck getting him into bed.  I don’t know how any guy could resist you.”  Vanessa paused a second then looked at her glass.  “Fuck, I need another drink.”

Irene wanted to clarify that it wasn’t just about sex, but Vanessa had already shuffled toward the bar.  With a sigh, Irene settled back against the railing and did another scan of the Boathouse.  The room wasn’t huge.  If Brian were in here, she’d be able to find him.  Maybe she was just looking from the wrong angle.

Shifting away from the railing, Irene walked the planks.  The wooden flooring and walls in this room had the same convincing faux-rustic appeal as their hotel room, and if she had her choice she knew where she’d rather be right now: alone with Brian, rolling around on one of their two queen-size beds.

Where was he?

Nobody but Maggie and Pippa—and now that girl Vanessa—knew who she was, so nobody stopped to chat.  That was just as well, as it let Irene focus all her energy on skulking around the crowded Boathouse bar in search of Brian.

And then she saw him.

Irene’s throat closed up.  She pressed her cold drink to her blazing heart both to cool her chest and keep the glass from slipping out of her hand.  Brian was kissing another woman...

How dare he?  How dare he?

Who was this floozy Brian had his arms around?  Whose thick, dark hair cascaded across his shoulders?  Whose hands squeezed his butt cheeks?  This wasn’t fair!  They’d come all this way together, a long blissful drive up granite-lined highways, talking about anything and everything, really getting to know one another.

And then he runs off and starts making out with some random slut?

How dare he?

Irene bolted from the Boathouse to the resort hotel, racing up the stairs when the elevator took more than three seconds to find her.  It wasn’t until she was secured within the swaddling warmth of her room that she noticed she still had her pina colada in hand.  Oh well, good thing.  Saved her raiding the mini-bar.  This god-forsaken trip was already dipping into enough of her savings without the added cost of hotel alcohol.

There were two chairs by the window looking out on the lake, and Irene fell into one of them.  She could see the Boathouse from here, and sipped on her cold drink while she watched the smokers hanging around outside.

She kept the lights off, the windows closed, but that didn’t stop the muted sounds of chit-chat and laughter from filtering in.  Across the lake she heard a splash, and she looked in that direction.  A group of skinny-dippers, maybe?  It was too dark to know for sure.

“How dare you?” Irene asked Brian, though she was staring at her own reflection in the black window.  “There’s a spark between us.  Can’t you feel it?”

It was stupid to talk to him when he wasn’t there, but she never could say the words when he was in the room.  Why was it so easy for other people and so hard for her?

The door opened, and Irene spun around in the chair, stiff as a board.  A blast of light from the hallway cast two figures in shadow as they stumbled into the room, hanging off each other from the looks of it.  Kissing.

When the door slammed shut, the room fell again into darkness and the figures tumbled into the bed closest to the door—Brian’s bed.  He growled the words, “I’m gonna wreck you, bitch.”

How could Brian say a thing like that?  Irene wanted to cry, but she couldn’t move.  She couldn’t breathe. Suddenly she felt sorry for the woman she’d held in such contempt earlier.  Wait, was this the same woman?

Whoever she was, she didn’t seem to need Irene’s pity.  “Yes, wreck me,” she panted while Brian sucked her neck.  “I want your cock in my cunt, pretty boy.”

Irene covered her mouth with both hands.  The moonlight must have gotten brighter, or maybe her eyes had just grown accustomed to the low light, because she could see them now.  She could see them well.  The woman was beautiful, Spanish-looking with that dark hair and golden skin.  Her dress was already half off and Brian had worked his way down to her bare tits.  Was she really not wearing a bra?  What a total fucking whore!  Why would Brian do this?

“You gonna suck my fucking tits, pretty boy?”  The crass bitch had rolled on top of him now, and she rammed her breasts against Brian’s face.  “Yes, they taste good, don’t they?”

“Mmm-hmm!”  Brian sounded like he was suffocating under there.

“Your cock better be fucking huge,” the bitch grunted as she writhed against his smaller frame.  “Because I want you to destroy me.  I want this to make me sore all weekend.”

Shock melted into sorrow, and before Irene could catch herself, she let out a bloodcurdling scream that sounded like, “Stop!”

The woman looked up first, Brian next, and sheer humiliation took Irene by the intestines, twisting them in knots.  Tears like lava stained her cheeks, tumbling quickly down her neck and soaking her red dress.

“No,” Irene whimpered.  Her head felt like a helium-filled bowling ball.  She wanted to let it fall, but it wouldn’t.  “No, please.”  Each word sprang from her chest like a sobbing hiccup.  “Please stop.”

“Irene?  Sorry, kiddo, I thought you were at the party.”  Brian did about the worst thing possible and snapped on the bedside lamp.  “Oh... you’re crying,” he said, like that wasn’t already obvious.  “This is Denitsa.  We were just...”

“Yeah, obviously,” Irene snapped.  God, she’d never felt so angry in her life.  Every muscle in her back and shoulders had tensed beyond recognition.  Her hands formed fists and her arms started shaking.  “How dare you?  How dare you, Brian?  How could you be so stupid?”

Everything was a blur, but Irene distinctly saw Brian look up at Denitsa like he didn’t know what the problem was.  Why did she love
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