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ONE/TWO —MARIT AND
AINSLEY

 


September 19, 2002 – West
Hollywood

 


Most nights the Chain Gang Club catered to the
gay male community but on Thursdays it became Ginger’s, giving the
ladies a place of their own. Ainsley Harris sat with two UCLA Law
classmates, wearing a clingy black shift, her chestnut hair in a
high ponytail.

As they drank and talked, a striking
woman entered the club, pausing just inside the doorway, taking in
the scene. Her expensive heels accented shapely calves, as her
snug, red dress accentuated the rest of her sleek body. Her skin
was flawless and she wore little makeup or jewelry. Her hair, black
and smooth as silk, was cut straight across at her shoulder blades,
contrasted by severely short bangs.

“Meet Jenny the
8th,”
the lone blonde at the table said.

“Jenny the
8th?”
Ainsley asked.

“Real name’s Jennifer York. Rich as
Croesus and a little, well, out there. Parents died in a car crash
when she was in high school.”

“She’s gorgeous, but why
Jenny the 8th?”

“Supposedly her great-grandmother was
a Cherokee, making her one-eighth Native American,” the third
woman, pale with a pixie cut, said.

“I heard she was the eighth American
to get married in the Netherlands when they made same-sex marriage
legal,” the blonde added. “And she was eighth in her graduating
class.”

“I get it, so the eight thing just
stuck. But she’s married?”

“Supposedly they split, but who
knows?” pixie replied.

“And she’s really young.”

“Nineteen, going on 30.”

Jenny turned toward them and a
spotlight caught her face.

“Holy shit, there’s a tattoo on the
side of her neck!”

“Don’t panic, Ains,” pixie said, “it’s
not, like, a gang thing, just two female symbols entwined. She’s
got more tats, though.”

Ainsley slipped off her chair and
smoothed her dress.

“Excuse me, ladies,” she said, walking
off toward Jenny York.

 


September 21, 2002 –
Westwood Village

 


Jenny, lying on her side, gazed at a
still-sleeping Ainsley, then began toying with her nipples. Ainsley
opened her eyes and pushed Jenny’s hand away

“We’ve barely eaten and haven’t slept
more than a few hours and I’ve got to pee. And shower. Then I want
breakfast, and to talk.”

“Talk, like sleep, can be highly
overrated.”

“I’ll take my chances. Want to shower
with me or not?”

Showered and dressed in Jenny’s
tee-shirts, they cooked eggs and bacon, made coffee and took
breakfast out to the balcony of Jenny’s condo. Ainsley dug in
immediately.

“I’m famished, as you can probably
tell. Now, tell me something about yourself. Anything.”

“We’re really going to do
this?”

Ainsley nodded and Jenny
sighed.

“I was born in Del Mar—"

“Of course, you’re rich and
beautiful.”

“But we moved to Newport Beach when I
started high school.”

“The girls there aren’t ugly or poor,
either. Is high school when you came out?”

Jenny sipped her coffee.

“One afternoon I was in bed with the
lovely Marit Peeters when my mother opened the door,. We were on
top of the covers and Marit was going down on me.”

“Shit. What did your mom
do?”

“Screamed.”

“And what did you do?”

“I came, for the first time, actually,
age 15. “

“Probably not what mom was
expecting.”

“Or me. I’d been with a guy and nada.
It clarified things for me. Anyway, Marit was an exchange
student.”

“Until your mom saw you in bed
together.”

“The next day she found Marit another
family to stay with.”

“Was Marit the girl you
married?”

“You heard about that?”

“Thursday night.”

“Yes, she was, but that was much
later.”

“Explain, please.”

Jenny ate some bacon.

“It was July 2001. I’d just turned 18,
not long after my parents died—“

“I heard about that, too. I’m so
sorry.”

“A story for another time. Anyway, I
needed to get away. I had money and I had time so off to Europe I
went.

“And you looked her up while you were
over there?”

“Uh-huh, and we kinda picked up where
we left off. Holland had legalized same-sex marriage, a first I
think, and it seemed so fucking cool, so we did it. Then we
traveling around and when we came back here, I started at UCLA, she
applied for admission and things were great. For about three
months.”

“You started wondering what you got
yourself into?”

“Actually, I figured out that good sex
only takes a relationship so far.”

“So, what happened? She’s not here
now, right?”

“No, she’s definitely not here. We
assumed she could stay because we were married but we didn’t stop
to think that no one here recognized our marriage.”

“So, no green card for Marit. Couldn’t
you fight it?”

“The lawyer said it would be
expensive, time consuming and we’d still lose. I wrote her a big
check, made her promise to get the marriage nixed over there and we
had tearful goodbyes at LAX. Now, let’s go somewhere and have fun
this afternoon.”

Jenny provided more clothes and drove
them to the airport in Burbank, where they boarded a
helicopter.

“You really must be rich as
Croesus.”

After a 30-minute flight to Catalina
Island, they took a taxi into town and joined the tourists on
Crescent Avenue.

“I’ve never been to Catalina before,
“Ainsley said.

“When I was a kid, my dad would take
me on our boat and go scuba diving. Afterwards we’d have hot dogs
at this crappy little dive bar. I always had fun here.”

“Is the bar still here?”

They found it, much as Jenny
remembered and ordered rum and Cokes.

After nine months of schoolwork and
sex, neither had tired of the other and on June 12, 2003, days
after Ontario legalized same-sex marriage, Jenny and Ainsley walked
out of the Toronto Four Seasons Hotel wearing matching white silk
pants, high-collared white lace blouses and white patent leather
sandals. A waiting limo drove them to City Hall.

An hour later, married, they were
driven to Pearson International Airport, from which they flew to
London, using the city as a base for trips into the surrounding
countryside, not returning to California until the start of the
UCLA fall semester.

 


December 12, 2003 -
Malibu

 


After her last class of the day, Jenny
drove to Michael Roark’s office in Century City. Roark had been her
father’s lawyer and executor of her parents’ will, which left
everything to Jenny. Even after paying estate taxes, it still
amounted to over $50 million. Life had been going smoothly and
Jenny wondered why he had insisted on an in-person
meeting.

“Sorry for the cryptic message,” Roark
said as she entered his office, “but this needed to be discussed in
person. Jenny, the woman you married in Canada a few months back
came to see me yesterday.”

“Ainsley came here?”

“She did. As it turns out, I should’ve
pushed you harder to sign a pre-nup. She wanted to explore options
for taking over control of your finances, based, she said, on your
age, inexperience and immaturity.”

“What?”

“I gather you weren’t aware she had
been thinking along those lines.”

“Hell no! So, what, exactly, did you
tell her?”

“Only that it was entirely
inappropriate for me to discuss it with her.”

“What was her reaction?”

“She told me that if I wouldn’t
discuss it with her, she would find another attorney.”

Jenny folded her arms tightly across
her chest.

“What really pisses me off s that I
love her and I’ve been very generous but, frankly, her spending’s
been getting a little out of hand lately. Do I have anything to
worry about, legally?”

“You didn’t register a domestic
partnership in California, did you?”

“No, we didn’t.”

“That’s a good thing.”

“Meaning I don’t have anything to
worry about?”

“Not under current California law but
who knows what might happen in the future.”

“I’m not sure there’s going to be much
of a future.”

Traffic heading out to Malibu was
heavy, giving Jenny time to calm down and think. But her anger
flared up again when she pulled into their garage and saw a new
Porsche Boxster, rather than Ainsley’s seven-year-old
Toyota.

“You fucking bitch.”

When she got inside, she could see
Ainsley reclined on a chaise beside the pool, reading a law book.
Jenny dropped her backpack on the floor, walked outside and sat
down on the edge of the chaise.

“I see you went for the yellow
one.”

“Porsche calls it racing yellow. Cool,
right?”

“I wish you had waited but there it
is, so how about a drive to celebrate? I suggest Vegas. Right
distance and, there are things you can only do in Vegas,
right?”

“You mean go to Vegas, like,
now?”

“It’s Friday, why not?”

Ainsley closed her book.

“Sure, why not.”

A bottle of Dom Perignon and two
crystal flutes awaited them when they entered their penthouse suite
at the Bellagio five hours later. Ainsley pointed at the door to
the suite’s small balcony and carried the bottle and glasses
outside. They drank the whole bottle, the changed and walked,
giggling, to the Picasso restaurant on the lower level.

Back in the suite after dinner,
slightly wobbly from more wine, they went out on the balcony and
looked down at the lights of the Strip.

“Sleep,” Ainsley soon said.

“Sex,” Jenny countered.

She was rougher than usual and when
she finally let it end, Ainsley was left gasping. She soon fell
asleep but Jenny forced herself to stay awake. Ainsley got out of
bed at 4:00 to go to the bathroom. Then she heard Ainsley go to the
living room and smiled when she heard the balcony door
open.

Jenny slipped out of bed and tiptoed
to the open balcony door. Ainsley was leaning against the balcony
railing, gazing at the sky. Jenny crouched down and when she was as
near to Ainsley as she dared, grabbed her ankles and stood up,
forcing as much power into her legs as she could.

As Ainsley rose, Jenny released her
grip and Ainsley tumbled off the balcony.

She did not scream and the silence was
shattered only by the frightful sound of Ainsley’s body crashing
down on a car.

Jenny remained still until she heard
shouting from far below, then went back inside and got in bed. She
expected the phone to ring but several minutes later the suite’s
doorbell chimed. She waited a moment, slipped on a terry robe and
cracked open the door. A uniformed police officer stood in the
hallway and Jenny unhooked the chain, fully opened it and rubbed
her eyes.

“Can I help you, officer? What time is
it?”

“Ah, ma’am, it’s about 4:15 and I’m
afraid I have some bad news.

“I don’t understand. We’ve been
asleep. Is there a fire or something? Oh my God! It’s not a fire,
is it?”

“No ma’am, ma’am. The other woman
who’s staying here with you, Ainsley? She’s had an accident, ma’am.
I’m afraid she’s fallen from the balcony.”

Jenny stared at him but then took off
running to the bedroom. The cop followed and by the time he reached
the doorway, Jenny had pulled the bed covers off and was staring in
disbelief.

“She was here. We went to bed
together. I never heard her get up.”

The cop looked down at his shoes and
Jenny began crying.

“I’m so sorry, ma’am, she, ah, she
didn’t survive the fall.”

Jenny started to faint and he took her
arm and sat her down on the edge of the bed.

“Detectives’ll be here soon,” he told
her. “Can I call someone for you, maybe get the hotel
doctor?”

Jenny’s expression was blank and she
slowly shook her head.

When the detectives arrived, she had
moved to a dining room chair. The older one, a 40-something man,
sat down across from her, while his partner, a young woman, began
searching the suite. There were a few awkward moments while the
detective established the nature Jenny and Ainsley’s relationship,
but then the interview proceeded smoothly. When the other detective
returned, she and her partner had a brief chat in the living room,
then he again joined Jenny.

“What it looks like is that you and
Ainsley had a good deal to drink and were tired from the drive from
L.A. and late dinner. You didn’t wake up when Ainsley went outside,
maybe for some fresh air, and in her state, she lost her balance
and fell. All the lights on the Strip, they can disorient you from
way up here. Ah, I’m sorry, but I’m afraid you’ll have to ID the,
ah, her.”

As soon as they left, Jenny crawled
under the covers and fell asleep.

After the identification, the older
detective detailed their discussions with several hotel employees,
who confirmed the women’s apparently upbeat and happy moods and the
amount of alcohol they had consumed.

“It’s a long-winded way of saying that
you’re free to go, Ms. York, with our sincere
condolences.”

It was 2:00 in the afternoon when
Jenny got back to the Bellagio. She packed hers and Ainsley’s
things and had Ainsley’s Porsche brought around. On the way out of
Vegas, she stopped near a construction site and tossed Ainsley’s
things into a dumpster, keeping only her driver’s license, credit
cards and cash. And as she sped across the desert with the top down
in the bright yellow sports car, decided she would keep that,
too.

 


THREE--KATE

 


June 9, 2004 –
Provincetown, Massachusetts

 


Jenny was relaxing with a dozen others
on the deck of a restaurant/bar, nursing a gin and tonic, when Kate
Morris came outside carrying what looked like Scotch. Jenny smiled
and Kate came over to where she sat.

“This is a pleasant surprise,” Kate
said. “Mind if I join you?”

“Not at all,
Doctor Morris. Or do you
prefer Professor?”

Kate eased into a chair next to
Jenny.

“Kate is fine.”

“At the party the other night you
failed to mention you run a department at MIT.”

“It’s a small department. And you
failed to mention that you’ve been married.”

“I was. In Toronto.”

“May I ask what happened?”

“She died.”

“I’m so sorry. She
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