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I

WHEN BENJAMIN AND JANEY CARVER moved to Sunny Oaks, a beautiful and expensive suburb outside of Troy, NY, they vowed it would be a new beginning for their marriage. The last five years had taken their toll. They’d been living in an adorable little apartment overlooking Ferry Street. Ben was a lawyer who worked for a firm specializing in commercial real estate. Janey was a teacher at the local school.

They thought they had everything a young couple needed to be happy. They had good jobs, a nice home, and they’d even been best friends since their junior year of college. Life treated them well. Janey would pick up a bottle of wine and fresh groceries from one of the local delis on her way home from work and cook dinner. She’d pour the wine, light the candles and put on some nice music. Everything would be ready by the time Ben got in from the office. Often after dinner they’d go out and catch a movie, or watch some live music in one of the local bars. They were regulars at all the trendiest bars and restaurants around town and a lot of people knew them.

They’d gone on happily like that for the first couple of years but gradually life began to get in the way. Ben would stay at the office later, or would call to say he wouldn’t be home for dinner at all. Janey started watching TV in the evenings and lost her enthusiasm for the local entertainment scene. They talked about having a baby but deep down Janey sensed that it would have been for all the wrong reasons. She wanted to have a child with Ben someday, but she wasn’t even thirty yet and was still enjoying her career as a teacher too much to take the time off for a baby. She believed a couple should only have a child when they were ready and really wanted it, not just when they’d fallen into a rut and needed a way to get out of it.

And it wasn’t like the marriage was beyond saving. They still had a lot of fun together when they remembered to relax and take time for each other. They often went on trips together, up to the Finger Lakes where they did wine tastings and spent time on the water, or down to New York City to check out a few shows and look in the galleries and boutiques.

Janey was confident that they’d get through the slump. It would just take a little effort from both of them.

But then, the unthinkable happened.

Ben came home from work very late, which wasn’t unusual at that point. Janey was already in bed. She’d been sleeping naked that night. They hadn’t made love all week and she was feeling the need to connect.

She heard Ben fumble his way into the apartment noisily. He’d obviously been drinking. He often had to entertain clients. He fell into bed next to her and when he noticed that she was naked he began to fondle her drunkenly. He put his hands on her breasts and inside her legs. She opened her legs a little to let him get better access to her and he slid his finger inside her vagina. She loved the feeling of being fingered, it always reminded her of her first sexual experiences as a teenager in the back of cars. She let him move his finger in and out of her, getting her excited and wet. She moaned a little.

She got down under the covers and took him in her mouth. He firmed up immediately and she let the long, thick shaft of his penis slide deep into her throat. She thought about doing something naughty. She wanted to put her finger in his bum. He would never admit it but she knew it excited him. She was just about to do it when he moaned something. At first she thought she’d misheard him so she listened carefully.

He moaned again and she realized he was saying a name, and it wasn’t her name. Suzy, he was saying.

And she knew instantly what it meant. Suzy was his secretary. What a cliché. Janey had spoken to her dozens of time on the phone. She sounded young and sexy and she always left her feeling slightly ill at ease when she got off the phone. She knew Ben was working too much but he was also having fun over there in that office. He was entertaining clients at bars and having evening meetings in fancy restaurants, and it seemed no matter how late she called, Suzy was always at the office ready to answer the phone.

She should have known something was up. She didn’t say anything that night. She just finished sucking Ben off till he came in her mouth, and all the while she pictured Suzy doing the very same thing to him. She didn’t say anything because she didn’t want to go through the turmoil that it would cause. He’d slipped up. He was a pig. She knew that. But she also knew that the marriage had grown boring and that if she was going to keep Ben, she’d have to change things.

She vowed that night to make those changes in their marriage. Rather than fight with Ben, she’d create a new life for them both.

The very first thing on her list was to get him out of that office, and that meant leaving Troy. There were wealthy suburbs around the city, and good firms in Albany. She’d move him out of town and take him away from Suzy.


II

SCARCELEY A MONTH LATER, Janey was sitting in her new living room, admiring the beautiful new house she and Ben had just bought. They’d paid more than they should have. The neighborhood was way out of their reach, but she reasoned that his career would be taking off in the next few years and he’d be able to pay for it all easily. She enjoyed having the house to herself. It had been a hectic weekend and the movers had all just left.

She and Ben had just spent the week packing their things and the move had gone off without a hitch. Now that all their belongings were unpacked she sat on the couch and tried to unwind. She went and got a bottle of Merlot from the kitchen and poured herself a glass. They would need some new furniture, this was a lot more house than they were used to, but things didn’t look that bad with their old things. It was perfectly livable, and she was actually quite excited to go shopping for all the new things they would need here.

She sat back and enjoyed the feeling of having started a new life. This neighborhood was desirable and impressive. They’d settle in here and Ben would forget all about some slutty secretary in town. She knew she could make this happen, for both of them.

She thought about turning on the TV but then stopped herself. She was determined to make the best of this new life, and sitting around watching TV all afternoon wasn’t part of it. There was a fabulous gym close by. She should check that out. She had a great body but she could always make it better. She wanted to breathe new life into her marriage and looking her best was crucial to that. It was summer vacation so she was off work for two months. She could use that time to get in shape, get new clothes, show Ben what he could lose if he kept screwing around with Suzy.

Ben had just left to go into the office for a few hours. He’d been there to help with the move but then he got a call from work. He’d apologized, they were supposed to spend the afternoon together, but she’d forced him to promise he’d be out of there by six. They would celebrate the move by meeting at her favorite restaurant downtown. It was an Italian place on Church that they used to go to all the time when they were newlyweds, Terroni’s. It was very fancy. Then they’d drive home together in Ben’s car. She’d leave hers at the restaurant and would get a ride into town in the morning with Ben to pick it up. When they got home she planned to seduce him, show him what he was missing by spending all his time at the office with Suzy. She was excited.

She went upstairs to her new bedroom. It was a truly magnificent room with floor to ceiling glass along one wall overlooking the backyard. The bed faced that view and she imagined what it would be like to wake up every morning to the rising sun shining in through that wall of glass. They didn’t have a pool yet but the neighbor did, and she planned on putting one in as soon as they had the money. She felt like she was living in Los Angeles or Miami when she looked at that window. It was so modern and chic. She lay on the bed and looked out, pretending the neighbor’s pool was hers. She pictured the pool parties they’d have with all of the new people they’d be meeting out here.

Then she thought of the new corset. She’d bought new lingerie to seduce Ben with and she wanted to try it on. It was a beautiful, black piece that the salesperson had referred to as a torsolette. It was made of Spanish lace and had cost far more than she could afford to be spending on underwear. She went to her dresser and took it out of the drawer. It was still in the pink crepe paper the store had wrapped it in and she unwrapped it and laid it out on the bed. Then she stripped and went into the bathroom to shower. In the shower she shaved and put on new body lotion that she’d bought at the same lingerie store. She came out of the bathroom and admired her naked body in the full length mirror. She looked at her breasts, small but pert, her flat stomach, and turned to look at her firm little bottom. Not bad, she thought. She would spend a lot of time this summer working out, she promised herself, but in the meantime she had more than enough ammunition to persuade Ben that he still loved her.

She went over to the bed and picked up the torsolette and pulled it on over her head. It was a perfect fit, the camisole was tight and firm because of the intricate lace work and it fit like a corset. She admired the lace, the quality of the workmanship really was impressive. She rubbed her hands over it and checked that the brassiere cups fit her breasts perfectly. They did, and even gave her a little more cleavage than usual. This really was a flattering garment she thought. She looked at herself again in the mirror. The corset came down to her waist, leaving her freshly shaved vagina exposed and she admired that, opening the lips slightly and imagining what Ben would think when she saw her in it. The vertical seams going up the side of the bodice gave it a thinning structure. She twirled.

If this doesn’t work, she thought, nothing will.

She still wasn’t quite sure what her plan was with Ben. She’d talked him into buying this house in one of the most exclusive neighborhoods in the area, and she knew that having a family here was part of the plan. But other than that she didn’t really know what the future held. All she knew was that they needed a change. She wanted to get them out of the rut they had fallen into and she wanted to get him away from Suzy. That wouldn’t happen as long as he was spending all sorts of hours with her in that cramped little office downtown. Out here was where the real money was, she knew that much. She’d done her research. Everyone who was anyone in Troy, Albany or Schenectady lived in this area. And there were firms based in Albany that made real money, it was the state capital after all. People thought everything had to happen down in the city, but they forgot that a lot of important decisions were made up here in Albany. There was money and power and she knew it would catch Ben’s eye once he started spending time out here. She’d already planned to get him a golf club membership for Christmas. It would cost her two month’s of her teaching salary but it would be worth it. In fact, she probably wouldn’t even have to work that hard on Ben. He was smart when it came to his career and he’d be more aware than she was of the opportunities for a young lawyer in Albany once he started spending time out here. Troy was too small for him and it was about time he realized that. They’d both rise above that little town and move on to more exciting things.

She went over to the glass wall to admire the view of the swimming pool again, she couldn’t wait till they had their own, but when she got there she got the shock of her life. In the next house over was a man standing at his own window and he had the perfect view of everything she did in the bedroom.

Oh my gosh, she thought, and put her hand to her mouth. She’d been twirling and admiring her pussy in this lacy little number for the last half-hour and he could have been there watching the entire time.

Oh my gosh, she thought again, and this time the thought was accompanied by a throb of desire in her thighs. The man’s house was enormous. He must have been seriously wealthy, and she hadn’t noticed till now that from its height he had a pretty good view right into her bedroom. And not only that, but if her eyes weren’t deceiving her, he was smiling lasciviously at her. He was standing there, bold as could be, and she was looking right back at him with nothing on but the lacy, black corset which barely came down to her waist and they were both smiling!


III

JANEY’S FACE FLUSHED. She’d been waltzing around the room in her torsolette without a care in the world and this man had been watching the whole thing. He didn’t even have the decency to hide himself now that she’d spotted him. The way the houses were situated he wasn’t very far from her at all, and she could see that he had a thick crop of white hair and was probably somewhere in his mid-sixties. He was just standing there, looking down at her and she was still naked from the waist down. This was shocking. How was she supposed to go around the neighborhood when this guy had seen what he’d seen? He must have seen her admiring her pussy in the mirror, opening the lips, checking her breasts, all of it!

And yet, all she could think was how rich he was, and handsome. He was handsome for an older man. To her surprise she realized she wasn’t nearly as embarrassed as she should be.

He was still there, just standing by the window looking at her, and she was still giving him a perfect view of the corset from the front, her pert little breasts just aching to pop out of their cups for his viewing pleasure. Janey felt a flush of excitement at the thought. She’d never done anything like this in her life, Ben was the only man who’d seen her naked in almost ten years, but standing there now, looking her absolute best in front of this stranger, she felt the electricity of desire flowing through her veins. She hadn’t felt excitement as intense as this in years. She was glad he’d caught her like this. She knew she must have looked stunning to him in this outfit. It was the sexiest piece of lingerie she’d ever owned, and she’d just lathered herself in lotion and shaved so her vagina would look as fresh and young as that of a teenager. This was her chance, she thought, to make a real impression on someone who might be able to do a lot for her life. She looked up at him and just knew he was a big player.

She felt glued to the window. She looked up again at the man and he was still there, looking right at her. He was attractive enough, tall, tanned with dark eyes and a strong face. He was wearing a polo shirt and slacks. She couldn’t help it but the fact that his house must have been worth millions, with a beautiful pool in the back and a whole fleet of luxury cars in the front, excited her endlessly. For a second she wondered if the new life she was planning wasn’t with Ben at all. For all she knew it could be with this distinguished neighbor or someone else she would meet up here in the exclusive hills overlooking the Hudson and the state capital.

Slowly she reached up and grabbed the rod that controlled the curtains and twisted it. The lace curtains pulled back to the edges of the room, exposing it entirely to the man. Now he would be able to see everything. She smiled playfully at him and he smiled faintly back at her. She felt another thrill when she saw him put his hand down to his crotch and rub his penis through his slacks.

This is too much, she thought but immediately she let that thought fade away. Who would have thought that something like this would happen to her just by moving out to the suburbs? She’d come out here to rekindle her marriage and now she was standing in the most exposed position possible in front of a wall of glass and an old, wealthy neighbor who was scarcely twenty yards from her taking it all in. He was old enough to be her father. That thought thrilled her too.

She put her hand down to her vagina and touched it. He seemed to like that from the look on his face. What was she going to do? She didn’t even know but she knew the man was anticipating it already. She knew she was playing with fire here, but she didn’t think she could possibly get in any trouble for this. After all, she was simply getting dressed in her own house for a date she’d planned with her own husband. As long as no one found out about it, everything would be fine. She could have a little fun with the man in the window.

She thought of Ben with Suzy and that banished all fear from her mind. She hadn’t even told Ben she knew about his affair. She’d basically let him off the hook. If she could overlook that for the sake of their marriage then surely she could allow herself this small, naughty pleasure.

She went back to her bed and looked over her shoulder. The neighbor was still standing there. She bent over to give him a good look at her ass. She crossed her legs as she’d seen strippers do in movies and bent over at the waist to let him see her buttocks and the little slit of her pussy. Then she pulled open her butt cheeks a little so that he could see her sexy, pink little asshole in the middle.

She sat on the bed. The torsolette had come with detachable garters and stockings and she pulled them on, one after the other, up over her feet all the way up her legs. Then she tightened them around her thighs, tighter than she was used to. She felt as if she had to make up for the distance and the glass of the windows that the neighbor was watching her through so she tightened the garters till they hurt. Now her legs were covered in the same exquisite black lace that the corset was made of.

She went back over to the window to let the neighbor see. She lifted one leg up against the glass pane like a ballerina and rested it on the window. He’d never be able to get a better look at her than this. She pouted her lips and made a kissing motion at him. Then she took her leg down and lifted her arms up over her head like a ballerina and stretched upward. She got on her toes and did a little twirl, slowly, so that he could see her from every angle. She was still entirely naked in the places where it counted. Her vagina and bottom were completely exposed between the top of the stockings and the bottom of the corset and with her stretched up so tall she felt he could see her as perfectly as possible.

She looked up at him and to her surprise he made a little circling motion with his finger, like he wanted her to do another twirl. She smiled at him as graciously as she could and then twirled slowly again. She looked up at him, a little shyly and he nodded his head. It seemed she had pleased him. She did a little bow and he laughed.

This was going to be fun.


IV

SHE STOOD THERE A LITTLE AWKWARDLY for a minute, wondering what would happen next. She had no idea what the etiquette was for a situation like this, and she didn’t know what was the right way to bring it to an end. Then to her relief the neighbor lifted his finger and then pointed at his watch. He seemed to be saying that he had to go away for a minute but that he would be right back.

Janey went and lay on her bed. She felt elated. She hadn’t had this much fun in years. All the work she was doing to rekindle her marriage, and all she’d had to do with the stranger was let her look at her and it had given her a bigger thrill. It was crazy.

With a pang of guilt she picked up the phone and dialed Ben’s office. Suzy picked up of course. Janey tried to make her voice as friendly as possible as she asked to speak to Ben.

—Hi, honey, he said.

—Just checking in.

—How’s the house.

—Oh, it’s perfect. I’ve just been straightening out the bedroom.

—It’s quite a room, isn’t it?

—It’s perfect, honey. How’s work?

She looked up and saw that the neighbor was back in his position, watching her on the phone. She felt a rush of excitement mixed with guilt as she made smalltalk with her husband. But then, he was with Suzy wasn’t he?

—Work’s work, Ben said.

—Well, I don’t want to keep you, she said. I was just checking in.

—Ok, honey, well I’ll see you tonight.

—We’re meeting at the restaurant at six, right?

She confirmed and told him bye. She could hardly wait to get him off the phone. The neighbor was back in his position behind his own wall of glass and Janey was surprised to see that he’d brought himself a chair to sit in. And not only that, but he’d opened his slacks and was holding his erect penis in his hand.

Janey’s jaw dropped. If Ben could have seen this he would have died. The thought of that thrilled her as much as the neighbor’s penis did.

She looked up at the neighbor from her bed and put her finger into her mouth. He smiled as he stroked his member. Then she took the finger from her mouth and touched the lips of her vagina with it. She looked at him and then down at her finger and inserted it all the way into her wet, warm pussy. Her pussy was dying for it, for anything, preferably something bigger than a finger, but that was all it was getting and it swallowed it up hungrily. She looked up at the neighbor again and he was enjoying himself. He was stroking himself faster now, and she could see that he was very well endowed.

She arched her back and lifted her bum off of the bed so that he’d be able to get a better view of her vagina as she slipped her finger in and out of it rhythmically. She leaned her head back and let herself penetrate in and out, faster and faster and she imagined what it would be like to take the neighbor’s penis inside her. Oh, how she longed right then to feel his thick, tanned dick inside her, fucking her. She thought of him, all that money, all that maturity, and how good it would feel to be his little girl. She knew a man like that would adore her. There’s no way a sixty-year-old would cheat on a wife who wasn’t even thirty yet. He would adore her and give her everything she ever wanted or needed and she would reward him with the most pleasurable, beautiful sex he could imagine. She would do everything to please him and make sure he was the happiest, most satisfied husband ever. She would be his nymph, his little girl, and he would be able to do with her as he wished. She felt that she was close to coming when she stopped herself.

She really wanted to make an impression on this man and she didn’t know how often she would get the opportunity to display herself like this. She would give him something he would never forget, she thought. There was something else that she wanted to show him while she had his attention and she wasn’t going to miss her chance. She got off the bed and went over to the window and smiled at him. He was still sitting there in his chair with his dick in his hand and he didn’t look like he was going anywhere. She went back to her dresser and opened the bottom drawer. Inside it, under a lot of old socks and underwear was her dildo. She hadn’t used it in a while but it was about twelve inches long and it was very thick. It was made from pitch black glass and it slid into her so easily.

She brought it over to the window and showed it to him and he smiled and nodded. Then she went back to the bed.

This time she didn’t get on her back but onto her hands and knees. She faced the wall and let her bum face him, giving him the best possible view. Then she touched the tip of the dildo not against the lips of her vagina, but against her asshole. She’d never been taken anally in her life but it was something she thought about sometimes when she was being naughty. She got up and got a bottle of body lotion from the bathroom and returned to the window. She let the neighbor watch as she lathered the lotion all over the dildo. Then she turned her back to him and lathered it all over her bum too, slipping her finger in and out of her anus to wet it.

Then she got back on her hands and knees, not on the bed but on the floor in front of the window, and pushed the dildo lightly against her anus. Then she pushed it more firmly, forcing the tip of it inside her. There was a mixture of pain and pleasure as it broke its way into her bum but the pain disappeared as soon as it was inside. Then she slid the dildo, inch by inch, deeper and deeper into her bum. She pulled it out slowly and she thought she would die as it moved out, and then when she felt she couldn’t take it any more she pushed it back inside her. It felt so good. She repeated the motion again and again and let the pleasure of it pour around inside her like a liquid. She was dying, it felt so good.

She turned and looked at the neighbor. He was still with her every step of the way. She placed the dildo on the ground and then, facing him with her legs spread wide open, lowered her anus back onto the tip of it. She felt her thigh muscles burn but she loved the feeling of it. The neighbor looked ecstatic as he watched her. She made the sexiest face she could as she looked at him, and then rose herself up and down on the dildo so that it was fucking her in the ass. She was glad she was in such good shape because the muscles in her thighs were burning as she held herself up over the dildo with her legs spread wide open like that. The dildo was staying in position so she could support herself by putting both of her hands against the glass, palms out. She took one of her hands off the glass and touched her vagina. She pushed her finger in and out of her throbbing vagina while motioning up and down on the dildo until finally it became too much and she climaxed. Her hips thrust forward as she orgasmed, again and again, and she was looking right at the neighbor as she did so. To her delight, he was coming all over his hand at the same time.

She took some juice from her pussy onto her finger and put it in her mouth. He smiled at her and she smiled back. Then she got up and went into the bathroom for yet another shower.

When she got out he was gone. She stood by the window for a minute a looked across at his room. She was going to enjoy living here. She knew it.


V

THAT EVENING SHE PUT THE torsolette back on when she was dressed for dinner. She tied it as tight as she dared and put the stockings and garters on and fastened them to the corset. Then she put on the best little black dress she had and drove into the city with a wicked smile on her face.

Living in the suburbs was going to be a lot more fun than she had thought. She was feeling strong and excited, like life held all sorts of possibilities for her and today had just been a taste of what was to come. She was looking forward to entertaining the handsome neighbor across the way and she wondered what other exciting things it would lead to. She wondered if her future really was with Ben, or if maybe it was with someone else, like the neighbor, someone rich and powerful and charming who knew how to appreciate her.

She pulled up to the front of Terroni’s and handed her keys to the valet. He was a cute guy with medium brown hair and she gave him a naughty wink as he took the keys from her. She flicked her wrist just then and dropped the keys on the ground. She opened the car door and turned to get out. The boy bent down to pick up the car keys and she was still sitting on the car seat, looking down at him. It was an incredibly opportune position and she didn’t intend to waste it. She was done wasting opportunities.

The boy looked up at her and she gave him the sexiest, sultriest smile she could. Then very slowly, she spread open her legs so that he could see under the skirt of her little dress to her gartered legs and most importantly of all, to her beautiful, shaved, bare vagina.

—Jesus, the kid said. He was barely twenty.

—I know, right, she said.

—What I wouldn’t give to have a taste of that.

—Touch it, she said.

The kid reached up and put his hand inside her dress and gently touched the lips of her vagina.

—Go on, she said.

He looked at her and then pushed his finger into her. It felt amazing. It was the first touch she’d had down there from anyone but Ben in so long, and she realized she craved it.

—That’s enough, she said.

—That’s the best tip I’ll get all night, the boy said.

She smiled at him and got out of the car and went into the restaurant. Ben was sitting at a really great table by a window overlooking the street. They talked about the new house, and new beginnings, and about bringing new life to their marriage. He listened to everything she said and seemed to be excited about it all. She looked at him and thought of Suzy, and then she thought of the neighbor, and the new life she felt flowing through her veins. After a while she stopped listening to him and just looked past him, out to the valet boy working outside.

She was going to enjoy this new beginning. That much was certain.
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I

JANEY ENJOYED THE MEAL at Terroni’s. Ben was charming and made for good company. She could tell he was excited about all the opportunities and prospects that had opened up for them as a result of moving out to Sunny Oaks. It was going to be a new beginning for both of them, she could feel it.

—I was talking to Jack about it, Ben said.

—About opportunities?

—Switching to an Albany firm.

—He won’t tell any of the partners, will he?

—I doubt it. He practically admitted he was thinking of doing the same thing.

—Well, it makes sense. They make so much more money over there. They have all that regulatory stuff to deal with, and all that work coming out of the state capital.

—It’s not just that, Ben said. There’s also a lot of real estate work. That’s what Jack said. Public appropriations, highways, big projects, things like that. Millions of dollars in fees.

—Well, did he give you any names?

—He mentioned a few firms. No names in particular, though.

—Well he won’t blab to anyone before you’re ready to make a move, will he?

—Honey, I’d say he’d be ready to jump ship with me if I can find the right deal.

—That would be nice. You could both move together.

Janey enjoyed this career talk. It had always been one of the things that had attracted her to Ben. He had ambition. He was driven to succeed and she knew that he would never give up till he’d made it. He would be a big deal some day, she believed that, and she could overlook a few indiscretions with secretaries along the way if it meant he’d take her to the top with him. In fact, more and more she was thinking of enjoying a few indiscretions of her own.

She thought about what had happened at the house earlier. It had been really crazy performing for the neighbor. He’d orgasmed as he watched her come. It was incredible. She was as close as she could be to actually cheating on Ben and she still wasn’t crossing the line.

Well, maybe she was, but she didn’t care. She blushed when she thought about what had happened with the valet attendant just moments before. She’d actually let him touch her. He was just a kid. That was so incredibly reckless, she couldn’t believe she’d done that. What if Ben saw? It was truly crazy. But it felt so good.

She looked out past Ben at the attendants taking keys from the glitzy restaurant patrons as they pulled up. It was probably the most popular restaurant in Troy right now, at least for the upwardly mobile and those with aspirations, the people who were trying to get to the top. It was a thrill to be there, sitting across from Ben who really did look rather dashing in his dark blue suit. His blue eyes flashed at her as he talked and she reached over and took his hand.

She was looking out the window and she spotted the boy who’d parked her car. He sure was a darling, such a beautiful physique. He looked tall and strong-limbed. He’d make some lucky young girl very happy some night soon, she knew it. Her heart fluttered as she thought that his finger had actually been inside her, and so recently. He looked up at her and caught her watching him. She smiled at him and he gave her the most delightful wink.

She didn’t know what had gotten into her but it certainly was something. She was like a new woman. Maybe it was moving to a new neighborhood that did it. Or maybe it was what had happened with the neighbor, allowing him to see her act so outrageously.

She slipped off one of her shoes and allowed her foot to climb up and find Ben’s crotch. Ben looked at her in surprise.

—Janey! he said.

—Relax, honey. You’re a big shot. You’re going to be working in Albany. You can get away with whatever you want.

He looked at her questioningly. He didn’t know what she meant by that. He must have been feeling some guilt for what was going on with his secretary but right at that moment she didn’t care about that at all. She didn’t care if he fooled around with that slutty dimwit at the office. She was going to do some fooling around of her own and the more distracted he was, the better it would be for her.

She felt around his crotch with her foot for his penis and rubbed it. Luckily the table had a white tablecloth on it so no one could see what she was doing. She rubbed his dick as much as she could. It was a little awkward trying to do it with her foot, especially because she couldn’t even see what she was doing but from the look on Ben’s face he was enjoying it well enough. It certainly was daring. They never did things like this but Janey had made up her mind that they were both going to start enjoying a few new pleasures in life, things that they hadn’t been enjoying up till now.

—What’s gotten into you? Ben said. He was practically squirming in his seat, letting her get her foot at his crotch from every different angle possible. She doubted she’d be able to make him come like this but the naughtiness of being in public was getting both of them excited.

Then their waiter appeared. They’d finished eating and were nearing the end of the delicious bottle of Cabernet Sauvignon that Ben had ordered.

—Can I get you two anything else? he said.

He was about Janey’s age, not as good-looking as the valet attendant but would still be good for a quick tussle in the bedroom. Janey kept her foot directly on Ben’s crotch and rubbed it up and down slowly. The waiter couldn’t see what she was going because of the tablecloth but it was still a thrill to be doing it with him standing right there.

—No thank you, Ben said. We better get the bill.


II

BEN WAS IN A HURRY to get home and Janey knew why. She was excited to let him see her in her new torsolette. She was going to reinvigorate this marriage and there was nothing that was going to stop her from doing it, least of all Ben’s secretary.

They paid their bill and went outside. Ben gave his card to the attendant and someone brought his car around. To Janey’s delight it was her boy from earlier. She smiled to herself, thinking of the boy as if he were hers. She really was getting naughty.

—Is it ok if I pick up my car tomorrow? she said to the boy.

—Sure, the kid said.

Janey wondered if he’d be there when she came tomorrow but she couldn’t ask in front of Ben. As they got into the car she told Ben to give the kid a good tip.

—We’ll be regulars here, she said to him and put her hand on his crotch.

He gave the kid a twenty.

Janey daydreamed on the drive home. She thought about giving Ben head in the car but then she had a much more exciting idea. She wanted him to see her in the new corset first of all, but she also thought, maybe if they made love with the curtains open the neighbor might watch them.

This thought was more thrilling to her than the thought of actually having sex with Ben. She felt a little guilty about that but she knew Ben had been the one to start all this by sleeping with Suzy. If he wasn’t faithful, how could he expect her to be?

They got home and she led him up to the bedroom by the hand.

—Sit, she told him.

Ben sat on the bed. Janey made sure all of the lights were on, although they were dimmed giving the room an alluring atmosphere. She also noticed that the curtains were open, luckily, as she didn’t think she’d be able to open them now in front of Ben without him asking her about it.

She stood in front of him in the middle of the bedroom. She had no idea if the neighbor was watching or not and she didn’t dare look outside but even just the possibility that he was there, watching, excited her.

She pulled her dress off over her head. At last Ben would get to see the new corset. It had been bought for his pleasure after all, it was only right that he get a chance to see it.

—Wow, Ben said. You look so beautiful, honey.

She looked down at her body. The garters were still fastened nicely to the corset, the stockings elegantly climbing up to the higher reaches of her thighs. Her vagina looked young and new and tasty, she thought. The corset fit perfectly, holding her body firmly and pushing her breasts forward as if offering them as a gift. She turned around so that Ben could see her butt and she bent it toward him a little.

—This is all yours, baby, she said.

Then she did something a little risky but she couldn’t help herself. She walked over to the window and bent forward, splaying her hands on the glass. She had her bum pushed out toward Ben and he would think this was all for his benefit, but as she stood there she looked out through the glass for any sign that the neighbor was there. She couldn’t see if he was there or not. Then, just at that instant, she saw the light turn on in his room. He was there! Could he be signaling her? The thought sent a wave of pleasure through her. The light went back out. Now she would give him a show, prove to him what a beautiful, sexy woman she was.

—Get over here, Ben said.

She wiggled her butt at him.

—No. You come and take me, she said.

Ben came over and took a hold of her from behind.

—You look amazing, he said into her ear.

—Then do something about it, she said.

She could tell he was surprised. She was acting in a completely new way and there was no way he wasn’t noticing it. She was a thrill to be with tonight, she knew she was.

—What are you waiting for, daddy? she said.

She kept her hands firmly planted on the glass pane of the window and felt Ben taking his penis out of his pants. It was rock hard and she felt it pushing against her soft, warm pussy.

—Wet me, she said.

—What?

—You heard me.

She wiggled her butt again and tried to see up to the neighbor’s window, see if he was still there watching, if he was touching himself. She wanted to please Ben, but most of all she wanted to please the neighbor, give him a thrill and increase his opinion of her. At some point during the past few hours she had decided that this neighbor was going to be a very important part of her future and she wanted him to be as excited and enticed by her sexually as possible.

She realized Ben was down on his knees and she pushed her bum back into his face.

—Lick it, she said.

He cupped his mouth on her vagina and started licking her, like a little puppy, she thought. She’d never done anything like this in her life. She’d never spoken to Ben like this, never told him what to do, and certainly never ordered him to eat her. She didn’t know where all this confidence was coming from but she becoming a completely new woman, more assertive and sexual, and she knew it was hot.

She also realized, in a flicker of inspiration that flashed across her mind as she looked out across the yard to the neighbor’s window, that she was outgrowing Ben. Maybe he would become a success in Albany and maybe he wouldn’t, but either way, she knew her future was bright and that it would no longer be revolving solely around her husband.

—That’s right, daddy, she said. Eat it. Eat that pussy. Don’t you dare stop till I tell you to.

Ben was licking the lips of her vagina rapidly and hungrily. Her juices were flowing, she could feel it, and Ben was licking it all up and swallowing it. He was literally drinking her and she loved it. She loved having so much power over Ben, who’d had the nerve to cheat on her with his secretary, and she loved knowing that the mysterious and wealthy neighbor was watching it all and judging her on it.

I’ll make them both come, she thought, and pictured both of their dicks exploding in a gush of semen because of the performance she was putting on.


III

BEN KEPT LICKING HER vagina and drinking her juice and she felt hotter and hotter as he did it. Look at him now, she thought, my puppy, doing whatever I tell him. If Suzy could see him now she’d have a different opinion of him. She knew the neighbor was out there watching too, and she knew in her heart that she was doing all this for his benefit. She was making Ben eat her just so that she could impress the neighbor, give him something to watch, show him what a sexual creature she was.

—Don’t forget the asshole, daddy, she said and this time there was no mistaking it, there was a definite hint of mockery in her voice as she said, daddy. It was as if she was taunting Ben, telling him that he would never be her daddy again.

—Eat every bit of it. Lick that asshole. Drink that juice. You’re mine and you’ll do what I tell you.

Immediately, Ben’s tongue was on her asshole, licking it and probing into it. He was inserting it into her bum as far as it would go. She moaned in pleasure. She wondered what the neighbor was thinking of all this. She sensed that Ben was completely thrilled by this new, dominant woman in his bedroom, but all she really cared about now was what the neighbor thought of it. She arched her back, pushing her chest forward toward the window. She wished the neighbor could reach out and grab her breasts, and at the very least she wanted to push them toward him and give him as good a view of her as possible.

She looked out through the glass again and for the second time that day she saw that the neighbor was sitting there with his penis in his hand, jerking off to the sight of her. Yes, she thought. He likes it.

She took her hands off the glass then and pressed her chest against it. She opened the string at the front of her corset so that her breasts spilled out and then she pressed them as hard as she could against the cold surface of the glass. They were flattened against the window, pressed white against it, and as far as she was concerned they were as close to the neighbor as she could make them. Then she reached around behind her and grabbed Ben’s head and pressed it in against her asshole as hard as she could.

—That’s it, daddy, she said, and again there was a hint of taunting in her voice. Now, get down on the floor.

Ben did exactly what she said and lay down on his back, facing up. She looked at his dick and saw that it was as full and eager as she had ever seen it. He was ready to explode and she couldn’t wait for all that semen to come pouring out of him. She wanted to bathe in it. Ben was lying on his back with his head toward the window, which was perfect for Janey’s purposes. She crouched down carefully and sat on his face, facing the window and the neighbor who was out there, watching everything.

As Ben licked and drank her pussy, his face squished under her flesh, she leaned forward and licked the glass of the window. It was as if she was saying to the neighbor, this is all for you. And she knew the neighbor understood that because he turned on the lights in his room again, showing her that he was completely naked. Gosh, she thought, what a thrill!

Sitting there on Ben’s face she realized that she had better do something to please him soon or he would get upset. There was only so much of this new assertiveness that he would enjoy. She got up and rearranged herself and Ben so that he was lying parallel to the window. Again, everything she did was the for the benefit of the neighbor’s view. She sat back down on Ben’s face but this time she was turned around so that she could lean forward onto Ben’s penis with her mouth and sixty-nine him. The neighbor’s light was off again and she hoped Ben wouldn’t ask why they were doing everything by the window. It would be a disaster if he realized she’d been dominating him like this for the viewing pleasure of another man.

She leaned forward and took him in her mouth and she had never felt him so ready to explode in all of their marriage. She circled the tip of his penis with her tongue before opening wide and taking him as far back into her throat as she possibly could. Ben was licking and sucking on her clitoris like crazy and she pounded her head back and forth on his dick so that they would come together.

Janey’s head bobbed up and down like a cheap hooker sucking someone off in the back of a car. She was letting Ben’s dick ram up into her throat, again and again and again, and as she did it she felt the sensation in her vagina build up until she began convulsing uncontrollably. It was the second time that day that she’d been throbbing with the ecstasy of orgasm in front of the neighbor. The feeling was sensational, Ben there fucking her pussy with his tongue while she felt the explosion of his semen in her throat. And most importantly of all, the neighbor was out there in the dark watching it all and hopefully ejaculating too.

She wished she could have felt both ejaculations in her mouth at the same time. She wanted them all over her. She wanted to be used completely, not just by Ben but by the neighbor and other men too.

As she lay there on top of Ben the pleasure of what had just happened flowed through her veins like a drug. She wondered what he would think about everything having taken place against the window. Would he notice that someone could see them? She also wondered if he would say anything about how assertive and dominant she had been. She thought she would spare him having to say anything by saying something first.

—There’s something about this new house, honey, that just brings out the slut in me.

That seemed to please him because he laughed where he lay. She got up and turned around and lay next to him.

—Just look at that view, she said. I can tell already we’ll have a swimming pool like that, and we’ll be rich and powerful, and we’ll have so much pleasure in our lives. That view just says it all, Ben, doesn’t it?

He smiled and nodded before closing his eyes.

—Let’s get into bed, she said.


IV

BY THE TIME BEN was asleep, Janey was pretty exhausted. She’d showered before bed and changed into something that was a little more comfortable. She was wearing a pair of pink cotton panties and a camisole that matched. She lay down on the bed and kissed Ben but she couldn’t fall asleep. No matter how hard she tried, she just couldn’t get the neighbor out of her mind. He’d seen more of her today than anyone else in the world had. Even Ben had never seen her riding a dildo with her asshole like a girl out of a porn movie. She felt there was a connection between her and the neighbor now and she felt the need for closure with him before she let the day end.

She made sure Ben was asleep, then went to her dresser and picked out a pair of lacy, black panties from her drawer. She knew what she was doing was crazy but she couldn’t help herself. She took the panties and went downstairs. She went into the kitchen and opened the back door. It led out to a patio that stretched around to the back of the house and she went out onto it. The boundary with the neighbor’s property was marked by a hedge but there were still gaps where it hadn’t grown enough to fill them in. She brushed through the hedge and let the twigs scrape lightly against her bare legs.

She went straight to that glorious swimming pool and looked into the crystal clear water. There were spotlights beneath the surface and they made the water look warm and inviting. She looked up at the neighbor’s window and saw no sign of life. What she was doing was really crazy. First of all, Ben could wake up at any moment and if he went to the window he’d see her down there. Secondly, she didn’t know anything about the neighbor and his life. She didn’t know if he was married. What if he had a wife and she saw her out there, playing around in her underwear. Still, Janey just couldn’t help herself. She had to cement the bond she’d formed with the neighbor during the day and this was the only way she could think of doing it. She took her panties and threw them into the middle of the pool.

The neighbor would see them there, she knew he would.

Now that she’d actually thrown them into the water she felt a flash of panic. What if Ben had seen her do it? What if the neighbor had a wife who’d find them first?

It was too late to do anything about it now though, so she just smiled. The panties were there, floating in the water waiting for him to find in the morning and she couldn’t get them back. The thought gave her a rush of anticipation.

Quietly she crept back to her own yard and into the kitchen. She poured herself a glass of water and sat at the counter to drink it. It really had been quite a day.


V

THE FOLLOWING MORNING JANEY got up early and went straight to the window. The panties were gone! He must have found them. Maybe he’d even seen her throwing them there last night. The thought excited her.

She went downstairs and put on the coffee and when she got back upstairs Ben was already in the shower. She thought she’d surprise him and went in to the bathroom and pulled open the shower door. To her surprise Ben was masturbating. He’d lathered his penis with shampoo and was beating away at it when she caught him.

Janey had always been fast on her feet and she knew exactly what to do to make sure she didn’t embarrass him. Everything they’d done the night before had been a big leap forward for them sexually, it was a new beginning for their sex life, and she didn’t want to jeopardize that now by embarrassing Ben. He was looking at her, his erect penis in his hand, and he didn’t know what to say. He’d always been shy about things like this.

Acting entirely on her quick instincts she got down on her hands and knees and crawled away from him. When she reached the door she looked back at him over her shoulder.

She said, —I’ve been such a naughty girl, daddy. There was none of the taunting in her voice that had been there the night before.

She crawled across the bedroom floor to the bed and got on it and waited on her hands and knees for Ben.

—You better punish me for being a naughty girl, daddy, she said.

And Ben gave her a punishing she didn’t even know he had in him. He came over to the side of the bed and put a hand on her back. He pressed down hard on her back and kept her where she was, and with his other hand he spanked her firm little rump as hard as he could. Janey could feel the flesh grow pink and raw with each smart, loud slap.

—That’s right, daddy, she said. I’ve been such a naughty girl.

He stood there, holding her in place, and slapped her on the bum again and again. The pain thrilled her. She’d never had so much fun with Ben in her life. She squirmed and tried to get out of his grip but he held her there firmly and kept spanking her.

Eventually she managed to get out from under his firm hold and she turned around, still on her hands and knees, and purred like a kitten.

—Let me make it up to you, daddy.

She saw that his penis was as firm and ripe as it had been the night before and she bent down to it and licked his scrotum gently. She looked up at him and almost didn’t recognize the look on his face. He looked so firm and manly. She licked his sack gently and took it in her mouth and sucked on it, being careful to do everything gently.

She leaned back on the bed and stretched her legs up into the air. She grabbed her ankles and held her legs perfectly straight. It was quite a stretch, she felt as if she was doing some new and difficult yoga position.

—Take me, daddy, she said.

Ben didn’t waste any time at all. He leaped on top of her and his penis just slipped right into her gaping vagina. He pounded in and out of her as hard as he’d ever done and Janey moaned in pleasure as he did it. She couldn’t believe she’d caught him jerking off in the shower. It was so unlike him. She must have really given him something to think about last night.

Ben was pounding her so hard and it felt so good that she began to feel her body reaching again toward the exquisite climax of orgasm.

—Yes, she said, over and over and over, and just when she thought she couldn’t take it any longer Ben pulled out.

—Stay there, he said.

She had no intention of doing otherwise. He went into the bathroom and came back with a bottle of lotion. He poured it all over his dick and then rubbed some of it on her bum too, being careful to get it right inside her asshole. He penetrated her anus with his finger, something he’d never done before, and Janey let out a little cry of delight.

—Punish me, daddy, she said. I’ve been so bad. Make me sorry.

—You’ll be sorry, Ben said, and there was a new, gravelly, manliness to his voice.

—Punish me hard, she said again.

Ben pressed the tip of his penis against her anus and pushed hard. It didn’t slip in but Janey knew it would if he kept trying. She’d been able to get the dildo in and that was wider than Ben would ever be. He seemed to be reconsidering the idea and she didn’t want him to change his mind.

—Punish me, daddy, she said. I’ve been a naughty slut, and she wiggled her bum in front of him teasingly.

He pressed his penis against her anus again and this time she felt it force its way in. She felt every single inch that he had to offer slide into her. Every second that he was forcing his way into her ass felt like an eternity of pleasure, and then he pulled out in a rush and she moaned. Immediately he was forcing his way back in. She felt like a virgin that was being violated for the very first time in her life. She screamed out in delight and held her ankles tightly in her hand as he plowed again and again into her tight, pink asshole. She looked into Ben’s eyes and he looked into hers and pushed in and out of her like a machine.

—Yes, she screamed as she came.

Ben came at the same time as her and then he pulled out, dripping the last little bit of semen onto the sheets.

—Make sure that’s cleaned up before I get home, he said.

—Yes, daddy, Janey said.


VI

THEY SPOKE LITTLE ON the drive into town. They crossed the Hudson and Janey looked down at the flowing river with new eyes. She certainly wasn’t sure what was going on with her life. She didn’t know exactly what had gotten into her and Ben since they’d moved into the new house, but she was sure of one thing: their marriage was enjoying a new burst of life. There was no denying it. And she liked it.

She’d never been more excited. She had the neighbor to think about for one thing. Then there was the valet kid who she’d let finger her vagina like it was nothing at all. And then Ben had taken her in the ass like he was an entirely new man and she was some whore he’d picked up at a motel. She felt like their whole world was changing.

Before they knew it, Ben would be working for a fancy new firm in Albany and would be taking in twice as much money as he was now. They would have a wonderful new life of power and wealth ahead of them and all the pleasure in the world would be theirs for the taking.

As she looked down from the bridge over the rooftops of Troy that was the thought that struck her hardest. There was so much pleasure in the world, and it seemed to be suddenly coming at them from every direction at once.

And she thought, even the fact that Ben was having an affair with his secretary had its advantages. It meant that she could get away with far more than would be possible otherwise. Just yesterday she’d been consumed with pain and jealousy over how to get Ben away from his secretary but now she saw the whole thing as just one more insignificant detail, something that would let her get what she wanted out of life.

As they reached the front of Terroni’s, Janey found that she didn’t even care in the least that Ben was going in to the office to see Suzy. So what? she thought. He had his little plaything but she was the one he’d married. And besides, she had playthings of her own now.

—Goodbye, honey, she said as she hugged him in the car.

She was surprised when Ben wouldn’t let go of her.

—I love you, Janey, he said.

She kissed him. It was a long, passionate kiss.

—I know, she said, and gave his penis a little squeeze through his pants.

She got out of the car and blew him a kiss before watching him drive off. Then she searched in her purse for her valet ticket. The restaurant wasn’t open yet but she could see, sitting on the steps out front enjoying his morning cigarette, her boy. Her boy.

That was really how she thought of him now. He was hers. Everything was hers. She could have whatever she wanted and there was nothing that could get in her way.

—Hey, kid, she said to him, and gave him a charming and provocative smile. You ready to learn how to please a lady?

The boy looked up at her and his mouth was agape. He looked her over and she knew he was impressed. He’d never been with a woman as hot as her before, she was certain he hadn’t. She’d purposely worn some sexy yoga pants and a tight shirt that clung to her breasts and left her midriff exposed. She’d told Ben that she was going to the gym.

The boy was speechless.

—Well quit staring like an idiot and take me to my car. I’m going to teach you how to go down on a girl like a pro.

The boy got up and threw her the keys to her car.

—Yes, ma’am, he said.
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I

JANEY SAT ON HER BED and stared out the panoramic windows at the neighbor’s pool. She’d been sitting in her room all day, waiting for a sign that he was watching her. It had been two days since she’d thrown her underwear in his pool and she hadn’t seen a sign of him since. She was beginning to worry that she’d scared him off. Maybe she’d upset him by being so bold. She wracked her brain for a way to get his attention but she didn’t even know if he was at home. It was pointless. It was senseless, in fact. She was a grown woman and she didn’t need to be wasting her time sitting around, hoping that her neighbor was watching her.

There was just something about it, though. The feeling of being watched had given her such a deep thrill. Since it had happened, all she could think about was the neighbor. She wondered what kind of a man he was. He was older than her but she had no idea by how much exactly. He was wealthy but she didn’t know how wealthy, or how he had made his money. She found herself daydreaming about what sort of a man he was, what kind of music and art and film he liked, what his interests were. She liked to imagine him as charming and intelligent and she imagined meeting him in person and the two of them hitting it off.

All of this was crazy. She knew that. She was a married woman and the reason she was here in Sunny Oaks was to fix her marriage, cement her relationship with Ben, and get him out of his job in Troy. Finding him a new firm to work for was crucial because it would get him away from that slut of a secretary at his current office. The right firm would also get them both started on the social ladder that existed at the state capital in Albany. She should have been spending her time finding out about the big firms in Albany, figuring out who was who in the upper echelons of  state politics, checking out which law firms were making the most money and winning the most important clients. Instead she was sitting on her bed, gazing across the lawn at the neighbor’s house, wondering where he was and whether he’d ever come back and watch her in her bedroom.

The craziest thing about it all was that she seemed to got more of a thrill out of being watched by the neighbor than she did actually having sex with her husband. She’d even fooled around with that parking valet at Terroni’s, flirting with him shamelessly and even letting him touch her. That had been a brief but dangerous moment of absolute senselessness. It was just madness, plain and simple. She’d been aroused so utterly that day by the neighbor’s watching her that she’d acted out of character and allowed the valet to touch her. She’d even acted provocatively with him the following morning, flirting shamelessly and making suggestive comments when she’d gone back to get her car, but of course nothing had happened. She couldn’t explain that behavior. Was she beginning to lose it? She had a full life to lead with Ben, he was going to be a successful lawyer and the two of them were going to climb the ladder to wealth, success and happiness. If he caught her fooling around with parking attendants he’d flip out. She’d lose everything. What had she been thinking?

That wasn’t her. She wasn’t one to act so recklessly that she’d jeopardize everything she’d worked for in her life. She had a good, loving husband, even if he wasn’t perfect, and she should be doing everything she could to help him advance his career right now.

She got up off the bed and went into the bathroom. It was ten in the morning and she wasn’t even out of her pajamas yet. She had to get a hold of herself. She couldn’t spend the rest of the summer moping around hoping the neighbor would come home and watch her making a fool of herself. She got in the shower and let the hot water wash over her body, trying to get a feeling of reinvigoration and life into her bones. She’d shake herself out of this rut she’d fallen into.

After her shower she got dressed and went downstairs, determined to be productive. She made coffee and toast and after she’d eaten she got the laundry organized. The laundry room in the new house was really nice. They had new, front-loading appliances that came with the house. Ben hadn’t wanted to pay for them but Janey pleaded and begged and finally he’d agreed.

She took a pair of Ben’s pants from the washer and felt something in the pocket. She reached in and pulled out a candy wrapper. Then she dropped it on the ground. Her face flushed red and she felt as if she’d just been slapped hard across the cheek. She felt hot. It was as if the entire room had gotten hotter. It wasn’t a candy wrapper at all. It was a condom wrapper.

She and Ben didn’t use condoms. She was on the pill. He was still screwing other women. It must have been from being with Suzy.

She touched her cheek with the back of her hand. It did feel hot. She went to the sink and ran the cold water and washed her face with it. She washed away her tears and tried to convince herself that she hadn’t been crying at all.

Why was Ben doing this to her? She couldn’t bear the thought of it. She’d tried to convince herself that she didn’t care what Ben did, that she was stronger than this and that it didn’t matter if he fooled around with his secretary, but it did no good. The pain ran sharp and deep. She wasn’t strong enough to overlook this. She shut off the water and breathed deeply, trying to regain her composure. She wouldn’t allow this to control her. She was master of her own emotions and she would overcome this. She had to. She had decided not to bring up the affair with Ben, she wanted everything to remain calm and happy in their home, and she vowed she could do it.

She finished the laundry as calmly as she could and went back upstairs. She sat at the bar in the kitchen and finished the pot of coffee she’d made earlier. She was numb. She forced herself to be numb. Whatever happened, it was self-control that she needed now, not emotion or panic or grief, just control.

As she finished the last of the coffee the phone started ringing. On the caller ID she saw that it was Ben calling.


II

JANEY BREATHED IN DEEPLY AND gathered all her strength before picking up the phone. She had decided that she wasn’t going to ruin things by letting Ben know she knew about the affair. She was going to bear the whole weight of it alone, for the good of their marriage. That was how she’d been raised. That was what her mother had done. And that was what she would do, too.

—Hello, honey, she said into the receiver.

—I’m sorry, a woman’s voice replied. Is this Janey?

—Yes, this is Janey Carver, she said.

—Hi, Janey, the voice said. This is Suzy. Walter will be on the line in just a minute.

—Ok, Janey said.

Her voice sounded weak. She was motionless as a statue as she held the phone to her ear and waited for Ben to come on the line. She didn’t know how Ben could have Suzy place his call to her. He was having an affair with her. It was heartless. It might have been ten seconds or two minutes that she had to wait for Ben. She had no idea.

—Hello, he said.

—Hi, honey, she answered, trying to sound as normal and unaffected as she could.

—Is something wrong?

—No. Nothing. I just burned myself.

—Oh, I’m sorry, baby.

—It’s ok, she said as she flicked the kettle back on.

—Is it bad?

—No. Don’t worry about it. Why did you call?

—I just wanted to let you know I’d be home late tonight.

—Oh. She couldn’t help it. Her voice cracked.

—What is it?

—Nothing, honey. I just thought I’d cook us a nice meal tonight.

—Sorry. Clients.

—I understand.

—Don’t sound so disappointed. It’s work, honey.

—I know, Ben. It’s just, I’m here alone all day, I was looking forward to your getting home.

—You’ll be fine. You’ll figure out a way to entertain yourself. Watch a movie or something.

—A movie? Will you be that late.

—I’m afraid so. You shouldn’t wait up.

—Ok, she said quietly.

—Don’t sound so upset. This is how we’re paying for that house you wanted.

—I know, Ben. Don’t be mad at me. I’m just disappointed is all.

—Well there’s nothing I can do about it.

He was mad at her. She knew it was because he was being defensive.

—Ok, she said. Bye.

She hung up and began to cry again. She’d been such an idiot. For months before the move he’d been calling her and making excuses like that. That’s how the affair with Suzy had gotten off the ground. If she’d been firmer with him and forced him to come home to her right after work, her marriage wouldn’t be in jeopardy now. It was her own fault for being so weak. And she’d just gone and done it again. She’d let him off the hook so that he could stay out late with Suzy. She knew he’d be spending the night with her. He might even take her to Terroni’s for all she knew.

She picked up the kettle and placed her left arm flat on the counter. Then, without even flinching, she poured a good measure of the boiling water onto her arm. As the pain of the burn flowed through her she imagined that this was somehow getting back at Ben. She imagined that he would somehow suffer from this pain, that it would make him feel bad for cheating on her and putting her through such emotional agony. The truth was that the only person it hurt was herself.

She ran the burn under the cold tap and then iced it. It had left a red scar about three inches wide on the inside of her arm.

She went and lay on the couch and flipped through daytime television shows. It was a warm, sunny day outside and she knew she should be outside making the most of it but she just felt too depressed. She watched the mindless television and tried not to think of Ben and his slutty secretary. She didn’t understand why it affected her so deeply. After all, she’d already known about the affair. But it did affect her deeply. It cut like a knife.

She fell asleep on the sofa in front of the television. When she woke she looked at her watch and saw that it was four PM. She’d wasted most of the afternoon. The burn on her arm ached and she regretted doing that to herself. She got more ice from the freezer and soothed it as much as she could. Then she went upstairs for another shower. She ended up lying in the bath for another half hour with her arm out of the water. She knew she had to find a way to pull herself out of this malaise but she didn’t know how to do it. She was afraid of what would happen when Ben realized how depressed she was. Things would come to a head and she wasn’t ready for that.

After the bath she got dressed in some sweats and tied her hair back. She ordinarily wouldn’t go out in public dressed like that but she couldn’t bring herself to care. She got in her car and drove to the local grocery store. Inside the store, she wandered aimlessly down the aisles, throwing mostly snack food into her cart. They did need groceries but she wasn’t in the mood for buying real food, especially if Ben wasn’t even joining her for dinner. She bought Oreo flavored ice cream, microwave popcorn, chips and salsa, all things she usually wouldn’t allow herself. There was also a machine that rented movies and she put her credit card in the slot and choose a couple of romances at random. She threw them in the cart on top of the snack food and made her way to the checkout.

Just as she got there she saw someone familiar. It was him, the neighbor! He was all the way down one of the aisles but he was unmistakable. He was wearing slacks and a golf shirt and Janey knew she would recognize that perfect posture anywhere. He was tall and straight and had a way of walking that made him look confident and in control.

In a rash decision she turned her cart down the aisle he was in and walked straight toward him. If she’d been thinking straight she would have realized this was not the right time at all to let him see her close up for the first time. She’d been crying most of the day and her eyes were red and puffy. She hadn’t done her hair or applied her makeup very well and she looked a complete mess. She was dressed in flip-flops and sweats like some trailer park wife. She really shouldn’t have been approaching him but she couldn’t help it.

She needed him.


III

THE NEIGHBOR WAS HANDSOME. She had to give him that much. He looked distinguished and intelligent and athletic. His hair was white but full and his skin was tanned to a light, golden brown. He looked like he’d just come off a boat. He was wearing the brown leather shoes she’d seen men on boats wear.

She walked after him down the aisle. He was at the far end, picking up a few groceries. He rounded the corner to the next aisle and Janey ran down after him. She went around the corner and there he was, right in front of her, trying to decide which type of barbecue sauce he liked best.

It was only then that Janey realized how rash she’d been. She looked a complete mess and probably seemed crazy chasing some complete stranger around the store. She wished she hadn’t run after him. She didn’t have nice clothes on or any makeup. She’d become one of those women who wandered around the grocery store like a ghost while her husband cheated on her at the office.

Her cart was practically touching his. He was standing there with a surprised look on his face. He hadn’t expected to run into her like this. She was his kinky new neighbor and he’d masturbated watching her. He seemed a little embarrassed.

—Hello, he said uncertainly.

Janey gave him a weak smile. Why had she rushed into this? She must seem desperate. The man was probably saying hello out of sympathy. He must be disappointed at how she looked in real life. She didn’t look nearly as good as she had in the torsolette when he’d first seen her. He’d never look at her the same way again. She’d ruined it.

—Hello, Janey said.

—I believe I owe you an introduction, the man said.

Janey didn’t know what to say. This was so awkward. Why hadn’t she just left the store? It was too late now to go back.

—I’m Henry Walden, he said.

His voice was deep and gravelly. Just the kind of voice that Janey had imagined he would have. She could have closed her eyes and listened to it all night.

—I’m Janey, she said. Janey Carver.

This was a disaster. He’d never be interested in her now that he’d seen her up close. She should have contrived a meeting at a better time.

—My husband is Benjamin Carver. We’ve just moved in next to you.

—I noticed, Henry said and raised an eyebrow.

Janey smiled in embarrassment.

There followed an awkward silence. Henry was looking at her intently, taking her all in. He seemed to be drinking her up with his eyes. Maybe he wasn’t disgusted by her, after all. He seemed taken by her. She looked at his eyes, which were following the contours of her body from her feet up along her legs, over her bum and up to her breasts and face. She felt the thrill of being watched all over again. There was something about this man, about the way he made her feel when he looked at her, that she found intensely fulfilling and exhilarating. It was almost like he could do more with his eyes than Ben could do even with his hands. She began to feel a little better about herself, like his gaze was the sunlight bringing her back to life.

She felt that maybe she’d been a little hard on herself. She’d been depressed all day but that was only natural given what Ben was up to. She was still a beautiful young woman with her whole life ahead of her. She might not have any makeup on and her hair was tied back in a messy ponytail but she had a beautiful figure, a pretty face, a nice complexion.

—I love your pool, Janey said, just to break the silence.

Henry came back to her as if she’d just woken him from a sleep.

—Yes, he said, distantly.

He’d been so intent on looking at her it seemed he could hardly concentrate. It was strange that he was so taken by her but it sure was doing her battered confidence some good.

—Well, you can use it anytime, Henry said. I live alone and hardly ever swim. It’s a shame because it’s a nice pool.

—Thank you, Janey said.

She imagined him watching her swimming in the pool. She imagined being naked in it.

—Really, he said. I mean it. You go ahead and swim any time. I’m not even home most of the time and I have a gardener that comes by a few times a week and he maintains it perfectly. I’d be delighted to see you make use of it.

Janey looked up at him. He was handsome and seemed confident and capable but there was an awkwardness about him too. She wasn’t surprised to hear he lived alone. He had the air of a loner. She also felt a rush of desire when he’d said he’d like to see her in the pool. Maybe he meant that he’d watch her. He was welcome to.

She honestly couldn’t understand her own emotions or feelings right now, but something about the thought of him looking at her, watching her swim made her feel more secure and safe than anything else she could call to mind. It was as if his gaze would be an embrace that would hold her and protect her.

—Well, Janey said. I’d better get going.

He’d been looking at her again and seemed to find it difficult to concentrate on anything while in her presence.

—Of course, Henry said. Of course.

He offered her his hand to shake and she shook it.

—It’s been an absolute delight to meet you in person, Janey.

—Likewise, she said and wheeled her cart off toward the checkout.


IV

WHEN JANEY GOT HOME SHE threw the groceries on the kitchen counter and left the movies on the coffee table by the TV. Then she went to the office and looked up Henry Walden. She was shocked at what she learned. She never would have guessed any of it from the unassuming man she’d met at the grocery store. His wiki page led her to his company website and there was a detailed bio there.

He was a doctor, a famous doctor. He’d been married in his thirties and when he and his wife had their first child they’d learned that his wife carried a rare genetic disorder. Henry then spent the next thirty years researching the disorder at Weill Cornell. He started a company and built a dedicated research institute at the Cornell campus in Ithaca. He’d been obsessed, his company filed a number of groundbreaking patents, and after decades of hard work he succeeded. His company finally developed an effective treatment for the disorder that was today saving lives all over the world. But unfortunately for Henry, his wife and daughter had long since succumbed to the disease. It was a tragic story but a quick look at his company’s stock price told her that it hadn’t been entirely futile, at least not financially. Henry had netted millions by the time he retired a few year ago. It seemed he’d since been involving himself in charitable work, serving on the board of some local hospitals, and establishing a foundation to provide research grants to medical start-ups. He was quite a man. There were photos of him on the internet shaking hands with the president. He’d also spent time with some pretty impressive celebrities who were personally touched by the disease he’d cured or who had taken on the cause as one of their charitable projects. One picture showed him at a ceremony, in a tuxedo, with Brad Pitt and George Clooney. Janey printed it out and took it with her to the living room. She wanted to look at it while she ate her ice cream and watched her romances.

She fell asleep during the second of the two movies and when she woke up the DVD menu screen was repeating the same snippet of music over and over. She looked at the table, covered with containers of melted ice cream and a half-empty bowl of butter popcorn. She regretted being so glutinous. She’d have to find out about that gym soon before she put on weight. A few extra pounds was the last thing she needed while she was feeling so insecure in her marriage. She shut off the TV and gathered up the mess on the table and brought it into the kitchen. She saw the green digital display on her oven and was shocked that it was after three AM. Where the hell was Ben?

She rushed upstairs to see if for some reason he’d gone to bed without waking her but the bedroom was empty. She picked up the phone and dialed his office number. There was no answer. She waited and waited as it rang and she pictured the empty office with the lone phone ringing. No one was there. With a sick feeling in her stomach she wondered if she should call his cell. She knew he’d hate her for doing it. He’d say he’d been with clients and didn’t like interruptions, but she was his wife and it was three in the morning so she was within her rights to interrupt anything. What stopped her from dialing the number was the fear that she might catch him with Suzy. She knew about the affair but she didn’t want Ben to know she knew. Not that there could be much doubt, it was three in the morning and he still wasn’t home, but she wasn’t ready to face him on it. She wasn’t ready to have the fight that it would lead to. And she wasn’t ready to make the admissions to herself about her own life that the fight would force. She put down the phone.

She switched on the bedside lamp and sat on the side of the bed and thought. She thought that Ben was growing more careless of her, more reckless. She’d wanted to move to Sunny Oaks to breathe new life into the marriage but it was as if, with her being farther away from Troy, he felt he could think of her even less than before. He’d never stayed out this late before. She wondered briefly if maybe he’d been in an accident. He might have tried to drive home drunk and crashed. She put aside that thought. If there’d been an accident she’d be contacted. The more realistic option was that he was asleep with Suzy somewhere, too drunk to even realize that he wasn’t in his own bed at home.

She looked out the window across the way at the neighbor’s house. Henry Walden, she said to herself quietly. She walked up to the glass. Look at me, she thought. Please, look at me. She didn’t know what she was doing but she felt so alone and she just needed to know that someone in the world, even if it was just her eccentric neighbor next door, was thinking about her.

She went to the light switch and turned on the lights. Then she went back to the window and peered out across the darkness. Please look at me, she thought.

The light in Henry’s room came on! He was there, standing by his window in the same clothes he’d been wearing earlier at the grocery store.

Had he been waiting by the window all this time? 


V

JANEY STAYED WHERE SHE WAS and looked across at Henry. He stood, motionless, looking back at her. He almost could have been a statue, or a mannequin. In fact, if she didn’t know who he was or why he was standing there she might have thought he wasn’t real. She held up her hand in greeting and he responded, holding up his hand. The way he did it made her picture someone standing on a pier, watching a loved one leaving on a ship for a very long journey. There was something so sad about the man.

She felt strange at having learned so much about him. She’d read the salient points of his entire life and knew more about him than she knew about some members of her own family. At least, she felt she knew him. It made her wonder who was the bigger voyeur, him or her? He’d watched her get naked and play with a dildo, but she knew the most intimate details of his life.

She decided she was going to take her clothes off. She didn’t care that it was improper. Her husband still wasn’t home and she wanted someone to appreciate her beauty. She slipped out of her sweats and pulled her hair out of the ponytail it had been in since the day before. It felt good to be naked. It felt even better to be naked in front of Henry. She could almost feel his eyes on her bare skin. She closed her eyes and breathed out a long sigh and tried to concentrate on the fact that he was looking at her naked body. She tried to feel the connection with him, as if the effect of his gaze on her skin could in some way comfort her for what Ben was doing.

It was different to being touched. She knew that. She loved being touched by men, at least she’d loved being touched by Ben until he began cheating on her. This was different. There was no direct stimulation. No one was actually touching her breasts or her vagina with their hands or mouth. There was no penis for her to focus her concentration on. But it was still good. It was still a genuine connection that she was making with this man across the way, and it wasn’t cheating on Ben. At least, it wasn’t quite cheating.

The thrill of being watched was a thrill of anticipation. It was as if she knew it would lead to something more physical eventually, and that was enough for the time being. Knowing it was almost as good as having it happen to her immediately. It was the pleasure of a good tease.

The only thing about a tease though, is that it leaves you wanting more. She didn’t want to have sex with Henry. Not yet. She was still too committed to Ben and her marriage and to the goals that they shared. Even if he was willing to throw it all away for a brief fling with a secretary, that didn’t mean that she was. She hadn’t given up on her marriage yet. But she was getting something that she genuinely needed from her displays to Henry. And she was beginning to realize that it was something she couldn’t do without.

Right now, what she really wanted more than anything else, was to be closer to Henry. She didn’t want to be so close that he could touch her, but she wanted him to be watching her from closer quarters. She wanted to be able to see precisely his reactions as he watched her. She wanted him to be able to see her more clearly, more intimately.

She pressed her body against the glass window, flattening her breasts against the glass. She thrust her pelvis forward so that her shaved cunt was pressed against the cold surface of the glass. It was closer but it was nowhere near close enough. They were still separated by twenty yards of cold, night air and two panes of window glass. She felt a million miles away from him. And she felt lonely.

She looked over at the phone. She remembered the feeling she’d gotten waiting for someone at Ben’s office to pick up. She allowed herself to feel the rage that his affair was stirring up in her. Then she left the window and, still naked, grabbed a bath towel from the washroom and went downstairs. She knew that Ben could come home at any minute but she didn’t care. If he caught her doing what she was about to do then at least it would bring things to a head. She wasn’t afraid to confront him. Not right now, in this moment of utter loneliness and desperation.

She walked, naked, to the kitchen door that led out to the patio and opened it. The cold air flew in and rushed over her skin in a ghostly embrace. She steeled herself against it and stepped outside onto the side patio. She walked across her lawn and through the hedge onto Henry’s lawn. She looked up and saw that he was still watching her from the upstairs window. He hadn’t moved a single muscle.

She walked around to the back of the house to the patio beside his pool and threw her towel on one of the deck chairs. Then she went to the diving board and stepped onto it. She felt vital and alive in the cool night air, her naked skin exposed to the night like nature had intended. She felt like some nocturnal hunter on the prowl. It was a thrilling feeling to be naked outside at night. The diving board was long and white and took her out over the water. She stood at the end of it, her arms in the air above her head, and arched her back, pushing her breasts and vagina forward toward the water.

Then the pool lights came on. There were dozens of little spotlights built into the side of the pool, submerged beneath the water and they made the pool look magical. Lights on the side of the house came on too, shining down on her and the smooth surface of the water. If any of the other neighbors were looking out their windows they would see her there, naked as a nymph. She looked toward the house and saw Henry standing at his patio doors as motionless as he had been upstairs. Now he was so much closer, though. She was only a couple of yards from where he stood. She felt as if the power of his gaze had been amplified by the proximity. It thrilled her. In her pussy, right where a penis would be if she was being fucked, she felt a surge of pleasure.

She turned and faced him and silently mouthed the words that were going through her head, over and over.

—Look at me.

Janey dived into the cool water in perfect form. She hardly made a splash. Henry stood by the glass, motionless as ever, and watched her swim back and forth, lap after lap, naked as a mermaid. She found that once she started swimming she couldn’t stop. It felt so good to be moving through the clear water, to have it flowing over her body. Knowing that Henry was there watching her muscles strain against the water gave her strength. Back and forth, back and forth she went. She got into a rhythm and just kept going. It had been years since she’d swum like that. She swam competitively in college but hadn’t kept it up. She let her mind go blank now, the way she had in college. She began to remember how good it felt to be in the water.

After about fifteen minutes she tired and got out of the pool. Of course, Henry was still standing there at the glass, watching every move she made. With the water dripping off of her, still out of breath from her exertion, she walked over to the glass door that Henry was at and stood right in front of him. He smiled faintly. She put her hand up against the glass. He put his hand up to it and touched her through the glass. She leaned forward, pressing her breasts against the window pane. He looked at her breasts and for some reason she felt like crying. She allowed a few forlorn tears to fall down over her cheeks.

It was as if she’d entered a different world, a world where her life wasn’t falling to pieces around her. She was yanked back to the present when she saw the lights of a car drive by and pull around into her driveway. Ben was home. She gave Henry one final glance before running naked through the hedge to her kitchen. She could hear the garage door opening and made a dash for the stairs. She’d left her bath towel out by the pool but she hardly cared. She got to the bedroom and went straight to the shower. She didn’t relax till the hot water was rolling down over her body, soothing her and warming her after the chill of the night air.

By the time she got out Ben was snoring on the bed. He hadn’t taken off his suit and he was lying on top of the covers. He’d never even knocked on the bathroom door to tell her he was home. She went over to the window and looked out across the lawn. Henry wasn’t there.


VI

THE NEXT MORNING, BEN WOKE up late for work. He had a hangover and was in a foul mood.

—Want me to make some coffee? Janey said as Ben stepped into the bathroom.

—Sure, he mumbled.

She went down to the kitchen and put on water. Then she scooped two measures of coffee into the French press and waited for the water to boil. She went over to the patio doors to look outside and gasped in surprise! She stepped back from the doors with a hand over her mouth. She couldn’t believe it. Henry’s entire swimming pool had somehow been filled with red roses during the night. There were thousands of them. The entire pool was like a carpet of flowers. How had he managed to arrange that in such a short time?

Janey felt tears forming in her eyes. It was the kindest, most romantic, most loving gesture she had ever seen in her entire life. What kind of a person would do such a thing? She wanted to dive into the pool and bathe in the flowers. She wanted to swim in them. And most of all, she wanted to let Henry know that she appreciated the huge gesture he had made. She supposed this meant he liked her using his pool!

She was still standing by the patio doors when Ben came downstairs.

—Where’s the coffee? he said.

He looked a little better now that he’d showered and shaved but his mood hadn’t improved much.

—Sorry, it’s coming right now.

She poured hot water over the coffee grounds and waited for it to brew. She felt awkward being there with Ben. She felt she had to say something about his coming home so late but she didn’t see the point. She knew where he’d been. He’d been with his secretary.

—Sorry about last night, he said sheepishly.

She looked at him and nodded.

—You were home pretty late.

—I know. It’s these new clients.

—Ben, I don’t care who it was.

Ben was looking at the ground, shaking his head.

—I know, he said. I know. We’ll do something nice tonight. Ok?

—Will we?

—Definitely. Why don’t we meet in the city for dinner.

—Ok. I’ll call you later and we can firm up a plan.

She handed him some black coffee in a travel mug.

—Do we have any aspirin?

—I don’t think so. You’ll have to pick some up.

Once Ben left, Janey felt much calmer. She was glad the house was empty again. It seemed, the more time she spent away from Ben, the more she enjoyed the solitude. She had felt as if there’d been an intruder in the house since Ben got home last night. Now it was hers again. She went to the front of the house to make sure Ben’s car was gone and then she slipped out of her pajamas and left them on the hall floor. She walked straight back to the kitchen and opened the patio doors and stepped out into the cold air.

This was becoming something of a habit, she thought, but she couldn’t help it. She grabbed one of the poolside lounge chairs and lay on it. It was hardly eight in the morning and the air was so chilly that steam was rising up from the pool through the roses. The flowers were so rich and beautiful looking. She decided that however long it took, and however cold she got, she would lay naked on that lounge until Henry saw her. She wasn’t sure what she was trying to accomplish and she wasn’t sure what would happen when he saw her but she didn’t care. She wasn’t going back into her house to face another desperate day of loneliness while Ben cheated on her.

In the chilly air her nipples hardened and goose pimples popped up on her arms and legs. She looked ghostly white. A few minutes passed and she was visibly shivering but she didn’t care. She looked at all those thousands of red rose heads floating in the pool and thought there was no where else in the world she should be but here.

When Henry came down to his kitchen and saw her out on the recliner, shivering like a homeless puppy, he came straight out.

—Mrs Carver?

Janey looked up and saw Henry standing above her in his robe.

—Come inside at once, he said. You’ll catch your death out here.

He took her by the hand and rushed her into the kitchen, shutting the patio door behind her.

—Let me get you a blanket, he said.

—No, she said. I don’t need anything.

—You’re freezing.

—I don’t care. I don’t want to be covered up. I feel like I’ve been covered up my entire life.

She hugged her body with her arms for warmth. Henry looked at her a few seconds, his eyes drinking in her naked, white flesh.

—Well, let me put up the heat then, he said.

He walked over to a digital thermostat on the wall and pressed the plus button a few times, setting the house temperature well above normal. Immediately Janey felt warm air flow from a vented slit by the floor. It felt a lot better.

—This kitchen has heated floors, Henry said. It should warm up pretty soon.

—Thank you, Janey said.

It was a strange situation. She was sitting at the counter in this almost complete stranger’s house, stark naked. She looked at Henry. He smiled back at her.

—I’ll put on some coffee, he said.

—That would be nice.

He had a very fancy looking espresso machine and he scooped coffee from a steel tin and placed a metal filter carefully on the scoop. Then he cranked it into place and hit a switch. Within a few seconds, a delicious aroma of fresh coffee filled the room. He heated some milk on the stove and poured her a cup of hot milk and then poured some espresso into it.

—Thank you, she said.

He nodded as if making her coffee was something he did every single morning. She felt surprisingly comfortable, sitting naked at Henry’s breakfast bar, sipping coffee. She felt again the warm, protective feeling of Henry’s gaze on her bare body.

—Thank you for the flowers, she said to him softly.

—You’re welcome, Janey. May I call you Janey?

—Of course, she said, smiling.

—You’re a very beautiful girl.

—I don’t know how you managed to get so many roses delivered on such short notice.

He smiled. —I have some friends in the business.

Janey finished her coffee and then looked at Henry, returning his gaze.

—What are we going to do? she said and smiled as wickedly as she knew how.

She had no idea what she was doing, or what she was suggesting, and she felt a little guilty for being in this elderly man’s home, completely naked, as if it was she who was taking advantage of him. But she didn’t really care. She needed his attention and she wasn’t willing to spend another day putting on a show for him from across the lawn. She wanted to take things farther. She looked down at her arm, at the red burn mark on it. Ben hadn’t even noticed it. She wanted to get even.


VII

HENRY LOOKED AT HER LONG and hard.

—He’s hurting you, isn’t he?

She was disarmed by the question.

—Who? My husband?

Henry nodded.

Janey felt a tear fall down her cheek. It was true. He was hurting her.

—He’s sleeping with his secretary, she said.

—I see.

Henry looked like he understood. Maybe he’d experienced some similar pain in his life, although she couldn’t imagine that he had.

—I just feel, I don’t know, I feel like I need some attention.

—That’s understandable, Henry said.

He looked at her. His eyes moved from her face down to her breasts, and then to her thighs. Janey opened her legs, giving him a clearer view of her delicate vagina. He swallowed. She began rocking on the chair a little in anticipation for whatever was going to happen between them. She was so ready to get even with Ben that she could burst.

—I just have one condition, Henry said.

—What do you mean?

—If we’re going to do this, I want you to promise me something.

Janey looked into the old man’s eyes. She felt instinctively that she could trust him.

—Ok, she said.

—I don’t want you to use me as a crutch. I don’t want you using what we have as a means of coping with a bad relationship at home.

—Ok, she said, more carefully.

—Sometimes people need an escape. That’s fine. I understand that completely. But use the courage that you gain to face your fears and challenges, not to run away from them.

Janey nodded. She wasn’t really ready to be dealing with the issue of Ben’s affair. She’d been telling herself that it would go away on its own. She’d hoped that by moving out to Sunny Oaks the affair would disappear. Now she had a complete stranger talking to her about it. Were her problems that obvious? She supposed they must be.

—Please just take me upstairs, she whispered.


VIII

HENRY’S BEDROOM WAS ENORMOUS. It was decorated in a minimalist, modern style. Everything was sparse and simple but also very expensive. It was a very masculine sort of luxury. Janey saw the window that Henry stood at when he watched her. It was at one end of the room and at the other was the bed.

—Nice view, Janey said and smiled.

Henry nodded. He seemed quiet. There was a black, leather armchair with a steel frame by the bed and he sat on it.

—Are you ok?

He nodded again. He hadn’t spoken since they’d entered the room.

—It’s just, it’s been a long time since anyone’s been in this room other than me.

—Oh, Janey said. I’m sorry.

—Oh no, child. You have nothing to be sorry for. In fact, you’re giving a beautiful gift to a very lonely old man. Don’t be sorry for one second.

She nodded. She was still naked. It was growing accustomed to being in naked in his presence. She felt as comfortable with Henry naked as she did with most people clothed.

—What do you want me to do? she said.

Henry looked at her then as if seeing her for the first time. His gaze started on her feet and ankles and then made their way up her long, thin legs to her thighs, vagina, stomach, breasts, neck and finally her face. His eyes met hers. He motioned to the bed and she climbed onto it. It was the largest bed she’d ever been on. It must have been custom made. It was longer than the average bed but it was even wider than it was long. Even the mattress and sheets must have been custom ordered.

—Sit and face me, Henry said.

His voice was calm and kind but there was also no doubting that he was in control. He told her what to do in the manner of someone who was used to being obeyed. It was as if she was one of his research students and he was directing her in some complicated scientific procedure. He respected her intelligence but needed her to do exactly as he said.

She was sitting with her legs spread open, exposing her vagina to him clearly. She moved up and down slowly, partly from nerves, partly from excitement. She felt utterly exhilarated to be here in front of him, so close he could reach out and touch her.

—Touch it, he said.

She looked down at her sweet, little pussy. It looked perfect. She knew it did. The skin was smooth and silky. The flesh of her inner thighs was white as clean snow and as it approached the outer lips of her vagina it gradually turned to a light pink. From there it grew redder as it approached the innermost lips of the vagina. She felt like a delicate flower. That was what it was like when Henry looked at her, with so much longing and love in his face she could almost feel it.

She put her finger in her mouth and touched the outer side of the inner vaginal lips, gently pushing on the little flaps of skin that formed her clitoris and that were capable of giving her so much exquisite pleasure. As she rubbed the clitoris, blood flowed into it filling the area with life and sensation and making it puff and redden in its signal of sexual readiness.

Henry was watching intently, his mouth slightly open, his hand slowly moving from his side to his crotch and inside the fold of his robe. She knew he must be growing hard under the robe but she couldn’t see his cock. Not yet.

She strained to open her legs wider, she wanted him to see absolutely everything she had to offer. She wanted to give his eyes more pleasure than he had never known before. Most of all she wanted him to feel some sort of love for her, something that she could count on while Ben played with his secretary and treated her as if she was utterly disposable and worthless.

She pushed her index finger slowly into the mouth of her vagina. She was growing wet and it slid in easily. She forced it in as deeply as she could reach but felt it wasn’t nearly long enough. A finger was such a small implement, she thought. She pushed her finger in and out of her vagina, letting it get all wet, trying to simulate being fucked by a hard cock. Then she took two fingers and slid them in together. The extra girth gave her some more pleasure but again, she felt it wasn’t enough.

—Turn around, Henry said.

She looked at him and he held her gaze, his caring eyes meeting hers levelly. She got on her hands and knees with her bum facing him. Then she reached around and fingered her vagina again.

—Do the bum, he said.

His voice cracked. He may be used to giving orders, Janey thought, but it wasn’t every day that he told a girl to finger her bum. Her finger was already nice and wet from her cunt and she touched her anus with it. That was more like it. For some reason she felt more excited, naughtier, now that she was playing with her bum. She pushed her finger into her little asshole and let out a quiet moan. She moved it in and out of her anus, in and out, in and out. She looked back and saw that Henry was stroking his long, thick cock openly now. She wanted to offer to do it for him, to make him come, but she wasn’t sure if the contact would be too much for him. Right now it seemed like all he wanted to do was watch her.

She pulled open her butt cheeks with her hands so that he could get a really clear view of her anus. She continued fingering it. This time she used two fingers together. The extra width was startling and the slight pain, mixed with the pleasure caused her to cry out.

—That’s it, Henry said. Now do both together.

She looked back at him but he was transfixed on her bum.

She reached back and stuck her thumb into her anus and her index and middle fingers into her cunt. She had made a claw shape with her hand and used it to push in and out of both holes at once. It was a thrill to have Henry sitting there, stroking himself as he watched her. Janey felt awfully slutty being there. She was a married woman after all. But she also delighted in the attention that she was getting from Henry, and the revenge she felt she was getting on Benjamin for his cheating.

She continued to finger herself and she looked back at Henry. His large cock was in his hand and he was stroking it slowly, up and down.

—That’s beautiful, Janey, Henry said.

—Do you want me to do more?

—What do you mean.

She looked at his penis.

—I could suck you, she said.

—Oh, Henry said.

He sounded surprised, as if it had never crossed his mind that she might actually make contact with him.

—Are you getting bored? he asked. I’m not doing enough for you.

—No, Henry. Gosh. Please don’t think that. It’s just, I thought you might enjoy it.

He nodded his head.

—I understand, he said. Of course you want to make contact. You want satisfaction. It’s only natural. I’ll tell you what. You stay right there. I’ll make a phone call.

—What do you mean? Who are you calling?

—A friend. Don’t you worry who it is.

—Oh, Henry. You can’t.

—Hush, child. He’s a good friend.

—But Henry, I thought this was just something between you and me. I thought we were doing this together.

—We are, Janey. Believe me, this means the world to me. It’s just, I’m not ready for physical contact. I’ve been through a lot of pain in my life, a lot of emotional grief, and I’m unable to give you what you may be in need of.

He spoke slowly and awkwardly. He was afraid of not being able to satisfy her. He was shy, and timid. It was strange, given how confident he seemed when he told her what to do.

—Henry. You have nothing to be afraid of. I want to touch you. I want us to do this. Please don’t be afraid of me. We can take things as slowly as you like.

He shook his head and looked down.

—You don’t understand, Janey. It’s been a very long time since I’ve been with a woman. I’m simply unable, right now. Maybe some time in the future I’ll feel differently, but right now I’m not able to make the leap toward full contact. It’s too much.

She looked at his sad, lonely eyes. She wondered how long it had been since he’d felt the comforts of a woman. She knew it had been over ten years since his wife and child had died. She didn’t want him to know that she’d read his life history so she said nothing about it. She thought, that was the reason for his inability to make contact, though.

—Are you sure you don’t want me to suck you, Henry? I’d be glad to do it. I want to do it. My husband’s been cheating on me for months. I need to do it for my own sense of self-worth.

He shook his head.

—I know, Janey. You just stay put. I’m going to make a call and take care of this.

He got up and left the room. She felt foolish in the room now that she was alone. She was naked and alone in her elderly next door neighbor’s house. She got up off the bed and looked across the lawn at her house through the window. What was she doing over here? She was being incredibly reckless. She knew nothing about Henry other than what she’d read on the internet and now she was naked in his bedroom while he called a friend. It was ludicrous. She should get out of that house right away. Before Henry returned she should leave. She could be home in two minutes and out at the gym or the mall or something, doing what a normal wife should be doing, within the hour.

She pictured what her day would be like if she left and she knew she wouldn’t go. She didn’t want to be one of those forgotten, mistreated women whose husband’s left the house in the morning to go fuck other women. She was a lot of things, maybe even a slut, but at least she wasn’t sitting at home watching television or going to the mall and buying clothes that no one would ever care about.

Henry came back into the room.

—I called a friend, he said.

She turned and looked at him from the window where she stood.

—Oh, she said.

—Now, before he gets here, I have a few things I want you to do. You have to be prepared.

—Ok, she said.

She wasn’t sure what he wanted her to do but she was glad that the certainty and assertiveness had come back into his voice. She wanted him to be in charge. She wanted him to know what was going on and to take the lead.

He made his way toward the washroom.

—Follow me, he said.

Janey followed him into the washroom. He was sitting on the side of the bathtub. It was built into the room and had a low wall around it tiled in an exquisite green stone. He was sitting by the toilet.

—Pee, please, he said.

—I beg your pardon?

—Janey, if we’re going to do this then you have to obey me.

That was the Henry she liked the best. The one who was sure of himself and knew what he wanted.

—I’m not sure I’m comfortable doing that, Henry.

Janey had never peed in front of anyone in her life. She hadn’t even peed in front of Ben and they’d been married five years.

—Do it, Henry said, forcefully.

Slowly she went over to the toilet and sat on it.

—Go on, Henry said.

Janey wasn’t sure if she’d be able to pee in front of him but she surprised herself. Pee started pouring from her pussy into the toilet and before she knew it, a full stream was flowing down into the water.

—That’s it, Henry said when she was finished. That wasn’t so difficult now, was it?

She shook her head.

—Now, I want you to shave. You have to be perfect for my friend.

—Shave? Are you sure?

She was wiping herself with some tissue paper and she reached back to flush the toilet. Henry took a man’s disposable razor and a tube of shaving foam from the vanity and handed them to her.

—Come over here, he said. Get in the bath.

Henry stayed where he was, seated on the side of the bathtub, but he reached over and ran the hot water. Acting more obediently than she would have thought possibly, Janey did as she was told. She waited for the bath to fill up and then checked the temperature. It was about right so she stepped in and sat up on her knees. Then she took the shaving foam from Henry and sprayed some onto her hand. She wasn’t used to using foam like this but she lathered it onto her vagina. She was surprised at how cool and soothing it felt. She took the razor and carefully shaved around her vagina, Henry watching all the while.

—Good, he said when she was finished.

He got her a towel and she stood up and he dried her off like a child. Then he brought her back into the bedroom and told her to wait on the bed.

Janey wasn’t sure how she felt about what had just happened. It was an extremely strange experience. She felt as if she trusted Henry but things were beginning to get a bit weird, and she was apprehensive about whoever he might have called up. Still, she didn’t do anything to remove herself from the situation. She knew that she would much rather be here with Henry, playing to his kinky fetishes, than at home alone.

She lay on the bed and let him look at her for about ten more minutes, his eyes fixed on her. She wanted to talk to him but he was so lost in concentration that every time she said something it seemed to distract him from his thoughts. It seemed, all he wanted to do was feast his eyes on her beautiful body. At last, a car pulled into the driveway.

—That will be my friend, Henry said.

Janey wasn’t sure if she was scared or excited.

—Who is he? she said.

—You’ll see in a minute.

The friend must have known Henry well because he let himself into the house without ringing the bell.

—We’re up here, Malcolm, Henry called out.

Malcolm entered the room and was immediately taken by Janey. It was no wonder.

She was lying on a bed, completely naked, waiting for him to fuck her. It was such a strange situation but she was past the point of caring about propriety. She wanted this man’s cock in her pussy and that was what she was going to get, or at least, that was how it seemed.

—Ah, Malcolm, allow me to introduce you to my neighbor, and friend, Janey Carver. Janey, this is Malcolm French. A business associate of mine.

Malcolm was a little younger than Henry, but not much. He was probably in his mid-fifties, tall, with grayish hair and a handsome face. He was clean-shaved and in good physical condition. He had a tan like Henry’s and Janey imagined that they probably spent a lot of time together golfing or yachting.

—I’m enchanted, Malcolm said from where he was standing, next to Henry.

Janey smiled up at him as she lounged, languorously on the bed. She sucked in her stomach and pushed out her breasts and bum, trying to heighten her sexual attractiveness. She was doing an excellent job if Henry and Malcolm’s reactions were anything to judge by. They were both watching her every move. She felt important and special to be lying there, receiving all of their attentions.

—You’ll go easy on her, I’m sure, Henry said to Malcolm.

Malcolm nodded. Henry looked at Janey questioningly. He raised an eyebrow as if to ask if this was ok with her. She nodded. She was ok with this, whatever this was, and definitely wanted it to continue.

Malcolm took off his blazer and put it on the back of Henry’s chair. He began opening the buttons on his white shirt, one at a time. Janey got up on her knees in front of him and helped open his pants. She felt inside his shorts and found his hardening cock and took a hold of it. She pulled it out of his shorts so that she could look at it. This was the penis that was going to allow her to get even with Ben. This was her ticket. She felt that if she could just get this cock to orgasm in her pussy, she’d be showing Ben and Suzy that she wasn’t weaker than they were and that she had as much right to happiness as either of them did.

Malcolm pulled off his shirt and got out of his pants, shorts and socks so that he was completely naked. He got up on the bed next to Janey and began kissing her passionately. He was a pretty good kisser. Not bad at all for a fifty-something year old. Janey let him kiss her even though it gave her a strange feeling of guilt. She looked over at Henry while she kissed Malcolm. He had pulled the leather armchair closer to the bed so that he could watch closely as she and Malcolm made love. She felt as if having Henry there made everything ok. It was as if his presence legitimized the encounter.

Malcolm reached up and took a hold of her breasts and began to knead them softly in his large hands. The way he was gently massaging them felt exquisite. Janey leaned her head back and let Malcolm lick and kiss her neck and breasts. He took a nipple in his mouth and sucked on it while lightly pressing the other between two fingers. She leaned back and got off her legs, wrapping them around Malcolm’s well-built torso. He took his cue and began to move down her body with his mouth, stopping when he reached her aching, pulsing vagina.

For so many years, Benjamin Carver had been the only man who was allowed access to that special place on her body. She felt cheated at all the years of faithfulness and devotion she had given him. It was time for her to break free. First, she’d let that valet touch her. Now she was letting this man, Malcolm, caress the folds of skin around her pussy with his mouth. She breathed out in pleasure as he took the inner lips of her pussy into his warm, wet mouth and sucked gently. He sucked on the skin and flesh, pulling blood into the nerves and creating an ecstasy of pleasure down in her clitoris. She closed her eyes and arched her back, thrusting her pussy into Malcolm’s face. Her breasts were arched forward, her head pressed downward into the mattress. The feeling of being eaten by a stranger was exquisite. She flushed as she reached a series of gentle orgasms that fluttered throughout her body and continued for over a minute. All the while, Malcolm kept sucking the flesh of her clitoris. She felt her face and body go red from the exertion. She was breathing heavily and her whole body was trembling from the orgasmic reaction that had occurred inside her.

She opened her eyes and looked at Henry. He was watching every movement intently. His hand was on his penis inside his bathrobe and he was rubbing himself. She locked eyes with him and she felt almost as if he was looking right down into her soul with his sad, longing eyes. She knew that he wanted to be the one fucking her. But he couldn’t. Not yet, he had said. For now, all he could do was watch. He was so close to her that he could smell her body, see every drop of liquid that came out of her, but he couldn’t touch her. It may have been the first time in many years that he had seen a woman climax up close and it seemed to have affected him.

—Hold out your hand, she said to him.

He brought his hand out of his robe where it was rubbing his throbbing cock and held it out to her. She licked it and spat on it, making it wet with her saliva.

—Now rub yourself, she said to him.

He thanked her with a silent smile and put his wet, lubricated hand back on his cock and began stroking it. Malcolm looked up. He could tell she had orgasmed and was no longer sucking her clitoris. She pushed her pussy forward, she wanted him to suck her some more, but he was already climbing up onto his knees. He brought his cock up to her pussy and she spread open her legs so that he could enter her.

Malcolm slid into her like a sword into a silken sheath. It felt perfect to have a rock hard cock in her cunt after all of her years dealing only with Ben. She cried out in pleasure as Malcolm began thrusting back and forth. He grabbed her ankles and rested them on his shoulders. She cried out and tried to maintain eye contact with both men. Henry was enjoying every second of it, and needless to say, so was Malcolm.

—Please don’t come inside her, Henry said. I want to see the orgasm.

Malcolm nodded at Henry but did nothing to slow down the steady thrusting rhythm that he had set. Janey felt utterly naughty with her legs up in the air and both men having so much pleasure watching her. She didn’t care. The sluttier she got, the more she was able to get back at Ben. She clenched her fists as a second wave of delicious orgasms, this time harder than the first, began to surge through the muscles in her groin, shattering all thought.

—Harder, she cried out. Harder, Malcolm.

Malcolm pushed into her with so much force and strength that it surprised and thrilled her. She loved every thrust his penis made, deep into her vagina. She was sure Ben never got this deep, either with her or with Suzy. She was sure Suzy didn’t feel this good when Ben was inside her. The orgasms pulsed around inside her like bullets ricocheting inside a steel room. She screamed and grew flushed and gasped for air. Both men watched her so intently that she grew embarrassed once the orgasms subsided. It was broad daylight and she’d never even allowed herself the freedom to have a climax like that in the privacy of her own home.

She reached out and held Malcolm’s body, stopping him from continuing.

—Do me from behind, she said.

She flipped over onto her knees, pointing her little bottom at Malcolm and wiggling. She made sure she was at a good angle for Henry to watch. It was both of them she was intent in pleasuring and she wanted to make sure Henry could see her getting anally ravaged.

She reached around and grabbed her butt cheeks with her hands and pulled them apart, displaying her anus to the two men.

—Fuck me in there, she said.

Malcolm looked at Henry before proceeding. Then he took his finger and pressed it past the tight ring of muscle, into Janey’s asshole.

—Yes, she cried out, a mixture of pleasure and pain surging through her asshole. Now take me, Malcolm. Take me hard.

Malcolm ran his finger in and out of her asshole, creating an incredible sensation of pleasure that almost made her want to cry. Then he pulled out his finger and pressed the tip of his throbbing, aching penis against the asshole. Janey pushed back against it and with a little help from some body lotion that Henry gave to Malcolm, the solid cock began to slide far into her anus. Malcolm began his rhythmical pumping again. Janey bent her arms at the elbows and lay her head on the bed, giving Malcolm the perfect angle from which to pump her little ass all he wanted.

—Yes, she cried out again and again as she turned to face Henry.

He was looking at her so lovingly and so lustfully, but she could also tell that his cock was getting close to orgasm. She thought of all the pumping Malcolm was doing and realized he must be getting close to his climax too.

—Come on my face, she said.

—What? Malcolm said.

He was so caught up in ramming his cock in and out of her asshole that he hadn’t heard what she’d said.

—Come on my face, she said again.

Malcolm looked at Henry again, and then pulled out of her bum. She turned around and lay on her back with her head beneath Malcolm’s cock. Henry and Malcolm both had the perfect view of her pretty face and she opened her mouth encouragingly.

—Both of you, she said, looking straight at Henry. Both of you come on my face.

It was Henry’s turn to look at Malcolm, as if verifying what she had said, and then he stood up from his seat so that his cock was now over Janey’s face. This was perfect, Janey thought. This way he could cover her with semen without ever having to touch her. The two men masturbated in unison and Janey opened her mouth as wide as she could as they both approached gushing climaxes. Together, the two cock tips began to squirt out streams of white, hot liquid and she closed her eyes and kept her mouth open, trying to catch as much of it in her mouth as she could. It was the taste of sweet revenge. If Ben could see her now he would literally die. The semen squirted in her mouth, on her cheeks, in her eyes, in her hair. She didn’t care. She wanted it all. She licked her lips and swallowed everything that had fallen into her mouth and then opened her eyes and looked up at the two men.

—Now you come, my darling, Henry said to her.

—I did, already, lots of times.

—Come again, he said. Come with our jizz on your face.

Still lying on her back, her face covered in both men’s jizz, she began rubbing her hand rapidly over her clit, probing her cunt with her finger and moving the folds of vaginal flesh as fast as she could until she began to feel the sensation of orgasm running up from the depths of her groin again. Suddenly she began thrusting her body, as if she was being shocked with surges of electricity. The men’s eyes widened in surprise and joy as she convulsed in yet another delicious orgasm right in front of them.

When she was finished she wiped her face on the sheets and asked Henry to bring her a towel. Then Malcolm dressed and both men rose to leave.

—You have a bath, Henry said to her. You’re welcome to have a nap too if you like.

They left her in the room. She went into the bathroom and had a quick shower and then got into Henry’s bed, naked. She slept for about thirty minutes and when she woke she could hear Malcolm and Henry downstairs. She felt utterly refreshed and rejuvenated. She was ready to face Ben and whatever infidelities he was attempting to commit. She felt that now, she would no longer be the weaker party.

She went downstairs, still completely naked. She had no clothes to wear at Henry’s. The two men were drinking coffee at the counter. She walked over to Malcolm and kissed him gently on the mouth, allowing him to push his tongue into hers. Then she stood in front of Henry.

—Please don’t send me home without a kiss, she said.

He looked scared but he leaned forward and kissed her like a gentleman, softly on the lips.
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I

JANEY COULDN’T BELIEVE IT WHEN she went to check out the new gym in Sunny Oaks. It was called Blue and was owned by a luxury hotel chain from Florida. The entire place had been designed to be as comfortable and luxurious as one of their hotels. The company had started to move out of Florida and opened new locations in New York, Washington DC, Philadelphia and Boston. The only reason they were in Sunny Oaks was because the owner of the company was from there and had inherited a building from his parents.

She’d thought the building was impressive from the outside but when she entered she realized just how fabulous it was. The reception was like a hotel lobby with dark stone floors and frosted glass walls separating the public area from the members’ areas. Indoor palm trees gave it all a tropical feel. Janey could see through the glass to a lounge where women were walking around in thick white robes. There was a sauna, steam room, pool and massage area back there. There was also a cafe that sold health snacks and drinks. It was like a spa. The gym itself was on the second level and a wide staircase led from the relaxation area up to it. There was a girl at a desk dressed as if for an office and Janey went up to her and asked if they were accepting new membership applications.

The girl smiled and said, —Of course.

She handed Janey a booklet with a soft leather binding.

—How much is it?

—We’re brand new, the girls said, so there’s an introductory rate. Six hundred dollars a month.

—Wow. Isn’t that kind of steep for a gym?

—The normal price is twelve hundred. To get the discounted rate you have to join this month.

—Twelve hundred a month! In Albany! How do people afford it?

—Well, first of all, you get a lot more than a gym membership here. There’s a relaxation spa, hydrotherapy treatments, massage and beauty treatments, personal training and style consulting. It’s all included in membership.

—Sounds nice.

—It is. The girl raised an eyebrow and looked around the place as if she wished she were a member herself. Plus, it’s a real networking center. Everyone who’s anyone around here, especially if she’s a woman, will be a member. Once the word spreads, it’s going to be the place to be. State senators, judges, important wives, this is where they’ll rub shoulders.

—My husband would kill me if I sign up for six hundred bucks a month, Janey said.

The girl nodded understandingly. Janey gave a wistful look around before leaving.

—I guess I’ll just have to dream about it.

—Too bad, the girl said. But before you go, do you mind if I ask you a slightly personal question.

—Ok.

—Just tell me if I’m out of line.

Janey was beginning to wonder what on earth this young girl was going to ask her. She nodded.

—You said you’re married, the girl said.

—That’s correct.

—Well, does your husband have any memberships?

Janey smiled. It was the perfect sales tactic.

—Actually, he’s about to join the Sunny Oaks golf club. Also for networking.

—Hmm, the girl said.

She typed something into her computer and pulled up the golf club’s website.

—Did you know membership at the golf club starts at ten grand a year?

—I did actually, Janey said.

—And all that gets you is golf and a club house. Here we actually take care of you, help you improve your health, your wellbeing and your life. It doesn’t seem too unreasonable to me that you should have that, especially when you’re husband gets to play golf for ten grand a year.

—At least ten grand, Janey said.

—Exactly.

Janey thought about it. It was true that joining the golf club would really boost Ben’s networking potential. She wanted him to get a new job in Albany and if that was going to happen, he’d need to be a member there. Every state senator, federal judge and senior partner in the state capital was a member of the Sunny Oaks golf club. But on the other hand, Ben was being a complete bastard lately. He was having an affair, coming home drunk, and completely neglecting her. He wasn’t even bothering to hide the fact that he was cheating on her anymore.

—Let me see the application form, Janey said.

—That’s more like it, the girl said with a smile as she handed Janey a black folio with silver lettering on the cover.

Janey felt nervous and giddy by the time she got back to her car. She’d just signed up, using Ben’s American Express card, for a six hundred dollar a month gym! In six months it would revert to full price. She was in big trouble. But then, her marriage was falling apart, Ben was cheating on her, and she’d started some strange new game with her next door neighbor. What did she have to lose at this point?

On the way home she picked up some groceries for dinner. She thought she had better break the news of her new expenditure to Ben gently and bought two bottles of his favorite wine, a Californian Zinfandel that ran for about thirty bucks a bottle. She also got steak and asparagus, strawberries and fresh cream for dessert. She intended to have a nice evening with him. They’d hardly spent any time together all week. She hadn’t given up on her marriage and knew there was a lot of work to do if she was going to get her relationship back to any kind of stable, livable, level.

When she got home the phone was ringing. From the caller ID she could see it was Ben’s office. She braced herself for the sound of Suzy’s harsh, grating voice but was pleased when she heard Ben on the other end of the line.

—Janey, are you sitting down? I’ve got some great news, Ben said.

He sounded genuinely excited, which was rare for him.

—What is it?

—We just landed the biggest account of the year. Well, to be more specific, I just landed it. They’ve already wired us the retainer.

—That’s wonderful, honey.

—Fifty grand.

—No way! She was shocked. Ben had never been one to bring in new business to the firm. He didn’t have the kinds of connections that that sort of thing required and it had been really limiting his career potential. This was certainly an exciting development. She wondered how on earth he’d done it. He didn’t know people who could pay that sort of money for legal services. At least, she’d thought he didn’t.

—Ben, that’s amazing. That’s going to mean big things.

—I can smell a partnership offer.

—Really?

—Really, Janey.

—From that one deal?

—Well, it looks like it’s going to be ongoing for quite a while, and the clients asked for me personally.

—Who are they?

—I’ll tell you when I see you. Right now I just wanted to let you know I won’t be home for dinner. Obviously there’s going to be some celebrating over here. We’re taking all the staff out for drinks.

—All the staff?

—Sure. I’m going to suggest Terroni’s. What do you think?

—My favorite restaurant?

—In your honor, he said and laughed.

Janey didn’t see anything to laugh about. She knew Suzy and the other secretaries would all be there. It would be one big cheat fest on the wives at home. There was nothing at all funny about Ben bringing his secretary to her favorite restaurant. In fact, it was highly insensitive of him to call to tell her about a big party that she wasn’t even invited to.

Janey made a snap decision to do something about it. She knew she wouldn’t be able to stop Ben from going out, she just didn’t have that sort of sway over him any more. If she tried to tell him to come home he’d ignore her. So she did the next best thing. She took a deep breath.

—Perfect, honey. What time? I was just about to cook dinner but if I get ready immediately I could be downtown in an hour.

—Oh, Janey, it’s kind of just an office thing.

—When has that ever stopped me?

She could count a hundred times that that had stopped her but this wasn’t going to be one of them.

There was a moment’s silence from Ben’s end of the line. Janey’s heart pounded in her chest. What if he told her that she wasn’t invited? How would she be able to live with Ben, and live with herself, after that?

—Sure, he said at last.

He sounded reluctant, disappointed, but Janey didn’t care. She let out a sigh of relief. She’d been actually holding her breath.

—Come as soon as you can, he said. We’re all heading down there right now.

—I’ll see you in an hour, she said and hung up.

She felt strange when she put down the phone. She’d just had to fight to attend her own husband’s celebratory dinner. What was going on? Maybe her marriage really was coming to an end. She tried not to think about it as she quickly showered and put on her sexiest little black dress. At the very least, she could try to look more attractive than Suzy or whatever other secretary Ben had his eye on these days.

Then, sitting in front of the mirror, putting on her makeup, she began to panic. What was she thinking? Suzy was going to be there! It was all going to be entirely on Suzy’s turf. It would be her territory, her workmates, her friends, and her lover.

Janey was just the boring wife who’d insisted on coming along and now she was going to step into a situation in which the cards were all stacked against her. She had to hold on to her makeup table for support. She looked into the mirror at the woman staring back at her and almost didn’t recognize herself anymore. The stress and worry and anguish on her face seemed to belong to another person.


II

JANEY PULLED UP TO THE curb on the street outside Terroni’s. She didn’t feel like using the valet. She was nervous just being there. She didn’t know what to expect. She’d been married five years to Ben and should have been excited to be going out to help him celebrate his good news. Instead she felt as if she was entering a party full of strangers. She felt that she wouldn’t have a single friend or ally in the entire place. It would have been easier just to turn around and go home.

She took out her cell and dialed Ben’s number. It rang four times and then cut off, as if he’d pressed the reject call button. She looked down at her phone sadly before shrugging it off. Not to worry, she told herself. His phone had probably died. She knew she was lying to herself but she had no choice. What could she do? Admit to herself that Ben might have rejected her call?

She checked her makeup quickly in the mirror before getting out of the car. Then she stepped out onto the hard concrete sidewalk. She knew her husband was in there, flirting with other women, and didn’t even care if she showed up or not. She’d never felt so alone in her life.

Terroni’s was packed. She’d never seen the place so full of people. Some of them she recognized from Ben’s office but most she didn’t. She hadn’t spent much time socializing with his workmates. The entire restaurant seemed to have been taken over by the firm and there was no one at the entrance to greet her like usual. She felt awkward and alone as she stepped through to the dining room. People were drinking and laughing and they all seemed to know each other. She couldn’t see Ben anywhere. She wished she had somewhere to put her coat but there wasn’t anywhere. She felt out of place in her coat, carrying her purse, all by herself. The party was in full swing and she was the latecomer. Not a single person greeted her. Those who looked up and saw her quickly looked away again, went back to their conversations. She began to feel paranoid. She wondered if everyone in the office knew about Ben’s affair with Suzy, and now saw her as the intruder. Was she the other woman now? Was she unwelcome here?

A waiter passed her with a tray of champaign glasses and she grabbed one before he moved out of reach.

—Thank you, she mumbled but he never heard her.

She thought back to the evening she’d come here to meet Ben just a few weeks earlier. She’d fooled around with the valet that night. Just briefly. She’d dropped her keys and he’d bent down to the ground to pick them up. While he was down there she’d boldly flashed him a delicious view of her bare vagina. She’d even let him touch it! Had that really been her? She wished she felt that confident and sexy tonight. It had been a crazy moment, one of the moments in her life she would never be able to forget. It had been a risk of everything she cherished, her entire marriage, but now she felt she should have gone farther. She didn’t know that she cherished the same things anymore. She should have slept with the valet the next morning when she came back for her car. If her marriage was going to fall apart anyway, why not have some fun?

Then she saw Ben. He was over at the bar with a big group of people, all of them drinking and laughing and talking loudly. Janey had to squeeze her way through the crowd with difficulty to get closer to them. It was an L-shaped bar and Ben was right at the corner of it, surrounded by a crowd of colleagues and friends.

She inched her way in his direction but it was tough going. No one made room for her.

—Honey, she said as she inched through the throng but he didn’t hear her.

There were three or four people still between her and Ben and he was so wrapped up in telling them all a story that he didn’t notice her calling his name. She could see now that some of the other partners were there too, the very men Ben had been working his ass off for years to impress. This really was a big day for him. Just a few days ago he would have laughed if she’d told him he’d be getting drunk and telling stories at a bar with two of the firm’s top partners.

—And that was it, Ben was saying.

He was talking about the deal.

—They wanted to know all about the Northrop case, what I’d done on it, what my responsibilities were, who’d been on the opposing side, whether I’d enjoyed the work. I lied, said it was the time of my life.

There was a round of laughter from the crowd. Ben was bragging like a child. Janey would have been embarrassed if she’d been next to him. But it was his day, after all. That was what everyone was here to celebrate.

—I knew they were interested but I didn’t know they were ready to commit. I thought they’d want a letter of engagement from a partner. But the guy just took out a check and a pen and said, Fifty enough? I didn’t even know what he was talking about. I said sure. Then he wrote the check, a five followed by four zeroes! I was like, is this for real?

There was another round of laughter. One of the partners put a hand on Ben’s shoulder. Janey recognized him from the firm Christmas party. His name was John Blake. He’d supervised Ben on numerous cases, including Northrop.

Then Janey saw another hand on Ben’s shoulder. A woman’s hand. She tried to see through the crowd but there were too many people in the way. The hand was long and slender with red painted nails and a tiny gold watch on the wrist. There was also a wedding ring on the finger. John Blake kept getting in the way and she couldn’t connect the arm to a body but she had the sinking feeling that it belonged to Suzy.

She was about to call out Ben’s name again when John Blake reached across the bar for a drink and she got a clear view of Ben and the woman whose hand was on his shoulder. Sure enough, it was Suzy. She was leaning on Ben, very cosily, but they weren’t doing anything more than that. It was entirely possible that they were so close together simply because the bar was so crowded. She knew that wasn’t the case, she knew they were having an affair, but she couldn’t tell if the rest of the people around the bar knew that too. She shuddered at the thought that everyone at the firm saw Suzy as Ben’s rightful partner. Was it possible that Ben and Suzy were so open about their relationship at work that people just saw them as a couple? That would make Janey the other woman.

She felt humiliated and embarrassed. There was something very strange about finding your husband sitting next to another woman at a bar. It wasn’t just the fact that they were having an affair. She knew that. She’d been coming to terms with that fact, or at least trying to. What she found so difficult right at that moment was more the openness of his relationship with Suzy. He was there, surrounded by the partners of his firm, and Suzy was sitting right next to him as if she belonged there. It was as if everyone at the bar somehow supported Suzy, just because she was sitting next to Ben in their company. She realized just how important other people’s perceptions and opinions mattered. The only reason an affair was wrong, after all, was because society deemed it so. If the society at Ben’s firm supported the affair, then it wasn’t wrong at all, it was a legitimate relationship. That was the thread of Janey’s thinking as she grew increasingly uncomfortable and paranoid in the bar.

She wondered for one horrified second what she’d walked into. She felt like a sheep that has mistakenly walked into a wolf lair. Did everyone at the office know about Ben and Suzy? Were they on Suzy’s side already? Was she, Janey, Ben’s lawfully wedded wife, the intruder here? She didn’t know the answer to that.

Her heart shuddered at the thought but she knew she’d have to overcome it. Suzy had thankfully taken her greasy paw off of Ben’s shoulder. She was still sitting up next to him but the bar was so crammed full of people that it didn’t necessarily mean they were together.

—Ben, she called out again.

John Blake turned and saw her and got Ben’s attention for her.

—Ben, your wife’s here.

Blake chivalrously made room for her, allowing her to squeeze in past him and get to Ben. She was eternally grateful to him for doing so. She wouldn’t have been surprised if everyone at the bar had simply ignored her. Blake was holding a shot glass over her and she prayed he didn’t let it spill as she squeezed past.

—Honey, Ben said.

He didn’t seem especially pleased to see her, but he’d had enough to drink that the smiles and kisses were coming pretty freely at this point. He put a big, slobbery kiss on her lips and the crowd at the bar cheered. Janey hadn’t exactly enjoyed kiss, it tasted of scotch, but she felt relieved to have been accepted into the crowd. She looked over at Suzy, as nonchalantly and casually as possible, and saw that the slut had reluctantly created a little distance between Ben and herself.

That’s right, bitch, Janey thought to herself, stay the hell away from my man.


III

THE MOOD AT THE BAR was jovial and the drinks flowed freely. The bartender kept round after round of shots coming and the group got drunker and sloppier as the evening progressed. Even Janey began to relax and let go of the inhibitions and pent up stress she had been carrying.

—To fifty thousand dollars, someone roared as they all downed another tequila shot.

—To fifty thousand a month, Blake roared.

To Janey’s surprise she was actually beginning to enjoy herself. She looked around at the faces surrounding her. Walter Blake and another partner, Bill Warren were there. Neither had his wife with him. There was also a few other employees from the firm, some associates and support staff. Janey didn’t really know any of them. To her left was Ben and to his left was Suzy, who still hadn’t found somewhere more appropriate to sit.

—I signed up for the gym, she said drunkenly to the whole crowd of them.

—Good for you, Suzy called out.

Suzy was really hammered and Janey ignored her.

—It only cost me six hundred dollars a month!

Ben spat out his drink.

—You’re kidding, right?

—Six hundred a month, baby, Janey said and kissed him drunkenly on the lips.

John Blake and Bill Warren began laughing furiously.

—What’s so funny? Ben said when Janey stopped kissing him.

—Let me guess, Blake said. The gym’s called Blue?

—That’s right, Janey said and patted him on the arm.

—Welcome to the high life, Blake said to Ben.

—What do you mean?

—My wife joined that place last week. It’s basically the most expensive, most luxurious gym you could imagine. It costs almost as much as the golf club.

—Jesus, Ben said. So this isn’t a joke?

—No joke, Bill Warren said. My wife joined too.

—You guys are partners though, Ben said. I’m still on a salary.

—Well, Warren said. You keep a hold of this new client and that could all change pretty rapidly.

Ben smiled at that. Nothing pleased him more than the thought of making partner. It would have thrilled Janey too were it not for the fact that Suzy worked at this firm. The whole idea of moving out to Sunny Oaks had been to get Ben interested in Albany firms. Now he was moving up the ladder here in Troy. That wasn’t exactly the plan. And worst of all, she was just cementing the whole thing by joining Blue like the rest of the partners’ wives. She just knew that pretty soon Blake and Warren’s wives would want to meet her. Then they’d offer Ben a partnership and he’d be with Suzy forever. Maybe she was overreacting, few affairs with secretaries lasted more than a couple of months, but still. It was a legitimate concern, she thought.

Janey noticed that Bill Warren was looking at her very closely.

—Just think of the sexy body she’s going to come home with after all those workouts and treatments, he said and leaned across Blake to put his hand on her arm. I think I can feel muscle in this arm already.

—No kidding, Blake said and squeezed her arm lightly too.

Ben noticed their interest in his wife and it was as if that rekindled his own interest in her. He put his hand affectionately on her knee. She was wearing a short dress and her legs looked great on the barstool. He moved his hand slightly up her thigh and gave it a little squeeze. Then he kept it there.

It felt good to be getting some attention from Ben for a change. He’d been completely ignoring her ever since taking up with Suzy and it was killing her. The stress of it had been unbearable. She hadn’t known what to do. She’d been acting out of character, doing things she never would have ordinarily done. Now that Ben was actually paying attention to her again she felt that all of those things were a million miles away and had happened a million years ago.

Since moving into the house at Sunny Oaks, she’d felt that her only friend in the world was the neighbor, Henry Walden. She’d been flirting with him, allowing him to watch her masturbate and have sex with Ben, and had even gone over to his house and fucked a complete stranger in front of him. Now she felt as if she didn’t even need him anymore. She was surprised at how quickly she was willing to forget all about the mysterious neighbor who lived next door once her husband began to give her just the tiniest little bit of attention.

She wrapped her arms around Ben and kissed him again. When she stopped, Ben raised another shot glass and the whole bar drank again.

Then he leaned into her ear.

—What do you say we book a hotel room tonight?

Janey nodded eagerly. She loved the idea. She hadn’t had any excitement with Ben in weeks. He’d been coming home drunk, often in the middle of the night, and it seemed he’d hardly been giving her a second thought. He’d been so preoccupied with Suzy, his new toy, that he didn’t even seem to care that he had a wife at home. And that was what she was, his wife. She was loving and devoted and caring and all she wanted from Ben was some loyalty and affection in return. She knew they could live a good life together if only he would come back to her and forget about Suzy.

She vowed she’d win him back. All she had to do was work her butt off at this new gym and her body would be so perfect that he wouldn’t even be able to look at another woman.

She allowed Ben’s hand to move a little farther up her thigh, pushing her skirt up a little with it. She could feel Blake and Warren take notice of how close his hand was to her pussy but she thought, to hell with it.

On Ben’s other side, Suzy looked dejected and upset. He wasn’t paying her any attention at all. This was too perfect. She felt vindicated, like she’d shown Suzy who the alpha-female was around here. She wanted to tell her that secretaries came and went, but wives were there to stay. Suzy should have realized that. The poor slut was too stupid to look out for her own interests. She’d allowed her cunt to be used by Ben for a little diversion, and she was going to get nothing at all out of it. That’s life, Janey thought. If Suzy had a problem with that she should find her own man.

Then Suzy got up from her stool at Ben’s side and Janey thought, finally.

—Want to get out of here? she said into Ben’s ear in her sultriest voice.

At least she hoped it sounded sultry. She probably just sounded drunk.

—What? Ben said. This party’s just getting started.

—Not for us, I’m afraid, Blake said.

He and Warren motioned to the bartender to give them the bill. They were paying for everyone, it seemed, which was pretty generous considering what the bill would have run to by that time. They said goodnight and Janey looked around the bar and was surprised to see that it had emptied out quite a bit since she’d arrived. She wondered how long they’d all been sitting there, knocking back the shots. If her dizziness was anything to go by, it had been a least a couple of hours.

—Let’s get out of here, she said to Ben.

She just wanted to leave. She was tired and drunk and the party was clearly winding down. He’d promised her a hotel room and she knew that if they stayed any longer there would be no chance of any action when they got back to it.

—I said wait, Ben snapped.

Janey’s face flushed. She wasn’t used to being snapped at in public. She looked at the bartender but he had the good sense to look away and pretend he hadn’t noticed.

Ben was checking over his shoulder and Janey looked back to see what he was looking at. Her heart sank. It was Suzy. She was sitting at a table back in the main part of the restaurant. She was with another man. The man was tall and fairly handsome, from what Janey could see. He was sitting close to Suzy, obviously her partner or husband, and they seemed to be having some sort of argument.

—Who’s that? Janey said.

—Who? Ben said and turned back to face the bar.

Suzy and her partner were the only two left sitting in that part of the restaurant.

—That couple?

—What couple?

—Ben! That couple sitting right there? Isn’t that your secretary?

Ben shrugged.

—Is that her boyfriend?

—Her husband. He’s a son of a bitch.

—Why do you say that?

—Bartender. What do you have to do to get some service in this joint?

—I’m sorry sir, we’ve stopped serving.

—What the fuck? Ben said. I’ve been sitting here all night.

—We’re done serving, sir, the bartender said firmly.

The lights in the restaurant had gone up now, and the music had been turned off. It was closing time and the servers seemed to have little patience for any stragglers. They just wanted to clean up, mop the floor and go home.

—Let’s get out of here, Ben said gruffly to Janey and yanked her arm aggressively. There’ll be a bar at the hotel.

Janey got up and followed Ben toward the exit. As they walked past Suzy and her husband, Janey heard the man call Suzy a slut. Then he got up and walked straight over to her and Ben.

—Hey, where do you think you’re going, buddy boy? the man said to Ben.

He was being aggressive and confrontational, as if he wanted to start a fight with Ben.

—Look, Luke, I don’t want any trouble, Ben said.

Ben obviously knew this guy, although they didn’t seem to be friends. It looked to Janey like this man, Luke, was going to punch Ben’s lights out. Ben was so drunk it wouldn’t take much to knock him out. There was even a part of Janey that longed to see it happen. She wanted to see this tall stranger, Suzy’s husband, beat the crap out of Ben for the way he’d been acting these past few months.

—I don’t give two craps what you want, the man said. A deal’s a deal.

The guy was about to smack Ben hard when Ben said, —Wait, Luke. Don’t. I’ll do it. You can have her.

Ben motioned with his head toward Janey.

The man, Luke, looked at Janey with an obvious leer. His eyes started on her ankles and moved slowly up her legs, dress, cleavage, neck and face. Then he looked back at Ben.

—You better not be shitting me this time.

—I’m not, Ben said.

A grin crossed Luke’s face as he leered again at Janey.

—Damn right.

Janey struggled to keep up with what was going on. She looked over at Suzy, who’d been crying, and got back a look of pure hatred.

—What the hell’s going on, Janey said. What deal are you talking about?

—Not now, Ben said to her. We’ve got to go. We’ll meet you all at the Best Western on Fourth Street, he said to Luke.

Luke nodded. He was in agreement, it seemed. Whatever beef he’d had with Ben had been resolved. Janey couldn’t believe it. She had a sinking suspicion that the deal had something to do with her. Had she just been traded like a cow at a meat auction? She pieced things together rapidly as Ben dragged her out of the restaurant and into one of the waiting cabs outside. Had Luke found out about the affair Suzy was having with Ben? Had Ben cut some deal with him to get himself out of trouble? Was she the one who was going to be paying for it?


IV

THERE WAS NOTHING FANCY OR romantic about the Best Western on Fourth Street. It was an entirely practical and functional place, the kind of hotel that a group of real estate agents or a company sales team would use to host a conference or meeting. The lobby was spacious and clean with a white tiled floor and French doors leading to an empty restaurant that was already set up for breakfast. A generic looking chandelier hung over the whole space and lit it in a warm, yellow hue. There was no one at the reception and Ben had to ring the bell to wake the concierge. They checked in. The room cost eighty-nine dollars plus taxes. It wasn’t quite what she had in mind when she’d pictured going back to a hotel with Ben, but then, neither was this little deal he’d cut with Suzy’s husband.

—We’ve got some friends arriving after us, Ben said when they’d checked in. Will you please send them to our room?

—Certainly, the concierge said and gave Janey a second look over.

She felt cheap and used. She couldn’t believe what sort of a guy Ben had turned in to. In the space of just a few weeks he’d changed everything about their life. He was staying out late, drinking till all hours, driving home drunk and hardly even taking the time to hide the fact that he was fucking his secretary.

Now he’d made it clear that even Suzy’s husband knew about the affair, and that there was actually some shady deal going on between the two husbands.

—What the hell’s going on, Ben?

—Listen, Janey. I just made a very big deal today. Fifty grand a month is life changing. I think you can understand that.

—I understand that perfectly, but what’s it got to do with meeting your secretary and her husband at a cheap hotel?

—Can’t you just shut up for two minutes?

—Ben. Why are you speaking to me like this?

—I’m just sick of all your questions.

—Please tell me what’s going on. I’m getting scared.

—Just shut up, would you, Janey?

Janey was stunned. He’d never been so aggressive with her before. It wasn’t like him at all. Was this what she had to look forward to now that he was making some real money? Was this the kind of man he was going to turn into? Was he going to some abusive brute of an adulterer? That wasn’t quite what she had in mind when she’d married him.

She sat quietly on the side of the bed and looked around the room. There was a large, flatscreen TV on one wall and Ben had put on a football game. It wasn’t live. It looked like Buffalo was playing. Ben wasn’t even that into sports. The bed was a standard, queen-size bed with cream colored sheets and pillows. There was a lamp on each side of the bed and a phone.

—Are we going to make love? Janey said.

She was already afraid she knew the answer. Ben had no intention of sleeping with her. He was waiting for Luke to arrive so that the two men could swap wives. Janey didn’t want to sleep with Ben, in fact he disgusted her right now, but she didn’t want to be traded like a possession either.

Ben was already dozing to sleep. He opened his eyes.

—What?

—Isn’t that why we’re here?

—You know why we’re here, Janey. Don’t play coy. We’re waiting for your friend.

—My friend?

—Yes. Your friend. Luke. Isn’t that what you call him?

—Luke’s not my friend, Ben. I’ve never seen him before in my life.

—Oh really? I saw the way you were looking at him at the bar. You’ve been flirting with him all night.

—That’s a lie, Ben, and you know it is.

—Don’t give me that crap. Explain to me why he arrived at exactly the same time you did.

—I arrived alone.

—You want to fuck that guy and you know it.

—You’re crazy, Ben. You’re losing it. I’ve never seen that guy in my life. The truth is he caught you fucking Suzy so now you’re offering me to him as payment. One for one.

—That’s the stupidest thing you’ve ever said.

—Is it, Ben?

Ben didn’t answer her. He flicked the channel to some more sports. This time hockey. Janey got up from the bed. She wanted to drink some water from the tap in the washroom.

—Where do you think you’re going?

There was something menacing about Ben’s voice. Janey could tell that he’d crossed some line that he’d never crossed before. It wasn’t just that he was drunk. It was like he’d become a different person. She sensed that if she tried to leave the room, he’d get up and stop her.

—I’m going to the bathroom, she said.

He watched her go in.

—I’ve got my eye on you, he said.

She entered the washroom and began breathing in long, deep breaths. She tried to calm her nerves. It was probably a very bad thing that she was so drunk, but she also had the feeling that if she didn’t have all that alcohol in her blood, calming her nerves and dulling her senses, she wouldn’t be able to handle this situation. She was being kept in this room against her will. No one had said as much, and it wasn’t like she’d tried to leave, but she could tell that if she did, Ben would be on her in a second.

Things certainly had taken a turn for the insane. Her own husband who was a respected attorney for the firm of Bauer and Hansen was whoring her out in payment for sex with another man’s wife. It was hard to get her head around. In fact, it was impossible to get her head around. Only half of her actually believed that was what was happening.

At least, until she heard a knock on the door.

In an instant, Ben was on his feet. Janey stepped out of the washroom just in time to see Ben shake hands with Luke. They were buddies now, it seemed. Everything was friendly. Ben laughed at something Luke said and slapped him on the back. Suzy wasn’t there. Then Ben handed Luke the room key, and Luke gave Ben his.

Could this actually be happening?

Ben didn’t even look back at her before he left. He really didn’t care. All he wanted was Luke’s room key so he could go and get dirty with his slut of a secretary. What kind of a woman was she? Her own husband was agreeing to let her sleep with her boss in exchange for this sordid agreement.

But then, what kind of a woman was Janey? Her husband was doing the same thing. Her husband was worse in fact, much worse. He should have known better. She should have known better. She should never have allowed herself to get into this situation. If she’d cried out for help back at the restaurant or even in the hotel lobby something might have been done to prevent this. She would have been able to get some help, get the cops called. Now, she was alone in this tiny hotel room with a man named Luke who she knew virtually nothing about.

Janey sat on the bed. Luke joined her in the small room and slumped heavily onto an armchair by the bedside.

—We meet at last, Luke said to her.

He leaned back in the chair, his legs spread open, has hand resting on his thighs. He looked confident and comfortable, in complete control of the situation. He had dark stubble and a mop of messy, light brown hair. He was tanned and fit. Janey guessed that he worked outdoors, maybe in construction. He was handsome and if it weren’t for the exceptional circumstances of their situation, Janey might ordinarily have enjoyed the opportunity to talk to him.

—What do you mean? Janey said.

—Well. I’ve heard a lot about you. I’m sure you’ve heard a lot about me.

—What are you talking about? I’ve never heard of you in my life.

—Come on, Janey. You’ve never heard of me?

—Why? Should I have?

—Fuck, Luke said. You’re kidding?

—What are you talking about?

—Jesus. I can’t believe this. Your husband’s been playing me like a fool for weeks.

—If you’re talking about his affair with Suzy, then I already know about it. He’s not exactly the most careful adulterer in the history of the world.

Luke looked at her intently.

—I guess you could call it an affair, he said. But it wasn’t exactly typical. I knew about it from the beginning. And Ben assured both me and Suzy that you knew about it too.

Janey was surprised. Her mind began racing.

—How could you know about it? Why would you let your wife sleep with my husband if you knew about it?

He raised his eyebrows, as if to say he’d wondered the same thing many times himself.

—Suzy and I are swingers, he said after a moment. When your husband started hitting on her, she told him so.

Janey couldn’t believe it. It seemed Ben would stop at nothing to get inside Suzy’s pants.

—And let me guess, she said. Ben said he was too?

—He did.

—I can’t believe it. He’s a goddamned liar.

—So it seems, Luke said.

—And he told you that I was ok with all of this?

Janey looked around the dingy hotel room. As if she would ever in a million years agree to this! Ben knew her better than that.

—Yes he did.

—Well I’m not.

Luke nodded slowly. He seemed sad, probably because his wife was next door, fucking Ben’s brains out as they spoke.

He said to her, —So you knew Ben was having an affair?

—I found condom wrappers in his pockets. He even called me Suzy in his sleep once. I knew what it meant but I tried to forget about it. I guess I was in denial.

—Well, I’m sorry to be the one telling you all of this. I can imagine it’s not easy to hear.

—No it isn’t. But it’s not your fault. It’s Ben’s.

—That’s true, Luke said. He shouldn’t have lied to you. But it’s my fault too, I suppose. I was the one who approached Ben.

—I thought you said he started hitting on Suzy.

—He did. He flirted with her non-stop, from what she’s told me. And then when Suzy told him we were swingers, and he was ok with it, I decided to approach him. I’d seen you before at one of the firm’s Christmas parties. You stood out.

—You noticed me?

—I couldn’t help it, you’re an attractive woman. You know it.

—Don’t flatter me.

—I’m not. I’m just telling you what happened. I spoke to Ben one day when I was picking Suzy up from work. I told him I’d seen you, that I had the hots for you, and that he seemed to have the hots for my wife.

—So you cut a deal?

—I asked if he’d consider swapping wives.

—And he agreed?

Janey was shaking her head. She couldn’t believe what she was hearing. It was like having all of her worst fears confirmed. She had been traded like a piece of property to the highest bidder. She wanted to kill Ben. She literally wanted to kill him.

—He agreed.

—He agreed to let you fuck me in exchange for you allowing him to fuck Suzy?

—Basically. Although he said you two had never tried swinging before. He wanted time to talk to you about it, make sure you were comfortable with it. And he wanted to try out Suzy in the meantime.

—And you let him?

—Well, Suzy was game. We have a pretty open relationship as you can see. So what could I say? I just hoped he’d come through and deliver on his promise.

—His promise regarding me?

—Yes.

—Well he never mentioned it to me. If he did I would have told him to go to hell.

—The bastard. Here I was, letting him get his cock into my wife any way he wanted and he never even mentioned the whole thing to you?

—Not once. You’d have been waiting a long time if you were expecting Ben to act honestly.

Luke was shaking his head.

—I knew I should have punched his lights out.

—Yes, you should have.

—So you’re not into this?

—Of course I’m not into this. What do I look like? A complete whore?

Luke looked sorely disappointed.

—Ben never had any intention of paying me back, did he?

—Don’t act like you’re the aggrieved party here. I’m the one who’s just learned that her husband’s tried to whore her out.

—It’s hardly whoring you out. It’s not like you’re here against your will.

—Am I not?

—Jesus. Of course not. I don’t want to go to jail, Janey. If you want to leave, you go right ahead. I wouldn’t dare stop you.

Janey stood up. Her coat was on the back of the chair Luke was sitting on and she went over to get it.

—But before you go, think about this. Ben’s out there right now, fucking my wife like the slut she is. You’ve got this one opportunity to get even, to fuck your brains out with me, and you’re just going to walk out and get a cab home, alone. How’s that going to make you feel?

Janey looked Luke over again. He certainly was well built. He’d be really something to have a tussle in the hay with. He seemed like a decent enough guy. He had an open relationship with his wife, but at least he didn’t cheat on her. He was honest about his position and his intentions. From what Janey could see, he was ten times the man Ben would ever be.

—No offense, Luke, but you’re not exactly my type, she said.

—Come on, Janey, Luke said, smiling. I’m every girl’s type. I’m a fire fighter. I work out five nights a week. I’m not some creep off the street. Swinging is just a lifestyle decision that Suzy and I made a long time ago. It’s better than cheating on each other, which, no offense, is what Ben’s doing to you.

Janey thought about that. Who was she fooling? Ben was cheating on her. And not only that, but she’d cheated on Ben with Henry and his mysterious friend too. Was this really so different from what she’d already been doing?

—Let me see it, she said to Luke.

As soon as the words escaped her mouth she was surprised. She put her hand on her mouth. She hadn’t expected to be so bold. She really was changing.

—See what? Luke said.

—You know what, she said, indicating his crotch.

—You sure? I don’t want to be accused of holding you here against your will.

—Just shut up and show me the goods, she said, as mischievously as possible.

She wasn’t sure if it was the drink or the nature of the situation but it was almost as if another person had taken control of her. This didn’t sound like her at all. She sounded like some new woman, a woman who wanted to fuck this beautiful hunk of a man. She sounded like a slut.

Luke wasted no time opening his belt and his jeans and pulling out the longest, thickest, most beautifully proportioned example of manhood Janey had ever seen in her life.

—Is that it? she said, teasingly.


V

LUKE SMILED AT HER. He wasn’t used to being teased this way. He was probably a lot more familiar with women who wanted to throw themselves at his feet. Janey was determined not to be one of those women. If she was going to do this then the only reason was to get even with Ben. She wasn’t throwing herself at Luke. She was getting even. And besides, Luke was the one who’d admitted noticing her at the Christmas party.

She stepped over him, straddling him on the armchair. The skirt of her dress was just touching his thighs. She was a few inches in front of him. Luke looked surprised, shocked almost. He’d been expecting her to leave the room.

—Go on, she said to him. Take a peek.

He looked up at her uncertainly. Then down at the skirt of her little dress.

—Don’t be shy, she said.

Luke touched the lacy hem of the dress. Janey breathed in. She knew she looked good under that skirt. It went about halfway down her thighs. She wasn’t wearing any tights and her legs were nicely tanned, shaved and moisturized. She had on a sexy, black g-string under the dress. This lucky guy, who’d had a crush on her since at least last Christmas, was in for a treat.

He lifted up the skirt slightly, revealing the tiny front of her g-string.

—Jesus, he said. You’re even more beautiful than I imagined.

—What do you see? she said.

She wanted to hear him describe it. She wanted to know what she looked like from his perspective.

—Well, he said, hesitantly. I can see you’re in good shape. You take care of yourself. Your skin is smooth, sleek, flawless. You have fine taste in underwear, you don’t buy the cheapest thing in the store.

—I’m not filling in a resume, Luke. I’m not interested in what you can tell about me. I want to know what you can see.

—Ok, I see the front of your panties.

—What color are they?

—They’re black. Lace. The lace is thin, translucent. I can almost see the pouting lips of your vagina beneath them. The skin is golden, like beautifully varnished wood.

Janey smiled. She loved hearing her own body being described in such terms. She moved closer, pushing her vagina closer to Luke’s face. She got so close she could feel the warmth of his breath on her inner thighs.

—Taste it, she said.

Instantly he leaned forward and grabbed her butt with his hands, pressing his strong fingers into the soft, supple flesh of her buttocks.

—No hands, she said.

His hands dropped to the side of the chair. She lifted the skirt high up so that it could cover his head. She rested it on his head. Then she felt his tongue reach out and press against the front of her panties. He pushed against her vagina through the lace, pressing her as if his tongue was a finger pushing a button. He licked the lace and tried to move his tongue so that she could feel what he was doing through the underwear. His tongue played along the edge of the fabric, working its way inside the elastic. He was licking hungrily at her, like a cat that was trying to get to some food inside a tin. The panties were in his way, preventing his tongue from reaching its target. All he could do was lick the underwear or slide his tongue in at the side of them. Every now and again his tongue reached the lips of her pussy and sent a flash of joy, of pleasure, through her veins.

She wanted his tongue to get closer, to be inside her.

—Get on the bed, she said.

Luke looked up at her, his stunning eyes dazzling her for a moment. He really was a good looking man.

—You like giving orders, don’t you?

—Don’t talk. Just do what I say, she said.

She gave herself a thrill. Where had all of this confidence come from? She was like a new person. Just a few days ago she’d been moping around her house, too depressed to get off the couch. Now she was in a hotel room with this rugged, manly fellow, giving him orders like it was something she did all the time.

Luke sat on the bed.

—Lay on it, she said.

He lay on his back, facing up toward the ceiling. Janey got out of her soaking panties. They were wet with Luke’s saliva and her own juice.

—Remember, she said. No hands.

Luke smiled. Janey got up on the bed and sat on his groin. She could feel the massive bulge of his cock down there. His pants were open but the penis was inside. All she could feel was its bulge. She was hungry to have that thick cock fill her cunt but she wanted to play around a little more first. She wanted this to last. She didn’t want Luke getting inside her and then coming too soon. The whole point of this was to get back at Ben and if it was over too soon, if it was over before he was finished fucking Suzy in the next room, then it would be no revenge at all.

—I want to kiss you, Luke said.

Poor, beautiful Luke. He was so handsome. His face looked so young, like that of a boy in his late teens, but his body was all man. He looked like he could carry a firehose up ten flights of stairs without too much trouble.

—Kiss this, honey, she said with a smile.

She climbed forward so that her bare cunt was just above Luke’s gorgeous face.

—Now, remember, no hands, she said as she slowly lowered her cunt down onto his ready mouth.

Luke’s large mouth met her pussy like it had been made to fit it. His lips perfectly cupped the hole and clit and he began gently sucking on the entire area of her cunt. The feeling was excruciatingly good. His tongue worked its way into the mouth of the vagina, getting into that hungry, craving opening and filling it with his wet, slippery, fleshy tongue. At the same time, his entire mouth was exerting a sucking pressure on the vagina and clit. The sucking felt so good. Janey could almost imagine that she was a man getting sucked off. She’d never felt anything like it.

She rubbed her groin against Luke’s face and wondered briefly how the poor man was managing to breathe. She didn’t really care. If he was still trying to fuck her cunt with his tongue, he could still breathe. She let all of her weight down on his face.

—That’s it, she said, breathlessly. That’s it. Keep sucking. Don’t stop.

She ground against his face hard and he continued to suck on her, harder and harder and harder till at last she heaved forward on his mouth, threw back her head and grabbed her own breasts with her hands and squeezed them mercilessly. She actually let out a full scream of pure ecstasy as a tide of orgasms rushed through her body, through the muscles in her torso and groin. She felt like someone had injected a drug into her veins, utter pleasure coursed through every piece of her. Even her fingers felt like they were trembling with pleasure by the time she stopped coming. It felt like it had been minutes that the orgasm lasted. The whole time, Luke kept sucking on her clit and it was like, as long as he kept sucking, the orgasms wouldn’t stop coming.

When he finally released her, she threw herself onto the bed next to him and clung to him like a child holding its father.

—Oh, Luke, she said quietly. You darling. Where did you learn to do that?

Luke turned to look at her. There was a distant look in his eyes. He was dazed by what had just happened.

—Janey, I don’t know. That was amazing. You’re amazing. I’ve never met a woman so in tune with her body in my entire life.

—That wasn’t me. That was all you, you handsome, beautiful man.

Luke took her in his arms and held her.

—I shouldn’t say a thing like this, it’s against the rules, but I could fall for a woman like you, Janey. I’ve known it ever since the moment I first set eyes on you.

Janey lay there in Luke’s arms and didn’t think about anything else in the world but him. He seemed to fill the entire bed, the entire room, with pound after manly pound of raw muscle and flesh. The way he looked at her was so comforting. His breathing was measured and steady. He felt like a powerful, calm animal.

When Janey was a young girl she’d spent a lot of time with horses. She’d loved those horses, and what she’d always loved most was their calmness. There was a great dignity, she felt, in the way they breathed, the way their eyes serenely took in everything they surveyed. She felt that way now with Luke.

She’d written him off earlier as a creep. He’d been swearing at his wife and acting like a jerk. Now she saw another side of him. He was calm and strong and steady. He was like a horse, she thought.

She moved her hand slowly down his torso, down past his waist and onto his crotch. His jeans were still undone and she reached inside and grabbed the massive, throbbing piece of muscle that was waiting for her inside. Not only did this man have the temperament of a horse but he was hung like one!

She took a hold of the hunk of meat in her hand and squeezed it. She could tell that Luke was ready to fuck. She could feel the pulse of his heart beat in the thick veins that fed blood to the penis. His pulse was throbbing through that machine of a cock. With her thumb she gently rubbed the tip of the cock and the pulse of blood she felt coarse through the entire length of cock was shocking in its strength. If anyone ever needed to measure Luke’s pulse, she’d found the perfect place!

—I want that inside me, she said.

—Oh, now you want it? he said teasingly. You didn’t seem too impressed by it a few minutes ago.

—I was playing. I’m impressed. It’s the biggest, manliest cock I’ve ever seen in my life, Luke. It’s a monster cock, and I want the monster fuck that it’s going to give me.

Luke smiled.

—You sure talk dirty for a little thing.

—You think this is bad? You should see how I’m going to talk when that fine hunk of meat is pounding my pussy.

Luke leaned over and licked her mouth. It surprised Janey, she’d expected a kiss maybe, not a lick! But she found the gesture endearing, especially because it was coming from the man who’d just given her the most powerful, delicious orgasm of her young life.

All she wanted, all she could think about now, was getting that beast of a penis into her cunt. She wanted his jizz to fill her. She hoped that he gushed out semen like a firehose. He was a fireman after all. She wanted to be swimming in his come. She wanted his white, sticky liquid to fill ever single crevice of her body. She wanted it to go so deep inside her that it reached places that Ben had never even dreamed of reaching. She realized that she didn’t just want Luke to fuck her in the pussy but she wanted him to fill up her asshole with semen too. She wanted it on her face. She wanted to drink it out of him and swallow it. She’d never felt this way about any man in her life.

She just felt that, whatever was inside him, she wanted it inside her. She wanted it to fill her.


VI

JANEY GOT UP OFF THE bed and stood in front of Luke. He was laying there on an elbow, watching her.

—Get naked, he said.

She looked at him. She was putty in his hands. Now that he’d made her orgasm so completely, she felt like he had a power over her. Now it would be her turn to do whatever he said.

She took her arms out of the shoulder straps on her dress and let it fall to the ground. She stood in front of him and let him take in the sight of her. She was still wearing her bra but her pussy was completely bare. He’d seen it close up but he hadn’t had a chance to get a good look at it. It was small and girly and she hoped he still liked it.

—Turn around, he said.

She turned and let him look at her bottom. It was pert and firm. The cheeks were like two pieces of perfectly ripe fruit.

—Open them.

She looked back at him but his gaze was fixed on her ass. She pulled open the cheeks and let him take a good look at her asshole.

—Good, he said. Very good. Now stick your finger in.

Janey began to wonder what she’d gotten herself into. Was this more of a mouthful than she could chew?

She put the index finger of her right hand into her mouth to wet it and then reached back and held her butt cheeks open with the other hand. First she touched her anus, felt the warm, tight ring of muscle, and then began to force the finger inside it.

—Good, Luke said. Farther.

He encouraged her as she slid the finger all the way into her bum. When she reached the end she slid it back out.

—Again, Luke said.

Again she pushed her finger all the way into her anus. There was a strange pleasure to it, like doing something naughty, something forbidden.

—Pump it. In and out.

She began to slide her finger in and out of her anus, allowing the feeling of it to ripple through her body.

—Faster, Luke said, and keep your cheeks pulled open.

She made sure she was spreading her butt cheeks with her left hand as her right index finger slid in and out of her bum like a piston in a machine.

—Now get up on this bed, Luke said. On your hands and knees. And face the window.

Janey got a thrill out of being told what to do so clearly and forcefully. She hated it when a man didn’t know what he wanted. She climbed up on the bed and faced the window with her back to Luke. She felt him reach down and unhook the clasps on her bra. It fell away onto the bed and her perfect, little breasts swung freely beneath her.

—Eyes forward, Luke said sternly.

She didn’t dare look back. She felt the heat of his breath on her buttocks. She closed her eyes. His tongue gently touched her anus. She prayed nothing embarrassing would happen. She couldn’t believe she was in such a vulnerable, open position with this hot guy. She could just imagine him telling his firefighter buddies about it tomorrow at work. She remained motionless and silent as his tongue pushed gently into her anus. Then it began to make quick, circling motions on her, making her wet all over. She wouldn’t have thought she’d have been able to reach orgasm again after what she’d just been through but now she began to realize that maybe she could.

Luke got up on his knees and pressed his finger into her anus where his tongue had just been. He pushed it in and out of her. His hands were large and his fingers were thick and manly. He was undoing his shirt and she saw it fall to the ground by the side of the bed. It was followed by his pants and socks and underwear.

—Ok, he said. Are you ready for this?

She said nothing and just stayed in her position, remaining perfectly still. She felt a sudden, loud slap on her ass.

—I said, are you ready?

—I’m ready, she said quietly. Take me, Luke. I’m yours.

He patted his giant cock against her ass as if testing her and then pressed the tip of it against her poor, tight little anus. All the fingering had loosened it somewhat but it would still be a very tight squeeze. She wasn’t sure if was even possible to get a cock that size into her bum.

She felt him push harder and harder until finally the tip of the penis breached the tight ring and began to slide deep within her anus. She cried out.

Luke ignored her. Very slowly he began to move back and forth, allowing his solid cock to slide in and then out, in and out.

—Take me, Janey cried out. I’m yours.

This encouragement seemed to be all that Luke needed. He thrust forward into her more forcefully. He pulled out slowly, and then thrust forward again, even more forcefully. She imagined him like a steam engine, thrusting powerfully before pulling back slowly, over and over as if pulling a train on a long journey.

Janey wondered what Ben was doing to Suzy right at that moment. She wondered if Suzy felt as thrilled and excited to be with Ben as she did to be with Luke. She couldn’t imagine that she did. She tried to picture exactly what Ben and Suzy would be doing at precisely that moment but she found it impossible to concentrate on anything.

Her entire body was being forced forward by this point. Luke was thrusting so forcefully into her tiny asshole that she couldn’t even understand how it was working. Her anus began to feel hot and wet, like a second vagina, and she almost couldn’t imagine being fucked anywhere else. She pushed back against him as he thrust forward so that she could feel the full force of each impact. She didn’t know if there was a g-spot in her bum but she felt there could be. And Luke was definitely hitting it!

She cried out. Luke kept squeezing that hard, fleshy cock into her asshole, again and again until she didn’t think she could stand it much longer. She cried out again.

When Janey felt the first powerful squirt of Luke’s orgasm in her ass, she almost fainted. She cried out as squirt after squirt of fiery hot semen poured into her anus. Luke’s cock made no sign of slowing down as he came, and if anything he thrust deeper and harder than he had at any time up till then. She screamed and as his white jizz filled up her asshole and began to drip out onto her butt cheeks and down her thighs, she felt the beginnings of a type of orgasm she had never, ever had before. It was as if her vaginal nerves had all been relocated to her asshole. The orgasm was occurring back there, in her bum, and it felt different and naughtier than any she had ever felt in her pussy. It send out pulses of complete and perfect pleasure that shot through her body like alarms. It was as if her body was trying to warn her that she was overloading her sensations. The waves continued to tear through her long after Luke collapsed on the bed and even though she’d collapsed beside him, the orgasms continued, shooting through her like some sort of biological red alert.

Lying there on the bed, struggling to remain conscious and alert of what was going on, she hardly even noticed that Luke was kissing her passionately on the mouth. He thrust his tongue insider her mouth and was licking at her like a dog, kissing her so affectionately that she thought the poor man might actually have fallen in love with her.

—If I’d known anal sex could feel so good, she said, I’d have tried a lot more of it.

—Don’t worry, he said. If you think that was good, you should just wait to see what I can do to your cunt.

—You’re kidding me. I’ll die if you fuck me again, Luke. I’ll just die.

—No, no, Luke said with a laugh. Not tonight. Another night.

—So we’ll be seeing each other again?

—Oh, Luke said, and for a moment Janey wondered if he’d become shy. If you want to, he said.

There was nothing on this earth Janey wanted more! All she could think about was meeting up with Luke again. Being with him was like being in sexual heaven. He seemed to be able to do what no other man could. He was like a sex god. Everything he touched turned into wave after wave of soul-shaking multiple orgasm.

She reached out and took a hold of his face gently in her hands and leaned into him. The kiss was as long and passionate as any kiss she had ever had in her life.

—Thank you, she whispered into his ear.

—No, he said. Thank you, my little darling.


VII

THE DRIVE HOME FROM THE hotel the next morning with Ben was quiet. It seemed neither of them had a thing left to say to each other. Janey looked at him and couldn’t help judging him. He looked old and tired and hung over. He was nothing like Luke. He didn’t even have the chivalrous air of wealth and sophistication that Henry and his friend had. He was just a guy from Troy who’d landed a big client and who wanted to become a swinger. Nothing about him that morning impressed her, not the slightly gray sticks of stubble that were poking out of his chin like stalks of corn, not the wrinkled shirt with its red wine stain down the front, not the way he looked at her angrily.

—Don’t even think about blaming me for what happened last night, she said at last.

She just couldn’t stand his anger for one more minute. She had done nothing wrong. She’d followed him to that hotel fully expecting to spend the night with her husband. He was the one who’d arranged the swinging. He was the one who couldn’t keep it in his pants. He’d been so desperate to fuck his secretary that he’d traded the rights to her pussy to Luke like she was a possession of his.

He disgusted her. The fact that she’d actually enjoyed her night with Luke made no difference. Who did he think he was, trading her around like a piece of meat? If he wanted to cheat, that was one thing, but telling other men that they had a right to her cunt was quite another. There was probably a law against it.

—Just shut up, Ben said.

He was so angry he could hardly contain himself. Janey felt she had better not do anything to provoke him. The best approach now would be simply to remain quiet. Hopefully he’d get over this. He wasn’t expected in the office today but that didn’t mean he’d spend the entire day at home. She thought maybe if she was quiet and stayed out of his way, he’d go out and leave her alone.

As the car crossed the Hudson, Janey looked at the light of the morning sun reflected in the water. Ben was driving aggressively. He was at least twenty over the speed limit. She prayed they didn’t get pulled over. That was the last thing she needed. It would probably push him over the edge. She turned on the radio but Ben shut it back off.

—You’re a slut, he said at last.

—How can you call me that? Janey said. That was all your doing. You arranged it.

—Shut up, Ben said and there was a cruel edge in his voice. Shut up, slut. I know you enjoyed it. I can see it on your face. Do you know what Luke did when I saw him in the hall? He winked at me, Janey. Can you believe him? I’ll kill the bastard.

—Ben, you’re a swinger. You let him sleep with your wife. What did you expect him to do? Shake your hand?

—It’s the way he did, Janey. He was so pleased with himself. I could tell you had a good time. You did didn’t you? Admit it.

Janey didn’t know what she was supposed to admit. She’d been brought to the hotel by Ben. He’d given Luke the room key. How could he be jealous of her now?

—What about you? she said. You were with Suzy all night long. And I know that wasn’t the first night. You’ve been cheating on me, Ben. You cheated on me, and then to make it all ok, you offered me to Luke. You’re the one who’s in the wrong here.

—Don’t try to twist this against me, you bitch. I’ve seen the way you’ve been acting lately. You’ve been buying lingerie, signing up to expensive gyms, something’s gotten into you. You’re a slut and you know it.

Janey thought about her own behavior over the last couple of months. She wasn’t excusing Ben, what he’d done was completely wrong, unforgivable even, but there was some truth to what he was saying. The day she’d found out about his affair with Suzy, that night when he’d called her by Suzy’s name in bed, something deep within her had changed. She’d become a new person, a person she never knew she could be, a person she’d never have chosen to be. It had started with the neighbor. She’d been masturbating in front of him, showing him everything her little cunt and asshole had to offer. Then she’d gone over, let him watch her at close quarters, swum naked in his pool, even fucked his friend, Malcolm French. She hadn’t been herself at all. She’d been fooling around, trying to get herself into compromising situations, maybe even trying to get caught.

Why had she been acting the way she had? What had she been trying to achieve? Was it a cry for help? Or was she just, deep down, a slut at heart? She didn’t know. She wanted to believe that her behavior had been a response to Ben and his affair, that she’d been trying to cope with his infidelity, trying to get even with him if that was possible. Maybe even trying to get caught so that she could somehow bring the situation to a head. But there was a tiny part of her, the part that remembered those stunning orgasms she’d had in front of Henry, or with Malcolm and Luke.

Was she really just a slut, hoping to get fucked by whoever she could? Was Ben’s affair just the excuse she needed to finally begin exploring her own sexuality? She didn’t know the answer to that question.

—You’re right, she said to Ben.

She didn’t know what exactly she was saying, but she knew she needed to have it out with Ben. She couldn’t live with a man who was cheating on her. She couldn’t go on and let the entire affair go unsaid. She had to bring things to some form of climax.

—I’m a slut. I fucked Luke and I liked it. I loved every second of it. He has a monster cock and he gave me the monster orgasm of my young life. He fucked my ass all night long. And you let him. You let him do it. Hell, you told him to do it. You arranged it, you weak, impotent, disgusting bastard.

Ben jammed on the brakes. The car skidded to a halt on the highway shoulder. The traffic behind them blasted horns as it roared by.

—Go ahead, you stupid, petty, man. Get us killed. You had to fuck your secretary, and then you let the most amazing, handsome, muscular firefighter you’d ever seen fuck your wife in the ass, all night long.

Janey didn’t know what she was doing. This was going to kill her marriage. This was going to end everything. Was this the revenge she’d been hoping for? Was this the reason she’d become such a slut? Just so that she could throw it back in Ben’s face?

And then she felt it. The hard, cold slap across her face stunned her. She looked at Ben and would not have recognized him if she didn’t already know it was him. He looked like a monster. His face was distorted in rage. His first punch landed on her shoulder. She had her arms in front of her and was trying to block him. The next fist struck her in the face, just below the right eye. She didn’t feel the third, or the fourth. She’d lost consciousness.
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I

WHEN JANEY WOKE UP SHE was lying on a bed. The sheets were crisp and starched. There was a window across the room with lime green curtains on it. Next to the window, raised up in the corner close to the ceiling, was a small television. There was an empty armchair next to the bed. Fresh flowers sat in a vase on a bedside table. The door to the room was open and beyond it was a corridor. She could hear talking outside and the steady beeping of a machine. She was in a hospital room.

Quickly she checked herself for signs of injury. Other than a mild headache she seemed to be fine.

What had happened to her? How had she gotten here?

—Nurse, she called out.

She heard footsteps in the corridor and then a nurse entered the room.

—What happened to me? Janey said.

The nurse was a middle-aged, black woman with a kind face and large, strong arms.

—Oh, don’t you worry yourself, dear. You just had an accident is all.

—What sort of accident?

The nurse looked at her for a moment before answering.

—We were hoping you’d be able to tell us that.

Janey sighed. Her face felt sore. She touched it and realized there was some swelling around her right eye.

—Am I ok?

—You’re fine, dear. Just a concussion. We’d like to keep you here a few hours for monitoring but it seems, other than some light bruising, you’re right as rain.

—How did I get here?

—Your neighbor brought you in.

—My neighbor? Are you sure?

—I’m quite sure. Now you should get some rest. The doctor’s going to want to talk to you soon.

The nurse straightened out Janey’s sheets for her, and then made to leave.

—Wait.

The nurse looked down on her and put a hand on her shoulder soothingly.

—Yes?

—Is my neighbor still here?

—He’s in the waiting room. Been there all morning.

—All morning?

—He hasn’t moved an inch in four hours. That’s a good neighbor.

—Oh, Janey said.

Her mind raced back to the events of the previous night, her night with Luke. She remembered driving home with Ben. He’d grown mad. Then he’d hit her. He’d knocked her unconscious! He’d put her in hospital! Ben had never so much as laid a finger on her before. Now he’d hospitalized her.

—What about my husband? Janey said quietly.

—He’s been notified, the nurse said.

Then she looked at Janey meaningfully.

—You just say the word and we can have the police talk to him.

Then she left and Janey closed her eyes. She wanted to look in a mirror and see how badly her face was bruised. There was a gentle knock on the door. She looked up. It was Henry Walden. Janey hadn’t seen him since the day she’d gone to his bedroom. That had been the day she’d allowed his friend, Malcolm French, to have sex with her. She still wasn’t sure what had led her do do such a thing. She’d been going out of her mind thinking about Ben and Suzy. She’d been depressed and weak. Henry had seemed like her only friend in the world, and she needed to do something to strike back at Ben. She supposed she’d done it partly for herself, partly to get even with Ben, and partly because she knew Henry wanted to watch her do it. He’d been so kind to her, he’d even filled his pool with roses after she swam naked in it, and she’d wanted to do something for him. It seemed she’d made the right choice. If he’d brought her here, he might have saved her life.

—Henry, she said and leaned up in the bed.

—No, no. Don’t get up, Janey. You just rest.

—There’s really no need for you to be here, she said.

He’d already been there four hours and she was embarrassed. Her life was spiraling out of control and now she’d gotten him involved. She was sure a wealthy man like him had more important things to be doing with his morning than sitting in a hospital waiting room with his next door neighbor.

—Nonsense, he said.

Janey’s hands were out on her lap in front of her. Henry came over and touched them softly. Then he sat in the armchair next to her bed.

—I suppose you’re wondering what happened to you? he said at last.

—I am.

—Well I can’t tell you all that happened, but I can tell you how you got here.

Janey nodded and waited for him to proceed.

—Your car pulled into your driveway this morning. Your husband was driving. I was watching from my bedroom balcony.

Janey smiled. Henry really was a watcher. He seemed to notice everything. His watching, looking at her doing the most intimate things her bedroom, had been one of the most thrilling feelings of her life. But that had all been for fun. Now it seemed, his watching had done her some real good and gotten her out of a dangerous situation.

—I was surprised at the erratic way your husband was driving, Henry said. He damaged some plants on his way into the driveway. The car was half on the lawn. I could see that you were sitting in the passenger seat and weren’t moving. You seemed to be asleep. I was surprised again when your husband entered the house and left you in the car. Maybe I should have been minding my own business, living my life, but I didn’t do that. I kept watching your husband. I was concerned for you. It wasn’t normal for you to be slumped in the car in the driveway. I knew something was wrong. He went up to your bedroom, had a shower and changed his clothes, made a phone call, and then went back downstairs. About half an hour later a car came and picked him up and he left. All the while you were sitting in the passenger seat, slumped against the window.

—Who picked him up?

—I don’t know.

Janey didn’t know what to say. Never in a million years had she thought she’d be the kind of women who’d be left out in a car, unconscious, by her own abusive husband. Her life was spiraling out of control and she had to do something about it. The question was, what could she do?

—That’s awful, she said at last. How could he just leave me outside in the car all that time?

—It didn’t seem right, Henry said. As soon as he left, I ran down the stairs and checked on you. I saw that your face was injured and you were unconscious. I’ve got a medical background and I know that a concussion lasting that long can be serious. I called an ambulance immediately.

Janey knew all about Henry’s medical background. He was famous in certain scientific circles. The research company he founded had developed a revolutionary new treatment for the genetic condition his family had suffered from. Saying he had a medical background was somewhat understating it.

—Well, thank you, Henry.

—Of course.

—Thank you for being here. Thank you for waiting for me.

—It’s my pleasure, Janey.

He sat next to her and his presence there soothed her. Something about him made her feel safe and cared for. She looked around the room and began to notice that it wasn’t an ordinary hospital room. It was too comfortable, too well appointed. It felt more like a hotel than a hospital. Even the sheets were luxurious.

—What hospital are we at?

—We’re actually at the West Mount private clinic. I’m on the board here. They’ll take good care of you.

She let Henry touch her hands again. It was strange having him here, looking after her. She’d been fooling around with him, masturbating in front of him, treating him like a dirty old pervert, and now here he was, caring for her. It was strange how things in life turned out. She never would have thought her neighbor would be the one to stand up for her. She never would have thought she’d have needed so much help.

—When will I be able to leave?

—I think they’ll want to keep you overnight. Just for monitoring.

—Ok, Janey said.

She didn’t have the strength yet to leave that place. It was a comfort and a sanctuary, and outside, her life was in a complete shambles. She wondered about Ben. He’d never done anything like this before. He was rapidly becoming a man who she couldn’t trust. He was becoming dangerous and nasty. His behavior was deteriorating by the day. What had started as an affair had built up to him actually leaving her in a hotel room with another man, and now this. She couldn’t go on like this. Something had to be done. A husband’s job was to protect his wife, shield her from the world. Ben had abandoned her. He hadn’t cared one bit about what might have happened when he left her in the hotel room with Luke. Luke could have done anything he liked to her and what could she have done about it? Nothing. Her husband had given her away for the night and that was the way it was. If Luke had wanted to abuse her in some way, mistreat her, harm her, Ben wouldn’t have been there to take notice. He was too busy getting inside Suzy. She knew her views on husbands were a little traditional but she couldn’t help that. That was the kind of woman she was. She’d always been that way. She’d had a difficult childhood, her own father had been a troubled man, and the result was a deep yearning in her for a husband who looked after his family and protected her. She needed a father figure in her husband. She didn’t think that was too much to expect. There must have been plenty of other women with that same need. Women who’d been unfortunate enough to grow up with fathers who didn’t care for them the way nature had intended. She was willing to offer love, faithfulness and devotion in return.

—I’m going to let you get some rest, Henry said. But if you need me, if you need anything at all, you just tell the nurse and she’ll come get me.

—Please don’t feel like you have to stay here because of me.

—Nonsense, Henry said. I’m not going anywhere, Janey. They know me here. I even have an office. If I’m not in the waiting room I’ll be in my office. You tell them to come find me.

She thanked him and watched him leave. It was strange to have someone older and wiser looking out for her. She wasn’t used to that. She’d never had anything like that in her life before.

She tried to sleep. When she couldn’t she flicked on the TV and let an hour or two of daytime talk shows pass the time. Twice, her nurse came by to check on her. The second time, she came with the doctor. The doctor assured her that everything was normal and that they expected her to be fit to leave the following morning. The nurse gave her some documents to sign. She saw that the bill had been fully taken care of by Henry Walden. It was over two thousand dollars! She and Ben had insurance but she doubted it covered places like this. She asked the nurse to bring her a mirror and she examined her face. It wasn’t too bad, just some light bruising like the nurse had said. She felt silly that such a small injury had led to all this fuss. The doctor also told her that the police would want to ask her a few questions. Her injury appeared to have been caused by an assault, possibly a domestic dispute, and the hospital had an obligation to notify the police. He told her that she should think about what she wanted to say.

She wondered what he’d meant by that. She supposed most women who came in with their faces bashed in by their husbands weren’t ready to tell the police who’d done it. Anyone woman was going to make that admission would want to give it some thought first.

It was just as well, because when the policeman came and asked her about the injury she told him she’d fallen before getting into the car. The policeman was overweight and friendly, a man in his thirties with a beard and prematurely graying sideburns.

—You’re sure it was a fall?

—Yes, officer.

—No one assaulted you?

—No.

—Who was in the vehicle with you before you became unconscious?

—My husband, Ben Carver.

—And why didn’t he seek medical attention for you?

—He must not have realized how badly I was hurt.

—Janey, the police officer said. Are you sure that’s what happened? We’re here to help.

Janey took a moment to think. She felt like telling the policeman everything. She felt she could trust him. She couldn’t really be in a worse situation with Ben as it was. If she was going to do something about her situation, get her life straightened out and move forward, she knew she would have to talk to someone in authority, sooner or later.

But she couldn’t do it yet. It wasn’t that she was afraid, it was that her marriage still meant too much to her. It had rapidly become an unhealthy relationship, a deeply troubled emotional place for both her and Ben, but it was still a marriage, and that had to mean something. If people let their marriages fall apart simply because things were difficult, life would be chaos. Certainly there’d been indiscretions, Ben’s affair, Suzy’s fooling around with her neighbor, the whole swinging incident with Luke, but their marriage was still sacred, still legally binding, and still valid, as far as she was concerned.

—I have nothing more to say, she said at last to the police officer.

He looked at her gravely before scribbling something in his notebook.

When he finally left, Janey burst into tears. She’d been so close to telling him what had happened. Ben had punched her unconscious and the police ought to know about it, she knew that. But she wasn’t ready.


II

AT AROUND FOUR IN THE afternoon, after watching several hours of daytime television and making small talk with the nurses, Janey asked her doctor if she could leave. She knew they wanted to keep her a little longer, and she actually didn’t mind being there. They were taking good care of her. But Ben wasn’t answering his phone and she didn’t know how she could get a hold of him other than by going to his office. She hoped Henry wouldn’t be upset with her for leaving early. He’d been so generous in arranging this treatment for her and she didn’t want to offend him. But she didn’t feel she could just lay in bed without getting in touch with Ben.

—I can’t keep you here, the doctor said, but I’d rather you stayed the night for monitoring.

—I understand, but I have urgent family business to attend to, Janey said. Would it be dangerous for me to leave?

—I don’t think so, the doctor said. Keeping you would only be a precaution.

—Ok. I want to leave. I’m sorry, I know you’re only looking out for my health but I have issues to take care of.

The doctor nodded and signed off on the paperwork. The nurse brought Janey’s clothes to her from a cabinet. Looking at the black dress and lingerie felt strange. She felt like those clothes belonged to a different Janey. It was a little ridiculous to be getting into that glitzy evening wear after all that had happened. She didn’t feel at all glitzy any more.

She said to the nurse, —Could you tell Mr. Walden I’d like to speak to him.

The nurse smiled faintly and left. When she got back, Janey was dressed in the heels and black dress she’d been wearing the night before. She felt utterly out of place. She was looking at herself in the mirror, gently touching the light bruising around her eye, when she heard Henry clear his throat. He was standing in the doorway.

—Come in, she said to him.

—They tell me you’ve been discharged.

—I don’t want to appear ungrateful, Janey said. It’s just, I can’t lie here any more and wonder what Ben’s thinking. I need to speak to him. I need to resolve this issue and find out where I stand with him. The uncertainty is driving me nuts.

—Have you tried calling him?

—A hundred times. He won’t answer.

—What about his office?

Janey thought about Suzy answering the office phone and shook her head.

—I’ve got a feeling he wouldn’t get any message I left for him.

Henry nodded.

—Well I guess you have to do what you have to do, he said.

—Thank you for understanding.

—Just promise me you’ll be careful, Janey. He left you in a bad way this morning. You could have had him arrested.

—I know, she said.

Henry walked her down to the front entrance of the hotel and hailed her a cab. He even opened the door for her and spoke to the driver. Janey saw him hand the cab driver a fifty dollar bill before letting them go. He really did seem to want to take care of her. It was strange, she thought. She’d never known anyone like that before. She wondered what it was about him that made her feel so safe and protected. Was it his age? He was about the age her father would have been. Or the fact that he was so wealthy? She wasn’t sure. The only thing she knew was that she was grateful for his friendship. She didn’t think she’d be able to get through this difficult period in her life without him.

Janey felt nervous as the cab pulled up outside the offices of Bauer and Hanson. It was a small firm, smaller than what she was hoping Ben would find in Albany, but it was still good. They handled fairly high value work, by Troy standards, and dealt with some pretty important clients.

The firm’s offices were located in an old brownstone on Second Street, not far from her old apartment on Ferry Street. She took a deep breath and tried to control her nerves as she stepped out of the cab and climbed the steps to the front door. The door was glass. Janey looked in through it to the reception. She’d only been there a handful of times before. She could see the back of a computer screen on the front desk but no one was there. She went in and closed the door behind her. There was a small electronic bell that chimed as she entered. The sound startled her.

In an instant, Suzy emerged from a room opening onto the reception. When she saw Janey standing there in front of her she froze. She couldn’t have looked more troubled if she’d come out to find a dead animal in the room.

—You? Suzy said, doing nothing to hide the surprise in her voice.

It was as if she hadn’t expected Janey to show her face.

—I want to see Ben, Janey said.

—He’s not here.

—Just call him for me, Suzy. I’m not here to fight with you.

Suzy didn’t move a muscle. She just stood at the entrance to the reception, staring at Janey like she was an intruder in the office. Janey wasn’t sure why Suzy felt such hostility toward her. She was the swinger! She couldn’t be upset with her for sleeping with Luke. It must have been guilt, Janey realized. Suzy must have felt guilty for sleeping with Ben even though he hadn’t told her. That wasn’t swinging, that was cheating.

—Call Ben right now or I’m calling the police, Janey said. They want to know what happened to me this morning and I’m beginning to feel like telling them.

Suzy stared at her for another minute before letting out an exaggerated sigh.

—Whatever, she said, and shook a curl from her forehead.

Suzy pressed a button on the phone on her desk. She must have been talking to Ben. The phone was cordless and Suzy gave Janey a malicious look before taking the phone into the back room to have a little privacy. It was as if she was staking her territory, showing Janey who was in charge of Ben, who controlled access to him.

Janey’s heart was pounding. It had taken a lot out of her to face Suzy like this, on her turf, and she wasn’t sure she had the strength now to face Ben too. She waited while Suzy spoke in hushed tones into the phone in the other room. Then she came back into the reception.

—She’s right here, Suzy was saying. I think she’s expecting you to see her.

Suzy looked up at Janey and acted like she was looking right through her. She spoke to Ben with great familiarity, as if Janey’s wanting to see him was in some way laughable.

—I know, but I can’t just turn her away.

There was a long pause on the other end of the line. Then Suzy nodded as if she’d heard the message she’d been wanting to hear.

—Great, she said. I’ll bring her right up.

Suzy led Janey down a corridor and up a staircase to the second floor. The building had been a home in former times and still felt like one. The lawyers were all spread out around the house’s numerous rooms. It wasn’t open like a modern office. Plenty of opportunity, Janey thought, for Ben and Suzy to get up to mischief in private whenever they felt like it.

Suzy brought Janey to a door and knocked.

Ben’s voice came from inside the room. —Come in.

Suzy didn’t open the door. She went back down the hallway and left Janey where she was. Janey felt incredibly strange as she opened the office door. She was entering her own husband’s office but she felt like she had come to see a complete stranger. She knew that this was the very office where Ben had been screwing Suzy for months. It was like entering Ben’s second home, as if he had an entirely separate life here that didn’t involve her and didn’t welcome her.

Ben was sitting in his chair behind his desk and he didn’t get up to greet Janey. There were a couple of empty coffee cups on the desk, a mess of papers, a half-eaten sandwich. Ben had been typing something when Janey entered and after looking up at her briefly, he looked back at his computer screen and continued typing. Janey wondered if he was he going to ignore her. That would certainly be one way of dealing with the mess they were in.

—Well? she said.

Ben looked up from the screen as if she were disturbing something very important.

—Well, what? he said.

He looked angry. He also seemed to have aged in the past few weeks. She looked at him closely, taking in all the changes that she was noticing in her husband’s face, and he looked away from her.

—Don’t you want to know where I’ve been? she said.

Ben looked at her again. She knew that the bruising on her face wasn’t very bad. She didn’t look like someone who’d just been discharged from hospital. If it wasn’t for Henry Walden, though, who knew how much harm that concussion would have done her? She’d have had to sleep it off in the car in the driveway and deal with any complications by herself.

—I’ve been in the hospital, Ben.

That surprised him. She could tell by the look that flashed across his face that he’d been afraid of something like that. But what did he expect? He’d abandoned an unconscious woman.

—That’s right. I had a concussion. When you left me in the car I was unconscious. That’s serious, Ben. It’s very serious. They wanted to keep me overnight.

—Did they ask you what happened?

—Yes. Of course they did. The police spoke to me. They said my injury fit the profile of domestic violence.

—What did you tell them?

It was typical Ben. He wasn’t concerned about her at all, just about himself. He hadn’t even apologized for knocking her out. All he wanted to know was whether she’d told the police what had happened.

—I didn’t tell them anything. I said I fell.

—Good.

—Good? Don’t you have anything else to say, Ben? Are you sorry.

Ben breathed in deeply before speaking.

—Look. Obviously you shouldn’t have been in the hospital. It’s just typical, female overreacting. The only thing wrong with you was that you’d spent the entire night whoring it up with Luke. You asked for it. I can still see the look on Luke’s face when he came out of that hotel room. You’re a slut, Janey, and you had it coming.

Janey couldn’t believe what she was hearing. Ben had put her in hospital. He’d been the one who’d arranged the swinging session with Luke and Suzy. It had all been his doing. She’d had no control over the situation at all. She’d thought he was going to apologize to her, but all he was doing was blaming her for everything.

—I can’t believe this, she said at last. I don’t even know who you are anymore, Ben.

—I’ll tell you who I am, he said. I’m the guy who’s about to become the youngest ever partner at Bauer and Hanson. I spoke to the other partners this morning.

—While I was in the hospital?

—They said it’s all good to go. If this deal comes through, fifty grand a month, I’m going to be made a full equity partner. That means big things for me and I won’t let you jeopardize it with your slutty ways. I’m going to get you on a leash and keep you on it.

—Ben! What are you saying?

—Shut up and listen. None of this is about you anymore. It’s about me. It’s great for me. I’m going to finally have what I deserve and I won’t have to put up with your shit any longer. You won’t be able to run around and make a fool of me ever again. I’m going to put you in your place.

—Like you did today when you knocked me out.

A mean smile slid across Ben’s face then. He looked so different from the man Janey thought she knew that she honestly couldn’t even recognize him anymore.

—Exactly like that, he said.

Janey was shaking her head. She couldn’t believe how Ben was acting. She couldn’t believe that this was the man she’d been married to for five years. She’d thought she knew him. She’d been wrong. Things had come too far for her to go on. She had to get away from him. She knew that now. There would be no saving this relationship.

—Come over here, Ben said to her.

There was a harshness in his voice, a gravelly roughness that made her obey him. She was afraid not to. She came over to his desk and stood in front of it.

—Look at you, Ben said. Still dressed utterly like a slut. Have you even washed Luke out of your cunt yet?

Janey didn’t think about the fact that Luke hadn’t used her cunt. She was too frightened by the anger in Ben’s voice to concentrate on anything else. She stood straight and still by the desk and didn’t move when Ben stood up from his seat.

—You’re lucky all I did was knock you out, Ben said. Next time you might not be so lucky.

Ben was standing by her side, intimidating her with his very presence. He obviously felt strong and secure in this setting. This was his real home, this office, and he’d just made partner. He felt like a king here. This was where he was powerful and dominant and where she was the weaker one. This was the world he controlled and she’d walked right into it.

He stepped around her and went to the door of the office. There was a key in the lock, a key that Janey imagined him using when he fucked Suzy, and he turned it. The lock clicked.

He came back over to her. Before she could fully grasp what was happening she felt his large hand on the small of her back, pushing her toward the desk roughly.

—Ben, what are you doing?

—Shut up and bend over, Ben said.

—No, she said. Ben. Stop it.

She resisted the pressure of his hand on her back. He was trying to force her to bend over the desk. She wasn’t going to let him do this to her. She wasn’t going to allow herself to be reduced to this. He was out of control, off the rails, and if he wasn’t careful he was going to end up in trouble soon. The police were already talking to her.

—Bend over, he said again, more forcefully than the last time.

—Ben, think. What are you doing? I’ll tell the police.

Janey was crying. She was crying for herself but also for Ben, for the man he’d become. It seemed things had gone so far wrong for the two of them. She didn’t know how they’d arrived at this point.

She could hear Ben opening the belt on his pants and felt them fall to the ground around his ankles. He was pressed up against her back. He put his full weight on her back, forcing her to bend over the top of the desk. She gritted her teeth. How was this happening? How had things gotten so violent, so ugly.

Ben pulled down her g-string and began to press his erect penis against her bare bum.

—Ben. Stop. If you do this, you’re going to go to jail. I swear it. I’ll tell the police everything.

Ben paused. It seemed he’d come to his senses.

—They’ll never believe you. You’re my wife. I can do whatever I want.

—No, Ben. You can’t. Not after this morning. I was admitted to the hospital with a concussion. If I go back for a rape test, they’ll have you in custody before the end of the night. I promise you that.

Ben was weighing up the situation. He was a lawyer, he knew his chances. The sad truth of the matter was that as her husband, he actually did stand a pretty good chance of getting away with rape. But what Janey had said was true. Given the fact that she’d already been in the hospital, had already been questioned by the police, things were different.

He bent down and pulled up his pants. He still had her against the desk, the door was still locked, but he did up his pants and Janey felt as if the immediate danger of the situation was passing. Then she was suddenly forced with all Ben’s weight down over the desk.

The first, loud slap shocked her. It brought her back to her childhood. Her father had been a violent man at times, a troubled man they used to call it, and Janey knew what it was like to have her bottom slapped. The second whack of Ben’s hand against her bare butt cheeks sent her right back to her childhood. The pain, mixed with the humiliation overwhelmed her. Tears fell down her cheeks. She could remember the feeling she’d had as a little girl as her father spanked her. He’d done worse, too. Many times. She couldn’t ever remember what she’d done to anger her father, she had no idea what it was about her that would set him off, but she could remember the way she felt afterward. There was so much shame. There was pain and humiliation and shame. Those were the feelings that she would never forget. Her mother wouldn’t even look at her at those times. It seemed to drive a wedge between her and her mother. All her mother would say was that she was too old to be spanked, and that she had no business being alone with a married man in a room for that amount of time. She spoke as if Janey was another woman, alone with her husband, and not a child being punished by her father. It was as if her mother blamed her for the whole thing, like she’d driven her father to some sort of excess and had done it on purpose.

The whacks from Ben kept raining down on her buttocks. Spank after spank rang through the room, sending a flash of pain through her bottom and a shudder of shame and childhood emotion through her entire body. Then, as the spanking continued, something strange began to happen to her. She couldn’t understand it, but she couldn’t deny that she began to feel a sensation of arousal in her pussy.

All Janey’s normal thought processes began to leave her. She wasn’t her usual self. At that moment, forcefully splayed over that desk by her lawful husband, she began to regress to a different stage in her life. Something about the situation, the strange room she was in, the fact that the door was locked, all of the factors combined to bring out a part of her that should have been deeply buried, a part of her that might never have seen the light of day were it not for the extreme situation she was finding herself in. It brought her back to the moments when her father not only beat her, but went farther.

Ben’s knee inserted itself between her legs and spread hers out from each other, forcing her to open her legs wide. As the spanking continued, she felt her cunt grow hot and wet, the arousal in her vagina rising and rising with each resounding spank on the butt.

She could feel the firmness of Ben’s strong hand. It was like a wooden implement. Time after time it came down, as steady as a pendulum, and whacked her raw, red rump. Her pussy moistened and warmed. She had no control over it. Her emotions were controlling her body. She ground her cunt against the edge of the table as the spankings came down like rain. At last it became more than she could take. She would have done anything to make it stop. She couldn’t let her body betray her like this. If violence made her orgasm, what did that make her? It made her damaged, and she knew it.

—Enough, she shouted.

—What’s that? Ben said as his firm hand came down yet again on her poor bottom.

—Please. Stop. I’ll do anything.

—Anything?

—Yes. Please, just stop. Just stop.

Janey’s tears had come to an end. They’d been replaced by something very different. Now, all that she felt, apart from the pain and humiliation of being spanked, was a strange and shameful desire. It was a hunger in her that she knew was rooted in the deep traumas of her childhood. She felt it was like a stain that marked her as damaged and worthless. She tried to repress it. She would not honestly have been able to explain her feelings for Ben at that moment. She wanted to kill him but she also wanted him to fuck her, hard and deep and long. He was her husband, and he’d taken control, dominated her, and showed her the position that he wanted her in. While she couldn’t agree with his actions logically, her body felt something else entirely. Her body was betraying her. All it wanted was to allow Ben to dominate her now, to unleash the power of his manhood on her, fill her up with thick, meaty cock and show her what it meant to be a woman.

—Take me, she said quietly.

—What’s that? Ben said, toying with her.

She couldn’t bear for him to play with her, not now. Her emotions were in too much turmoil to bear anything like that. She just wanted his cock in her pussy. He was her husband and she had a right to that cock. She shouldn’t have to ask for it. She knew it was a false belief, but she felt that if he stuck his cock in her, it would mean that he still loved her, and that they still belonged to each other.

—Take me, Ben.

—Ben, what?

—Ben my husband. Ben my master. Just take me.

—Now you want me?

—Yes, I want you. I want you more than anything. You are my husband. You own me. I’m supposed to be yours. And you’ve been neglecting me.

—Who am I?

—You’re my husband.

—And?

—And my lord.

—Say it again, wife.

—You are my husband. Take me.

—I’ll take you alright, but not yet.


III

BEFORE UNLOCKING THE OFFICE, Ben went over to one of his filing cabinets and took out a black, cloth bag. Janey watched. She didn’t know what he was doing. All she knew was that he was her husband and she wanted him to use her like a wife. That shouldn’t have been too much for a wife to ask.

She knew things weren’t right between her and Ben. She knew this wasn’t normal. He’d had an affair without her knowledge, he’d beaten her and acted violently toward her, but they were still married. There was something about the way he’d spanked her, about the way it brought back memories of her childhood, that just made her want to obey Ben. She wanted him to tell her what to do and she wanted to do it. She wanted to please him. She wanted to make him happy, make him love her again, but most of all she wanted him to dominate her as she’d been dominated in her childhood.

Ben opened the cloth bag. Inside was a black, leather collar. It was studded with fake diamonds and there was a metal ring clasp.

—Put this on, he said.

—What?

The way Ben looked at her, Janey just shut her mouth and picked up the collar. She fit it around her neck. It wasn’t uncomfortable, it was soft and luxurious leather, but she still felt strange putting it on. It opened at the clasp and she put it around her neck and clasped it shut. It fit perfectly, with just the smallest amount of extra space. It wasn’t tight on her neck. There was also a little give in the leather so that it would stretch if it was pulled. Janey saw Ben take a second collar, identical to the one she was wearing, from the bag.

—Who’s that for?

He didn’t answer her. He made his way to the door and unlocked it.

—Follow me, he said.

Janey followed Ben out into the hallway. She had no idea what was going on or where Ben was leading her. All she knew was that he was her husband and she was going to follow him. She felt a little self-conscious walking through the building with a collar on her neck but she supposed it wasn’t that different from the collars some teenaged girls wore for fashion. She was more embarrassed that she was still wearing the sexy black dress she’d worn to the bar the night before. These people had all been there. What if they noticed she was still in the same dress?

They walked past a few offices. It was almost six now and a lot of the office staff had already left for the night.

When they reached the lobby, Janey saw that Suzy was still there. Just the sight of the other woman caused her heart to pound. What was going to happen now?

—Suzy, Ben said to her as he reached the lobby. He was holding out the other collar toward her.

Suzy said nothing. She just took the collar meekly from Ben’s hand and fastened it around her neck. Janey was shocked. What was going on? What kind of a crazy situation was she getting herself into? What were Ben and Suzy involved in? She looked around the lobby but none of the other employees of Bauer and Hanson were there.

—Come on, girls, Ben said as he led the way out the front of the building.

Suzy didn’t look at Janey. She kept her eyes forward and walked quickly, keeping up with Ben. Janey almost had to run in her heels to keep up with them both. Ben was parked on the street about half a block away. They got to his car. Thankfully Suzy went for the backseat so Janey went to take the front passenger seat. Ben was her husband and she should be the one sitting next to him.

—In the back, Ben said.

Janey was surprised. Ben got in the driver’s seat and Suzy got in the back and left the door open for Janey to follow. Why couldn’t she sit in the front? She didn’t understand. She got in the back next to Suzy. It was very strange. Both of them had the same black, jewel encrusted collars around their necks. Janey was also keenly aware that they had both slept with each other’s husbands the night before. She’d wanted Ben to use her as a wife but this wasn’t at all what she’d had in mind.

The two women sat silently in the back seat as Ben drove through the darkening streets toward the north end of town. They took Oakwood Avenue out past the hospital and soon they were past the lights of the city and driving through lightly forested hill country. After a couple of miles Ben took a turnoff to the left along a bumpy, rutted driveway. Trees grew on either side and Janey began to fear for what she’d allowed herself to get into. She was sitting in a car with the two people who hated her most. Ben had knocked her unconscious just hours before and she doubted Suzy would shed too many tears if something bad were to happen to her.

She looked out through the trees for signs of anyone who might be able to assist her if things got ugly. The place was completely deserted. She could see the orange glow of the city reflected on the clouds a few miles to the south. That was all. She began to wish she’d remained in the hospital. She could have been there right now, with Henry watching over her making sure everything was safe.

She jumped in fright when she felt a hand on her knee. It was Suzy. She looked over at the other woman. Perhaps they were both in the same situation. They were both wearing the same collars.

—Don’t be frightened, Suzy whispered.

—Where are we going?

—My house, Suzy said.

Ben looked over his shoulder.

—Quiet back there, he said.

He didn’t sound angry but he did sound firm, like he expected to be obeyed. Suzy leaned over and whispered in Janey’s ear.

—This is all just a game. Try not to be frightened.

Janey looked out at the passing trees. In the car’s headlights everything looked sinister. She tried to do as Suzy said and relax but it wasn’t easy. Why should she even trust Suzy? Suzy had shown her nothing but hostility and contempt. The car pulled up outside a large house and Ben got out of the car.

—Wait here, he said to the two in the back as he left.

Janey looked at Suzy with sheer terror in her eyes.

—Suzy! What the hell is going on?

She knew she had no reason to trust Suzy but she no one else to turn to. Suzy put her hand on Janey’s legs again and tried and calm her.

—Jesus, Janey. I know this is scary but it doesn’t have to be. It’s just your first time. My first time I was terrified too. But don’t be afraid. Nothing bad is going to happen. It isn’t as bad as it appears.

—What’s going to happen?

—Just some fun and games.

—What do you mean?

—Well, lets just say last night was a warm up.

—More swinging?

Janey couldn’t believe it. She’d given in to Ben, she’d fallen for his act of power, but she’d wanted him, not another man.

—All I wanted was to be with my husband.

Suzy looked down.

—I know, she said.

Janey looked at her.

—Why are you being nice to me? she said.

Suzy smiled.

—I don’t know. I just feel sorry for you. I know how terrifying it can be when they do this.

Janey nodded. She wished she knew what was going on, but it was some comfort to her that Suzy seemed to be acting nice. She sighed.

—Ben hit me this morning. Put me in hospital.

Suzy nodded.

—He told me. All I can say, is he’s under a lot of stress. A lot’s going on in his life right now. They told him he was going to make partner today. That’s huge for him.

—You talk like you know him better than I do.

Suzy stopped talking. She took her hand from Janey’s lap.

—All I’m saying is, he’s going through a lot, Suzy said.

—That’s no excuse for hitting me.

—I know it isn’t.

After that they sat in silence. Janey felt a lot differently about Suzy now. Till this point, Suzy had never shown her the slightest sign of kindness or friendship. Now she saw that Suzy was a person too, with feelings and emotions. She was acting kindly, trying to comfort her. She may be having an affair with Ben, but she wasn’t all bad. And she hadn’t even brought up the fact that Janey had slept with Luke last night. That must be the way it was for swingers, Janey thought. They didn’t get jealous. She knew she was being foolish but she couldn’t help putting some trust in Suzy. She felt that Suzy would be looking out for her, making sure nothing too bad happened.

She decided that she didn’t want to hold a grudge against Suzy. It was Ben who’d cheated on her, not Suzy. She heard footsteps outside the car and saw the two men approaching.

—What now? she whispered to Suzy in a panicked strain.

—Don’t worry. It’s all just a big game, Janey. No one’s going to hurt you. They’re just going to use us as props to play out their fantasies.

—I never agreed to any of this.

Suzy shrugged, as if her consent meant nothing. It wasn’t easy to remain calm in these circumstances. She had no idea where she was, or what was going to happen. She and Suzy were in collars. Ben had beaten her unconscious that very morning.

Ben got back in the driver’s seat and Luke got in the passenger side.

—Hello, ladies, he said over his shoulder. Are you too ready for some fun?

Janey wondered what the hell he was talking about. Did he even know that Ben had beaten her unconscious? Did he know that she wasn’t sure she wanted to go through with whatever they had planned? She supposed not. She wanted to say something, to ask to be let out of the car, but something stopped her. She was afraid. More than what was happening, she was afraid to find out that she really had no choice. As long as she didn’t ask to be let out she could fool herself into thinking she was here of her own free will. If she asked them to let her go and they refused, she’d know she was here against her will. That was what she was afraid of.


IV

THEY DROVE BACK DOWN THE driveway and onto the highway. They continued heading north for another few miles before Ben took them off the road and into a small parking lot. Janey saw a sign at the entrance welcoming them to a nature preservation area. The mood in the car was quiet and somber. She didn’t understand why everyone was so serious when this was supposed to be fun. She prayed nothing bad was about to happen to her. She’d heard of women being killed in places like this.

She peered out the window at their surroundings. The area was forested. The parking lot was well maintained but dark and there were no buildings around. There was a single light in the middle of the parking lot and she could see that there were no other cars there. The lights of passing cars on the highway came faintly through the trees but the area was fairly private and sheltered. No one would be able to see them there unless they came into the parking lot. There were a few garbage cans around the edge of the lot and Janey also saw picnic tables and barbecues. It was the sort of place campers and vacationers could come for a picnic and a pitstop in summer. There didn’t seem to be any provision for overnight parking. On the far end of the lot were two little wooden cabins that served as male and female washrooms.

What the hell were they doing here? Janey looked again at Suzy for help but Suzy wasn’t paying attention. She was looking out at the lot through her own window.

—Looks like we’re early, Suzy said.

Luke looked at his watch.

—It’s not even seven thirty.

—I bet it’s cold out there, Suzy said.

—Oh, you’ll be alright, Luke said and reached back to touch her knee.

Ben cleared his throat.

—Luke, he said. Would you excuse me for a minute. I have to make sure my wife is properly prepared.

—By all means, Luke said.

He hadn’t spoken a word to Janey since he’d gotten into the car. Janey wondered if he’d picked up on how jealous Ben had become after last night.

Ben got out of the car and came around to Janey’s door and opened it.

—Get out, he said.

Suzy had been right. It was getting chilly out there. Still in the little dress she’d been wearing since the night before, Janey wished she had a jacket or some jeans to pull on. She looked anxiously around the deserted parking lot. It really did look like the kind of place men would bring women to murder them.

—Ben, she said. What’s going on? Why are we here?

Ben looked her over as if assessing her appearance. He reached out and brushed a loose strand of hair from her face. It was the most affectionate thing he’d done for her in a long time.

—Thank you, she said.

—Follow me.

Janey tried to pull the short skirt of her dress down as far as she could and then hugged her bare arms for warmth as she followed Ben across the lot. The uneven surface made it difficult to walk in her heels. They were walking toward the public washrooms and Janey followed Ben around to the back of the little cabins. They couldn’t see the car now. They couldn’t see anyone, and no one could see them.

Janey shivered in the chilly evening air. How had she gotten herself into this situation? It was incredibly foolish. Ben was her husband but he’d also been acting erratically. He’d put her in hospital. She should have known better than to allow him to lead her here. This wasn’t safe. She felt the beginnings of a panic overtake her but she maintained her composure. Letting him know she was afraid wouldn’t do any good.

She thought of Henry Walden, the care and security and kindness he’d shown her. And what had she done? The first chance she got, she’d left him and the safety of the hospital to come find Ben. Now she was here, in a deserted parking lot in the middle of nowhere, surrounded by trees and fields. Anything could happen.

Why had she come here with Ben? She knew the answer. It was because he was still her husband. Despite all the crazy things that had been going wrong in their relationship, his cheating with Suzy, handing her over to be used by Luke like a whore, her own unfaithfulness with Henry and his strange friend, despite all of that, Ben was still her husband. And she wasn’t ready to let go of that bond. Ben had been her life, her security, for five years. They’d been planning a future together. They wanted to start a family, to rise up in the world and find success, and they wanted to do that together. At least, Janey hoped they did. She didn’t know if she loved Ben, but she knew that she was his wife and that had to still count for something.

Ben took her hands in his. She wondered what he was going to say or do. So much had happened in the past few weeks that nothing would have surprised her. If she knew one thing, it was that anything was possible. Ben was holding her hands lovingly, at least she thought he was holding them lovingly, and she wondered what he was going to say to her. Was he going to apologize for everything that had happened? Was he going to commit to a new beginning, to starting over with her and trying to build the future they’d always dreamed of? She thought he was. He was standing there, her husband, holding her hands in his and looking into her eyes.

Is he still in there? she thought. Is the man I married still there?

Ben lifted her hands up to his mouth and kissed one and then the other, gently. Tears welled up in Janey’s eyes. Was this really happening? Was he coming back to her?

He took her hands and put them on the wall of the cabin. What was he doing? He maneuvered her so that she was facing the wall of the cabin with her hands splayed out on the wall in front of her. Then he spread her legs with his foot the way a police officer might do when arresting someone.

—Don’t move, Ben said.

Whatever it was in Ben’s voice told Janey that it really was over. The marriage she had known, the life she had known, was gone forever. Ben wasn’t coming back. Things weren’t going to be getting back to normal, not tonight and not ever. This was a new man and he wasn’t the man she’d fallen in love with.

From behind her, he reached under her skirt and took a hold of the lace g-string she’d been wearing since leaving the house the evening before. With a strong jerk, he ripped the little panty from her. It hurt. She was bare now, exposed completely.

—You are my wife, Janey.

—I know, she said quietly.

And then, for the second time that night, she felt the powerful smack of Ben’s firm hand on her rear. She couldn’t take this, not again. Tears began to pour down her face. The grief took hold of her. What was he doing? Why was he doing this? Again, his hard, firm hand rushed down and struck the tender cheeks of her bottom. Her poor bum was already raw from the spanking he’d given her earlier.

—Why are you doing this? she said between tears.

—Because I’m your husband. I’m your master and you’re supposed to obey me. You’re supposed to follow me through anything.

Again, the fierce slap of another smack on her pink, tender flesh.

—You’ve been disloyal, Janey. You slept with Luke and you enjoyed it. I know you did.

The spanking continued without any lessening or easing. She could almost feel the shape of Ben’s hand, the palm and each of his five, long fingers, as each slap landed on her bum. And again she began to feel the world she knew, the world she was comfortable in and accustomed to, disintegrate. All she could remember was her childhood, the feeling of helplessness and terror she’d experienced as a child when a man, her father, had taken control of her and done things he never should have done to her. He’d done things that no man ought to do to his child. She had buried those feelings and all her associated memories deep into the recesses of her mind. She’d put them in a chest and locked it and hidden the chest in a closet deep in her memory, somewhere she could no longer access it. But standing there, leaning against the wall of a public washroom at the back of some public parking lot, the cool night air chilling her, the fear, her legs spread, her bum and vagina bare, she went back to that dark part of her past.

—Please, Ben, she said.

—I am your husband, he said. I am your master.

Janey was crying. Her bottom felt as if it was on fire. Each slap sent a wave of pain and fear through her. Ben showed no sign of stopping. The humiliation of the spanking grew and grew until it utterly overcame her. She bent forward against the wall, holding her weight on her hands, almost as if to give Ben a better angle from which to spank her. She pushed out her bum, arched her back inward, and began to writhe with each hard smack.

—I’m yours, she said.

She didn’t know what she was doing. She’d been through so much that she didn’t think she knew anything anymore.

—What? Ben said, harshly.

—I’m yours, she said again, louder.

She could feel herself giving in to him. She didn’t know why she was doing it. It wasn’t because she still hoped to save her relationship. It wasn’t because she wanted to please him or make him happy with her. She didn’t care about that anymore. The only reason she was giving in was because she no longer had the strength to resist. She was capitulating, surrendering to his stronger will. If this was what he wanted, she would go along with it for no reason other than because he was stronger than she was and she didn’t feel she could fight back.

She could see the headlights of more cars entering the parking lot. Ben saw them too and stopped spanking her. At last, the pain had come to an end.

—Come with me, Ben said.

She struggled to follow him in her heels. He was rushing back toward the car and she hobbled after him. Her bum was stinging but the cool, night air soothed it.

—Hurry, Ben said back to her, harshly.

She crossed the parking lot after him. She could see that there were quite a few cars in the lot now. She counted six of them. They’d parked in a circle, all facing inward toward Ben’s car, their headlights shining toward the front of Ben’s car. It looked like they were creating a place for some ritual to occur, or worse, a stage for some sort of show.

When they reached the car, Janey could tell that the way the other cars were positioned, they were expecting something from her and Suzy. Ben’s car was facing the other six, which formed a semi-circular around it. Their lights were all on, shining on Ben’s car. She couldn’t see who was in the other cars. Their engines were off and it seemed that men were inside, sitting their, waiting to watch whatever was going to happen.

—Get over here, Ben said to her.

He was at Suzy’s door. He opened it and Suzy climbed out of the seat. She looked a little like a movie star stepping out of a limo with all the lights that were shining at them. She shielded her eyes the way Janey had seen actresses do a million times as they stepped out of their limos, onto the red carpet.

Suzy was still in her office clothes from work. She didn’t exactly match Janey in her little black dress. Suzy hugged herself against the cold the way Janey was doing. At least she was wearing tights, Janey thought. The cool air was rushing up around the inside of her skirt. Her bare legs had no protection at all. She shivered.

Luke was out of the car too. The two husbands huddled around Suzy and Janey.

—Take off those tights, Luke said to Suzy.

Suzy kicked off her shoes and bent down to pull off her tights. She sat on the car seat while she did it.

—What’s going on? Janey said.

—You haven’t explained to her? Luke said to Ben.

—You’ll see, Ben said.

Suzy slipped her black heels back on. She was wearing a gray pencil skirt and a white blouse.

—Ok, Luke said. Time to fasten you.

Janey had no idea what was going on but she’d given up trying to control or understand the situation. Whatever was going to happen was going to happen. She’d lost the will to resist it any longer. If she could go back in time to the night she’d first found out Ben was having an affair, if she could have done everything differently since that night, she would have. But that wasn’t an option. She was where she was and there was nothing she could do about it now.

Luke was holding a long, black leather leash, about three yards in length. Suzy leaned in to him and allowed him to fasten one end of it to the metal ring that clasped her collar. Then he looked at Janey as if she was supposed to know what was expected of her. She leaned in to him and allowed him to clasp the other end of the leash to her collar. She was now attached by a leash to Suzy. Ben and Luke looked their two wives over.

Then Luke said, —Ok, show time.

Janey didn’t know what to expect. She understood that she and Suzy were going to be used for some sort of a display but she had no idea what it was going to be or how it was going to happen.

Luke led her and Suzy from the center of the leash. He pulled them around to the front of the car and they had no choice but to follow. They were illuminated by the flood of light from the six other cars that were pointing at them. Janey shielded her eyes and tried to see who was in the cars but she couldn’t. The light in her eyes was too bright.

—Don’t worry, Suzy said into her ear. This will all be over before you know it.

Janey said nothing. She just stood there, feeling awkward in all the light, the collar on her neck connecting her to Suzy.

Then Luke came over to Suzy and began unbuttoning her blouse. Ben got behind Janey and unzipped the back of her dress. She breathed in in surprise. She’d had no idea this sort of thing existed, men gathered in a public parking lot by the side of the highway, showing off their wives. It seemed to be some sort of club. How else did these men know where and when to show up? She allowed Ben to take her arms out of the dress and it fell to the ground. She stepped out of it and stood still as Ben unclasped the back of her bra. When the bra had fallen to the ground she was entirely naked, apart for the black heels she was still wearing. She felt like a pole dancer being shown off to the crowd. She strained again to see into the windshields of the cars but still couldn’t see inside clearly. Her eyes were adjusting to the light though, and she thought she could see that there was a man in each car, sitting in the driving seat, watching the display.

She looked over at Suzy. Luke had taken off her blouse and skirt and she was standing there in her heels. She still had on her underwear, a matching set of black lace panties and bra with pink trim.

—Get up on the hood, Ben said.

Janey did as she was told. There was no point putting up a fight. She put her foot on the front bumper and climbed up onto the hood. She looked back over her shoulder. Ben and Luke were admiring the view she presented. She was on her hands and knees and the men in the cars had a perfect view of her sore, red, tender ass. Ben reached out and spread open her butt cheeks, displaying her anus and pussy to the men in the cars.

She looked at Suzy. Luke had finished stripping her and she was now naked too. She climbed up next to Janey. The two of them were on their hands and knees, their backs to the audience, wearing nothing but black pumps. Luke held Suzy’s butt cheeks open for the audience too.

—That’s right, Ben said. Wiggle those butts for us.

They both wiggled their butts left and right. The cold air soothed Janey’s poor, tender flesh. She looked back over her shoulder and Luke and Ben were staring into the bright lights of the cars, presenting their two wives as if they were circus animals. Then she heard a car door slam. One of the men from the cars had gotten out and was walking over to enjoy the show from closer. He was followed by the five other drivers. There was now a small audience ganged around the front of the car, watching every move the two girls made. She could hear them breathing. The steam from their breaths in the cold air formed a fog around them.

—Have a touch, boys, she heard Ben say.

Immediately she felt cold hands all over her. One man was fondling a breast, another was rubbing the sore flesh on her butt.

—Don’t be shy, boys, Luke said.

She gasped. Someone had stuck a finger into her vagina. The surprise of it shocked her. She hadn’t been expecting anything like that. She looked over at Suzy and saw that she was being similarly fondled from all directions. She didn’t know what to do. She tried to tell herself that this was all normal. She maintained her pose and continued to wiggle her butt for the men’s viewing pleasure.

—Ok, ok, Ben said loudly.

He sounded like the master of ceremonies. Janey could tell that he was getting as much pleasure out of all of this as anyone. He loved showing her off. He loved being the man who had the beautiful wife that everyone else had to lust after. It was as if she was his prize possession.

—Let’s back up and make some room, Ben said.

The men all took a step or two back and Luke tugged the leash softly. Janey and Suzy got down from the hood of the car. They turned to face the men. Janey could see a little more clearly now. Her eyes had adjusted to the bright lights of the cars. It helped that the men were blocking some of the direct light from all the high beams.

Again, Janey gasped. She could see that all six of the men had opened their pants and had their cocks in their hands. They were stroking themselves. All of them had erect penises in their hands, and those long limbs of flesh were all pointed at her and Suzy. The cocks seemed to be striving to reach forward and touch the two girls.

Apart from the fact that they were holding their penises in their hands, the men looked like ordinary guys. Their cars ranged in price and style. Some were wearing business suits, as if they worked in offices, one was wearing khaki slacks and looked like a student, another was wearing overalls and was possibly a mechanic. Two were in jeans. These men could have been anyone. They ranged in age from the student who was in his early twenties, up to the oldest who seemed to be about fifty. Janey would have guessed the average age of the group was about forty. In short, they seemed to have little in common other than the fact that they liked to congregate at this secluded parking lot and engage in sexual activities with each other’s wives.

Suzy got down on her knees and instinctively, Janey followed her. Immediately, the men crowded forward, trying to get their erect penises as close as possible to the two women’s open mouths. The six big, meaty penises so close to her face alarmed Janey, but she also appreciated the warmth she felt from having so many bodies close to her. They shielded her from the night breeze that was really beginning to freeze her.

Janey followed Suzy’s lead and placed her gaping mouth over one of the cocks. Instantly she felt it firm up in her mouth. She could see Suzy’s head, bobbing back and forth, sucking on one cock for a while before moving to the next. She let the man hold her head softly and force her back and forth on his penis. She wondered who this man was who was doing this to her. Was he married? Did he have a woman of his own somewhere? She thought he probably did. She thought all of these men were probably married. This was something they did to break up the monotony of their lives. There didn’t seem to be any requirement to come here. Any man who felt like it, and who knew it was going on, seemed to be allowed to pull his car up and get a free blow job from whatever poor slut was being made to give him one. Tonight it was Janey and Suzy. She wondered how many times Suzy had been here before. She seemed to know what was going on well enough. She wondered if Suzy enjoyed it or just did it because Luke was into it. She had no idea what the answer to that question would be.

She could feel the man’s cock begin to throb and knew he was approaching orgasm. She pulled her mouth off of him. He seemed to resist her slightly, he tried to hold her in place with his hands, but she pulled off insistently and moved on to the next man.

Then she heard Suzy’s voice.

—Oh yeah, baby. More. I want more. Give it all to me.

She looked over at Suzy and saw that one of the cocks was squirting white jizz onto her face and chest. The sticky substance seemed to be filling Suzy with ecstatic pleasure, the way she was cooing over it.

Janey knew she was expected to act in the same way and began sucking off the second cock and then the third. She alternated between the two penises, pumping her mouth hard and fast over the one and then the other. The men seemed to be enjoying it and she began to include the first cock she’d sucked in the rotation. That was the one that was closest to orgasm and she made sure that she gave him just enough attention to remain close to orgasm without actually coming.

She could feel the three cocks grow and grow as if they were about to burst. The veins inside them bulged, and the thick tube along the underside of each penis seemed to be filled to bursting point with hot semen. She felt as if she were sucking torpedoes that were about to go off. She looked up at the three men she was sucking off and for the first time, actually took notice of what she was doing. One of the men looked a lot like he could have worked with Ben at the firm, the other was a student, and the third was the man in overalls who might have been a mechanic. His overalls were down around his ankles and his legs and ass were completely exposed to the elements. He must have been about forty-five. The men were all smiling down at her, loving her in their way. She could feel all that attention from them, all that love, or more properly, lust. She began to make the same noises that Suzy was making.

—Oh yeah, she said. Give it to me, daddy.

The men were so happy. They were all experiencing so much pleasure, and she was the one giving it to them. She was the one responsible for so much happiness and pleasure that she began to feel some of that pleasure herself. She sucked and sucked on those fat, dripping wet penises. She could feel the saliva all over her mouth, her chin, her cheeks. She began to pump her mouth on the cocks as if she were milking them, as if these men were her cattle and had no choice but to provide her with their delicious milk. She belonged to them but in another sense, they all belonged to her too. They were her men and they would give her what she wanted of them, what she demanded of them.

—Give it to me, she said as she slid her hand up and down the student’s long, delicious cock. You know I want it so give it to me.

She sounded more and more like the one in charge, ordering them. She leaned her head back and looked up into the eyes of all three men, and Ben as well, and felt the first delightful squirt of jizz from the student’s cock.

—Oh yes, he cried out, and she mimicked him.

—Oh yes, oh yes, oh yes.

Both of them were moaning the words together as his hot, white, succulent sperm squirted down onto her face, into her mouth and onto her breasts. She looked up at him lovingly and rubbed the sperm into her chest.

Then immediately she returned to the other two cocks, sucking the mechanic, and then the office guy, back and forth.

Ben was watching the whole thing and he looked so pleased and satisfied with himself. He was loving every minute of what was going on. He’d never seemed more pleased to be her husband than he looked right now, right as she allowed these three complete strangers to pour jizz all over her face and breasts.

She grabbed Ben by the trousers and began opening his fly. She pulled his bulging penis out of his slacks and added it to her collection. She was still sucking the student, trying to get every last bit of semen out of his pipe. He was softening rapidly but seemed pleased that she didn’t forget about him. Then she sucked the mechanic. He had a thick, bulging cock and she couldn’t help but wonder what it would feel like to have it inserted into her pussy. Then she sucked the office worker, making sure she kept him as close to coming as possible without actually bringing him over the edge. Suzy was doing similar work with the other men and Janey noticed that Luke was now getting in on the action, adding his dick to the pile that Suzy had to suck.

Next, Janey took Ben in her hand. He was stiff and delicious, more firm than she remembered him ever being before. She allowed his long, thick cock to go all the way to the back of her throat. She almost felt as if she were actually swallowing the cock. If it wasn’t attached to him she would have swallowed it. She was making swallowing motions with the back of her throat even though there was nothing to swallow but her own saliva.

—Come on my face, honey, she said to Ben, and instantly his cock grew even harder.

He took her head in his hands and held her down on his enormous limb of pure flesh, holding her over it so that she couldn’t move or even breathe. Then he released her. She remained down on the cock though, keeping it right at the back of her throat and fooling her throat into attempting to swallow the whole thing. When she felt the first squirt of jizz she pulled back, allowing Ben to squirt out on her face, the same way that the student had. She wanted all of her men to see this, to see what a good girl she was. Squirt after squirt came out of the tip of Ben’s cock and splashed down on her pretty face. She smiled up at him and licked her lips and swallowed everything that fell into her mouth. The rest she let drip down onto her breasts and rubbed it into her chest as she had done with the previous orgasm.

—My husband, she whispered. My husband. I belong to you.

Ben pulled out and looked dazed with happiness. He’d never had such an orgasm before in his life. Janey knew he hadn’t. She’d been married to him for five years and had never seen anything like it.

She wiped the semen off of her face and then stood up and leaned into the mechanic.

—You’re next, she said to him.

Then she sat back on the hood of the car and spread her legs wide open.

—What are you waiting for, big boy?

The mechanic didn’t need any more encouragement and immediately came toward her, inserting his massive rod between her legs. Janey leaned back a little and tilted her pelvis upward, allowing the mechanic’s hard, solid cock to slide all the way into her. He began fucking her in a constant, rhythmic motion and while he was doing it, Janey looked at the men who were watching her with ever more admiration and gladness. She looked down at Suzy who was still busily sucking cocks and put her right foot on Suzy’s shoulder. She lifted her other foot into the air and the student took it and held it for her, allowing her to rock back and forth with her feet in the air as the mechanic continued to pump her soft, succulent vagina with his hard, rigid cock.

Suzy got up on her feet and sat next to Janey on the hood of the car. She seemed to be impressed with Janey’s idea and spread her legs open too.

—Come on, she said to the four men who’d been surrounding her. Who wants me?

A moment later, Suzy and Janey were both rocking back and forth on the warm hood of the car, two men pushing and pulsing their cocks into their sweet little cunts. The girls squealed in delight and the men laughed and cheered as they watched. Eventually, as Janey felt the cock of the mechanic surge into climax within her, she pulled him forward and pushed her tongue as far as she could into his mouth. His beard and stubble scratched her face but she was beyond caring.

—Harder, she screamed as she felt the first pulse of orgasm rush up through her body.

It was like a burst of energy that began in the center of her vagina and pulsed out toward her extremities, escaping her body through her head and toes and fingertips. The orgasm surged through every muscle inside her, causing every nerve to send out bursts of electrical energy that her mind interpreted as signals of pure, unadulterated pleasure.

She leaned over to Suzy who seemed to be just reaching orgasm at the same moment and planted her mouth on the other girl’s mouth. The two women kissed passionately as the cocks inside them continued to ejaculate. When her climax finally ended, Janey leaned back on the hood of the car and sighed.

—I’m spent, Suzy said.

—I hope you’re not, one of the men said to Janey.

He was the office worker, the only one of the eight men who still hadn’t reached ejaculation. He came close to Janey and began masturbating his cock, right above her smooth, delicious looking vagina. She might have looked a bit red and sore from all the mistreatment she’d been getting but she knew that man wanted to fuck her properly so she wrapped her legs around him and pulled him in closer.

Still lying back on the hood of the car, looking up toward the stars, her breath fogging in the cold air, she said, —Come inside me.

Immediately the man forced his thick piece of meat into her boiling cunt, thrusting forward in long bursts of muscular ecstasy. He’d been so close to coming that within the first five or six thrusts Janey could feel the semen gushing out of the tip of his penis and filling up her cunt, mixing with the mechanic’s semen and creating a veritable soup inside of her. Just the thought of it, the shocking reality of what was happening to her, was too much. She didn’t know if it was joy or anguish, pleasure or pain, but her vagina began to climax yet again, causing her to thrust her cunt up into the man’s groin. Her legs clenched him so tightly that he wouldn’t have been able to escape even if he’d wanted to. He leaned forward and collapsed onto Janey, kissing her mouth and neck as the last squirts of semen pulsed out of him and into her.

At that moment, Janey felt connected to him. She felt as if she belonged to this man now, as well as to Ben. If someone had leaned in to her ear and whispered right at the moment that all of these men were now her husband, that all of them had claim upon her and that she had to obey what they said, she would have believed it. She lay back on the warm hood of the car and shivered in the after shocks of the orgasmic tremors that still rippled through her.

She looked at Ben then but he wasn’t looking at her at all. He was looking at Suzy. He was smiling at her as if she was his wife and had been the one who’d been obeying him all night long.

In that instant Janey began to lose the feeling of connection she’d felt with all of the men. None of them seemed to be very interested in her at all now. She realized that she’d allowed them to use her and now they were finished with her. They no longer had any use for her. She felt utterly alone, as if she was a thousand miles away from the closest person. She looked over at Suzy but she was looking at Luke, and at Ben. Both husbands were looking at Suzy as if she was the one they really loved, as if she was the one they were most proud of. The other men, the strangers who had come by for the show, were already doing up their pants and getting back into their cars. They’d had what they came for and now they were ready to go home. They were satisfied, they’d got to squirt jizz all over some other guy’s wife, and now they were ready to go home to their own wives and families and pretend to be completely upstanding members of society.

Janey felt like getting away. She wanted to be alone, to hide her shame and humiliation. She couldn’t understand why Ben and Luke weren’t interested in her anymore. Why were they both only interested in Suzy. They were still looking at Suzy, lovingly, as she smiled up at them and spread her legs open. Janey looked at Suzy’s cunt, that was what Ben and Luke seemed so interested in, but it didn’t look any different from her own.

The first of the strangers pulled out of the circle and drove off, back onto the highway. He was followed by the other five cars. Janey was left alone with Suzy and the two husbands, and now Ben was stroking Suzy’s hair, looking down at her lovingly as if she was his real wife. Luke was standing next to her.

Janey got up off the hood and was going to get back into the car but she realized she was still collared to Suzy.

Ben laughed when he realized Janey’s mistake.

—You’re not going anywhere yet, he said.

He pulled her back forcefully with the leash until she was right in front of him. Janey thought that now he might give her some attention, some love and affection. But all he did was unfasten the leash from her neck and then push her away. She was still in her heels and she stumbled backward and fell. She felt the hard, gravelly surface of the parking lot cut into the sore, tender flesh of her bottom.

Ben laughed. Janey looked up at the hood of the car and saw that Suzy was laughing too. They were looking down at her and laughing at her as if she was some kid in a playground and they were the school bullies.

—Come on, guys, Luke said. Is that really necessary?

He looked sympathetic to Janey, but he still didn’t step away from Suzy. Suzy put one of her ankles up on Luke’s shoulder. She was still on the hood of the car, enjoying both men’s attention. Janey was on the ground, being laughed at.

—Look at her, Suzy said. She looks so utterly pathetic.

—Fucking bitch, Ben said.

There was a harshness in his voice that sounded to Janey as if he was utterly full of hatred for her.

—What a pathetic bitch, Suzy said. And you thought you could rival me?

Janey had had no intention of rivaling Suzy or anyone else. All she’d been doing was obeying Ben. Ben was her husband and the way he’d been disciplining her, acting forcefully and manly, the way her father had, Janey had felt as if she had no option but to obey him. Now she realized that it was all for nought. They’d been using her. Maybe Luke hadn’t, he seemed genuinely sorry for the way the others were treating her, but Ben and Suzy were certainly using her. They must have been planning to end it this way all along. She’d fallen for it and let them get the better of her.

Who could she blame but herself?

Janey watched in utter humiliation as Suzy got up off the hood of the car with the help of both Ben and Luke. Then she walked over to where Janey was lying, still on the painful, gravelly ground. Suzy walked right up to Janey, she came so close that her cunt was just inches from Janey’s face.

—Go on, Suzy said, cruelly. Lick it, bitch.

Janey looked up at Luke and Ben. Luke was shaking his head. He turned away and got back inside the car. He got in and slammed the door shut. Whatever game Suzy was going to play, he wanted no part of it. But Ben just stood there. The way he was smiling down at her, she could tell that he was enjoying her humiliation. He looked utterly evil.

Janey leaned forward, about to lick Suzy’s bare cunt, she didn’t think she had any choice, when Suzy pushed her head back, aggressively.

—Slut. I told you she was a slut. She was going to lick it. Don’t you know I’ve just been gang fucked, slut?

Janey didn’t know what to do anymore. What could she do? She’d gotten herself into this deplorable situation and now she’d have to put up with it. She thought that Suzy would leave her alone now but Suzy had a better idea.

She turned around and faced Ben.

—Come here, honey, Suzy said to Ben.

Janey couldn’t believe it. This woman was calling her husband honey, right in front of her. It was too much to bear.

—Give me a kiss, sweetie, Suzy said to Ben.

Janey looked into the car and could see Luke sitting there, doing nothing about any of this. Why didn’t he do something about it? Did he really enjoy this? Why was he letting Suzy and Ben act like this, right in front of him? He was a big guy, a lot stronger than Ben. He should have been the one in control of this situation. He shouldn’t have been allowing Ben and Suzy to be this way.

Ben and Suzy were passionately kissing, right in front of Janey. Janey was still on the cold ground behind Suzy. She was naked and rejected in the cold, dark dirt. It was then that Suzy performed her ultimate humiliation act on Janey. She reached back and spread open her ass cheeks, exposing her tight anus to Janey.

—Now you can lick it, Suzy said.

As Suzy continued to kiss Ben passionately, she kept her hands back, holding her butt cheeks open. Janey looked up at Ben and Suzy, and then she heard Ben’s voice.

—Do it, cunt.

Timidly, dejectedly, Janey leaned forward and touched Suzy’s anus with the tip of her tongue. Still making out with Ben, Suzy grabbed Janey’s head and pulled it deep into her bottom so that Janey’s whole face was forced into Suzy’s ass crack. She licked and licked Suzy’s anus while Suzy kissed and kissed Ben.

And then it was over. They were ready to leave, it seemed.

All Janey could do, as Suzy gathered up her clothes and got back into the backseat of the car, was watch. She watched as Ben turned away from her and got into the driver’s seat, next to Luke. The car ignition turned and the car pulled forward, driving over her black dress and underwear. As she watched the red taillights pull out of the parking lot and drive out onto the highway, she cried out loud. Still in tears, she got up and wiped the bits of stone from her tortured ass. She put on her bra, the g-string had been ripped off her. Then she slid into the thin, skimpy little dress she’d be wearing for the second night in a row, and walked out of the parking lot, back onto the highway in the direction Ben and Luke and Suzy had just driven.
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I

JANEY FELT WORTHLESS AND ALONE as she limped along the side of the dark highway back towards town. She’d never felt so horrible in her life. She didn’t know what had happened to her. She usually prided herself in being an upstanding, successful member of the community. Now she’d been fucked in a parking lot by a group of strangers, and the worst part of all, she’d freely allowed it to happen. Was that really who she was? The mixture of guilt and shame was agonizing.

A car roared past and splashed mud up at her. She didn’t even try to flag it down. She had the feeling anyone she stopped would be able to tell what she’d just been through. She thought they’d know she was a slut, a worthless whore who allowed complete strangers to have their way with her in parking lots. She was too ashamed to face anyone now. She felt as if all the things she’d done, and had allowed to be done to her, were written across her face. Walking along the side of a dark, cold highway in nothing but a little black dress was exactly what she felt she deserved.

She was still in her heels and they cut like knives. They hadn’t been made for this kind of hiking. She took them off and flung them into the trees along the side of the road. She couldn’t believe she’d allowed herself to get into this situation. She’d be lucky to make it home in one piece. Anything could happen to a woman who allowed herself to get into a position as vulnerable as this.

An hour passed and the tears that streamed down her cheeks finally began to stop. She’d cried herself dry. She couldn’t even face her own thoughts. She didn’t want to think about her life, about the state of her marriage, about what the future held for her. She couldn’t think about any of it. It was too much to face. She had no idea what sort of a life she had to look forward to, not now that she’d allowed her husband to beat and humiliate and abuse her in so many different ways that she’d started to lose track of them. All she could do was place one bare foot against the other and limp along the painful, gravelly road in the dark.

She walked on for an hour or more. She knew if she stopped she wouldn’t be able to keep going. The gravel cut into the soft soles of her feet and even though she didn’t stop to look at them, she knew they were bleeding.

After two hours of walking, Janey realized she might not make it all the way back to Troy. She still had miles to go and her feet were raw and bleeding. Dawn was hours away and the temperature had dropped painfully close to freezing. She began to regret throwing away her shoes but they were so impractical that it hardly made a difference. What she was really afraid of was the cold. She’d heard of people dying out in the cold. It wasn’t truly winter yet, but by the chill in the air it was coming.

She wondered what Ben had imagined she would do. He’d abandoned her in that cursed parking lot without a second thought to her safety. Did he want her to die out there, exposed to the chill night air with hardly any clothes on? Did he want her to get picked up by a group of strange men who would harm her? She didn’t know anymore. There weren’t even any houses she could turn to for help. She didn’t have any money or cell phone. She had no way of calling the police, or even a cab.

She looked at her watch and was startled to see that it was almost midnight! How long had she been walking? She no longer knew. It had been hours. She was approaching an intersection and with a flash of recognition realized it was the turnoff to Suzy and Luke’s house. She stared at the intersection sign for a good five minutes as she walked toward it and when she finally reached it she knew what she had to do. She’d been left with no choice. She didn’t think she’d make it all the way back to the city if she continued walking. She had no way of contacting anyone for help. A car sped by and she half-heartedly held out her hand for assistance but it didn’t even slow down. No one was going to pick her up along this stretch of road in the middle of the night. She wasn’t even sure she wanted to be picked up.

Her entire body was shivering and her feet couldn’t take much more of this abuse. With a feeling of anguish she turned to the right and began to make her way slowly down the rutted driveway that led to Suzy and Luke’s house. She didn’t even know what she would do when she reached the end. She didn’t know if anyone was at the house. She didn’t know if they would be surprised to see her or not. All she knew was that she couldn’t go on walking along the side of that dark road.


II

WHEN THE FRONT DOOR OPENED, Janey didn’t know whose face she was hoping to see. Of the three people she thought might be inside, Luke was the only one who’d ever shown her even the slightest bit of kindness lately. Ben had been getting progressively meaner and nastier toward her and Suzy seemed to hate her with a passion.

She was a little relieved then, when she saw Luke come to the door.

—Janey! he said, obviously surprised to see her.

—Luke. I had no where else to go.

—Jesus Christ, Janey. You’re the last person I expected to see here. Didn’t you learn your lesson back at the parking lot?

—What do you mean? I couldn’t make it all the way back to town on my own.

—You should’t have come her.

—Please, Luke. Just give me a ride to the city. I’ll get help there.

—You have to leave, right now.

Luke began to close the door on her but then they heard Suzy’s voice from somewhere inside the house.

—Honey, who is it?

Janey noticed that there was music playing inside. Suzy’s voice sounded a little slurred, as if she’d been drinking.

—It’s no one, honey, Luke said. Then to Janey, —If they find you, you’re going to regret it.

—But where else can I go?

She showed Luke her bloodied feet. They were filthy. She’d been walking for hours and the highway really had taken a tole.

—Get out of here, for your own good, Luke said.

He shut the door. Janey stood in front of it, stunned. She didn’t know what to do. She heard voices inside the house but knew she was unlikely to get help from whoever else was in the house. Luke had been her only chance. Ben and Suzy weren’t her friends and weren’t going to help her. She’d been half thinking they’d wanted her to show up here, that they’d expected her to. Where else was there for her to go? But now she saw that they wanted nothing to do with her.

She looked around at the driveway. Ben’s car was there! The idea flashed across her mind in a sudden moment of inspiration. All she had to do was check if his keys were in it. They often were. She could take his car and drive herself home. She was about to cross the driveway to the car when the front door opened again. This time it wasn’t Luke. It was Suzy.

Suzy’s voice hit Janey’s already raw nerves like a sledge hammer on brittle ice.

—Well, well. What have we got here?

It was only then, when she heard the cruel taint to Suzy’s voice, that Janey realized her mistake. She should never have come back here. It was the last place on earth she was going to find help. These were the people who’d abused her at the parking lot and then abandoned her. They weren’t going to offer her help.

In a panicked moment she made a desperate decision. She decided to make a dash for Ben’s car. When her feet hit the ground, pain shot through her. She managed to ignore it. She had to get to that car. She could hear footsteps on the porch behind her but she didn’t dare look back. Her feet burned in pain with every desperate step. She fled toward the car as if her life depended on it. Maybe it did. Just as she reached it, reached the clasp of the door, she felt someone grab her firmly by the hair.

She cried out. She couldn’t get the door opened. Whoever had her hair yanked her head back. She fell backward onto the ground. She looked up and saw Suzy’s face looking down at her. It was probably the last face in the world she wanted to see. There seemed to be nothing but wrath and hatred in her eyes.

—You’re not going anywhere, bitch, Suzy said.

Janey looked toward the house. Luke and Ben were approaching. What had she gotten herself into? She’d been so stupid to come back here. It was insane. Ben and Luke took her by the arms and lifted her from the ground. They literally dragged her, her feet trailing, back to the house. She had a sinking feeling in her stomach that she had just made a fateful mistake. She’d come here looking for help. How stupid! A fear spread across her mind like a dark nightmare. If she ever left this house again, she’d be lucky.

The men brought her through a hall into a large living room. There was a fire in a hearth giving out heat and light. A few lamps spread around the room gave off the rest of the light. The furniture was dated but comfortable. There was a sofa, a few arm chairs and a wooden table. Three wine glasses and a half-empty bottle of Merlot sat on the table. Above the fire was an old painting. It was of an English hunt, men on horses with a group of hounds in front of them making their way across a pastoral landscape. The house was built of thick logs and the wood grain went well with the decor. Under different circumstances, Janey would have thought the place cozy.

Suzy led the way and sat in the middle of the sofa. Ben and Luke set Janey down on an armchair directly in front of Suzy. They joined Suzy on the sofa, one on each side of her. The men were still wearing the same clothes they’d been in earlier but Suzy had changed into a beautiful, white silk negligee.

Janey wondered what was going to happen now. She’d come back here by choice and realized she only had her own stupidity to blame for it. Across from her, Suzy and the two men stared at her as if she was the most unexpected guest they’d ever seen. It was Suzy who broke the silence.

—Look at those disgusting feet! she said.

Janey looked down at her feet. It was the first opportunity she’d had to inspect them in the light. They weren’t quite as bad as she’d feared. They were covered in mud and hurt terribly but apart from a few nicks and small cuts they would be ok.

—We’ll have to get them washed immediately, Suzy said. I don’t want this filthy slut muddying up my clean house.

—I’ll get the collar, Ben said.

He got up and returned with a collar similar to the one Janey had worn the night before. It was of brown leather this time, rather than black. Janey looked into Ben’s face, trying to make eye contact as he fastened the collar around her neck. He wouldn’t even look at her. He just attached the collar, not too tightly, but Janey saw that it would be difficult to take it off without assistance. When it was fastened, Ben handed the leash to Suzy and took his seat next to her.

—Thank you, Suzy said. Now if you two gentlemen will excuse me for a few minutes, I’ll get this bitch cleaned up for you. Right now, she’s a disgrace.

Suzy got up and tugged meanly on the leash, jerking Janey’s head forward. Janey got up and followed closely as Suzy led her back out to the hall and up a large staircase to the second floor.

When they reached the top, Suzy gave the collar another yank and Janey hurried to keep up with her. She was led into the bathroom which was old fashioned but functional, with a cast iron tub and net curtains over a small window.

—Get in the tub, Suzy said.

Janey did as she was told and climbed into the tub. She still had her dress on, and a bra, but no shoes and no panties. When Suzy turned on the water Janey backed away from it. It was ice cold and she had already caught a bad chill from being outside. Suzy flicked a little knob on the faucet and the cold water started spraying out of the shower attachment. Without a word of warning, Suzy poured the cold water over Janey. In a second her dress was soaked through. Janey tried to get away from the water but Suzy simply tugged on the leash and Janey was back in position.

—Wash yourself, slut, Suzy said.

Janey began to carefully wash the dirt and mud off her sore feet, cleaning the little stones and pieces of dirt out of the cuts. Within a few minutes her feet looked clean and a lot better than they had. Janey didn’t think they would give her any more trouble. They weren’t bleeding and she’d cleaned all the cuts thoroughly.

Then Suzy began pouring the icy water over her head.

—Now wash the rest of your body, she said. You’re a filthy slut.

Janey got out of the soaking dress and threw it to the side. Then she slipped out of her bra. She was completely naked and the cold water poured over her. The iciness of it was shocking. She scrubbed her body and face clean.

—Get up, Suzy said.

Janey stood in the tub. She had to hold on to the side to stop herself losing balance.

—Turn around and bend over.

She turned and bent down and held the side of the tub. She gasped as she felt the jet of cold water flow into her vagina. She quivered from the shock of the powerful jet of water.

—You need it, Suzy said. You’re a disgusting whore.

Janey knew that if she heard that sort of talk enough, she would start to believe it. She’d gone through so much trauma in her childhood and this sort of treatment brought it all back to the surface. She knew, deep down, that that was the reason she’d allowed all of the humiliating things Ben had done to her to happen. She knew too that it was the reason she was here now. She’d come for more humiliation. It was like a compulsion. The way Ben and Suzy had treated her in the parking lot opened up a wound deep within her and she needed to experience humiliation now.

—Hold your ass open, Suzy said.

Janey obeyed and held her butt cheeks open so that Suzy could spray the water right on her anus.

—Ok, now you’re getting cleaner, she said.

She watched as Suzy turned down the cold water pressure and added some hot water to the mix. She tested the temperature with her hand the way someone would for a child, and then began pouring it over Janey’s hair.

—Lean your head back, she said.

Janey leaned back and allowed Suzy to pour shampoo onto her head. She lathered it into her hair while Suzy poured the water over her head. They repeated the process with conditioner.

—Much better, Suzy said.

As Janey stood in the bathtub, drying herself with a towel, she had to admit that she did feel better. She felt a hundred times better than she had when she’d arrived. She couldn’t believe that it had been less than twelve hours since she’d left the hospital. She’d been through an entire life time’s worth of suffering in that time. It was also less than twelve hours since she’d seen Henry. She knew that if he found out how she was being treated, he’d step in to protect her. She had so much faith in him, so much trust, and she took comfort from the thought of him. If only he knew where to find her. He’d come if he knew. She had to believe that. She barely knew him but managed to give herself some small amount of comfort by telling herself that he cared about her.

—Follow me, Suzy said when Janey had dried off.

Janey followed her into a bedroom. There was a large, wooden-framed bed in the middle of a fairly sparse room. Suzy indicated for Janey to sit on the bed and she did so. Then Suzy gave her a bottle of body lotion. Janey poured some lotion onto her hand and began moisturizing her arms and legs.

—Good, Suzy said. Now lie down.

Janey lay on her back and let Suzy rub the lotion all over her body. She started on her chest, rubbing the lotion onto her breasts, her neck and stomach and upper arms. Then she rubbed it onto her vagina, creating a soothing sensation that almost felt good. If it weren’t for the fear, the fact that her nerves were completely on edge, Janey would have enjoyed the massage. Suzy turned her around and repeated the process, rubbing lotion onto her back, the backs of her legs, her bum cheeks and even into the crack between the cheeks.

—You’ve got to take care of yourself if you’re going to be presentable, Suzy said.

—Presentable for what? Janey asked.

Suzy didn’t answer. She put away the lotion and took out a white, silk negligee, identical to the one she was wearing herself.

—Put this on, Suzy said.

Suzy unfastened the leash that was still attached to the collar on Janey’s neck and when the negligee was on, she reattached it. Now she looked the same as Suzy, apart from the collar.

Suzy looked her over. She took out a comb and quickly brushed Janey’s hair with it.

—Good, she said. You look a lot better.

—What’s going on? Janey said.

—Never you mind, Suzy said. You’ll find out soon enough.

She tied the leash to a bedpost so that Janey couldn’t leave the bed, and then pulled back the covers. Janey got into the bed. She almost could have cried, she was so relieved to feel the warm blankets cover her body. After all that she had been through, going to sleep seemed like a complete luxury.

—Thank you, she said to Suzy.

Suzy gave her a thin smile and then went to the door of the bedroom.

—Luke, she called down the stairs. We’re ready.

Janey heard footsteps on the staircase. Suzy came back over to the bed and got in to it, next to Janey. Luke and Ben appeared in the doorway.

—All ready for bed? Luke said.

—Yes, Suzy answered.

Luke nodded and then turned out the light in the room. He shut the door and Janey heard it lock behind him.

She stared into the darkness and lay there, motionless, next to Suzy. What was happening to her?

No answer came.


III

JANEY HAD NO IDEA HOW long she’d been asleep. She was still in the bedroom only now it was daytime. She went to look at her watch but it was gone. Suzy must have taken it off her. She was still in the collar, attached to the bedpost. Suzy had been there during the night but now she was gone.

She got up from the bed and sat on the side of it. The sleep had done her good. It also felt good to be washed and rested. Suzy had even brushed her hair. She was grateful for all of it. She’d needed the rest more than she’d known. She wondered how long she’d been asleep but without her watch there was no way of knowing.

There was a window in the wall facing the door and Janey climbed across the bed and tried to look out of it. The curtains were closed but they were lace and semi-transparent. She couldn’t get up and open them because of the leash attached to the bed but she could see faintly out the window. It seemed to be about mid-afternoon. Outside, she could see the tops of trees and little else. It was an overcast day, cold with a fairly strong breeze, judging from the swaying trees. She was glad not to be outside. After the night she’d had she’d be glad not to be outside very much at all for a while.

She was still wearing the silk negligee Suzy had dressed her in and she had to admit it was quite beautiful. She got back under the blankets and closed her eyes. She didn’t open them again till she heard the door unlocking. It was darker now. A few more hours must have passed in sleep. She’d been so exhausted she’d allowed an entire day to slip by her.

The door opened and Suzy entered.

—It’s about time you woke up.

—How long was I out?

—All day.

—What time is it now?

—It’s about five thirty. Stop asking questions. I have to get you dressed.

—Dressed? For what?

—I told you to stop asking questions.

Suzy brought Janey back out to the bathroom and washed her again, giving her the same ice cold bath she’d given her the night before. Janey wondered why she couldn’t wash with hot water and almost cried in happiness when Suzy made the water hot to wash her hair. After the bath, Suzy brought her back into the bedroom and had her sit on the bed. Suzy sat next to her and spent about fifteen minutes doing Janey’s makeup. She did it differently from the way Janey usually did it. She used more blush and shadow. It was a little gaudy in Janey’s opinion, but she was in no position to complain. Suzy held up a mirror to her and she saw that she looked a lot like Suzy. They could have been sisters. It was amazing what a difference a new makeup style made. She was like a new woman. The thought flashed across her mind that maybe Ben would like her better now that she looked like Suzy. Immediately, she banished the thought. She couldn’t allow herself to think like that anymore. She had to give up on Ben. He wasn’t her husband any more. A husband was only a husband if he acted like one. He was supposed to take care of and protect his woman. As far as Janey was concerned, if Ben didn’t act like a husband, then he didn’t deserve to be thought of as one.

After her makeup was done, Janey sat naked on the bed while Suzy touched up her own makeup. Then Suzy stripped. Janey saw that Suzy was wearing her watch. Suzy caught her looking at it.

—What do you think you’re looking at?

—Oh, Janey said. Nothing. Sorry.

Suzy looked at her for a minute. Then she took off the watch and put on a dresser in the corner of the room. She unfastened the leash from Janey’s collar and put it on the dresser too.

—What’s going to happen to us? Janey said.

—Jesus. Stop worrying about it, Suzy said. You’re worse than a child. There’s just going to be a little fun. It’s no big deal.

Janey thought about the last time Suzy had told her not to worry. She never should have trusted her. She had ended up being fucked and abandoned in a dark, cold parking lot, miles from anywhere.

Suzy was looking at Janey with a strange, somewhat sinister look in her eye. Janey wondered what it meant. She didn’t have to wonder for long.

—This is the last chance we’ll have for a while, Suzy said as she got up on the bed.

Janey wondered what Suzy meant but she guessed when she saw the position Suzy was lying in. She was laid back on the bed, her head on the pillows, her knees raised up. She was looking at Janey through her knees.

—Go on, Suzy said. Do me this small favor. I’ve been so kind to you. I’ve washed you, got you into bed, made sure you got plenty of rest. The least you can do is show me your gratitude.

Janey sighed. She didn’t know what else she could do but obey. She got up on the bed and crawled over to Suzy like a dog. She leaned forward and very gently touched the outer lips of Suzy’s cunt with her tongue.

—That’s it, Suzy said, encouragingly. Don’t be afraid. Get right in there.

Janey pressed in deeper, reaching into the lips of Suzy’s vagina, finding the opening and sliding her tongue deep into it. Suzy reached forward and grabbed her head and pushed it, gently but firmly, into her cunt. Janey allowed her tongue to slide back and forth into the vagina and then moved up to the clitoris, sucking the little folds of skin and running her tongue between them.

Suzy sighed in pleasure. She was holding Janey’s head and pushing it into her cunt, trying to squeeze her face harder and deeper into her.

—Oh, that’s it you sweet, sweet girl, Suzy said.

Janey was surprised that Suzy wanted her to do this. She didn’t know what kind of girl forced other girls to eat her out but she thought it must be the type who deep down, had to be in control of other people. Essentially, she thought Suzy was a bully who liked to have another girl she could boss around, humiliate, and do whatever she wanted to.

Janey continued licking Suzy’s cunt. She tried not to think about what she was doing. She let her mind go blank and her body switch to autopilot. If she didn’t think about what she was doing, it was easier to continue letting her tongue flick over Suzy’s clitoris.

She began to feel Suzy approaching orgasm. Her body grew firm and the muscles in her thighs and stomach began to clench. Suzy thrust forward and let out long, pleasured moans. She took Janey’s head and pushed it into her cunt and began to thrust her groin into her face forcefully. And then, just before Suzy could reach orgasm, the door to the room sprung open.

—What the fuck are you two up to?

It was Ben. He seemed very angry. He strode across the room and grabbed Janey by the collar and forcibly pulled her off of Suzy.

—Get off her, you little bitch, he said to Janey.

Janey looked up at Suzy. She seemed frightened of Ben. Janey wondered what exactly the dynamics at play were. She had no idea. She didn’t know who was running the show. At times it seemed like Suzy was the one in charge, but at other times it seemed that Ben was the aggressor and he was forcing Suzy to behave according to his whims. She was fairly certain that Luke was a follower in it all, not a leader. He had seemed to be afraid of what would happen when he saw Janey at the front door. It was as if he had no control over Suzy and Ben. He’d also seemed uncomfortable with the way they’d been treating her at the parking lot, although not so uncomfortable that he was willing to do anything about it.

Ben got down on his haunches so that he was face to face with Janey. The look he gave her was one of disgust mixed with rage. He took her face in his hand and with the other, gave her a cold, hard slap across the face. Janey was so shocked she cried out.

—Shut up, you little cunt, Ben said.

Then he stormed out of the room. Janey looked up at Suzy but Suzy didn’t return her gaze. She looked genuinely frightened. It was the first time Janey had seen anything resembling fear in the other woman’s face. So maybe it was Ben who was driving everything, after all.

—We’d better get ready, Suzy said. That was stupid of me. I should have been more careful.

Janey got back up onto the bed and sat still as Suzy touched up the blush and foundation on her face. She was concealing the redness that Ben’s smack had caused.

—Thank you, Janey said when Suzy finished.

—Let’s get dressed, Suzy said.

Janey watched Suzy go over to the dresser in the corner of the room. The first thing she took from it was a collar, identical to her own. She placed it on her neck and then came to Janey for help fastening it. Janey wondered why any woman would voluntarily put one of those things on her neck but then, what could she say? She was wearing one herself. She closed the clasp and saw just how difficult it would be to open it again. It would be almost impossible for someone to open the small buckle without assistance. You needed to be able to see it. With the collar fastened, Suzy went back to the dresser and took out what appeared to be a whole set of similar collars. Janey saw that they were all of a similar thickness, all of dark brown leather, but were of various lengths.

—Put these on your wrists, Suzy said.

Janey attached the leather bands to her wrists. They were like watch straps without a timepiece on them. Suzy was attaching similar straps to her own wrists. After that, they attached straps to their ankles. There were longer straps that attached around their thighs, close to where their legs met their bums. They had to be tight to stop them sliding down the leg but they weren’t so tight as to be painful. Then Suzy gave her two more straps to attach around her arms, close to the shoulder. Suzy helped her fasten them. Janey returned the favor, helping Suzy get the straps attached around her own arms. The final strap was basically a belt that they fastened low around their waists. Janey thought the looked like some type of strange, naked warriors.

—Is this all we’ll be wearing? Janey asked.

Suzy nodded. They both sat on the bed and watched the door. After a few minutes it opened and Ben came in. He looked them over to make sure they were properly dressed. Janey wondered when Ben had had the time to get so involved in this strange, alternative lifestyle. She’d been married to him for the last five years and had never suspected a thing. It hadn’t been until she started probing into his relationship with Suzy that all of this had come to light.

He carried two leashes and attached them to the belts around the women’s waists. Then he led them, like prized possessions, out of the room and down the stairs. They crossed the hall and went into the living room. Janey was shocked to see that there was a new man sitting in the living room with Luke. The fire was roaring, which Janey was relieved to see, and sitting by it on the sofa was Luke. Across the table from him was a man who looked to be about fifty. He had slightly graying hair brushed back over his head and a scruffy beard. He reminded Janey of a sailor for some reason. He wore a long peacoat and dark navy pants. He seemed strong, well built, but not the kind of man she would have described as attractive. He was smoking a thin cigar which he stubbed out in a tray when the women entered the room.

—Here they are, Ben said, leading Suzy and Janey into the warm room.

The man leaned back in the chair and looked at them with a strange smile on his face. Everyone in the room was quiet. It was clear to Janey that this was what the man had come for and now that the ladies had arrived, he was no longer interested in continuing his conversation with Luke.

Ben pulled the ladies farther into the room so that they were standing next to the coffee table. Then he handed the two leashes to the bearded man and sat down on the sofa next to Luke. The man took the leashes gladly but did not move to get up from his seat. He just held them in his hand and sat comfortably where he was.

—Very nice, gentlemen, he said.

Ben and Luke smiled at him.

Janey was having a hard time understanding what was going on. She wondered what on earth this strange arrangement was. Were Ben and Luke prostituting their own wives? She’d never heard of such a thing happening, although she supposed it must have happened. It almost felt like something else though. With the man holding the leash, she felt as if she might be subject to a transaction more permanent, more serious, than simple prostitution. She felt as if she was being sold, permanently, to the man.

She looked over at Suzy and wondered what she was getting out of all of this. She seemed to be a part of the whole thing, her and Luke and Ben all did. They were involved in some strange, sordid game that Janey just couldn’t understand.

She wanted to ask what was going on but she didn’t dare to speak. The way Ben had been acting lately, she wasn’t sure what he would do to her if she displeased him.

—Vert nice, indeed, the man said at last.

He pulled the leashes and Janey and Suzy were forced to come closer to him. When they were right in front of him he leaned forward so as to examine them closely. He looked at their vaginas, opening each of their lips with his fingers so that he could see the pink mouth of their pussy. All the time he smiled and nodded to himself as if thinking over a transaction. Not for the first time, Janey wondered if she was being sold like a prized animal. Could this really be possible? She’d been living a completely ordinary life till just a few weeks ago. Now she was standing here, dressed in leather straps and nothing else, being considered for some unknown use by a strange man.

The man turned her around so that he could examine her bottom.

—Someone’s been slapping this one, he said when he saw Janey’s pink butt cheeks.

—She doesn’t behave, Ben said.

—Well, she’ll have to learn, the man said.

Janey was facing Ben and Luke now and she looked down at them. They hardly seemed to notice her. She didn’t even feel like a complete person in front of them. They were looking at the man who was holding her buttocks open so that he could see her anus. Not once did they look up at her, or at Suzy. Janey wanted to turn and look at Janey but she was afraid that anything she did would lead to some form of punishment.

Why had she come here? What had she been thinking? She’d been out on the highway, free. She could have gone anywhere at all, and this was the place she’d come to. It had been a terrible mistake.

She gasped. The man had put his face up to her bottom and was now touching her anus with his tongue. Why was he doing that? What the hell was going on?

—She tastes good, the man said from behind her. Now, lean forward, please, he said.

Janey didn’t know what else to do. She leaned forward and put her hands on the low, coffee table. Her bottom was pushed up toward the man’s face, giving him exactly the view he wanted. He put his hands inside her thighs and felt the smooth skin. Then he planted his face in her bottom again and licked her, starting at the back of her vagina and running his tongue up over her anus.

—Very nice, he said. I like her.

Janey saw Ben smile. It was almost as if, the more other men liked his wife, the happier he became.

She stayed in the position she was in, leaning on the coffee table, as the man directed his attention to Suzy. He seemed to perform the same examination on her as he had on Janey. He looked closely at her vagina, and then had her turn around and lean forward so that he could see her ass and pussy from behind. He licked her too and complemented the husbands on her delicious taste.

The man then finished his examination and got the women to stand up straight. They waited back by the side of the coffee table, standing straight and still, as the men lit cigars and had a leisurely smoke.

—Not bad, the man said.

—Thank you, Ben said. We take a lot of pride in them.

—So you should, the man said. So you should.

—Do you think we’ll get in? Ben said.

Janey wondered what he was referring to. It seemed that Ben and Luke were applying for membership of some strange club. Was it a swingers club or something of the kind? She had no idea. She wished someone would just explain to her what was going on. She felt that if she knew what they were all up to, she’d be able to get through it more easily. Being treated like a show pony was difficult enough, but having it happen without any understanding of the situation, without knowing what they all planned for her, and whether or not it would harm her, that was the unbearable part of it all.

—It’s still hard to say, the man said. I’ll have to take them upstairs to really get an idea of what they’re capable of.

—Oh, they’re capable of anything, Ben said. You should have seen them last night at the parking lot.

—Yes, I always like to be there for the parking lot. It’s an important part of their training.

Janey was horrified. Training! What did the man mean? Was this going to be her life from now on? She felt a panic grow inside her but she suppressed it. She couldn’t show fear or weakness. If she did, she knew Ben would be merciless.


IV

JANEY AND SUZY STOOD ABSOLUTELY still by the coffee table while the three men smoked. After stubbing out his cigar, the man who looked like a sailor gave the leashes a tug.

—Come on, he said to the girls.

Janey had no idea what was going on. It seemed it was time for the man to take a look at the goods more closely. He stood up and Ben and Luke stood too.

—I’ll bring them back soon, the man promised as he left the room, the two girls in tow.

Luke and Ben remained in the living room. Janey saw them sitting back down on the sofa and lighting another pair of cigars. She couldn’t believe what Ben had turned into. She hardly knew him any more. He was a complete stranger to her.

The man led the girls back up the stairs. There were a number of bedroom and the man didn’t know which to take.

—We can use this one, Suzy said, indicating the room she and Janey had slept in.

The man nodded and opened the door. Janey noticed that he took the key from the lock and when they were all inside he locked the door behind him.

—Get up on the bed, he said to them.

Suzy jumped up onto the bed. Janey got up next to her. The man stood there, looking at them.

—Kiss, he said.

Janey looked at Suzy. Were they really going to do this? Apparently they were because Suzy leaned forward and took Janey’s face in her hands. Then she leaned forward and put her mouth gently on Janey’s. Janey felt Suzy’s tongue slip inside her mouth, playing with her tongue. She could see the man was watching intently and she thought she had better do what he wanted. He was holding a lease attached to her waist after all. She began to make out with Suzy, sucking her tongue and licking the inside of her mouth. She felt Suzy’s hands in her hair and she pressed her lips hard against the other woman’s mouth. Suzy’s hands slid down over her neck and shoulders and came to rest on the small of her back.

—That’s right, the man said. Keep going.

Janey pushed Suzy back onto the bed so that she was lying on her back. Then she got on top of her and lay on her. The entire lengths of their bodies were in contact, from their kissing mouths, down to their breasts, soft stomachs, vaginas, legs and even feet. They were completely entwined in each other, and Janey began to feel pleasure in her loins as she rubbed her body against Suzy’s.

—Yes, the man said. Yes, keep going.

Janey looked up at him and saw that he was rubbing his crotch through his pants. She continued kissing Suzy, moving her mouth down to Suzy’s neck. She licked beneath Suzy’s ears, then down around her collar.

—Suck her breasts, the man said.

Janey did as she was told and began sucking Suzy’s breasts. Suzy leaned her head back and began to take pleasure in all the stimulation, letting out long moans of pleasure as Janey sucked on her tiny nipples. Janey was surprised when she felt a hand on her ass. It was the man. He was rubbing his hand along the crack of her ass, letting his fingers slide up and down over her anus and underneath her, onto her vagina. She continued sucking on Suzy’s nipples until she felt the man fingering her.

She drew in her breath in surprise as the man inserted the index finger of his hand into her reddening pussy. She was growing increasingly aroused and Suzy pulled her back up to her face. She thought Suzy was going to kiss her but instead, Suzy whispered something in her ear.

—See, she said. This isn’t so bad, is it? It’s fun. It’s kinky.

Janey didn’t reply. She didn’t know what to say. She never would have allowed herself to get into this position for fun, at least she thought she wouldn’t. But was it so different from what she’d been getting up to with Henry Walden and his friend? She couldn’t tell anymore. She was so confused, so mentally and physically overpowered by everything that had happened during the last couple of days that she didn’t know if she could think straight any more.

She gasped as the man pressed his thumb into her anus. His index finger was still sliding in and out of her pussy but now his thumb was pushing into her asshole too. The man’s thumb and finger were curved into a claw and he was using it to penetrate both of Janey’s intimate holes at once.

The man was on the bed behind Janey while he was doing this.

—Eat her pussy, he said to Janey.

Janey slid her tongue down the length of Suzy’s body, all the way to her moist, hot vagina. Suzy took her head in her hands and pushed it down onto her mound. The man behind her stopped fingering her and Janey heard him opening his trousers. She looked back briefly and saw him take her firmly with his hands and slide his cock up into her pussy.

Suzy took her head again and pulled it back down into her cunt. She licked and sucked Suzy’s clit while the man began pounding her from behind. She didn’t know what was going on. Why was this man here? What was he allowed to do to her? What was the arrangement that he had with Ben and Luke? What was Suzy getting out of it? She only had questions.

The man was thrusting harder and harder into her poor, raw cunt, and Suzy’s vagina was gushing liquid as she approached orgasm. She knew they were both going to come soon. They were each about to reach orgasm, one on either end of her, and there she was, right in the middle. There was no way she’d allow herself to come. To come now would be a complete betrayal of herself. She promised herself that she wouldn’t come. She couldn’t take pleasure in this experience.

She felt the first rush of semen squirting out of the man’s cock, deep into her vagina and at the very same time Suzy gushed her own warm, sticky liquid and began to cry out in orgasmic pleasure. Suzy pulled Janey’s face hard down onto her cunt and thrust forward into her, again and again, crying out in the ecstasy of orgasm. The man dug his strong fingers into Janey’s thighs as the gushes of semen jetted out of him and into Janey.

—Yes, he cried out, as spasms of orgasm shot through his muscles like electric jolts. Yes, bitch.

Janey felt surrounded by orgasm. Suzy’s quivering vagina in her face, the man’s throbbing cock in her pussy. She felt like a tool to be used for other people’s pleasure.

The man pulled out of Janey and got off the bed. He came around the Janey’s face.

—Lick it up, he said to her as he pushed his cock into her face.

She opened her mouth and took the tip of the penis into her mouth, sucking the last remaining jizz out of it.

—You didn’t come, the man said to her.

He sounded angry at her for that. It seemed nothing was beyond his reach. If he wanted to fuck her, that was his right. If he wanted to complain that she hadn’t climaxed, that was his right too.

—I did come, Janey said.

The man slapped her hard on the bum.

—Don’t lie to me, he said.

He did up his pants and then pulled both Janey and Suzy off the bed by their leashes. They almost fell off it, he pulled so hard. He dragged them back down the stairs, still hot and flushed from the sexual activity they’d just endured.

When they got back into the living room, Ben and Luke were still sitting on the couch, smoking. The man flung Janey’s leash onto Ben’s lap.

—Keep the bitch, he said.

—What happened? Ben said.

He hadn’t been expecting anything like this to happen.

—I’ve got better things to be doing than wasting my time with inappreciative whores like that one, the man said.

He stormed out of the room and Ben and Luke ran after him, trying to find out what it was that had disappointed him so badly.

When they were out of the room, Janey said to Suzy, —What the hell is going on? I’m getting seriously freaked out here.

Suzy just looked up at her slowly. She really did look like some sort of sexual warrior, dressed in all those leather straps.

—Oh, shut up, Janey.

That was all Suzy said.

Janey went over to the window that overlooked the driveway and front porch. The man was talking furiously to Ben and Luke. Janey realized that by not coming, she had gravely insulted the man. Whatever deal Ben and Luke had been trying to cut with him was no longer going to happen.

The man strode angrily back to his car. As he sped down the driveway he almost hit another car that was approaching the house. It was a huge Mercedes. With a growing sense of dread, Janey wondered how many men she was going to have to go upstairs with while Ben and Luke tried to impress them with what they had to offer.

She went back over to the sofa and sat on it. Suzy was already sitting there.

—You’re in trouble, now, Suzy said.

—Why? What did I do?

—You insulted that guy.

—How was I supposed to know what to do? It wasn’t like anyone explained things to me.

Suzy shrugged.

—Was that another car coming down the driveway? she said.

—Yes, Janey said.

—I guess you’re lucky. They’re not going to punish you when a prospective lead is here.

—What’s going on, Suzy? Janey said. What are they doing to us?

—You’ll find out soon enough.

—Is this next guy going to fuck us? Janey said.

—If he wants.

Janey heard the car park outside. She heard voices. It was Ben and Luke greeting the man who’d arrived in the Mercedes. She wondered in dread what they all had in store for her next. Was she ever going to get out of here? What was going on? Was she finding out what it was like to be turned into some sort of sex slave? Was this new man going to be taking her away somewhere? She didn’t know. She didn’t know anything.


V

JANEY SAT NEXT TO SUZY and waited for the men to return. She could hear them speaking outside but couldn’t make out the words.

She looked at Suzy.

—What is this? she said.

—You can see for yourself what it is, Suzy said.

Janey wondered if the other woman had any shame about it all. They were being used practically as whores. She wasn’t sure what kind of sordid pleasure the husbands got out of it but as far as she could tell, it was just humiliating and abusive for the women.

—Why are you here? Janey said.

—What do you mean?

—Why do you allow yourself to be used like this? Does Luke make you do it?

—No one makes me do anything, Suzy said. I’m here because I want to be. I choose this.

—Do you really? Don’t you find it a bit, demeaning.

Janey didn’t know how else to describe the situation.

—I like it, Suzy said. I like being enjoyed by a lot of men. I always have. I enjoy being the center of attention. I enjoy all of them fawning over me, falling over themselves to get their cocks into my cunt.

—Or your mouth, Janey added.

—Or my mouth, Suzy agreed. My ass too.

Janey smiled. There was something surreal about the conversation. They were talking about being used like complete whores, like sex slaves, by strangers. It wasn’t anything Janey had ever imagined she would be discussing.

—How can you like this? Janey said. Aren’t you afraid?

—Afraid of what?

—Of what’s going to happen next? I feel like we have no control over the situation, no say in what happens. They could do anything to us and we’d be forced to go along with it, whether we wanted to or not. We’re completely powerless in this situation, Suzy. Doesn’t that scare you?

Suzy looked at Janey. She thought before answering.

—No, she said at last. It doesn’t scare me. That’s what I like about it. I like that I’m not in control. I don’t have to make any decisions. And I don’t have to take responsibility for them. Anything can happen. You say that scares you. I say that’s the thrill of it. I don’t have to think up what I want. It all just happens. I let the men decide what to do and I just get to experience it, to enjoy it. I don’t even have to admit to myself how badly I want it. I don’t have to feel guilty about it afterwards because I wasn’t the one who was in control.

—I just don’t get it, Janey said. I’m not a prude. I enjoy sex. I’ve done my share of naughty things. But this just seems to be too much. I was frightened last night in the parking lot. I was crying as I walked back along the side of the highway. I’m frightened right now.

—Well, you’ll just have to get over it, Janey. Because this is your life now. Luke and I have been involved in this for a long time. He gets a thrill out of watching other men fuck me. I get a thrill out of him watching it. It’s naughty. It’s dirty. It’s like, I don’t know.

—What?

—Well, all my life I’ve been what other girls might describe as a slut. I’ve always wanted to be fucked by the guys I’ve seen. Even after I got married, I’d see these guys and imagine them fucking me, all of them, all at the same time.

—That is pretty slutty.

—You can talk, Suzy said.

—I know, Janey said. Sorry. Continue.

—Well, basically, now I get what I always wanted, and I don’t even have to be a slut because they take control of everything. They make the decisions. They take the responsibility.

—And now Ben is in on this lifestyle too?

—Looks that way.

—What if I don’t want to be?

—Well, that will create some difficulties. I don’t see how Ben can be a swinger without you, at least not the kind of swinger he wants to be.

—And what kind of swinger is that?

—Well, the kind that brings the girl. These guys, Ben and Luke, the thing they’re into is being the host. They bring their wives to places, or they put the word out that men can come to the house, and all the men come and fawn over us.

—And what do Ben and Luke get out of it?

—You know how it is for men. They’re like the guys with the fancy sports car. Everyone wants to have a look, sit in the driver’s seat, they’re the guys who own us.

Janey nodded. That did seem to be the way it was. Ben and Luke were getting a thrill out of displaying their wives, allowing other men to touch and fondle and fuck them. How was she going to get herself out of this? How could Ben sign up for such a thing without even discussing it with her? She supposed he’d known she’d never agree to it.

They heard footsteps approaching and they stopped talking. Janey knew that she could be punished for anything, even for talking. She sat there, feeling self-conscious in her leather straps, and waited to see who would be brought into the room.

When she saw who it was, her draw literally dropped.


VI

THE MAN STANDING AT THE door, being ushered in by Luke and Ben, made eye contact with her immediately. Something about the look on his face told her to stay silent. She knew not to let on that she recognized him. He was tall and agile looking, well dressed, respectable. It was Malcolm French!

Janey didn’t move. She tried to make sure her face showed nothing. She didn’t want anyone to realize she knew Malcolm. This might be her chance, she thought. What was Malcolm doing here? Was he here to rescue her? How did he know she was here? Questions raced through her mind.

Then she had another thought. Maybe Malcolm was a swinger! Maybe he wasn’t here to rescue her at all. Maybe he was here to have sex with her again. After all, what did she know about him other than that he’d come over to Henry Walden’s house at the drop of the hat for some free sex? Was that really the kind of man she could pin her hopes on?

Still, there was something about the way Malcolm looked at her that told her he was here to help her.

—Please come in Mr French, Ben said. Take a seat by the fire.

Malcolm sat on one of the armchairs facing the two women. Ben and Luke were standing by the door looking like pleased schoolboys.

Ben cleared his throat.

—The one on the right is my one, he said. The other one is Luke’s. I assure you they won’t let you down. Neither of them.

—I’m sure they won’t, Malcolm French said as he looked at the women.

Suzy was sitting as straight as she could, making herself taller, elongating her body. She also pushed her chest forward a little, inclining her breasts upward, making them look larger and more pert. She was trying to impress Malcolm. She really did get a kick out of this sort of thing.

Janey was just relieved that she had a friend in the room. She didn’t know what Malcolm’s intentions were, or how he would be able to help her if that was in fact what he was here to do, but it was still a comfort that he was there.

—I’m sure you’ve told all your associates about us, Ben said to Malcolm.

—I have indeed, Malcolm said. They’re very excited, I assure you.

—Well, we’re very excited too, Ben said. It’s been an absolute honor and privilege to get into business with you folks.

—Glad to hear it, Malcolm said.

Janey wondered what they were talking about. She had no idea Malcolm new Ben. She wondered when that had happened. Had he known Ben when he fooled around with her in Henry Walden’s house? Was there some sort of set up here? Were Henry and Malcolm in on all of this with Ben?

She thought back to all the times she’d been with Henry, the time he’d filled the swimming pool with roses, the care he’d taken of her in the hospital, and she refused to believe that he was in on some sort of arrangement with Ben. She had to believe that Malcolm was here to help her, to rescue her, and that Henry had somehow sent him.

—Well, Ben said, feel free to inspect the goods.

—Certainly, Malcolm said.

He addressed the two women.

—Ladies, would you please turn around for me?

Suzy turned around so that she was kneeling on the sofa with her back to Malcolm. She leaned over the back of the sofa and pushed her bum out toward him, giving him a good view of her bottom. Janey followed Suzy’s lead and adopted the same position.

—Open up for the man, Luke said.

They both grabbed their buttocks and pulled them open, allowing Malcolm to see their assholes and vaginas from behind.

—Perfect, Malcolm said. This is going to be perfect.

—Ok, Ben said. So we’re on?

—Yes. Definitely.

—So is everyone going to come here?

—That’s the next thing I wanted to discuss with you, Malcolm said. Our owner has a party planned downtown tonight. He was wondering if we could use the girls as entertainment there.

Ben looked a little surprised by the request. He looked at Luke. Luke gave a small shrug.

—We thought everything would be happening here, Ben said, hesitantly.

—Yes. Of course. Ordinarily we’d be more than happy to come here. It’s just, tonight is a special situation. We have some very important clients to entertain and we’d love to have these two fine ladies present.

—I don’t know, Luke said. We haven’t sent the girls out before. We usually like to be present when they’re on display.

—Yes, I completely understand. It’s just, tonight is a very important night for Northrop. Mr Walden has made this request personally. I can also assure both of you that you are more than welcome to attend the function. In fact, Ben, you should be there in any case. If you’re going to be handling our legal work, you should get to know as many of our clients at first hand as possible.

Janey watched the exchange with interest. It seemed Henry Walden was behind Northrop, which was the amazing new client that had propelled Ben to such rapid success in his firm so recently. That was news! Whatever was going on, she began to get the feeling that Ben was getting in beyond his depth. Not only had Henry sent someone here to look out for her, but he also seemed to be the one behind Ben’s big deal. That changed things. That gave Henry all the power. Ben’s whole business would be in jeopardy if Henry was able to pull the strings on the Northrop deal!

Janey felt a flutter of excitement. Could this really be happening? She’d known Henry wanted to look out for her, but had he actually gone to such lengths as this? Was he pulling all the strings?

Even just the mention of his name seemed to change things for Luke and Ben. They were beginning to look a lot more amenable to the idea of this party now that his name had come into the equation. They also seemed somewhat excited at the prospect of being invited along to the party too.

—Ok, Ben said. I think we can make this happen. We had better let these girls get upstairs and get rested. I imagine they have quite a night ahead of them.

—They certainly do, Malcolm said. But I want to take them now. I’ll show them around Walden’s mansion, let them know what we’ll be expecting from them, show them where they can rest and get dressed. That sort of thing.

—And what about us?

—Yes. You two arrive at eight. That will allow you to get acquainted with the lay of the land before the other guests arrive. It will also give you, Ben, a chance to talk business with Henry. I believe he wants to increase the business he gives you.

—Already? We haven’t even started work on his file yet.

—Yes. He said you guys might even want to consider opening an office in Albany to service his needs.

—An entire office?

—A small one, but yes. He’ll tell you all about it himself, Malcolm said.

Janey could see the cogs of Ben’s greedy mind working already. Opening a separate office in Albany, that was too much. That was beyond his wildest dreams. Not only was he going to be a partner, it looked like he was going to become one of the most important partners in the whole firm. He’d be head of the long sought after Albany office. Janey knew that was what Ben was thinking.

She just prayed that it was all a ruse. She prayed Malcolm was here to rescue her, and not to make Ben’s dreams come true.


VII

SUZY AND JANEY WERE SENT upstairs to dress before leaving the house. They didn’t have much time to talk. Ben stayed downstairs with Malcolm, obviously excited about all the news he’d just received. Luke came upstairs with them. They didn’t take off the leather straps but they put on the silk negligees from the night before. There were also some warmer cotton gowns that they threw on over the negligees for warmth.

—You two do exactly what these guys want, Luke was saying.

—Don’t worry, Suzy said, giving him a naughty grin. We’ll do exactly what they want.

—But don’t give away the entire show before I get there, Luke said.

—Of course not honey, Suzy said.

—I don’t want to miss the party.

—You won’t, Suzy said as she tied the robe around her waist.

When they were both dressed, Luke brought them back down the stairs. Ben was still talking to Malcolm, explaining all the exciting plans he had for the work that Northrop was sending his way. Malcolm seemed to be humoring him, nodding politely and listening to everything Ben had to say.

When he saw the girls come down the stairs he smiled at Janey. She smiled back, a brief, unnoticeable smile. It was the first time she’d smiled since leaving the hospital. It was such a small gesture but enough to reassure her that Malcolm was in deed there to help her. They got ready to leave the house with Malcolm.

—See you boys at eight, Malcolm said to Ben and Luke.

Suzy and Janey followed him out to the Mercedes. He held the door for them, letting them into the backseat. He went around to the front and got in the driver’s seat. He started the engine and began turning out of the driveway. The car moved slowly but steadily along the driveway, passing the trees and bushes that had been so terrifying to Janey the night before. She felt the tension in her muscles and the fear in her chest dissipate as they drove away from the house, but it wasn’t till the car got back onto the highway that she could actually breathe normally. She’d been so worried that something was going to happen before they reached the highway that would halt their escape.

Out on the highway, Malcolm turned to them.

—It’s so nice to see you again, Janey, he said.

Janey couldn’t even put into words how much of a relief it was to see him. She just smiled. Suzy looked at her, daggers in her eyes. This was the first moment that she realized Janey knew Malcolm. She didn’t understand how that was possible. This was Janey’s first time being let in on the swinging activity and she shouldn’t have known any of the men that came by. Suzy didn’t even know Malcolm. How could Janey?

—Is that heat enough for you both? he said as he turned up the dial.

—Yes, thank you, Janey said.

As the car wound through the forests outside the city, Janey began to feel an enormous weight of oppression lift from her. It was as if the world had grown brighter. She finally felt safe. After all that had happened to her in the past few weeks, and especially since she’d left the hospital the day before, she began to feel that she was finally climbing out of the dark pit she’d been in. She felt as if she was escaping Ben’s clutches.

Suzy brought her back from her thoughts by nudging her lightly.

—What the hell’s going on? she whispered to Janey.

—Don’t worry, Janey said, doing nothing to keep her voice down. Malcolm is a good friend of mine. He’ll take good care of us.

Suzy looked worried. She was beginning to realize that she’d been outplayed. She was used to being the one with the upper hand. She’d enjoyed watching Janey squirm. Well, now it was her turn for a change.

Malcolm drove them through Troy and onto the I-787 towards Albany. They got off at the South Mall by all the grand state capital buildings and turned onto Washington Street. It was an impressive neighborhood filled with state and federal buildings, public institutions, and headquarters for important companies. A few blocks farther, just past the Albany Institute of History and Art, the car pulled up to a set of high, metal gates. A guard in a little cabin nodded at Malcolm and the gates opened automatically.

—What is this place? Suzy said.

Janey had no idea. She’d never been there or anywhere like it in her life. It seemed like the entrance to a hotel. The driveway was lined with iron lamps and small, carefully pruned shrubs. The car pulled up to the steps of an enormous mansion and a uniformed guard opened the car door for them. Malcolm left the engine running for the guard to take the car away and led the two ladies up the steps and into the entrance hall of the mansion. It was the grandest, most fabulously decorated building Janey had ever seen. It was like a grand hotel.

—Where are we? she said to Malcolm.

—This is all Walden’s, he said, simply.

Janey looked at Suzy. Suzy didn’t have a clue what was going on. It was obvious she’d never been anywhere like this either. She was more used to being fucked in public parking lots, it seemed. Unfortunately, that was all Janey had been used to lately too.

They walked up through the hall and through a doorway to a large drawing room. Sitting at a chair by a fire, reading a heavy, leather-bound book, was Henry.

As soon as he saw them he got up from his chair. He looked straight into Janey’s eyes.

—At last, he said, affectionately. I’ve been so worried about you.


VIII

JANEY COULDN’T HELP HERSELF. When she saw Henry Walden standing there, looking kindly at her, she burst into floods of tears that she just couldn’t stop. She’d been through so much, she’d suffered so deeply and been so afraid for her safety, that seeing him now was just too much. Even just looking at his face made her feel safe and secure.

As he came over to her and took her in his arms, she wept openly. Suzy watched the whole thing with a growing sense of unease. This wasn’t at all what it was supposed to be. The kinds of men who usually took her away did not save women. They abused them. This was the last thing she had expected and the last thing she wanted.

—What the hell is going on? she demanded.

Henry and Malcolm looked at her as if she were an intruder at a private family reunion.

—Ah, yes, Henry said after a minute. The other woman.

—What is this? Suzy said, sounding increasingly desperate.

She looked around the room, as if seeking some means of escape. In this place, surrounded by a high fence and guarded gates, she was unlikely to find one.

—This is probably not something you’d want to be a part of, Henry said to Suzy. Might I suggest that you go wait somewhere else. Somewhere that you might be more comfortable.

—What are you talking about?

—We have rooms here where you’ll be more than comfortable.

—I’m not going to any rooms. I want to leave this place right now, Suzy said.

—I’m afraid you’ll have to wait a few hours, Henry said. We’ll let you go soon enough. It’s just that we have some unfinished business with Janey’s husband and we wouldn’t be very happy if you were to let the cat out of the bag, so to speak.

—What the hell is going on here? Suzy said, angrily. You can’t keep me here. It’s kidnapping.

Henry waved a hand in the air and in an instant, two men in uniforms came into the room. Janey couldn’t tell where exactly they’d come from, they must have been waiting for a signal. The men took Suzy away and she seemed to go quietly enough. She was reluctant but she didn’t have much of a choice.

—Where are they taking her? Janey said.

—Just to one of the guest rooms, Henry said. We’ve got dozens of them here. Hers won’t have a telephone.

—Well, it’s more than she deserves, Janey said.

Henry nodded.

—In any case, she’ll be out soon enough. I just don’t want her warning your husband before we get a chance to confront him.

—Confront him?

—Yes. I mean to confront the brute about the way he’s been treating you. First, though, I imagine you’d like to freshen up.

Janey very much wanted to freshen up. She felt exhausted. Henry had another servant come and escort her to a fabulous suite. Not only did it have all of the comforts that she could have asked for from a room, but it also seemed to have been fully stocked with clothes that were in her size. Henry sure didn’t do things by half measures. When he meant to look after someone, he thought of everything that they might need.

She took a quick shower and retouched her makeup. The bathroom was fully equipped with any cosmetics she might have needed. She took off all the leather straps. The one on her neck was difficult to remove but with the help of a mirror she was finally able to unclasp it. She put on some jeans and a sweater from the clothes that were in the closet. They were nothing fancy, but good quality. There was also a selection of shoes and she put on some loafers.

Once she was washed and dressed she went back down to the drawing room. Henry and Malcolm were still there waiting for her.

—You must be starving, my dear, Henry said to her.

Janey nodded. She was amazed at how hungry she was. She hadn’t eaten a thing since the day before. She was also amazed at how good it felt to finally have someone looking after her. She’d been so scared out at the other house, she’d felt so alone and vulnerable. Now she felt safe and cared for. The difference was like night and day.

—Thank you so much for getting me out of that house, she said to Malcolm.

—Oh, you don’t have to thank me, dear, Malcolm said. As soon as Henry told me you were in trouble, I knew I had to come get you.

—If you hadn’t come for me I’d still be out there.

—I’m only sorry we couldn’t come sooner.

—How did you know where to find me?

Malcolm looked to Henry to provide the answer to that question.

—Well, Henry said. Let’s just say I’ve had my eye on your husband. Ever since that day when you captivated me by the window, I couldn’t take my eyes off you. I took every opportunity to watch you. I even did a little research on your life.

Janey smiled, thinking back to the research she herself had done on Henry. She still wasn’t sure if he knew that she knew about how his family had died so tragically.

—Well, I’m glad you did, she said.

—Yes. And I noticed a lot of things. I found out that you are a caring, confident, competent young woman. But the more I found out about your husband, the more concerned I became. I’d seen him act violently toward you. That was the first thing that alerted me to his proclivities. But the deeper I searched, the more I found out.

—What exactly is the swinging thing he’s gotten involved in? Janey asked.

Her mind was still racing at the thought of that meeting she’d had with the man who looked like a sailor. She had no idea what it was all about.

—Yes, well that was the big surprise. It’s an organization for married men. The organization is called, The Neighbor.

—Why is it called that?

—I’m not sure. Something about coveting your neighbor’s wife I believe. And being neighborly by sharing your wife with other men.

—I don’t think that’s what being neighborly is supposed to mean, Janey said.

—Well their idea of a good neighbor, it seems, is someone who allows you to do whatever you want to his wife, whenever you want.

—So men join the organization because they want to sleep with other men’s wives?

—That, and more, Henry said. You can also watch other men sleep with your own wife. That seems to be a big part of the attraction for many men. Then there are group encounters that can be arranged. The thing about it, is that there is actually a more sinister angle to the whole thing. It’s not just about sleeping with other men’s wives. You can also go farther.

—What do you mean?

—Well, suppose you want to hurt someone’s wife, beat her, whip her, humiliate her.

—They actually allow each other to do those things too? Janey said.

She was horrified. She knew that such things existed, but it was hard to imagine her own husband wanting to be a part of it.

—Yes they do, Henry said, gravely. There have been a number of police investigations into it. Even some arrests a few years back.

—But it still continues?

—Unfortunately it does. They just get more and more secretive. And the more careful they become, the more difficult it becomes for new members to join up.

—That must be what the man at the house was talking about earlier.

—What man?

—There was a man dressed a bit like a sailor. He seemed to be assessing Ben and Luke, seeing if they were suitable for joining the group.

—Well, they’re all extremely cautious now. Especially about new members. It seems, your husband has been desperate to get into the organization.

—So he was going to get involved in this group that would allow other men to harm me?

—Yes.

—Why?

—We would have to ask your husband that, Henry said.

—And does Suzy know about all of this?

—From what my people could tell, yes she does. She and her husband, Luke, have been involved in this scene for a couple of years. She must know what goes on. They haven’t been accepted into The Neighbor formally, but they’re getting close. From what I could discover, it can often take years to get in. The husband has to subject his wife to greater and greater forms of degradation until finally, he can become a full member.

—No wonder she was so cagey about everything.

A waiter came into the room carrying a silver tray. He put it on the large dining table close to where Janey was seated with Henry and Malcolm.

—Go ahead, Henry said. You should eat something.

Janey couldn’t resist the delicious smell. She was starving.

—Thank you, she said.

She went over to the table and uncovered the dish. It was a medium cooked steak, just the way she liked it, served with french fries and a Caesar salad. There was a little dish on the side containing homemade ketchup.

—How did you know my favorite food? she said to Henry.

Henry just smiled.

—So tell me, she said between bites. What is going to happen tonight? Why have you invited Ben and Luke here?

—That’s simple, my dear, Henry said. I wanted to give you a chance to tell Ben the truth.

—What do you mean?

—Tell him how you really feel. If you want to get involved in this organization, The Neighbor as they call it, you can tell him that. But I wanted to give you a fair opportunity to decide for yourself.

—And what about the business deal?

—Ah, that. Yes, Henry said.

He seemed a little embarrassed about that.

—That was really just childishness on my part, Henry said. I was quite upset with your husband, as you can imagine. I didn’t like the way he was treating you. You caught my eye and he had the nerve to mistreat you right in front of me. I just felt I had to get a little revenge of my own.

—So you pretended you wanted to give him your business.

—Yes. I know. It’s not exactly sporting. It was just a way I had to hit him where it would hurt. I have a lot of business interests in this area. So I got one of my medical foundations to approach him and offer him all sorts of ongoing trust and equities work. The kind of thing lawyers dream about. Managing a high value investment trust, very little work, very high fees. I was going to pull the plug on it as soon as you confronted him.

—I see, Janey said.

—Unless of course, you don’t want me to.

—No, Janey said. I do want you to. Henry, I can’t begin to tell you how grateful I am for all of this. You’ve given me my life back. All I want is to get back at Ben, get out of my unhealthy relationship with him, and give him a taste of his own medicine. I don’t know what would have happened to me if you hadn’t come along.

—Never underestimate the value of a neighbor, Henry said.


IX

WHEN THE SERVANT BROUGHT BEN and Luke into the extravagant drawing room a few hours later, they both had smirks on their faces like two cats who had just drank a quart of cream. They must have thought they’d really hit the big time, coming into a palatial mansion like this one. Ben already thought his life was on the upswing since making partner. Now he thought he was being invited to Henry Walden’s own private residence to allow the man to have fun with his wife, and at the same time increase the fees he was going to pay Ben to do the legal work for one of his trusts.

When Ben strutted in behind the servant, there was a slight look of surprise on his face. He hadn’t expected to see Janey dressed in jeans and a sweatshirt, looking completely at home with Malcolm and Henry. Henry had taken the precaution of ensuring that there were four guards waiting behind the scenes in case things were to get ugly.

—Take a seat, Henry said to Ben.

Ben sat at the end of the long dining table a little uneasily. Janey was sitting at the other end of the table. Henry and Malcolm waited by the fire close by.

—What’s going on, Janey? Ben said.

—I’m divorcing you, darling. That’s what’s going on?

The look on Ben’s face when he heard those words was priceless. Janey would have loved to have a photo of it. After all the pain and fear he’d put her through in the last few weeks, telling him that she was leaving him was a poetic justice. She didn’t hate Ben, but she didn’t trust him, and she knew he was a danger to women. All the members of The Neighbor were.

—What do you mean? he said.

—What do you think I mean?

—You can’t divorce me.

Janey looked over at Malcolm and nodded. Malcolm brought a carefully drawn up legal document to Ben and handed it to him with a pen.

—Sign it, Janey said.

Ben looked around at Luke. Luke was waiting uncertainly at the entrance to the drawing room. He looked uneasily at the two guards standing to his left and right. Luke was a big guy but so were the guards.

—And what if I say no? Ben asked.

—If you say no? My friends here will have the police come right over. They’ve got enough evidence of your involvement in this Neighbor organization to get you into a lot of trouble. Forcing women to perform demeaning sexual activities isn’t exactly kosher in the state of New York, Janey said.

—No one forces them, Ben said.

—Oh really? I felt pretty forced this morning, Janey said.

Behind Ben, Luke cleared his throat.

—Excuse me, he said. But where is my wife?

Henry looked over at Luke with an impatient expression on his face. He spoke to the two guards who were watching Luke closely.

—Escort that, man, to his wife, Henry said. And then escort them both to the front gate. I don’t ever want to see either of them on my property again.

Ben turned and looked at Luke. Luke simply shrugged before turning to leave the room with the guards.

—Abandoned so easily? Henry said. That can’t feel good.

Ben looked at Henry, pure rage in his eyes.

—Just sign the document, Mr Carver, Henry said.

—Who drew this up? Ben said.

—I had my lawyers prepare it. You’ll find it’s more than fair.

Ben read over it quickly. He couldn’t have read it very closely, it was four pages long, but he looked at it long enough to get the general idea of its provisions.

—It’s pretty generous to my wife, he said at last.

—Do you think a judge would think so? Henry asked.

Ben sighed. After what he’d put Janey through, he wouldn’t have a leg to stand on in court. He picked up the pen and signed the divorce agreement. Just as he finished signing it his hand froze. He was looking at the crest that was on the top corner of the document’s cover sheet.

—Wait a minute, he said. I recognize that crest.

—Of course you do, Henry said. I use it for all my official documents.

—It’s the same as the one on the Northrop paperwork.

—Why wouldn’t it be?

—Northrop’s got something to do with you? Ben asked.

Janey heard a crack in his voice. This was what defeat tasted like, she thought, as she looked at Ben. A rising tide of dismay seemed to be washing over him.

—Well, Henry said, savoring the moment. I do own it.

Janey could see all of Ben’s hopes tumbling down before his eyes. He’d been so proud of bringing that business to the firm. It had been the making of him. It was because of that account alone that the firm had made him partner. It was probably because of that money that Ben had been so willing to try for membership of The Neighbor. It had been everything to him, and now he could see it being taken away.

—Wait just one goddamned minute, he said.

He stood up and knocked his seat over as he did so. Without warning, he lunged over the dining table toward Janey. Before he was even half way across the table, three of Henry’s guards rushed in from the next room and grabbed him.

—Call the police, Janey said. He’s not going anywhere.

Confidently, she walked past Ben and snatched the signed legal document from the table.

—I’ll be needing this, she said.


X

JANEY WASTED NO TIME EXPLAINING to the Albany city police all that had happened to her in the past couple of days. The beating she’d endured in the car alone would have been enough to get Ben arrested. It was corroborated by Henry. Henry and Malcolm also corroborated everything Janey said about The Neighbor, the secret swinging organization that Ben had been in the process of joining. It seemed that the police already knew all about the organization and had been trying to build a case against it for a long time. They’d just been waiting for someone like Janey to come forward and offer them the information they needed.

On their way out of the property, the police also picked up Suzy and Luke. Janey had been more than happy to implicate Luke in all of it, and even Suzy had been an accessory to some of the crimes, willfully assisting Ben and Luke in their treatment of Janey.

When all the statements had been given and signed, and all the police cars had left, Janey went and sat with Henry and Malcolm by their fire. She couldn’t help letting a big smile spread across her face.

—You look pleased, Malcolm said.

—Well, why shouldn’t I be? Janey said. I just got the best deal of my life. I got out of a rotten marriage to an absolute asshole, got my husband arrested, Luke and Suzy are being questioned, and all the marital assets have been signed over to me.

—And that’s just the beginning, Henry said.

—What do you mean?

—Oh, nothing. It’s just, Malcolm and I were wondering if you would be so kind as to accompany us on a little trip to Europe.

—Well, Janey said, the smile on her face turning mischievous, I have always wanted to see Paris.

—We’ll show you Paris, Henry said.

—And we’ll show you a hundred other things if you let us, Malcolm said.

That sounded perfect to Janey. In fact, nothing could have sounded better!
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If you have any feedback, concerns, questions or requests you can contact me directly at:
abby@type-writer.net
I welcome your email and personally respond to every one.


If you enjoyed this book, please consider leaving a review on Amazon. Reader reviews are the best way for me to widen my readership. If you send me a link to your review I’ll gladly send you another story absolutely free.
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