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Chapter 1


I sighed as I pulled the car to a stop in the parking area at my friend, Mitch’s. John Mitchell had gone by Mitch since before I met him in my second year of college and we’d been friends from that first introduction. I introduced him to his wife, Mona, and now, seven years later, they were still together and happy. I was kind of proud of that fact, both for my match-making skill and for their happiness.


I’d been working late, as usual, but had finally gotten done and decided to drop in on one of Mitch’s parties. He always invited me, but I was always too swamped on Fridays to make them. By the time I was done most nights, it was after 10PM and I was too tired for one of Mitch’s bashes. They’d been wilder in our younger days, but we were mostly paired off now. Tonight, I’d gotten help from the new girl. She’d seen me working late a few times and took pity on me tonight, staying with me.


I worked at an accounting firm and was trying to put in the work to earn a promotion we all knew was coming up for grabs as one of the senior partners was retiring. It meant long hours and a lot of missed sleep, but it was all worth it.


My wife, Jennie had been getting on my back to come to one of Mitch’s parties for a while and I admitted that it felt good to finally have a chance to unwind and spend a night out with her. We’d been married almost a year now. I locked up the car and went inside, seeing several people I knew. I was starting to get confused because I hadn’t seen Jennie or Mitch by this point and everyone I talked to seemed really distant and uncomfortable. I thought that Mitch had lost his touch at throwing parties if people were this weird at them now. I went downstairs to Mitch’s game room to look for him and find out what was up. That’s when the world came to an end for me.


There was Jennie, MY Jennie. She was naked and so were the half dozen guys that were taking turns on her. Mitch was fucking her from behind while my boss was stuffing his rubbery cock into her mouth. I fumbled out my phone and started taking video from the back of the room.


“Oh, yeah!” my boss growled. “Keep sucking my dick like that and your idiot husband might get that promotion in ten or twelve years. I have him buried in so much work, he’ll be there until after midnight, just like you asked.” He laughed and added, “Just like you always ask.”


I looked around the room. No one had noticed me yet. All our friends were here, a lot of my coworkers and they were all waiting their turn or waiting for round two from the slimy cocks they were sporting. Mitch suddenly grunted and threw he head back, cumming in my wife’s pussy and when he pulled out, there was no condom, just an increasing puddle of cum dripping from her pussy. I could see gobs of it drop from her cunt and splat to the floor between her spread thighs as one of my other friends got behind her and started pushing.


She pulled her face off the cock in front of her and glared up at the man that had already promised me the promotion. “At least give him the fucking raise, Sandy,” she berated him. “Otherwise he’s gonna stop working the hours and I won’t be able to come to the parties any more.”


He reached down and pulled her head back onto his cock before he answered. “Of course he’ll get recognized for his work. I’ll tell him some bullshit like he’s indispensable to the company where he is and give him a few bucks more. He’ll eat it up and we’ll have Friday’s free.”


I’d moved over to a deeply shadowed corner and took video for an hour or more until my phone battery went dead. I watched her fuck everyone there, suck every cock and when I saw her starting at the beginning, I went to the stairs, tears on my eyes. I hadn’t been able to tear my eyes away, stunned by what I’d seen and heard. My friends were all here. They all knew. They’d all helped with this. I climbed the stairs, stunned and sick and heart-broken. My life was over. My job was a sham, a lie kept up to keep me out of the way for my wife’s lovers. My marriage was over. Every friendship I’d ever had was destroyed. I walked numbly through the party, not even aware that someone had tried to talk to me. Mona turned me to look at her and her eyes searched mine.


“Adam, it’s not as bad as it looks,” she started and I snapped. I balled my hand up into a fist and I hauled back. She looked terrified but I didn’t hit her. I stood there, my face contorted in rage as the two impulses in me fought for control. My whole body shook, every muscle coiled like a spring, wanting to explode. I wanted to kill them all. At the same time, I wanted to get out of there. There was no one here that deserved to see my pain. They’d destroyed my life.


I slowly lowered my fist. “I should kill everyone in this house,” I told her. “Then I should track down the families of everyone here and kill them.”


We were in the kitchen and she was acutely aware of how many knives there were within easy reach. She blanched and her eyes darted to the knife block beside me before back to me.


“Don’t worry. Only a real man would do something like that, right? I’m just the dumb wimp husband you all laugh about while fucking my wife. Nothing to worry about here, right?” I was shaking and I could feel myself getting red in the face as it got hard to breathe.


“Adam,” she whispered, trying to pull me back from the brink, but not knowing what to say.


I turned and walked out. By the time I’d gotten back to my car, Mitch was running out the door, trying to flag me down. He looked white as a sheet. I thought about running him down with the car. I thought about crashing it through the house to kill them, I thought about lighting the house on fire, but instead, I put my car in gear and backed it around so I was pointed back at the road. Mitch lived on a five acre plot in the woods about 20 miles outside of town. It was a pleasant spot and he had parties out there often to let the city dwellers have a taste of tranquility. Well, I guess the guests were getting a taste of something else. I drove back to town and stopped at the closest bank machine, draining everything I could from our joint account. I’d do the same all weekend long until I could get to the bank on Monday and close the account.


As soon as I was home, I pulled into the garage and locked the bay doors. I needn’t have bothered. Her car was here. Someone had picked her up to be the guest of honor. I went into the house and made sure all the doors and windows were locked. I barricaded the front door by pulling the sofa over from the living room and wedging it against the coat closet tightly before going to secure the back door so it wouldn’t open even for her key. I plugged in my phone and started working. I called the one person I knew I could trust. Grant Walters was the best divorce lawyer in the city and possibly in the state.


“Hi, Adam,” he said curiously. “What’s up. It’s not like you to call me on Friday night. Are you finally coming to your senses?”


“You’re on the clock, Grant,” I told him tearfully. “I need a divorce.”


“Oh, Sweetie!” he gushed sympathetically. “What happened?” Grant was the only friend I knew hadn’t fucked Jennie because he was interested in me. When he came out, I stood by him, even when a lot of our friends cut him out of their lives.


I told him the whole tale and he nodded, making sympathetic noises the whole time. “And you said you have video?”


“More than an hour of her fucking everyone I knew from college, my boss, co-workers. Everyone except you.” I was looking around the room and saw Jennie in everything I laid my eyes on. Our wedding photo was on the bookshelf beside the TV. I was overwhelmed by another wave of sadness and loss. I wept bitter tears to the one friend that I had left and I could hear him shed a few in sympathy.


“Can you send me the file?” he asked me gently. “As your lawyer, I need to know what we have to work with. If your boss was there and we can prove he was weighting down your schedule to get you out of the way, there’s a whole lot more we can do than just get her in the divorce.”


I already had my phone plugged into the computer to charge as I talked to Grant on the landline. I downloaded the file and sent it to him as quickly as I could. “What do I do now?” I asked piteously.


“Just sit tight, buddy,” he said sympathetically. “We’ll get you through this.”


“No!” I said, still overwhelmed. “Do I stay here and throw her out? Do I pack my stuff and leave? I’m sorry. I ... I’m lost right now. I don’t know what to do.”


“Stay where you are and start packing her stuff. From what you’ve said, she’s got a lot of options for a place to stay. Let her make the walk of shame with her stuff,” he suggested.


“Okay. Thanks, Grant,” I said.


“For you, anything, Adam,” he told me. “We’re gonna nail her ass to the wall for this. I promise.”


We hung up and he promised he’d call back when he saw the video.


I went upstairs and started working. I filled her suitcases and took them down to her car, loading it up. I was going to use my luggage for the rest, but instead took the box of industrial strength trash bags I used for yard waste and took them upstairs. It made sense, I thought angrily. You packed trash in trash bags. I threw the rest of her clothes in there and then tossed her soaps, lotions, shampoo, conditioner, perfumes and make-up in on top of them. I scoured the room and put bag after bag into her car, filling the backseat and the shotgun seat too. I went through the rest of the house and gathered up what I could, tossing it into the car loose. I didn’t care that it would take her days to clean it all out, didn’t care that her shampoo had leaked all over her clothes. I worked like a man possessed, sure that she was going to be home at any moment.


I checked my watch and it was after midnight. Still no sign of her. They must have decided that there was no need to hurry home now that I knew.


When the phone rang, I checked the display before answering it. “Hi, Grant,” I said, sitting down. I was aware suddenly of how tired I was. I’d been throwing myself into the task, buried in the immediate need to get her out of my life.


“Hey, Buddy,” he said gently. “I watched that video all the way through. It was hard to watch, but I know you had to watch it happen. I owed it to you to sit through it all.” He sighed. “Would you like the good news first, or the bad news?”


“There’s good news?” I asked in dismal disbelief.


“There is,” he said firmly. “Your boss admitted to saddling you with extra work for the purpose of creating an opportunity for your wife to cheat on you. I already have the lawsuit against your work typed and ready to file. I also have one for your boss. All I need is his full name. All I have is Sandy.”


“Sandy Blevins,” I said dully. “What about the rest of them?”


“You give me names and we’ll serve each of them civil suits for alienation of affection. You’re a very rich man. We just have to see a judge to cash your ticket. Mitch is fucked. He’s been hosting these parties for months while you’ve been working your ass off. He’ll probably lose his house for the amount on the suit. I have a great idea how you can make it even worse for him. He’s hosting a rally on Wednesday. I want you there. When he’s served with the lawsuit, speak up and tell him in a loud voice that you’re suing him for hosting gang-bangs at his home where your wife cheated on you repeatedly. Talk about how much you trusted him and how you thought loyalty meant everything to him.” Mitch was running for Mayor. The polls put him comfortably ahead and election day was less than two weeks away.


“Yeah,” I said numbly. I wanted very much to die at the moment. I didn’t want to go to a rally for Mitch. I didn’t want to talk about this. I just wanted to stop breathing. Breathing hurt, thinking hurt, remembering hurt.


I sighed. “So that’s the good news,” I said leadenly. “What’s the bad news?”


“I can’t file until Monday,” he said smugly. “You did everything right. You didn’t hit anyone and you didn’t do any property damage. There’s just two things I want you to do. First, I want you to stop answering your house phone. Call-forward it to your cellphone. Then I want you to download an app to your phone. It records conversations. Tell everyone that you’re recording at the beginning of each conversation and get their permission to record. If they don’t give it, hang up and let them call back.” We went over the wording of the recording request until we got it right.


“Get some sleep, my friend,” he said with a sigh. “You’ve got to be exhausted, working all day and then finding that at the end of the day.”


“Yeah,” I said, knowing that I was going to keep working to scrub my cheating whore of a wife out of my life. I packed up all the food in the kitchen that I’d never eat and tossed it in the car with the rest, packed her laptop after creating a backup of her hard-drive with a program Grant had told me to use. It would grab anything she might have stored on there, including all her emails. He’d access it from the cloud on his end and tear it apart. I systematically filled her car as much as I could and then I used her spare keys to back it out of the garage into the driveway. The last thing I put in the car was our wedding photo. I put the framed picture on the driver’s seat where she’d see it when she opened the door. I took the remote for the garage door opener out of her car and locked it up.


I looked at her car and shook my head. I’d loved her with all my heart. I worked my ass off at the accounting firm, trying to make partner so I could provide the good life that I wanted her to have. I never suspected she’d use my devotion against me. She’d turned it into a tool to get me out of the way to make it easier for her to cheat on me. I idly wondered if there even WAS a promotion, or if they’d invented it so that I’d throw myself into work to chase it while they laughed about it.


I locked up the garage and then turned off all the lights. My car was in the second bay. For all she knew, I’d packed her stuff and done the same. I turned my phone to silent and sat on the couch behind the front door, waiting. I’d made sure the back door wasn’t opening. I’d wrapped rubber bands around the dead-bolt latch until she’d break her key before it would unlock.


I had two more calls to make and I wasn’t looking forward to either of them.


I dialed the phone and let it ring. After four or five, her father came to the phone. “Son?” he said groggily. “Is everything okay?”


“No, it really isn’t, Ted,” I told him. “I caught Jennie cheating on me tonight. I wanted to let you know that she might need a place to stay until she figures out what to do next. I ... I’m sorry to dump that on you, but at least you didn’t have to see it.”


“Oh my God!” he said in disgust and disappointment. “Did she say ... I mean, did you talk to her? Was it like it seemed? Could he have forced her?”


“There were about twenty guys,” I told him. “They were laughing about how I was at work while my boss and my friends and co-workers were piling on her one after another. She planned it.”


“She what?!!?” he gasped. “No, that can’t be right!”


“She had my boss set me up with extra work for a promotion that I’m starting to think they made up, so that she could go to parties and fuck around. When I left there was enough cum pooled under her to fill a coffee mug.”


“I’m sorry you had to see that,” he said and sighed. “You need to tell Sylvie. I can’t say those words about my little girl. I’m sorry. I’ve always liked you, but she’s my daughter.”


He woke his wife and I went through the same conversation with her. It was getting a little easier. Anger was blocking some of the pain.


Sylvie was sympathetic, but followed the same line of thinking as Ted had. She was their daughter. I was an outsider. I’d never felt like that about them, but there it was. Just one more set of people that I couldn’t count on. I hung up and at that point, my phone rang. It was Jennie’s cellphone.


I decided to answer it. “Hello, Jennifer. Before anything else is said, I have to let you know that I’m recording our conversation. Do you consent to having our conversation recorded?”


“Adam, can’t we talk about this?”


“I’m sorry, do you give consent for our conversation to be recorded?”


“No, Adam. This is ridiculous!”


“Since you’re non-consenting, I will disconnect the call and delete the recording immediately. I apologize for the inconvenience.” I hung up and deleted the recording as promised.


Five minutes later, she called back. “Alright, Adam. I consent to you recording our call,” she said, annoyed.


“Thank you, Jennifer,” I said. “That’s very kind of you.”


“Now, can we talk?”


“Okay,” I said lightly. Underneath the surface, I was sick to my stomach, but she wasn’t the woman I could share my innermost feelings with any more.


“It was just sex. It didn’t mean anything. I don’t get why you’re so upset anyway. We talked about opening up our marriage.”


“No, we haven’t. The number of times I told you that you were the only woman I wanted should have clued you in that I wanted to spend the rest of my life with you. We never talked about you having unprotected sex with 20 or more guys while I was working my ass off for a promotion that probably doesn’t exist and that I won’t get even if it does because it was just a way to get me out of the way so you could be the center of attention for what I saw tonight.”


“Shit,” she swore, some of her bravado fading. “You heard that?” I’ll give her credit though. She rallied and tried a new tactic. “Baby, I did it for you. He was threatening to fire you if I didn’t have sex with him. I had to and he even promised you’ll get a good raise.”


“And did Mitch threaten to fire me too? And Rob?” I went through all the names of all the friends and coworkers I’d seen enjoy my wife’s charms. “And Mona? Did you go upstairs and have sex with her too? Or did all those people upstairs come down to join the fun after I left? Was it twenty people you cheated on me with tonight or fifty?”


“I love you Adam,” she pleaded with me. “It didn’t MEAN anything! It was just for fun! PLEASE! I’ll do anything! Just tell me how I can fix this! I don’t want to lose you. We’ve been together for six years! We were gonna start a family!”


“And which of tonight’s contestants was going to be the daddy and watch me raise their kid, clueless that I had nothing to do with making it?” I asked harshly my own tears starting to break through. Talking about family cracked my facade. “I watched for an hour, hoping, PRAYING that it was all a nightmare, that you were being raped or drugged, but you PLANNED it. You came up with the idea to dump work on me until I was on the verge of collapse. I worked 80 hour weeks because I was planning for that family. I had my eyes on our children and our future. While I was doing that, you were LAUGHING AT ME!” I screamed that into the phone. “I saw the RIVER of their cum bubbling out of your vagina, the vagina that you swore was for me alone when we got married. ‘Forsaking all others’, remember that part of our vows?!!? I do! I held those vows in my heart and when I saw you being used as a whore for everyone-” I cut off with a sob. I collapsed onto the couch and wailed in despair. “I LOVED YOU!” I screamed in agony worse than I could imagine before tonight. “You were enough for me. You were beautiful enough and sexy enough and good enough and ... EVERYTHING enough for me. You were everything to me. WHY WASN”T I GOOD ENOUGH?!!?”


She was crying in earnest now, but I didn’t know it. I was bawling too hard to hear her sobs. There was no words for a long time as I wailed in despair. When I finally got hold of myself, I was gasping for breath and shaking. “You asked me how you fix this,” I told her brokenly. “You tell me. You cheated on me with almost everyone I work with and every friend I had. You didn’t just have a fling, Jennifer. I don’t have any friends, any dignity at work. I don’t have a future. I don’t have anything. Everything we built together is a lie. It’s all gone. The only hope I have is to go get my gun and hope I’m strong enough to end my pain. The pain and the bullet. That’s what you left me. How could I even call myself a man again, knowing what you did with them. I’ll never get that sight out of my head. I can never stop hearing your laughter about how stupid I was. I’ll always be the stupid wimp husband that never guessed he wasn’t even good enough for you to worry about getting caught. Ho do you fix THAT?!!?”


“I’m so, so sorry, Adam!” she blubbered. “I never wanted you to get hurt. You ARE good! Please don’t talk about hurting yourself. I’ll do anything you want! Just don’t do that! Hurt ME if you have to, but please don’t shoot yourself!” She babbled on and on, swearing to me that I was the best man she knew and that it wasn’t because I wasn’t enough for her and that I should hurt her instead of myself. “Beat me every day for the rest of your life if you need to, but please, Adam! Don’t hurt yourself. I can’t ever make it right if you die. I want to make it right. I swear to you, I do. I’ll do anything. I’ll put it in writing. I know you called Grant to be your lawyer. He’s the only one you could be sure I hadn’t...” She trailed off into fresh tears for a few minutes before she got hold of herself.


We were both taking deep breaths to try to calm down. “I know I don’t have any right to ask you for anything,” she said softly, “but PLEASE, just wait. If this pain is too much to live with, I ... I’ll always think of myself and the other people that hurt you as murderers if you died over this. I think ... I think I probably will anyway. It’s hurt you so much that you’re probably not going to be the same. I’ve never heard you talk about killing yourself before. Please, just wait a week, talk to me, talk to your friends and maybe we can find a way to make this hurt less for you. I want that, even if it means that you beat me like a dog every day for the rest of our lives. I deserve it. I’ll do it gladly for you if that’s what you need to feel better. Just promise me that you’ll take it out on me and not on yourself. You’ve never raised your hand to me, but I deserve it. You don’t. I’d tell you to kill me instead, but I don’t want you to go to jail either.”


I let her talk herself out and sighed. “Jennifer, I don’t HAVE any friends to talk to. Mitch was my best friend. I’d have died for him. I trusted him and I was loyal to him. He didn’t just fuck you, he hosted a party so that everyone else could too. Even if you didn’t have sex with everyone there, they all knew. They all knew and none of them told me. I wasn’t good enough as your husband to keep you from fucking other people and I wasn’t good enough as their friend to keep them from joining in, whether they watched or fucked. Which of them do you think I can talk to?” I was talking softly. I was too broken to scream, too broken to even care right now.


“Fuck!” she wept. “Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! How could I BE so stupid?!!? I’m so sorry, Adam. I fucked this up. I fucked up everything. I need to do something to make this right. Can I come home so we can talk?”


“No,” I said. “I packed as many of your things as I could find in your car and pulled it out into the driveway. If you came here right now, you’d want to hug me and probably kiss me. The last thing I saw you doing with your mouth was sucking another man’s cock. If you touched me, all I’d think about is the other men you were with tonight. All I’d feel would be their cum between your skin and mine. All I’d be able to think about was how much more you wanted to be there with them than here with me. Once you have a place, I’ll probably let you have the rest of the furniture here. I keep thinking about ... Well, I’ll keep that to myself. This call isn’t about hurting you.”


“I never brought any of them home!” she told me adamantly. “It was only ever at Mitch’s and only on Friday nights. The furniture at home is clean, I swear! I know you probably don’t believe me, but it’s true. At the parties, it was just fun. Everyone’s clean and birth control is used. It was just fun. It was never anything more than the physical. I know I said that and I know it doesn’t matter. It killed you to see me like that and it kills me to know that I did that to you.”


I grunted sourly. “Other than Grant, is there ANY of my friends that you didn’t have ‘fun’ with?” I asked, not knowing whether there was an answer I could trust.


She fell silent for a long time and I sighed. “I see. That’s what I thought,” I said dully. All the light in my life had gone out tonight. “I wish I had the words for what this did to me,” I told her. “I need to go. I need to throw up.”


I hung up the phone and ran for the bathroom. I just made it in time, heaving my dinner into the bowl violently. I could hear the phone ringing, but there was no way I could get it. I let it go to voicemail. I sat there, staring into the toilet when it was over, thinking it was a great metaphor for my life. It was in the toilet, it was revolting, I didn’t want to touch it and there was nothing that could be saved. If only I could flush the people in my life this easily. I watched the contents swirl away, replaced by clean water. If only my life could be clean again.


I got to my feet and washed my face with cold water before brushing my teeth to get rid of the sickly taste of bile in my mouth. I left the bathroom and checked the message. It was from Mitch, surprisingly enough, asking me to call him. Not fucking likely.


I plugged the phone back in and downloaded the conversation with Jennifer, sending it to Grant right away. It was nearly 2. Way too late to make the other call I wanted to make, but I thought I could do it early in the morning and still be in time. I wanted to lay down, but despite what she’d said, I didn’t feel right about her declarations that everything was clean. I finally sighed and got into bed fully dressed and tossed and turned, never getting any real sleep. Every time I settled into sleep, I got the mental image of my Jennie in the middle of all those guys, eagerly servicing them. That was all it took to wake me right back up. It was just starting to get light out and I gave up. I went downstairs and made myself some coffee. I looked out the window and her car was still there, so I assumed she was still at Mitch and Mona’s.


That probably should have pissed me off, but I didn’t care any more. It was like a gentle rain in the middle of a tsunami. I sipped my coffee and gathered my thoughts. I’d have to leave the house eventually today. I didn’t like that thought. It wasn’t really that I thought she’d fuck around with the house while I was gone, but everyone I trusted in the world was in this house: me. Out there was an entire world of liars and cheaters and worse. I didn’t want to go out there. I knew I had to, but I had no faith in humanity any more. Every one of the people I trusted were in that room, plunging their cocks into my wife. Those were my FRIENDS. What would a stranger do to me?


I sighed and sipped at my coffee, letting it wake me up and checked my watch. It was late enough. I picked up my phone and called.


“Hello?” Christina’s voice came through the phone, curious who’d be calling her this early. She’d helped me finish my work last night. I didn’t want her to get into any trouble for it.


“Hi, Chris,” I said softly. “It’s Adam Dean. I’m sorry if I woke you, but I remembered that you were planning on going into the office to do some extra work and wanted to warn you.”


She groaned. “Is Sandy on the warpath again?” she asked, dreading her choice to go in now.


“No, but it’s about Sandy,” I told her and told her about what I’d walked in on last night.


“OH MY GOD! Are you serious?!!?”


“Yeah. I don’t think the promotion is even real, just a way to get me to put in extra hours so they could gang-bang my wife.” I put my head down and sighed raggedly. My head was killing me and I knew that I was running on fumes. “Sorry to unload all of that on you, but I wanted you to know what was going on in case someone started asking how I got through my workload last night. If someone invites you to a party on Friday night, I’d suggest you tell them that you’re not interested in going. They might be looking for a replacement after last night.”


“Yeah. I don’t think I want to work at a firm that allows that to happen,” she said certainly. “Thanks for letting me know to watch out. What are you gonna do?”


“Not much I CAN do,” I said. “I don’t have any friends left that weren’t fucking her. I don’t have a job any more. I thought about getting really fucking drunk and hoping that I can sleep, but right now, I’m just on autopilot.”


“Well, let me know if you need company,” she said. “My Saturday is suddenly free and you’re the only guy I work with that isn’t a creep, by the sounds of it.”


“I don’t think I’d be good company right now,” I admitted. “I’m taking turns crying and screaming and throwing up, and I’m miserable and suicidal in between.”


“Let me know if there’s anything I can do to help,” she told me adamantly. “You have at least one friend she didn’t cheat on you with. I mean it. I’ll check on you later today.”


“Okay,” I said. “One thing I need to tell you though. My lawyer had me download an app on my phone that records all the conversations I have. I’ll delete this one since I didn’t ask about recording you, but I’ll be starting all my calls by asking for permission to record.”


“Don’t delete this one,” she told me. “I, Christina Garland, do hereby give Adam Dean permission to record and save this conversation and all future conversations whether we discuss it at the time of the subsequent conversation or not. This permission shall prevail unless I specifically exclude a conversation and ask that it not be recorded ... There, that ought to cover you. I understand why you have to do that and if we have to start our conversations that way anyway, then it’s okay. You’ve been stabbed in the back by a lot of people. You need to protect yourself.”


“Thanks,” I said to her truthfully. I felt a little better, having had her to talk to and told her so.


“You’re very welcome,” she said. “I’ll call you later. I think I’ll go spend some time in the park. We’re not gonna have too many warm days like today is supposed to be. Call me if you need me.”


I promised I would and we hung up. I took a deep breath and then went to the computer to download the conversation, storing it in a separate folder on my desktop. I had no idea what to do with myself. Saturday, we usually slept in, me from exhaustion, her from her Friday gang-bang. That twisted my mouth and stomach sourly. By noon, I’d normally be puttering around the yard and she’d be doing housework. I decided that I should start tackling the housework and cleaned the kitchen, dusted, changed the sheets on the bed, vacuumed and then finally cleaned up the bathroom. Our house wasn’t huge. It was three bedroom, but our other two rooms were an office for me and a craft room for her. She loved quilting, saying it reminded her of her grandmother. I wondered what Grandma would think of her today.


I opened the door, but I closed it again almost immediately at the overpowering smell of HER that wafted through the door, setting off fresh tears. I found myself in the basement, in front of the open gun-safe, loading my Desert Eagle .50 AE pistol. I’d bought it for self-defense, but now there was no one left to defend. Jennie was precious to me and I wanted something that could do the job right with one shot. I had the magazine halfway into the gun when I realized what I was doing and stopped. I put the gun and clip back and locked the safe.


“Right,” I said quietly. “Stay out of the crafts room.” I sighed and went back upstairs. My legs felt like lead and my head felt like a drum. I took something for my head and reluctantly moved the couch back into the living room and unlocked the door I got the tools out of the garage and went to work on the yard for the next few hours, mowing the grass and weeding the flowerbeds around the yard before I went back inside. I’d taken my phone with me, but it had been silent all day. I’d been a little edgy, being outside, but I hadn’t seen a soul. We lived at the end of a dead-end street. In winter time, they just plowed the road up against the trees at the end of the road. It was a good deal for us. They plowed our driveway since it was where they turned around. It also made our house very secluded. If people came this far down the road, they were lost or here to see us.


Chapter 2


Back inside, I took off my shoes at the door and went to get showered and changed. I looked around the house and suddenly I had nothing to do. I didn’t want to go out, but the walls were starting to close in. I was rescued by the phone. I looked at it and sighed.


“Hello, Jennifer,” I said and informed her that I was recording and asked her consent to do so.


“Yes, Adam,” she said. “You may record our conversation. I’m just grateful you’ll take my calls. How did you sleep?”


“I really didn’t,” I said simply. I wasn’t going to lie to her.


“Yeah, me either,” she admitted. I wondered whether that was from guilt or if she’d gone back to the gang-bang after we talked, but was diplomatic enough not to say so. “I’m glad you haven’t hurt yourself,” she said. “I was worried that you still might.”


“I wasn’t going to hurt myself,” I corrected her. “I was going to kill myself. I already stopped myself from loading one of the guns this morning. Let’s not call it hurting myself. That makes it sound like I’m going to stub my toe.”


“Please don’t kill yourself,” she whispered. “If you’re dead, you can’t punish me. If you die, I’ll end up killing myself too. I’d know that you did it to get away from the pain.”


“I stopped myself this morning,” I told her. “Can I stop myself indefinitely? Probably not. I have to find something to live for or I have to find a way to stop seeing that room and what happened there.”


“I know,” she said miserably. “I wish I’d never seen that room, done those things. I wished a lot of things after we talked. If I’d had the guns, I think I’d have loaded them and gone on a killing spree.”


“That’s occurred to me too,” I admitted. “Did you stay with your parents last night?” I wanted to change the topic, at least for now.


“Yes,” she said. “They told me that you’d prepared them for my arrival. I was embarrassed that they knew, but I was grateful that you’d answered their questions. They wanted me to know that they would never stop loving me. It meant a lot to have that kind of acceptance after what I’d done.”


“I’m glad you had support,” I told her, subdued. I knew where I stood with her parents and it was exactly where I was: on the outside.


“Have you talked to anyone?” she asked tentatively.


“Mitch tried to call. I was throwing up at the time. I didn’t call him back. I haven’t heard from Grant today, but it’s the weekend. He’s probably enjoying his Saturday.” I talked to her in a normal tone of voice, or as normal as my sleep-deprived brain could manage. When I’d listen to it later, I could hardly believe that it was a conversation between the two of us. Neither of us sounded like ourselves.


“I’m sure you’re in his thoughts, whatever he’s doing,” she said. Things were getting awkward.


“Jennifer, eventually, I’m probably going to ask to know what happened. Why, how, when, what started it, probably even who. I don’t know what those answers will do to me, but I know that you were right last night. I’m already dead inside. I know you’re hoping that you can come home and endure some sort of punishment, but I don’t know what I could do or you could do that would make me feel like I’d ever be anything less than emasculated. I’m not trying to punish you, I swear. I’m being honest about it. Aside from the hurt and the heart-break and the anguish, I felt so small to you when I saw that. I felt like what little I had to offer left you so empty that your Friday fun was the only way that you could endure the rest of the week to me. I’m ashamed, Jennifer. I’m ashamed that I’m so insignificant that it opens the door to that. I’m ashamed that all the people I thought were friends thought so little of me that they were glad to help you escape from what you were stuck with. Maybe I shouldn’t feel like that, but it’s what I keep coming back to. If I was so fucking good, you wouldn’t have been on that floor with them. I know I brought this up, but I can’t get that thought out of my head.”


“Just ... keep breathing,” she pleaded. I think we were both crying at this point. “I promise, it’ll get better. Just keep doing what you need to to get through the day and then do what you need to to get through the night. Talk to Mitch when he calls. I know he wants the same thing I do. He wants to make it right.”


“What exactly does Mayor Mitchell have planned to make this right for me?” I asked with a mirthless laugh. “Gonna get me some zoning concessions for having my wife be the entertainment at his parties?”


“After you left, we all stopped what we were doing and realized what we’d done. We all did it to you. None of us are without guilt. We talked about it well into the night. Mitch tried to go after you. He said you wouldn’t stop to talk to him.”


“I really wasn’t in the mood to chat while his dick was still dripping cum in the driveway,” I said. “To be honest, I don’t personally want to ever talk to him again.” I paused and sighed. “Alright. How long has this been going on?” I asked.


“The parties started three months ago, right after the Fourth of July,” she said.


I ran for the bathroom, the phone still clutched in my hand and threw up again. It was stomach acid and the remains of the single cup of coffee, so it came out black and vile. I heaved, choking loudly as my stomach fought to expel food that wasn’t there. I moaned and spat into the bowl, only dimly aware that she was still on the line. I flushed and rinsed out my mouth, but stayed in the bathroom while I finished the conversation, sitting on the tub, facing the toilet.


“Okay,” I said weakly. “That was when the parties started. That wasn’t where the cheating started though, was it?”


She was weeping. She knew that I was getting physically sick from the things she was saying. “No!” she mewled miserably.


“When did that start?”


“In college,” she admitted. “Mitch and I ... we...”


“Are you saying that I have NEVER been the only man in our relationship? Not even on day one? Mitch was bending you over and then sending you out with me for a chaste kiss or sloppy seconds?”


“I didn’t want to but he’s so good in bed!” she wept, pleading with me to understand.


“Just one other thing I wasn’t good enough at,” I said bitterly. I left the room in a daze. “I don’t understand how you could hate me this much. How BOTH of you could hate me this much. Hell, how the THREE of you could. Mona knew back then, didn’t she?” I was starting to get angry again. I took the stairs in an angry rush, spinning the dial on the gun-safe and flinging it open. She heard me load the Desert Eagle and rack the slide. “I tried to be the best boyfriend, fiance and then husband I knew how. I made you the center of my universe! I would have died for you. You couldn’t even say no to Mitch. Our whole life was a lie! How can you even say you don’t want me to die? You’ve been killing me with this for years! WHY?!!? He was SO good in bed?!!? You never ONCE told me you wanted anything more than...” I trailed off and words wouldn’t come. I could only make this wounded, keening noise that sounded more and more urgent. I looked at the gun in my hand and the phone in the other.


“ADAM! NO!” she screamed. “I swear, I’ll never so much as talk to him again so long as I live. Don’t do this! I NEED YOU! Don’t you die on me! Adam, talk to me!”


I slid down the side of the safe and pressed the back of my head against it before turning my gun and staring at the barrel. I knew this was the decision to end all decisions. If I pulled the trigger, all the pain would go away.


I was still making that horrible noise and stopped, clamping my jaws shut as I looked at the gun in my hands, pointed directly between my eyes. She was screaming at me to listen to her and not pull the trigger. Distantly, I wondered if her parents were there with her, whether they were distressed that their son-in-law was about to die or if they were just annoyed at the fuss it was causing.


Suddenly, that pissed me off. I’d been good to them and to their daughter. I’d been cuckolded for the whole time I was with Jennifer. She’d gone to Mitch for sex, withholding it from me on dates because I didn’t measure up or maybe because the evidence of Mitch was still drooling out of her and she didn’t want to get caught. She’d done a masterful job of hiding it for this long. Mitch, the cocksucker, had smiled in my face and stabbed me in the back.


I wasn’t going to pull the trigger. I wasn’t done punishing people yet. “It’s time for me to go,” I told my whore wife and hung up. The phone immediately started to ring. I ignored it and unloaded my gun, putting it away while the phone rang. When it went to voicemail, the phone started ringing again. I let it ring and went back upstairs, wondering whether she’d call Rob or show up herself. Neither one were good choices. Rob was a cop, so she’d call him before the others. Her precious Mitch was too far away and she wouldn’t want to risk me shooting him if I hadn’t committed suicide. Rob on the other hand ... There were plenty of cops out there and most of them had cocks.


I went upstairs and set my video camera up to record the front door. Then I went to my office and sat down. As much as the room next door was hers, this room was mine. She called the phone four times in a row. All the messages were hang-ups. I plugged the phone in and downloaded the conversation to the computer, again, emailing it to Grant right away.


I’d just disconnected the phone when there was a loud knock on the front door and the doorbell rang several times. I didn’t hurry, but didn’t dick around either. When I got to the front door, I opened it and looked at my former friend.


“Get off my property,” I told him and slammed the door in his face.


He started pounding on the door. “Come on, Adam!” he shouted. “Just talk to me! Jennie’s flipping out. She said you’re gonna kill yourself.”


I opened the door. “Does your wife know you’ve been cheating on her every Friday night at Mitch’s?” I asked.


“Calm down, man!” he said, not liking the way this was going. “All I’m here to do is make sure that you’re okay.”


“Mission accomplished,” I snapped at him. “You didn’t care so much about my well-being when you were fucking my wife in front of twenty other people in John Mitchell’s basement last night. Where was your fucking concern then, you piece of shit?”


“I get it. You’re pissed,” he said, holding up his hands in a calming gesture. “We all fucked up. Tell us how to make it right.”


“Kill yourselves,” I said. “Write fat confession letters and then take poison or eat a bullet, like I’ve been planning to do most of the day. Every one of my friends. EVERY ONE OF YOU! You gang-banged my wife and laughed at me. In fact, you were SO busy laughing at me that you didn’t even notice I’d been standing in the back of the room for an hour.”


He put his head down. “I’m sorry, man. I don’t know what to say to make this right.”


“You’re a cop. Trust and loyalty to you should be the most important things in the world. You need to trust your brothers and sisters on the force to have your back.” He nodded. “I put that same trust in you and you shot me in the back. I hope you loved her pussy. I hope it was the most fantastic fuck of your life, because no matter how many promises you keep for the rest of your life, you have to go to your grave knowing I’d have never fucked YOUR wife if I’d had the same chance you did with mine. How’s that make you feel, Mister ‘Serve and Protect’?” I asked, mocking his credo.


He nodded. “Yeah, I’d want to shoot you. You carrying?”


“Not that it’s any of your business, but I locked my gun back in the safe when I figured she was gonna call you.”


“You knew it’d be me?” he asked, surprised.


“You’re the cop. If I’d shot myself, you’d know who to call. And if I’d turned murderous, you’re expendable. There’s plenty of other cops with cocks when her snatch gets needy.”


“Dude! Come on! That’s your wife!”


“Really? She looked very wifely last night. Did she bother to tell you what started her into panic mode to call you?” He shook his head. “Yeah. Not surprising. She told me when the parties started happening. We weren’t even married six months and she was everybody’s whore. What really blew it for me was finding out she’s always been Mitch’s whore. He was fucking her when he introduced her to me and they just never stopped. How many of you was she banging back then? Were there orgies on nights she was ‘studying’? Was she slipping off with you guys one or two at a time when I was distracted at parties?”


The look on his face told me what I needed to know. “Adam, it’s nothing more than some harmless fun. She’s always loved you, but she needs-”


“I don’t need to hear any more,” I said. “She can get her needs scratched by everyone in Seattle for all I care. You helped destroy my life and last night I got to see and hear how funny it was to you. Does it even bother you? Or are you just hoping that Jennifer will need her itch scratched by Friday?”


“You’re never gonna forgive any of us, are you?” he asked sadly.


“Why should I?” I asked him. “I’ve been throwing up since I found out last night. Every single one of my friends and most of my coworkers were there. Everyone I trusted in the world has betrayed me so completely that I don’t want to leave the house without a gun. I don’t have any dignity left, I don’t have a job I can go back to and the one friend I can be sure of is Grant, because I know that he’ll never touch pussy no matter who it is. You’re fucking lucky I didn’t shoot you through the door and call 911 that there was an intruder.”


His eyes widened at that and he realized that it would have been easy enough to get away with killing him. “What are you gonna do then?” he asked.


“If that was any of your fucking business, I would have told you,” I sneered at him. “Get the fuck out of here and tell her to send someone to get her car or I’m calling a tow-truck Monday morning.”


“Isn’t there any way to fix this?” he asked. “We’ve been friends for a long time.”


“No, I’ve been a friend. You’ve been stabbing me in the back and using me to get close to the pussy for that time,” I told him bluntly. “Jennifer’s told me she’d be willing to have me beat her for the rest of her life to make it up to me. Maybe I’ll take her up on that. I don’t really know any more. All I know is that you’re still here. Why is that?”


He looked at me like he wanted to say something, but he just grimaced and returned to his car. I watched him drive away and then went back inside, locking the front door, but not moving the couch back. I put the chain on the door, just in case, she showed up and decided to sneak in the house to force the issue.


I talked to Christina later that day and managed to keep my composure when I told her how long the cheating had been going on. She sympathized and told me that she’d keep checking in with me. She seemed very sweet about it. I felt like I could talk to her. Trust wasn’t in my vocabulary, but I could talk to her. She was okay. She hadn’t done anything to me.


I skipped dinner and went to bed early, feeling light-headed. I knew I’d been running on rage and adrenaline all day. I wanted to sleep, but I kept hearing her bantering with the men she was fucking.


I watched the sunrise and I poured myself a cup of the cold coffee I’d made yesterday. It was rancid, but I drank it cold rather than make a fresh pot. I didn’t think I’d ever eat again. Maybe that was how I’d kill myself, I thought miserably.


Sunday afternoon, Jennifer’s parents came to take her car away. I watched them from the Master bedroom, looking from between the curtains. Neither of them tried to come to the door. I hoped she was happy. I was going to have to leave the house at some point. I got in my car and left to go drain our bank account some more. I noticed that there’d been no activity on the balance since my withdrawal on Friday night. Maybe she felt too guilty to touch it or maybe she hadn’t had the thought that it might be something I’d do.


The only call I got was one from Christina to check on me. I told her that I really appreciated her being a friend to me and that hearing from her had become the only thing I looked forward to in the day.


“That’s sweet,” she said. “I’m putting in my two weeks tomorrow,” she said. “I’m not sure how fast I’m gonna be able to find another job. If I can’t make something happen, I’ll probably have to move back to San Diego, but if I do, I’ll give you my parents’ number there so we can stay in touch.”


The thought of her leaving Seattle was a little upsetting, since she was my only friend. With all the other upset in my life, it wasn’t hard to hide that though. It was just another kick while I was down. “Use me as a reference,” I suggested.


“You mean it?” she asked.


“If it helps keep you here in town, I’ll be happy to tell them that you’ve been a big help in the office,” I told her. “Hell, if it doesn’t work out and you have to move home, I’ll still be happy to tell them you’re a fantastic worker and they’re lucky to have you.”


“Thanks, Adam!” she said, brightened by my willingness to help out. “I hope I can stick around and see you in a better mood.”


“Me too,” I admitted. We talked about trivial matters and then I let her go.


I turned in early and after hours of staring at the wall, I finally nodded off. Right away, I started awake from a dream of Jennie on all fours. I got up and went to shave and shower. I listened to the rasp of my razor over my skin and remembered how we used to talk in the morning while we shared the bathroom. There was no more sharing, no more talking, no more Jennie, not MY Jennie anyway. She was someone else’s Jennie now. Hell, she was EVERYONE else’s Jennie. I finished shaving and didn’t bother to really pay attention to myself in the mirror. If I had, I’d have been appalled. Two days of skipping meals and sleeping a few minutes at a stretch had taken their toll. I’d been a little overweight from all the time spent in the office with no exercise. Now, I was starting to implode. My cheeks were sunken and my clothes were loose where they had been well fitted before.


I started my car and drove to the bank first. The manager asked me about moving everything to the new account and I told him I’d had a family emergency. I left half of the amount in our main account and switched my payroll to the new account. Not that I expected there to be much in the line of payroll for much longer, but that was that.


My next stop was the office. I went to see Sandy’s boss. I didn’t tell him about the events of the weekend, just that an emergency had come up and I needed to take a few days off. We hand an interesting chat. I told him I was disappointed that the promotion I was told about seemed to have dried up. He confused by the word of a promotion and I was increasingly angry. I suggested he look at my time-sheets, since Sandy was taking credit for the hours I was working. He nodded and told me what I’d suspected, that there never WAS a promotion.


“I came to suspect that over the weekend, Sir,” I said. “If you’ll look at my work hours for the past few months, I’ve been consistently working 70 to 80 hours per week. It’s affected my health and my family. Now, hearing that it was a corporate game? That’s ... I’ll think about my roll here and I’ll stop in to see you later in the week. I should be able to explain more then. If you could keep this between us for now, Sir, I’d appreciate that.”


He nodded and I left the office. A couple of people who’d been there on Friday looked at me nervously and I got on the elevator without stopping by Christina’s desk. We’d agreed to that the night before, but I caught her eye when the elevator doors were closing and she looked worried. Sandy was also trying to get my attention, no doubt to fill me with more flowery promises that meant nothing. I watched him approach as the doors slid shut, whisking me down to the lobby before he could accost me for his version of an intervention. I walked to my car and by the time I got there, I got a call from Sandy.


“Adam, what did you say to Mr. Hall? He’s been furious about something since you left the office. Why aren’t you at your desk?”


“Hello, Mr. Blevins,” I said. “Before we go any further, I need to inform you that I’m recording our conversation. Do I have your permission to continue?”


“What?” He blustered. “Of course not!”


“I understand. I apologize for any inconvenience. Enjoy the rest of your day. Goodbye.”


I hung up and deleted the recording.


I sat in the parking lot and he predictably called right back. “Good morning, Mr. Blevins. Before we continue, I need to let you know that I’m recording our conversation. Do I have your consent to continue?”


“Listen to me, you little son of a bitch-”


I cut him off. “I’m sorry, Sir, but for legal reasons, the recording issue needs to be resolved before we can discuss my parentage or any other issue.”


“You do NOT have my permission to record me. Stop it now.”


“I understand, Sir. Enjoy the rest of your day. Goodbye.”


I hung up again, enjoying this.


He called back again and I smirked a little. “Mr. Blevins, as you know from our previous conversations, I’m recording all of my phone conversations. Can we assume that since you’ve called back that you’re now willing to have me record our conversation?”


“No. I do not consent to being recorded.”


“Very well, Sir. Enjoy the rest of your day. Goodbye.”


When he called back, he was direct and to the point. “YOU’RE FIRED!” he bellowed into the phone and then slammed the phone down.


I immediately called Grant and told him about the exchange. He’d anticipated that and it was part of his briefs for the day.


I was out of errands I needed to do. The house was as secure as I could make it, I didn’t have a job to go to, a wife to go home to or any place I needed to be. I went to the park and bought a coffee from one of the vendors, going to sit under my favorite tree here. I wasn’t far from campus and this was my favorite place to go when I needed to think. I sat down at the base of the tree and drew my knees up to hug them. I put my head down and tried to relax, hoping the tension from the weekend from Hell would start to ease out of me in the presence of this tree I’d relaxed under so many times before.


I’d been there about an hour when I heard someone speak. “I thought I might find you here,” Mona said, approaching me. Something else they can take from me, I suppose.


I took out my phone and started the manual recording app. “Mrs. Mitchell, before you say anything else, I need to tell you that I’m recording our conversation. Do I have your consent to do so?”


“I don’t think that’s a good idea, Adam,” she said. “Can’t we talk?”


“I don’t think that would be appropriate,” I told her and stood up, picking up my half-empty coffee and starting toward my car without looking at her. If I’d looked at her, I’d have seen her shock at the condition I was in.


“Fuck, Adam! What’s going on with you? You look like death!”


She’d followed me to my car, obviously expecting an answer. I turned and looked her in the eye, by now aware of her shock. “This is what a person looks like when you rip out the will to live,” I told her. “Take a picture. I don’t think I’ll be around much longer for repeat showings.”


“Adam, please! Just talk to me! You and I go way back. Can’t we talk this out?”


“I’ve asked you for consent to record our conversation and you’ve declined. I decline to consent to having an undocumented conversation with you.”


“You know I can’t. Not with Mitch’s campaign on the go. After the election-”


“Will be too late,” I told her and got in the car. I rolled down the window briefly. “I came here hoping for a scrap of tranquility. You took my life, my future, my happiness, my wife, my dignity, my manhood, my job, every friend I had and now I can’t even come to the one place in Seattle where I can be at peace before the end. Thanks. Good talk.”. She stood there, shaken as I pulled out of the parking lot and drove away. I had no intention of dying, at least, I didn’t think so, but I wasn’t telling her that.


I deleted the recording of her, but kept the one of Sandy screaming that I was fired and the ones leading up to it. I drove around for a little while and then went home, putting my car in the garage and locking up tight. I checked my email, finding messages from several of Friday’s attendees, asking me to get in touch with them. I forwarded them all to Grant and then replied to each of them with the same response: Why should I?


I drained the cold coffee from the park and was sitting in the living room with the lights off when I saw headlight’s coming down the street. I’d anticipated some sort of intervention and this was obviously it.


I watched the car pull into the driveway and the two of them got out of the car. That’s an interesting twist, I thought, watching them come to the door. I waited for them to knock on the door and got up to turn on the camera that I’d pointed at the entrance before I turned on some lights and opened the door a crack, staying behind it. “Who is it?” I asked, even though I’d seen them getting out of the car.


“It’s Mona and Jennie,” Mona told me. “Can we come in? We just want to talk.”


“You had a chance to talk this afternoon,” I reminded her. “There’s nothing else for you to take. You already stripped it all away. Just tell me what you want so I can...” I trailed off. I didn’t know what I’d really do with the rest of my night. “Just tell me what you want. I’ll pass it out the door and you can leave here, knowing you stripped one more thing from me.”


“We’re not trying to hurt you,” Mona swore adamantly.


“I’d hate to see how effective you’d be if you were trying then,” I said dully.


“I know,” she said. “If there was a way to make it up to you, we would, believe me.”


“So we all admit that there’s been so much damage that there’s no fixing it,” I said sharply. “Thank you for coming here to tell me that. Was there anything else I can provide for you tonight, Mrs. Mitchell?”


“Adam,” Jennifer said, speaking for the first time and it was like a knife through my heart all over again. “Mona said you’re sick. Please let us in so we can talk about it.”


“What’s there to talk about? I told Mona today that this is what’s left when you tear out someone’s will to live. She obviously felt like you needed to know that this had damaged me more than you were already aware. If I’d wanted to hurt you, I would have taken pictures and sent them to you.”


“Please, Adam,” she repeated. “I promise, I won’t touch you. I know you’re not ready for that. We’ll only talk. I just don’t want to do it through a door.”


I finally relented and made sure the porch light was on in addition to the one in the hall before I took the chain off the door. This would be the first time Jennifer and I had looked each other in the eye since Friday at breakfast. The thought of food made my stomach lurch in protest. I took a deep breath and opened the door.


Jennifer looked at me with such a look of gratitude that I was momentarily distracted, remembering some of the good times we’d had. That gave my soul a deep breath before the despair crashed back down. Seeing her face had peeled the blood-caked bandages off that wound again. My vision blurred and my chest hitched, refusing to let me breathe properly. I closed my eyes and let the heartbreak wash over me all over again.


I ran to the bathroom, once again, spewing my cold coffee up loudly as I vomited and cried and reeled physically and emotionally. I flushed the toilet and washed my face before steeling myself. I knew she was out there. I knew I had to do this.


I drew a deep breath and looked at myself in the mirror. “Wednesday,” I whispered to myself, knowing that it would be the day that the process servers would tell everyone that had hurt me how much they’d done to me.


I collected myself as much as I could and left the bathroom. The two of them were seated in the living room. Mona had taken my recliner and Jennie had taken her favorite spot on the couch. She was looking at me expectantly and I sat at the other end of the couch. I wasn’t comfortable being this close to her. “Thank you for letting us in,” she said, though she looked dismayed at the sight of me in the bright light of the room.


“I didn’t let you in,” I clarified. “I opened the door and then had to go get sick. You let yourselves in and settled in here.” I sighed. “You said you wanted to talk. What do you need to say?”


“We’re worried about you,” she said. “I can see that Mona wasn’t exaggerating when she said how much this has affected you. We want to fix this. I know you don’t believe that’s possible, but please, let us try?”


“How?” I asked, at a loss as to even how to count up how badly this had hurt. “You know I was fired over this, right?” I played the clip of Sandy screaming that I was fired for them. “Now that I know what’s been going on, I’m just another loose end to be taken care of.”


They were both shocked. “He fired you?” Mona breathed, horrified. “He can’t do that! You’ve worked your ass off.”


“A fact you all made sure of so that I was out of commission on Friday nights so the fun could continue. Now that it’s all out in the open, he doesn’t need to keep me around. It’s not like I could ever go back to work there. I counted five people I worked with in the basement and a dozen more upstairs. There’s no way I believe that they showed up to a gang-bang and stayed dressed all night, so there’s close to twenty people that I work with that have officially had more sex with my wife than I have.”


Mona winced at that. “I think we all want to make this as right for you as we can,” Mona said softly. “Please. We feel like we need to make it up to you. Tell us what you need and we’ll make it happen.”


I shrugged. “So YOU can feel better? Invent time travel and give me back the last six years of my life,” I suggested.


“Adam!” Jennifer gasped. “We’ve been HAPPY the last six years. You can’t want to throw that all away.”


“The last six years was a lie,” I told them. “You were already fucking Mitch when he introduced you to me. If you weren’t fucking Rob too, you started soon afterwards. He admitted to me the other night that he’d gotten more than his share off you in college, too. What about you, Mona? You fucked her behind my back in college too, right? Threesomes with Mitch? Invite Rob over for a little tag team action? I’m gonna go way out on a limb and say that every friend we had in college was fucking you. Am I right?”


She put her head down. “I can’t HELP it, Adam. I’m a nymphomaniac. It’s a compulsion for me. I can’t stop. I tried. I really tried. When we got serious, I broke it off with all of them, but I couldn’t stop. In a few months, I had to have it. Then when you proposed, I told myself that you deserved better from me. I lasted almost six months that time. When we got married, I promised myself that I’d stay true to you, but I can’t. It’s an obsession, an addiction and I can’t stop. I tried. I got help, went to counseling, but the need was always there.”


I was sicker by the minute. “But not the need to tell me,” I said quietly. “You got the diagnosis?”


She nodded and looked miserable. “She’s been urging me to tell you for two years. I couldn’t though. I knew...”


“You knew that as soon as you did, we’d be sitting here like this, with me dying and you SWEARING you can make it right, whatever the fuck THAT’S supposed to mean,” I said bitterly.


“We’ll help you through this, Adam,” Mona said in a gentle tone.


“You know, your betrayal hurts most of all,” I commented to her. “I set you up with Mitch. When we met, you were down on yourself for that loser that had dumped you. I could have been a creep, taken advantage of how vulnerable you were, but instead, I made you part of our group. I introduced you to Mitch and encouraged him to ask you out. I rooted for the two of you through college and afterwards. I celebrated your happiness and I wanted nothing but good things for you. As thanks, you took the best thing in my life and then you broke every other good thing to rip it out of my chest. Going outside makes my skin crawl because you were all my friends. You were people that I trusted and you did THAT to me. What would someone do to me that WASN’T a friend? How do you even start to fix that issue, let alone the rest?”


She looked down. “We’ll get you help,” she promised. “The best doctors we can find. We’ll make you well again. I promise.”


“A doctor? Your solution to years of lying to me, and using my wife for sex, from the very beginning of our relationship is to get ME in to see a doctor?” I asked incredulously.


“Adam, you NEED help!” she argued. “I know what we did to you has hurt you terribly, but what other option was there?”


“Maybe tell me what I was getting into?” I suggested hotly. “Give me the heads up that she’d never be my girl. She’d go on dates with me, sure, but while I was thinking she was beautiful and wanting to kiss her, she was distracted wondering if she could sneak a quickie with the waiter or if you and Mitch were going to be available after she’d sent me home.”


“It wasn’t like that!” Jennifer protested. “I always picked people that were respectful and wouldn’t make an issue. That’s why I stuck to our friends. They all knew it was just sex and respected that I loved you and only you. You have to believe that!”


“Do you even KNOW what the word ‘respect’ means?!!? What I believe is that that you didn’t protest when Sandy laughed about your ‘idiot husband’. You just demanded that he give me a raise and put his dick back in your mouth. What I believe is that Mitch laughed too and Rob and a lot of my other friends and no one got mad that I was a joke while you worked me half to death to make time for your romps. Did you know I’ve worked more than a thousand hours in the past three months? Mr. Hill checked it on my time-sheets. Was he involved, by the way?”


She shook her head. “One of the partners was. Not him though.”


“Fair enough,” I said. I didn’t get upset about it. At this point, there was little more that I could do to hurt the firm. I suppose I could have her swear out a statement of who had been there and serve follow-up papers to sue the partner, but we’d see how this went. “To put it in perspective, a thousand hours is six months of 40-hour weeks. I did it in a hundred days. I put in those hours because I thought there was a promotion coming that would let us start a family like we both said we wanted. I found out today that there’s no promotion It was all a joke to get me out of the way and too exhausted to notice that you were cheating on me. It wasn’t going to stop either. You scolded Sandy that if I didn’t get a raise as a consolation prize, I’d stop working and the parties would dry up. You were gonna work me to death to keep me from finding out.”


She looked shocked that it had been that much work for that long. “I never realized that he was putting all that on you,” she said. “I mean, I knew you were working long hours, but I never counted it all up.”


“Neither did I. Do you realize that we stopped having sex in August? You were happy and fulfilled at the Friday parties, but I was too tired working on getting that promotion to do more than collapse into bed at night. I’m so insignificant that you didn’t even miss it. My body’s been ravaged by overwork for months. Now that I know how I was used, I can’t eat and can’t sleep. I can’t even sit under my favorite tree without someone who helped ruin my life coming to harass me about easing everyone’s guilt.”


“I promise, I won’t go back there,” Mona told me. “I didn’t know what else to do. You wouldn’t take Mitch’s call the other night. We all want to make this right. We just need to know what you need to fix this.”


I sighed. “Define ‘fix’,” I said sourly. “Is your definition of fixing this for me to take Jennifer back, be a happy couple and go back to the way things were before?”


“That would be ideal, but I don’t think it’s realistic,” she admitted and looked sheepishly at Jennifer. “Even if we could patch things up, they wouldn’t be the same. I want to save our friendship, and I know Mitch does too. All your friends feel the same way. They know how badly you’re hurt. They know they did that to you. We all took from you, but you have to believe us, we all felt like we were helping. Jennie’s addiction could have been dangerous if she’d gone to random people. We felt like taking care of her was taking care of you. We got out of hand. We ended up hurting you so we could keep taking from you. It was wrong and you don’t know how ashamed I am of what we did. We just didn’t know what else we could do to help you both.”


“And how do you plan to rebuild my trust in each of you?” I asked, knowing that they had no clue how to do that.


“By being perfectly honest with you,” she said. It was weaker than admitting she had nothing. “I’ve talked it over with Mitch and he agrees that whatever you need from us, it’s yours. No matter what.”


I shrugged. “What do you think you have that I want?” I asked her starkly. “A person can survive about three weeks without food, right? I’m on day three. Am I gonna make it as far as election day? Is he afraid I won’t vote for him?” I shrugged again. “I really don’t have anything to live for. It would be better for all of you if I just died. Sure, you’ll feel guilty, but then Jennifer is a free woman. She can move back into the house since she’s the widow and not the ex-wife. You can tell yourself that if I’d lived you’re sure you could have made it up to me. Friday can be like old times and everyone can be happy.”


“I don’t think anyone’s interested in Friday,” Mona said carefully.


“That’s not the impression I’ve gotten from Sandy or Rob. I don’t think you’ll find any shortage of people to attend once they find out that it’s business as usual.”


“Your friends care more than you know,” she said. “Jamie already confessed to Ruth. She threw him out and is filing for a divorce. A couple of other people are talking about doing it.”


“You ALL should have confessed to ME years ago,” I told her sharply. “I sympathize with Ruth though. She didn’t ask to be destroyed by this.”


“Neither did you,” Jennifer said woodenly.


“No, but it’s too late for what-ifs, isn’t it?”


“Would it have made a difference?” she asked hopelessly.


“Sadly, yes,” I told her. “I would have found a solution that worked for both of us.” The truth was that I HAD a solution. One of the people I tutored in college was taking accounting because he was running a very successful porn business. If I’d told him I had a diagnosed nymphomaniac on my hands, he would have lined up cock around the block so long as the cameras were rolling. Jennifer and I would have been aware of her needs, happy, together and filthy rich from making money off the sales. It would have kept her off my friends, would have kept me from feeling inadequate and we’d be able to have our family and retire early from her income alone.


She bit her lip. “I thought you’d hate me for it,” she admitted. “I mean, I really can’t hold back the urge. Even now, I want it, but knowing how much it’s destroyed, I’m disgusted by it. I know I’ll break down and when I do, I’ll be ashamed of myself and I’ll probably cry for days, but I can’t stop. I’ve tried.”


I nodded. I got that part. I didn’t really care about the addiction or maybe I was just so beaten down that it was a minor blow compared to the rest of it.


“So what do we do from here?” Mona asked. “We WANT to make it up to you, Adam. Jennie told me what you’ve said about not being good enough. We NEED to fix that. I’m devastated that we did that to you and at what it’s still doing to you. Let us help? Please!”


“Jennifer has offered to let me beat her every day for the rest of her life to show me how sorry she is,” I told Mona.


She didn’t looked shocked, but she didn’t look particularly thrilled about it. “I know,” she said. “Jennifer has told me everything that you’ve talked about. Is that what you need from me to make this right?”


“I haven’t decided if it WILL make things right or make us even with each other or make things a little better than this or if it’ll just make me feel as awful about myself as I do about all of you,” I told her. “I’ve never been a violent man. I wanted to hit you on Friday. That was the first time I’d ever raised my hand to a woman.”


She nodded. “I know,” she said. “I don’t know how Mitch would react to me coming home like that,” she admitted.


“For now, I think it’s past time you left,” I said to them both. “This meeting has left me more upset than you realize, and I really don’t have a lot of composure left.”


They nodded and Jennifer asked if there was anything I needed or wanted her to do before she left. I shrugged. “I have to clean out your crafts room eventually, but not tonight,” I told her. “Take a picture though. Send it to all of them. They should probably know what this has done to me.” They showed themselves out and I broke down crying for a while.


Chapter 3


When I was calmed down, I called Jamie’s house phone. After a few rings, Ruth answered. “Hello?” she asked sounding a lot like I sounded most of the time.


“Hi, Ruth,” I said quietly. “I wanted to call and see how you were doing. I heard that Jamie confessed to you.”


She sobbed and I could feel that she was a kindred soul. “Yeah. He just sprung it on me Saturday. We’ve been married for three years and the bastard was fucking her the whole time.”


“If I’d known what was going on, I’d have told you, Ruth,” I said to her. “I’m so sorry this happened to you.”


“Oh God, Adam! What do YOU have to be sorry for?” she asked, fighting tears of her own. “He said they’d been keeping you in the dark since college. He said ... he said a lot of things. You’ve got enough to deal with without spending all night hearing his bullshit.”


“No, Ruth. It’s okay. I’ve been sort of wallowing in my own misery and there’s more coming. I called to find out if there was anything I could do to help you through this.”


She laughed. “How do you react when people ask you what they can do?” she wanted to know.


“It’s a little different for me,” I said. “Everyone who’s called is someone that’s fucked my wife behind my back and laughed about it. You were never the joke. You were a casualty, but no one laughed at you. Did Jamie tell you when it started for him?”


She sighed. “College,” she said. “Same as the rest of them. He said it was an open secret among them. I can only imagine how these past few days have been for you.”


“Yeah. I can’t hold down food and every time I try to sleep, all I see...”


“Is them together,” she finished. “Jamie said you actually saw it. He said when you came up out of the basement it was like hope had died.”


“I’d say that’s pretty accurate. There’s more to it. I got fired over it today. My boss was there on Friday. A lot of my coworkers were. Every friend I had from college was there.”


She made a disgusted sound in the back of her throat. “Why would they DO that?” she asked hopelessly.


“Apparently Jennifer is a diagnosed nymphomaniac. She has uncontrollable sexual urges. They rationalized that none of them were gonna make a move on her, so they were doing me a FAVOR,” my mouth twisted sourly on the word, “by giving her a safe outlet to get what she needed.”


She was aghast. “And how do YOU see it?” she asked.


“They took advantage of a mentally ill woman in need of care and support and they hid it from the person who cared about her most so they could keep the party going,” I said. “It was selfish and shitty and hurtful, and not one of them came to me and told me that it was going on.”


“I think I like that perspective more,” she said angrily. “They hurt us both. What are you planning on doing to hurt them back?”


“I assume you’re divorcing Jamie?” I asked gently.


“He’ll never touch me again. Thank God I’m not pregnant. We’d been talking about having a baby. At least I’ll get out of this without having to raise a child alone.”


That set me off again, my own plans for a family bubbling to the surface. We wept to each other for a while and then we calmed down and talked about what Jamie had told her. It matched what I already knew, which was that all my college friends had known. It turns out that a surprising number of the spouses were involved too. Then again, most of them had met in college. I had a list of all the ones that knew from what Jamie had told her, and a shorter list of the ones that didn’t. I told her about the lawsuits and that I’d probably drop the one against Jamie to let her eviscerate him instead. She agreed to keep it to herself and asked me to keep talking to her. She liked the idea of punishing them. For my part, I promised to give her my support in her divorce and she promised the same before we hung up.


I felt a little better when it was over and went to the kitchen, drinking a little juice to try to keep my strength up.


Christina called shortly after that. “Are you okay?” she asked urgently. “When I saw you today, you looked like you were sick.”


“I can’t stomach food right now,” I told her honestly. Every time I drink more than a little, it comes back up on me, so I’m living on coffee and determination. How was the rest of the day with Mr. Hall.”


“He went wild after you talked to him. What’s up?”


“I told him that I’ve been working 80 hour weeks for a promotion that doesn’t exist. He’s been looking through my time-sheets to see who’s been doing the work. Sandy’s been taking credit for my work. He called me up and fired me, so that’s going in the lawsuit.”


“Lawsuit?” she asked, surprised.


“Yep. Sandy used his position to assign me extra work as part of a plan to get me out of the way so they could gang-bang my wife week after week. There’s going to be a lot of process servers in the office giving out surprises.”


“Wow!” she said. “I’m glad I put in notice already. I’ve got a head start on the sinking ship.” We laughed about that and I realized it was the first laugh I’d had that hadn’t turned bitter.


“How are you fixed for a place to stay?” I asked. “You mentioned wanting to find something quick.”


“My lease is month to month,” she said with a sigh. “I’ve got this month and next month handled. December though, I might have to head home if nothing comes up.”


“Can I offer a solution as a friend?” I asked.


“I’ll take solutions any time!” she said eagerly.


“I have a three-bedroom house that’s mostly paid for. My parents left it to me when they died. I have one bedroom, there’s an office in the second and the third has all Jennifer’s crafting supplies. I ... I need someone to help me clean it out anyway,” I said. “Every time I go in there, I lose my mind.”


“You’re asking me to move in with you?” she asked, astonished.


“Yeah,” I said lightly. “No funny stuff, I promise. I just ... The house is empty with just me and my bad memories. I could use some better ones to paint over them.”


“Well, let me think abo- Okay,” she giggled. “I’ll call my landlord in the morning and let him know.”


“That sounds great!” I said, thinking that I’d look forward to the company around the house. I’d missed having someone to talk to.


“If you’re up for it, we can do something with that room on Saturday and you can show me around the neighborhood,” she suggested.


“That’s the best offer I’ve had in a long time,” I told her honestly.


“Hey, I know you’re gonna be a mess for a long time,” she said gently. “With us being roommates, I want you to feel like you don’t need to hide it. I’ve got pretty soft shoulders. They’re comfy when you need to rest your head on them.”


“Thanks, Chris,” I said gratefully. “You’re a lifesaver.”


“Me? You’re the one offering me a place to stay.”


“Yeah, but I’m going crazy rattling around the house waiting for one of them to call or show up.”


“Stay strong. We’ll box up her stuff on Saturday and then after that, we can get it ready for me to move in. So you’re gonna sue for wrongful dismissal?” she asked, changing topics.


“I’m suing all the people involved in helping to cause my divorce. It’s apparently called Alienation of Affection. Grant says we can sue Mitch and his wife for hosting the events, all the people that were there to participate, and my company since Sandy used the business to keep me separated from my wife specifically so they could do it.”


“That’s messed up. He should go to jail for that.”


“Actually, I was thinking that he should fall into a serial killer’s hands,” I admitted.


“You have one in mind?” she asked with a chuckle.


“Not really. I just think it’d be nice to turn on the news tomorrow and find out that he was tortured to death.”


We bantered idly about things that we’d like to see happen to Sandy and then said goodnight. I took another drink of juice and then went to bed. I was still getting into bed fully clothed and I started to wonder if that was part of the problem.


Tuesday dawned cold and gray with a promise of drizzle in the forecast. I had some errands to run, but I stopped in along the way to see Grant. “How are you holding up?” he asked gently, sitting me down with a cup of coffee.


I savored the taste and shrugged. Grant’s office had the best coffee outside of specialty coffee houses, so it was a rare treat to sample a cup. “Jamie confessed to his wife that he’s been fucking Jennifer since college. She’s probably in the market for a lawyer. I figured you might want to get in touch with her. I gave her your number.”


He nodded. “That’s fine. I’ll take good care of her. I wouldn’t have pegged Jamie as one to get a case of guilty conscience.”


I shrugged. “Something about the look he saw on my face on Friday made him face down what he’d done. I still want him served, but I think I’ll drop the suit so that she can get her hooks into him on the divorce. Every dollar I took from him would steal something from her.”


He nodded and made a note of it. I also turned the video of last night over to him. They’d walked out of frame of the camera, but our voices could still be clearly heard. He made a note of the things that were said and asked me if I could get Jennifer to come in to talk to him.


“I’ll see,” I said. I plucked out my phone and called her.


“Adam?” she said when she picked up the phone. “Is everything okay?”


“Yeah. I’m talking with Grant and he wants to talk with you. Are you free today?”


“I’ll MAKE the time. Anything you need,” she promised. “I can be there in about half an hour.” We hung up and I nodded to Grant.


“She said she’ll be here in half an hour,” I confirmed. “What’s your plan?”


He smiled and told me that I’d see.


When she got there, the three of us sat in the conference room before he closed the door and got started. “Jennifer,” he said. “Thanks for coming in. I know this hasn’t been a particularly fun week for either of you. You know that I’m representing Adam in all this. Have you gotten a lawyer?”


She shook her head. “Adam’s told you what I did. I don’t expect to get anything out of the divorce. I don’t particularly want one, but I promised Adam that I’d do whatever he wanted in order to make this right and if that’s what he needs, then I’m okay with that.”


He nodded. “Okay. I need you to sign a non-disclosure form and then the three of us can talk about where the rubber meets the road.” He slid the agreement over to her and she looked it over. “Aren’t these for a long time usually?” she asked, seeing the date for just a couple of days from now.


Grant nodded. “In a few days, it won’t matter,” he assured her. She nodded and signed it, sliding it back to him. “Okay. Now that that’s out of the way, I want to talk to you seriously. How committed are you to helping Adam recover from the condition he’s in.”


They both looked at me and I knew I must look even more like death. Two sips of juice and coffee aren’t enough to take the edge off what I looked like. “Anything,” she said without hesitation. “I made this mess six years ago when I could tell everyone except Adam, and even if I never get him back, I’ll do whatever it takes to help him get better.”


He nodded and then went to work. He set up cameras, interviewed her for three hours, and took notes, detailing everyone who’d taken part in the defilement of her marriage, beyond what I’d witnessed. She named the coworkers, told us which spouses had knowledge and which ones were in the dark.


I sat there completely nauseated and stared down at the coffee still in my cup. I really enjoyed Grant’s coffee. I didn’t want to throw it back up, so I took deep breaths and closed my eyes.


When we took a break, I asked what had been on my mind. “Whose idea was it to have the parties?” I asked her quietly.


“Mitch’s,” she admitted. “After the first one, I was hooked though.”


I nodded. Score one more for my best bud. Grant came back about twenty minutes later and told us that he’d sent the briefs off and his partner was filing them. “Jennifer, the reason that I wanted to interview you about the rest of it is that I’ve advised Adam to sue those persons for contributing to the end of his marriage. I know your hope is that the two of you can get past this and I don’t wish you ill in that plan. I think your best hope is a fresh start though, and the divorce gives you that.”


She nodded, understanding. “I’ll have to testify, won’t I?” she asked.


He nodded. “Possibly. Would your doctor be willing to testify?”


“I think so,” she said sadly. “I wished I’d listened to her and told Adam what was wrong with me a long time ago. We might have found a way to get past it back then.”


“I’ve seen couples that divorce and remarry,” Grant told her gently. “You two love each other, but what you had before was built on a lie. You can only build with the truth and have it last.” He patted her hand sympathetically. “The papers will all go out tomorrow, including the divorce papers for you. I talked to the process server and they’re going to sort in this second round and put them out with the rest. Adam’s also suing the company he was working for since they used his schedule and workload to separate the two of you and create opportunities for you to visit the Mitchell residence unaccompanied.”


She nodded. “I think that’s a good idea,” she said. “I hadn’t realized how badly he was being treated and then finding out that he wasn’t even getting credit for it?” She looked angry both with herself and with Sandy.


“Well finding out the problem goes all the way up to one of the partners in the firm makes it a matter for the whole company to answer for,” Grant agreed. “Adam, tomorrow would be a good day for you to go clean out your desk at work. I’m told those will be served around 10AM.” He turned back to Jennifer and took her hands. “I think you can understand now why the non-disclosure agreement was only for a few days. By Thursday morning, most of them will be served. I’d personally pretend I had no idea it was coming if I were you. I’d also suggest you go to a hotel for tomorrow night, Adam. One or more of them may decide to come looking for you.”


“I have that part handled,” I said softly.


That made Grant nervous. “What are you planning?”


“I’m well-armed at home. If they come to the house, I’ll start the camera and wait for them to come inside.”


“Just call the cops,” he said. “If you can’t bring yourself to go to a hotel, at least do that.”


“Will do,” I said. The three of us chatted a little more and then got up to go. I didn’t feel particularly nauseous now and I felt like Jennifer had done something to help me recover, at least financially. If half of the lawsuits paid out, I was set. Hell, if work settled, I’d be good to retire.


Grant and I shook hands and then I offered Jennifer my hand. It was the first time I’d touched her and my skin didn’t crawl quite as much as I thought it would. She looked gratefully at me and smiled. “I wish you’d let me do more,” she said softly as we walked out together.


“Jennifer, I don’t know what to even ask for,” I told her honestly. “My first instinct whenever someone asks me how they can make it better is to tell them to kill me or kill themselves. I told Rob that he should kill himself, but I told him that as a cop, betraying the trust of someone that had your back is unforgivable. I don’t want you to kill yourself and I’ve put off killing myself at least partly because I know that if I did, you’d follow me to your death as soon as you figured out how to do it.”


She nodded, but didn’t put her head down this time. It was the most positive conversation we’d had in a long time. Even before Friday, she’d been bitching at me about blowing off Mitch’s parties for a while. With me working every hour I was awake, we weren’t as close and when we were together, there were arguments more often than there were pleasantries.


We smiled at each other and separated. I got in my car and went to the hunting supply store I usually used for ammunition and made my purchases, using the joint account for it. I sprung for something a little more expensive than I really needed. Then I went home and set them up and called Grant back.


“Didn’t expect to hear back from you this soon,” he said lightly.


“Well I wanted to tell you my plans for tomorrow night, just in case something goes wrong so you know what to do.” I told him what I had in mind and he chuckled.


“I like that. I almost hope they come and burn your house down now,” he said and we shared a little laugh. It was the second one in a few days.


“Listen, I’m not sure I want to be around the rally when Mitch gets served,” I said. “He’s a son of a bitch, but I don’t want him to counter-sue me for costing him the election.”


Grant thought about that and sighed. “Well, that’s up to you, but what are you gonna do if he gets in?”


“I dunno. You really think he’d come after me?” I asked.


“Did you think he’d fuck your wife behind your back?”


“True. I’ll go to the rally. I’m not sure what I’ll say, but I’ll go look him in the eye at least.”


After that, I got my daily call from Christina and we talked about what was going on at work. I guess there’d been a meeting between the three partners for most of the day and Sandy kept shooting nervous glances at the boardroom where they held it.


“He’ll get even more nervous tomorrow,” I said with a smirk. I told her about Jennifer giving us more information on her lovers and on my plans for tomorrow night and Grant’s warning. “I don’t think anyone will do anything, but if they do, they’ll get caught pretty quick.”


“Just be careful,” she admonished and then said goodnight.


I made a point to call Ruth and let her know as much as I could. She knew Jamie was getting sued over this. She confirmed that she’d talked to Grant and she was going to use him for her lawyer too. She thanked me for checking on her and for suggesting Grant.


When I hung up the phone, I checked my email and there was a few dozen messages. I guess Mona had sent out the picture after all. I got apologies from a lot of people that ranged from tearfully emotional to fearful for my health and safety. I forwarded them all to Grant and then typed a generic reply that told them I’d lost my job in addition to the damage to my life and my health.


I shut off my computer, then went to bed. I was feeling a little more like I could eat, but I wanted to wait until after Mitch’s campaign rally tomorrow. I was cold and wrapped up in a hoodie and sweats to sleep. I didn’t think the cold was all because of the chill in the October night. I was gaunt now. I’d get it back in a hurry once I started to eat, but for now, I was losing weight at an almost alarming rate.


I shut off the lights, but my anxieties about tomorrow were getting the better of me. I didn’t think about Jennifer with all those men as much tonight, but instead, dreaded tomorrow’s confrontations. I tossed and turned and went to the bathroom, threw off the blankets when I was too warm and huddled under them when it was too cold. Another night with only fitful sleep.


I sighed as dawn lightened the sky and got up. I made some coffee and took some ibuprofen for my headache. The coffee was hot and I added a little sugar and milk for the first time in days.


When it was late enough, I loaded a pair of file boxes into my car and headed off to the office to get there at about 9:30. When I got there, I put the boxes on my desk and went to see Mr. Hill.


When his secretary showed me in, he looked shocked at the decline. “Dear GOD! Are you okay?” he asked, coming out from around his desk and guiding me to the couch in his office to sit. “You look like Hell. Is this the reason you asked for time off?”


I nodded. “Yeah. It’s been a bad week,” I told him. “It wasn’t made better by being fired on Monday.”


“What are you talking about?” he said sharply. “I approved your time off myself.”


I nodded. “After I talked with you, Mr. Blevins called me. Due to a legal problem I’m having right now, I can’t have undocumented phone calls. When I insisted that we speak on the record or not at all, he called back and said this.” I played the clip of him roaring that I was fired.


“I’ll fix this,” he assured me. “I spoke with the other partners about the amount of work you’ve done this past three months.”


I nodded. “I think you and I should have a long talk about that. Process servers should be here in about a half-hour.” As we sat, he listened to me outline the promotion and which partner had told me that he was planning to retire to make an opening at the top for a hard worker. Then I told him about the party on Friday and that the partner had been involved. “Most of your male staff has been having sex with my wife for the past three months while I’ve been working 80 hours every week for a promotion that never existed so that I could start a family with my wife.”


“There’s proof?” he asked carefully.


I nodded. “Video and testimony from repentant parties. My wife swore out affidavits regarding all the members of this company that took part in the systematic destruction of my marriage, including Mr. Hicks.” I checked my watch and then played him the clip of Sandy telling my wife that he’d arrange a raise to make sure I kept chasing the promotion into the sunset.


“You’ll understand if I’d like to take Sandy Blevins up to the roof and give him a flying lesson,” I said flatly.


He nodded and the two of us went out just before ten to watch the chaos. Process servers had photos of all the people getting notice of suit and it was a complete turkey-shoot. A couple of the guys in my department screamed when they read the details. Sandy Blevins sat at his desk, stunned. Roger Hicks came out to see what all the commotion was and saw me there with Mr. Hill. He was trying to figure out what to do when he got his surprise.


He actually got two of them. One was personal and the other was for the business as a whole since it just made sense to serve him both of them at once.


“Problem, Roger?” Mr. Hill asked, looking around the room at the number of people reading lawsuits calmly. “It looks like a lot of people are in the same boat.”


He looked back and forth between the two lawsuits and the two of us standing there. He wordlessly handed the suit against the business over to Mr. Hill. “Twenty million dollars, Adam? That’s a lot of money. I’m not sure our insurance will cover all of that.” He was taking it in stride and I guess that’s what made a senior partner good at what he does.


“Come on, Roger,” he said. “We need to fire everyone who went to these parties with you.”


I watched as they went through the office, stopping at each desk and firing the owners of the new envelopes. Everyone was stunned. Within an hour, the firm had been reduced from a staff of nearly fifty to less than thirty.


By that time, the third partner in the firm had come out of his office to talk to me while they were making the rounds.


“Morning, Adam,” he said, shaking my hand. “You’re still looking under the weather. Are you up to coming back? We talked yesterday about how hard you’ve been working. We were all impressed, but there’s no need to kill yourself to get noticed.”


I gave him the condensed version, telling him that I’d been promised the inside track on a promotion, by Roger Hicks, that Sandy Blevins had been taking credit for the work, and that they’d systematically done it to keep me separated from my wife while most of the male staff took turns fucking her at my expense.


“Process servers just left. Mr. Hill and Mr. Hicks are firing those involved. Since Mr. Hicks was directly involved, I think the two of you might want to consider removing him and suing him for the losses of the business. Mr. Hill has the suit for the firm in his hand. When one of the partners, the head of human resources and my direct supervisor conspire to ruin my marriage and use their leverage in the company to do it, my lawyer danced a funny little jig. When Sandy Blevins fired me without cause on Monday, he giggled like a little girl with her first puppy.”


“THAT’S why you’ve been working 16 hour days?” he asked, horrified.


I nodded. “They heaped the work of two people on me so that the rest of the office could attend gang-bangs where they’d laugh at my plight while stuffing my wife. She suffers from Nymphomania. She can’t help herself, but they cooked this scheme up to keep me so overworked that I’d be too exhausted to notice.”


“What’s the suit amount?” he asked, his face ashen.


“Twenty million dollars,” I told him calmly. “Well, I suppose I should go clean out my desk.”


“Can we talk about this?” he asked.


“I don’t see why not,” I allowed. “We can chat while I clean up my workstation.” I led him to my desk and he pulled a chair over from a recently vacated desk.


“What’s it going to take to smooth this over?” he asked to start.


I thought about it. “Well, my step one would be for everyone who got a letter today to be fired for cause, so no benefits, no severance and no recommendations. That appears to be done, so that’s one worry down. Mr. Hicks was directly involved and directly benefited from both my overwork as a partner that made profit from me doing the work of two people every week, and from my wife’s illness which he exploited to my personal agony. I would like to see him penniless on the street. I’d settle for you making sure that he’s bought out for an offer that’s literally pennies on the dollar for his investment. You can use the lawsuit amount to devalue the firm on paper so that he can’t claim the firm is doing well.” I thought about it. “I still want my pound of flesh out of the company. Too many officers were directly involved in what happened for me to allow it to pass. My wife’s debasement and my humiliation were so well attended that it counts as a company function according to our employee handbook.”


“I don’t think the firm can afford the amount you’re asking for in a settlement, son,” he told me frankly.


“I know and if the house is cleaned, including Roger Hicks, then we can settle for a much lower amount including the portion of the firm that Roger previously owned in lieu of some of the cash value. The liability insurance can soak a fair settlement with no loss to our assets after than.”


“So you make partner, they get the fuck out, and we settle for something we can all live with?”


I nodded. As we talked, I started cleaning out my desk. It wasn’t going to be my desk any more regardless of how this turned out. There’s also Christina Garland to consider. She’s young, bright, hard-working, driven and ethical. She put in her two weeks notice when she found out what had happened. The firm needs people like her for two reasons. First, we’re understaffed right now and until we can make up today’s losses, we need every hand we can trust. Second, in the wake of this, we need to cultivate a corporate culture of ethics, and Christina had decided that she couldn’t, in good conscience, work in a place that allowed that. I’d consider her for head of human resources if it wasn’t for the fact that her training is as an accountant, like mine is. I think the firm needs to keep her if we want to recover.”


He nodded and rubbed his jaw. “Okay,” he said. “You’ve got all the cards. I’ll talk to Henry and Roger and let you know what we can figure out from our end.”


He got up and clapped me on the shoulder before he gathered up the rest of the partners and moved behind closed doors. I kept going through my desk drawers, tossing things into one of the boxes or the trash as I emptied each drawer. I stacked any unused office supplies off to one side. I’d decide what to do with them later. Pads and pens were always useful.


“Did you really just make my job one of your demands?” Christina asked, coming over to talk to me, having overheard the conversation.


I nodded. “You can see how many people got their walking papers,” I said simply. “If we don’t all put in some long hours, we might have to shrink the firm if we can’t replace people in a hurry. I don’t want that. I’d rather this place grow into a place that people enjoy working.”


She nodded. “I like that,” she said. “With you in charge, I think that the firm has a chance to be that way.”


Chapter 4


I had finished with my desk and was sitting, checking my emails on my phone when the partners approached me tentatively.


“We have a counter-proposal,” Mr. Hill told me. “If we buy Roger out, he’d just end up passing the money to you in the settlement for your suit against him. Instead, we’ll let you buy him out and keep the money in the business coffers where it can help us get through the next few months. It won’t change our agreeing to your requests, but it saves some of the dancing. We agreed to a buyout price of $750,000 for what his portion of the firm is worth in light of this lawsuit. The firm was worth just over $20million this morning. The lawsuit makes it worth significantly less.” I caught what he was telling me. They hadn’t discussed splitting the cost of the suit between insurance and the business itself with Roger. That was a business decision and it wasn’t his business.


I nodded. “I can live with that change,” I told them. “Roger. Are you prepared to pay me the full amount of the lawsuit or do we need to negotiate?”


“I can pay you two million total,” he said. “That would be my interest in the business and the rest in certified funds. Are you willing to accept that?”


I thought about it and nodded. The original suit amount was for $3million. “I’ll have my lawyer draft the settlement. When can you have the funds?”


“I’ll have to move some things around,” he admitted. “Monday morning.”


I nodded and called Grant for an appointment. “Hi Grant,” I said.


“How’s it going at the office? I’ve already gotten three calls.”


“I have a settlement offer from Roger Hicks. He says he can be prepared to sign on Monday morning. Do you have an opening?”


“Nine sharp,” he said and I could hear his smile. “Congratulations.”


“Thanks,” I said. I gave him the details of the settlement.


We hung up and I gave Roger the news.


He nodded and sighed. “Now I get to go home and explain this to my wife,” he said. “For what it’s worth, I’m sorry. I know if it had been my wife, I wouldn’t have been quite so kind. I probably would have taken a swing at you if our positions were reversed.”


I nodded. “I’m not generally a violent man, but this has tested me some.” He left and Henry and Collin welcomed me as the newest partner and showed me to my new office.


I settled in and set an alarm for 3PM. The rally was at 4 and I wanted to get some work done now that I was going to be staying with the firm. The three of us had an emergency meeting to discuss how best to fill our losses. We had some interviews to focus on, that would fill a few seats, but the reality was that we were way understaffed right now. I suggested offering internships to some of the college kids that were working in their final year. If we got ten kids to fill in for Saturdays and possibly Sundays, we could cut our productivity losses some more.


“On paper, it looks bad,” I admitted. “It’s not that horrible. It took Dan two days to get around to a few hours of work. I think he was allergic to numbers. So that’s forty hours that we paid out that we got maybe six of productivity for. I was doing Sandy’s job for him. That’s ten percent of our loss made up right there. I know for a fact that if you offer Christina a fat raise and a promotion, she’ll stay and she’ll work her ass off to get us through the crunch. Between her and I, we can do the job of four people. We have four that we were in the process of hiring and really, we had a little flexibility on the floor. Other than me and a few other people, there was a relaxed pace out there. If we put the hammer down, I think we can come out the other side without missing any deadlines.


They both nodded. “You’re more familiar with who’s working and who’s gliding,” Henry told me.


“Frankly, cleaning house today got rid of more dead weight than Dan and Sandy,” I told them. “There was a laid back attitude that I think might have had something to do with seeing their boss fucking someone that wasn’t his wife. Not outright blackmail, but definitely a sense that they had a favor they could cash in and a little extra leeway about how much effort they put in.”


“So with all that, how would you rate our work deficit?” Collin asked me.


“On paper, we just lost 700 hours since a couple of the people we lost were in management and HR. In reality, we probably lost about 400 and I was pulling 80 per week myself. Christina can probably match pace in the short term and we’re planning on hiring four more so that puts us at a deficit of 80 hours roughly. If we can get a few people to put in a little overtime and hire some interns, we can cut that down to negligible. We’ll still need to hire another 10 people in the long term for comfort’s sake, but for the next few weeks, we should be able to juggle a few deadlines.”


They nodded and Collin said he’d start calling around to the universities for recommendations of students. Henry and I went to talk to the remaining staff. We explained that the dismissed members of the staff were involved in sexual misconduct and were fired with cause, that they shouldn’t give out professional references to any of them, take any orders from them, advise them of the operations of the business, or otherwise treat them as if they were employed there. He included Roger Hicks and then introduced me as the new partner, replacing Roger.


“What about the promotion I was promised?” one of the girls in the back asked. She was hired just shortly after Christina and had been working at a normal pace.


“What specific position were you promised and who promised it to you?” I asked her gently.


“I was told that Mr. Hill was going to be retiring soon and that Mr. Blevins was going to be promoted to partner, so his job would be open. Mr. Hicks told me about it.”


I looked at Henry and saw a look of horror on his face. She explained that it had been offered to her about two weeks ago.


“Did he ask any favors from you?” I asked. “Ask you to attend any company functions or meet him to discuss it outside of work?” She shook her head and we both breathed a sigh of relief. “That’s why everyone was fired today, including Mr. Hicks,” I told her. “He was promising that promotion to more people than just you and he was leveraging favors or extra work from others.”


She paled. “You mean, he would have wanted me to...” she trailed off in horror.


“Specifically, I was assigned extra work in order to keep me busy while my wife was enticed to perform sexually for the stated purpose of furthering my career here. The men that were fired were served with lawsuits for helping to destroy my marriage. I can’t say what Mr. Hicks’ intentions were for you, but in the light of what he’s done with his authority, we’re going to be doing a thorough audit of our policies and any promises he might have made.”


After that, we had IT erase all the passwords of the former staff, disable all remote logins and create new ones so that no one could access the computers from home after today’s mass firings. By that time, It was just after 3. I told the partners that I had an appointment, but I’d put in as much time through the week and weekend as I could.


I stopped by Christina’s desk on the way out and told her I might be laying low tonight, but that I’d see her at work in the morning. She nodded and I went to meet the process server for coffee before the rally.





I was going to trail him by a few steps so that I was there after they’d been served. “These are the last two,” he told me. “You’ve made today pretty busy, but it’s always interesting how people react. Most of them thought they were subpoenas to testify until we were well on our way.”


“Really?” I asked, excitedly. “You got them all? That’s amazing!”


“Well, wait until we get these served. THEN it’ll be amazing.” We got up and took our coffee with us. I was feeling a little better, between work and having this finally out of the bag. I think it was seeing the ones in the office delivered and seeing them suffering for all the misery they’d inflicted. I was especially satisfied at seeing the stunned look on Sandy’s face when he read the lawsuit amount. People that had been instrumental in my implosion got a little MORE sued than the ones that had been along for the ride.


By the time we got to the rally, the crowd was already thick. We got to a position we liked and I let him lead. “John Mitchell?” he asked as Mitch was shaking hands on his way to the podium.


“That’s right,” he said brightly, sticking out his hand to shake.


He smoothly put the envelope into his hand. “You’ve been served, Sir. Mona Mitchell?” She nodded and accepted her envelope. They signed his list and then he was off.


I was standing between them and the stage and when Mitch saw me, his face drained of any color. I knew I looked like a corpse. The ghost of his best friend, there to haunt him. This was the first time he’d seen me since that night. I was wearing some of the clothes I’d had since college, the ones that hadn’t fit in years, but we’d never quite gotten around to throwing out or giving to Goodwill. My gaunt frame was on display and he was horrified. Sunken cheeks and eyes, dark circles under my eyes and a slight tremble from living on coffee for five days made me the perfect picture of a man’s descent into oblivion.


Even Mona was horrified. She’d seen me last night in baggy clothes, but I looked worse today. I’d worked a half day today and an additional sleepless night had done the more damage.


“Adam?” he asked, dismayed. “Is that really you?”


“Not for much longer, I don’t think,” I said. The clapping near us tapered off some as people seemed to realize something was going on. They looked at me nervously, probably wondering if what I had was contagious.


“What happened to you!” he breathed, stunned.


“My best friend hollowed out my will to live with a blowtorch,” I told him calmly. “It’s amazing how quickly the body deteriorates when you can’t hold down food or sleep without seeing things no man should ever have to see.”


“Adam, I want to talk about this,” he said. “I really do. Now is not the time though. Hang around and we can talk later.”


I laughed mirthlessly and lifted my shirt so they could see my ribs. “How much longer do you think I’m gonna be hanging around, John? A week? Two? I personally think you’ll be mayor over my dead body, but you’ve been picking my corpse for six years. That shouldn’t bother you.” I pointed to their envelopes. “You’ll want to read those completely,” I told them and turned to go.


“Wait!” Mona came over to look at me searchingly. “You’re really going to kill yourself over this?!!?” she asked angrily.


“I haven’t been able to sleep or hold down food since my life came to an end in your game room,” I told her. “It’s not about killing myself. Whenever I try to eat, my stomach clenches and I lose it all. Whenever I try to sleep, my mind is filled with what happened in that basement. You think I don’t want to go back and stop myself from going down those stairs and seeing her like that? It was the worst night of my life and it was just a regular Friday to you. Enjoy your rally. I’ll show myself out.”


I walked away and knew I needed to try to eat soon. I was light-headed and shaky as I got back to my car. When I looked up, Mitch was on stage smiling and waving like nothing had happened. Mona looked like she was having to remind herself to smile though and she shot glances in my direction. I started my car and went home. I hadn’t seen any signs of life around the property, so I backed my car into the garage, going inside and making myself an exciting dinner of toast and peanut butter. I managed to keep it down, but decided that one piece was enough for now. I packed a couple of PBJ sandwiches into a backpack with some bottles of water and bundled up like it was winter, slinging my backpack on and strapping my Desert Eagle to my hip. It was fully dark, so I locked up the house and hiked across the road with my new purchases. I put the game-trail cameras on two trees far enough back that they wouldn’t be noticed and then took the video camera from my backpack and picked a third spot watch from.


I’d assumed that someone was going to show up to get a little payback on me for today. If there was no one before ten, I’d get in the car and get a motel somewhere.





About an hour into my vigil, Rob showed up, angrily pounding on the door. “Open up! I know you’re in there, Adam. Open the fucking door!” He kept it up for at least twenty minutes until he got finally got the hint that I wasn’t home. He pulled out his cellphone and called me instead. I had mine on silent and chuckled as I watched him pace on my front porch.


“Hello, Rob,” I said. “Before we go any further, I need to let you know that our call is being recorded. Do I have your consent to continue recording?”


“Listen, you piece of shit. I was with my wife when they gave me that fucking thing. You happy now? She’s gonna divorce me for this!”


“I’d be only too happy to discuss the events of your day, but for legal reasons, I’m afraid we can’t continue until the matter of recording the conversation is resolved. Do I have your permission to continue recording?”


“No!” he bellowed into the phone. “Shut that fucking recording off now!”


“I understand. For legal reasons all my phone calls are recorded right now. I understand that will make it impossible for us to talk on the phone until my legal issues are resolved or you give consent to record. Enjoy the rest of your evening. Goodbye.”


I hung up and watched the fireworks. He screamed and swore and kicked the door in frustration before he returned to his car. I wondered if he was going to break in, but he just left.


I called his wife and talked to her for a little while. I gave her Grant’s number and told her he’d take good care of her. She asked a lot of questions and I told her that it had been going on since college and that I only just found out, but that Grant had a tape of Rob talking about it that I’d let him use in the divorce.


“There won’t be much left after you get done with him,” she said upset. “Don’t get me wrong. I don’t blame you. What he did with Jennie ... I’d want to roast him too. You’re gonna get the lion’s share though.”


“Once you start your divorce, I’ll probably put off the suit until you take him to the cleaner’s and then either drop it or drill him for what’s left.”


“Thanks,” she said and sighed. “I’ve gotta go. I have some other people to call, like my parents, HIS parents. I’m gonna love telling them what he’s like.”


“If you talk to him, tell him not to kick my door again? It’ll make him paranoid.”


We hung up and I settled back down. My phone lit up with a call from Christina. “Hi,” I said, speaking quietly.


“Hi, Mr. Dean, Sir,” she said and then giggled a little. “I can’t believe you got them to agree to make you a partner.”


“Well the suit would have ruined the firm,” I said, enjoying the conversation. “They really didn’t want that and neither did I really. More than half the staff weren’t guilty of anything. They don’t deserve to lose their jobs because most of the men they worked with were pigs.”


“That’s true,” she said lightly. “So what are you up to? You said you might lay low tonight.”


“I’m watching the house,” I told her and told her how I was camped out in the trees across the road to see if someone comes to vandalize the house and break in.


“That’s pretty devious,” she admitted. “Planning to stay there all night?” she asked.


“No,” I admitted. “I was thinking about cutting it short and going to a motel for the night. I managed to eat a little toast tonight,” I told her, encouraged by my success. “I think if I was somewhere I didn’t think she brought other guys, I might be able to sleep, you know?”


“You should try,” she said encouragingly.


“Yeah,” I said wistfully thinking about the pleasant idea of dreaming. “I think I will. I’ll see you in the morning.”


We said goodnight and I went down to the house, getting out of the cold weather gear, putting the gun away and deciding I’d get showered and changed at the motel in the morning. I packed a suitcase for a few days in case someone got brave and burned the house down tonight. I got in the car and took off. I passed a few motels that I thought people might check when they didn’t find me at home and checked in. I still had my backpack, so I eased myself down into the room’s chair and ate half a sandwich.


It was still early, so I decided to call Jennifer to see if they’d called her. I was glad Grant had warned her. I was starting to feel bad for her after doing a little reading on her condition.


“Hello?” she answered tentatively.


“Hi,” I said. “Have they started calling you yet?”


She breathed a sigh of relief. “A few. Rob’s angry. I don’t know what he’s gonna do, but you should be careful of him. A few are trying to find out what you know and how you’re gonna prove it in court.”


“If they ask, tell them that someone’s been taking pictures,” I told her. “It’s true. I personally took an hour of video and none of them noticed I was even there.”


“Can I see it?” she asked unexpectedly.


“Why would you want to?” I asked.


“I ... I feel ashamed of myself,” she said softly. “I always do. Every time I was with any of them, I felt ashamed of myself after. Then I felt ashamed of myself when I went back and even in the middle. I want to see what you saw. Maybe that will flip whatever switch in my head is stuck.”


“Okay,” I said. “We’ll talk about it,” I promised. “You don’t need to tell them it was me that took the video or that there’s more than pictures. Just tell them they show everything and that they look like they were taken from a cellphone.”


“Alright,” she said. “I heard you ran into Mitch and Mona at their campaign rally,” she changed subjects.


“Yeah,” I said. “John wasn’t particularly comfortable with my appearance.”


“I saw. They had a campaign photographer snap some pictures of you. Mona sent them to me. I won’t talk to him. Not ever again. I promise, Adam. She’s still my friend, but he ... Whenever I got out and put it behind me, he always drew me back. I don’t know what it is.”


“I understand. I’ve been doing some reading on your condition now that I know,” I said. “I feel a little less angry at you. I think you know that though. The tone of this conversation is a lot more normal than our other ones.”


“I noticed,” she said. “Are you okay?” she asked, her voice anguished. “There’s a picture of you showing your ribs. You’re all skin and bones.”


“I haven’t been able to eat since that night,” I told her. “I’m doing better though. I managed to keep down a little toast earlier and tried a part of a sandwich a little while ago. Maybe seeing people punished for what they did is helping.”


“I DID smile a little when Rob called me freaking out that he’d gotten the lawsuit while his wife was there and she plucked it out of his hands and read it before he could take it from her.”


“I put her in touch with Grant,” I told her with a laugh. “As soon as he hung up with me, I called her and gave her his number.”


“He’ll love that,” she laughed with me. “Other than Mitch, Rob’s the one that was the worst to him after he came out.”


“Yeah. I never really got why. All they ever had to do was tell him they were only into girls. He understood.”


“Some guys get weird about it,” she said wistfully. “Adam, I really wish I’d told you all those years ago. Do you ... Can we ... try to be friends after the divorce?”


“I think we’ll be okay,” I said. “We’re talking right now. I’m not really doing that with anyone else from college. I get calls from Rob to scream at me, Mona to try to smooth it over for the sake of the campaign, and one of the women at work to check on me.”


“There’s a woman at work?” she asked, surprised.


“There’s almost ALL women at work now,” I said dryly. “Everyone got fired today. Even Roger Hicks is being bought out and kicked out. There’s a girl at work who’s been working a lot of the same hours I have. She’s the reason I was through my work on Friday in time to be there. She took pity on me after seeing me there night after night.”


She hesitated, but she wanted to know. “What’s she like?” she asked.


“Young,” I said, thinking about how to describe her. “She put in her two weeks notice as soon as she heard what they’d done to me. Now that they’ve cleaned house, I told them they should try to convince her to stay.”


“Is she pretty?” she asked.


“Yes,” I said. “Sometimes it’s hard to believe she chose to go into accounting. Saturday morning, I warned her that they might try to recruit her to next week’s party. I didn’t know all the details at that point. I figured I should warn her in case they tried though.”


“That’s understandable after what you saw,” she said. “Are you going to fuck her?” she asked, like it was as normal a question as what color her hair was.


“Uh, no!” I said, not certain where that had come from.


“Why not?” she asked.


“Because I’m still married, still devastated, still in the middle of the worst week of my life and I don’t think she’s interested in a bag of bones like me.”


“Adam, she stayed late on Friday night because you were there,” she told me. “She could have gone out clubbing or to a coffee house or the theater or shoe shopping, but she spent her Friday crunching numbers with you. She’s interested.”


“It’s a little soon for me to be thinking about that,” I said, my mood crashing. “I still feel ... I mean, I don’t know if ... I’m only...”


“Adam, what happened had nothing to do with you. You’re the most amazing boyfriend and fiance and husband in the world. It happened because I’m sick, not because you’re boring or weak or ugly or bad or inadequate on any level. It’s because I was weak, not you.”


“Yeah,” I said, less than convinced. “You tell me that and I know in my head that you’re not lying, but my heart isn’t making any headway into believing it’s true, you know?”


“Yeah,” she said sadly. “I guess that’s part of why I don’t want us to lose touch. I want to help you put the pieces back together so you can be whole again. I think sleeping with her might be helpful in that respect. A little confidence boost, some human contact and a little loving all in one.”


We talked like that for a while until I started to nod off every few minutes. “I think I’m gonna try to sleep,” I mumbled to her. “Thanks for talking to me.”


“Thank YOU for talking to me,” she said. “I really don’t deserve it after everything that happened.”


“I don’t know how much I care about who deserves what any more. You’ve suffered, I’ve suffered. All the people that are ending up in divorce court are suffering. I think I might have hurt John’s campaign for mayor today by showing up at the rally. No one has anything definite, but I made a lot of references to something bad happening and the effect it’s had on me.”


“You didn’t stick around?” she asked, surprised. “The reporters that were close to you were asking about it the whole afternoon. The quote about him picking your corpse for six years was on the news.”


“Wow!” I said, surprised.


“I’ll let you sleep for now though,” she said and wished me sweet dreams. I returned the sentiment and set an alarm for the next morning, hopeful that I’d need it.


The next thing I knew, my phone was chirping at me to get up and I sat up, shutting it off gratefully. I’d gotten eight hours of sleep. That was miraculous. Maybe things really were turning out better.


I shaved, showered, ate the other half of last night’s sandwich, brushed my teeth, got dressed and packed. By seven, I was checked out and on my way to the office. I thought I looked a little better this morning and I knew I felt it. I set to work and by the time everyone else was in, I was working steadily. I picked up coffee on the way in and it sustained me most of the day, even cold. I hacked at the roots of our largest account and decided that would be where I could make the most difference.


Mid-morning, I went out to talk to the people on the floor, just a quick word to see how they were doing and let them know that their hard work was noticed and appreciated. Christina grinned at me when I got to her desk.


“You look a little better,” she said, looking at my face. “You’re still too thin, but you said you’re picking at solid food now, right?”


I nodded. “I’ve had a sandwich and some toast since this all started, but that was all yesterday and no setbacks.”


She nodded and gave my hand a squeeze. We brought in pizza for the office for lunch as a thank you for the hard work the staff was doing. I skipped it, figuring that was a guarantee to make me sick after so long without food.


Christina came to eat with me and I was suddenly struck by what Jennifer had said last night.


“Jennifer asked about you last night,” I told her.


“Your wife?” she asked, surprised. “She did? How does she know about me?”


“I mentioned you’re one of the few people that call to check on me,” I told her. “She asked very direct questions about you.”


She looked worried. “Should I pack now?” she asked.


I nodded. “Yes, you should. I promised you could move in and you already told your landlord you were leaving.”


That clearly wasn’t what she was expecting. “Aren’t you worried your wife might get the wrong idea?” she asked.


I shrugged. “She asked if I was going to fuck you,” I told her. “If she got the wrong idea, she’s not angry about it.”


“She what?!!?” she gaped.


“Yeah. I told her that I didn’t think you’d be interested and she just laughed and told me that you spent your Friday night crunching numbers here instead of clubbing. I think she’s hoping that you’ll help restore some of my confidence, help me get a sense of revenge on her and keep me relaxed and happy.”


“So you don’t think she’ll be a problem?”


“No. She and I talked like friends last night. I think she wants me to feel better after what I’ve been through, but part of her wants to get back together.”


“And you don’t?” she asked to clarify.


I thought about it and shrugged. “I don’t know any more,” I admitted. “What we had is gone. It can’t be fixed with a few words. My lawyer suggested to both of us that couples divorce and then remarry sometimes once they’ve had some time apart and reconnect with what they fell in love with. Honestly, I can’t think of a way I could trust her not to cheat on me again. It’s compulsive for her.”


“Then you need to find a safe way for her to cheat on you,” she suggested.


“Or I need to be alone until I can face dating again and look for someone that won’t cheat,” I said with a shrug.


“Don’t wait,” she said softly. “If you put it off, then you’ll keep making excuses until life passes you by. I’m not saying you need to run out and find yourself a girlfriend right this minute, but put yourself in that mindset.”


I sighed. “I don’t think anyone in their right mind would take me after a breakup this messy. There’s damaged goods and then there’s me.”


“Don’t be so hard on yourself,” she said. “You told me the worst of it. It wasn’t your fault.”


“People keep telling me that,” I said. “It’s not so easy to believe after what I saw and heard.”


She looked at me with sympathy. “You feel like you drove her to that?”


I shook my head. “Not so much that,” I said. “More like I must be missing something she needed if that’s what she had to do, if THAT was worth so much that our life together was worth the risk.”


She patted my hand gently. “You said she was sick though. It’s something she’s been fighting with.”


I nodded. “She could talk to all of them, but couldn’t talk to me about it. I could have helped her, I would have done things differently.”


“Don’t beat yourself up over it, Adam. What could you have done differently?” she asked seriously.


I told her about the porn producer I’d known in college.


“So getting her into porn is better than her being with your friends?” she asked, surprised.


“A lot,” I told her. “She could have had all the sex she needed with people that are clean and tested, she would have been well-paid for it and it would have kept her compulsion satisfied.”


“Could you have handled that?” she asked.


I nodded. “I’d have had my dignity. I went to the set he used a couple of times. Everyone was cool. There was sex, but a couple of the spouses were there and no one was lied to. At no point did anyone laugh about how their boyfriend or girlfriend or spouse was clueless and none of the people there were in the situation I was where all my friends were screwing her behind my back. It was out in the open and everyone was good about it.”


She nodded. “Why don’t you call him then?” she asked. “Get her into it now and see if you can make it work. You know that she’s going to slip eventually. She wants to fix this, but she’ll fall off the wagon eventually. She’s been in therapy for years. Give something new a try.”


I thought about it and shook my head. “He moved to Vegas a few years ago. He said it was hard to find girls around here. Most of the ones that would be good fits move to Vegas or LA.”


She thought about that for a while, nibbling on her pizza while I ate pieces torn from the second sandwich I’d made last night. “Start your own company then,” she said. “Once you start collecting on the suits, roll the money into starting a new porn company. Make her a star and pick her up a bunch of studs.”


“You’re serious?” I asked incredulously.


“If you want her back, you need to do something to scratch her itch that works for both of you,” she said.


“Or I could let her go and look to build a new future,” I pointed out. “She asked if we could stay friends after the divorce. I think that’s the extent of what I’m comfortable with right now.”


She nodded and let it drop. We talked about the firm and work and then we both got back to work. She patted my hand before returning to her desk and I lost myself in the work until there was a knock on the door. I’d left the door open and looked up to see Henry standing there with his coat on.


“I’m heading home for the night,” he said. “You should too. You’ve been through a hell of a week, Adam. We hired two people today and we have interviews with the other two tomorrow. I’m told we have a couple of resumes from people working in other firms around town and I’ve felt out their employers. We’ll have plenty of help by next week and thanks to your work over the last three months, we’re not behind on our deadlines. Get some rest and come back fresh,” he suggested and said goodnight.


I thought about that and admitted that I had a few things that I needed to take care of. I gathered up my things and went out to find the office mostly empty. Christina and a few others were still working, but they mostly looked like they were starting to wind down except for Christina. She was hard at work.


“Save your work and call it a night,” I told her.


She looked up and blinked, checking the time. It was almost 6. She nodded and shut everything down while I waited. By the time she was done, we were alone in the office. I walked her out to her car and she thanked me. She was acting shy tonight and when I was about to leave, she put a hand on my arm and when I turned back, she kissed me. It was a light touch of her lips on mine, but she looked into my eyes, her startlingly green ones boring into mine while we both blushed.


“I don’t know if your wife has the wrong idea about me or not,” she admitted. “She was right about Friday though. Maybe you should listen to her more and go with the flow.”


She patted my cheek and then got in her car. I was still standing there, stunned when she pulled out of the parking lot, waving and giggling at how I was rooted in place by the kiss. I watched her car disappear and then got in mine, shaking my head.


Chapter 5


I went home and was planning what I could have for dinner when the doorbell rang. I wondered about that and went to answer it. I put the chain on and opened it a crack to see who it was. Rob’s angry visit from the night before, had me wary. The cameras up in the trees had enough memory to record for another day before I’d need to empty them, but that wouldn’t help me if he was there to shoot me. It wasn’t Rob though. It was Ted.


I opened the door and looked at him wordlessly. He’d told me Friday night that he’d stand by his daughter and that’s right, but it still underlined how important I was to him.


“Hello, Adam,” he said softly. Maybe he sensed the distance between us now. He’d always called me Son since Jennifer and I became engaged.


“Hello, Ted,” I said calmly. “What brings you by tonight?”


“I wanted to talk to you, man to man,” he said. “May I come in?”


I nodded and stood aside. I had a feeling I wasn’t going to like this talk. I led him into the living room and we sat down to talk.


“Thanks for talking to me,” he said uncomfortably. “I understand that this week has been hard on you. I’m sorry that I haven’t been by to see you before now.”


“That’s okay,” I told him. “You left me with the understanding that Jennifer was your concern and everything else came second. I’m glad she had your support this week.”


“How have you been?” he asked tentatively.


“Suicidal, too sick to eat most of the week, unable to sleep without seeing things no man should ever watch his wife doing, devastated that it was my friends and co-workers that she was doing it with. Humiliated at how funny they found the whole situation, worried about retribution from them in the wake of all of this,” I told him simply, without any bite in my voice. “How have you and Sylvie been holding up in the light of the news?”


He nodded at the things I told him and he sighed. “We’re deeply disappointed in our daughter,” he told me. “We’re also disappointed in you. I thought you loved Jennie more than to move for a divorce.”


There it was. He wanted me to drop the divorce. “Does Jennifer know you’re here?” I asked lightly.


“No. She’s at home with her mother. We’ve kept a close watch on her since Friday. She hasn’t been out of the house much except the other night when she came here to talk to you.”


I nodded. “So you came here to plead for me to take her back?”


“I’m hoping you’ll come to your senses,” he said. “She loves you.”


“If I didn’t love her, do you think I’d be in this much pain this week, Ted?” I asked him pointedly.


“No, I suppose not,” he admitted. “I’m not asking you to stop hurting or stop being angry, but dammit, don’t throw away your marriage. Take her back and work through it. That’s what a man does.”


“Thank you, Ted,” I said dully. “I needed another reminder that I’m not man enough for your daughter.”


“That’s not what I meant, Adam,” he chided me. “I’m asking you to think about your family.”


“Has Sylvie ever cheated on you, Ted?”


“No,” he admitted. “If she had, I’d have stayed with her though. It might have taken us years to put it behind us, but we would have tried.”


“Have you ever cheated on her?” I followed up.


“Once,” he admitted reluctantly. “It DID take us years to resolve it.”


“When she took you back, did she tell you what she’d do if you ever cheated again?”


He nodded. “It wasn’t pleasant,” he told me, not wanting to share.


“Jennifer cheated on me thousands of times with around 50 people over the past six years. I’m talking to her. We had a pleasant conversation last night without hurting each other unduly. Could you really endure that? Could you watch her having sex with everyone you considered a friend and not die inside?”


He put his head down. “I’m just asking you to try.”


“Your daughter asked me for something far more realistic last night,” I told him. “She wants us to stay friends after the divorce. She doesn’t want the divorce either, but she knows that our relationship was built on a lie. She was sleeping with my best friend before we went on our first date. If we ever have a chance to reconcile, we need to start over. We can’t dust off our marriage. It’s destroyed. All we can do is knock it over and hope that when the wreckage clears, we can do it right. Whether we become friends and each go on to separate futures or come back together, that’s really for us to decide and it’s not going to be a decision we can be pushed into.”


“You know,” he said, starting to get angry, “we’ve always treated you like a son.”


“Until Friday,” I finished for him. “As soon as you realized that we were at odds, it was time to think about family first and outsiders second. I’m not gonna get pissed off at you, but you made it clear that if one of us had to go down for this, you had Jennifer’s back. I was ‘Son’ while we were on the same page. As soon as there was a wall there, you made sure to let me know to include you in that wall too. You weren’t assholes about it, but you made it clear. You CALLED me Son, but she IS your daughter. Nothing wrong with that, but you could have chosen to let me know that you’d be there for both of us without choosing sides.”


“So that’s it?” he asked hotly. “You have one fight with her and you throw away your family? I really thought better of you.”


I sighed and got to my feet. “Come with me, Ted,” I said. I led him upstairs and sat him in front of my computer. I pointed to the video on my desktop. “That’s the video I took of Friday night. You need to watch that before you decide how to judge me.”


He looked at me irritably. “I have no desire to see that!” he snapped.


“NEITHER DID I!” I shouted at him. “If you want me to take her back, then at least have the fucking decency to see what you’re asking me to forgive. I’ll leave you in peace. It’s up to you whether you watch it or not. If you don’t, then you don’t have the right to ask me anything about my relationship.”


I left the room and a few minutes later, I heard the recording start. I could make out pieces of it, but I went out to the kitchen and started going through the fridge a little more loudly than I needed to. I didn’t feel like eating. Thanks for that, Ted. Instead, I started cleaning up around the house. I turned on the TV and found something mindless to drown out the sounds of my wife getting used by our whole circle of friends.


When it was over, he came downstairs and it was clear that he’d been crying. I poured him a drink and put it in his hand as I guided him back to the couch.


We didn’t speak. He just drank the scotch I’d poured him and stared at nothing. I understood. It had changed my world too. He finally came to his senses and looked at me. “I’m sorry,” he said.


“I’m sorry too,” I told him. “Neither of us should have seen that. Nothing I could have said would have made you understand what it was like.”


He sighed. “We don’t want to see you kids lose each other,” he said in despair.


“Could you have forgiven Sylvie if that had been her face? Her voice? Her body?”


“I ... I don’t know,” he admitted.


“I’m doing what I can, Ted,” I told him gently. “Right now, that means I talk to Jennifer and we go through the divorce. All the people there were my friends. They all betrayed me and I’m suing the shit out of them for their part in the divorce.”


“Jennifer mentioned that,” he said numbly. “There’s no way to fix this, is there?”


“Jennifer and I are both doing what we can to fix things, but that doesn’t mean we go back to what it was like before. What we had before was me working myself to death to keep me out of the way while she cheated on me like that every week for almost half of our marriage and to a lesser extent for the rest of the past six years.” I sighed. “Right now, we’re talking, being honest and clearing away the destruction so we can decide what we can build. Maybe a future, maybe friendship, maybe we put a headstone on it and walk away. I don’t have an answer. All I know is we’re both trying. She told me that she’d be willing to have me beat her every day for the rest of our lives if it helped me recover. She doesn’t expect us to get back together. She just asked me to consider punishing her instead of killing myself to get away from the pain.”


He nodded. The whole situation was patently awful. “What you said before, about us pushing you away for Jennifer...” he started and failed.


“It is what it is,” I said. “I’d hoped that you could be able to support both of us, but if you felt you had to choose sides, that’s the only choice you could make.”


We talked a little more and then he left when he was steady enough to drive. I checked the mail, made a can of soup, eating a little of it and refrigerating the rest for tomorrow.


Afterwards, I called Jennifer and talked to her a little about Christina and about her day. I didn’t make any mention of her father and I felt like that was the right thing to do. I asked if she’d seen her doctor since Friday and she told me that she had a session tomorrow right after lunch.


“Can I ask a favor, Adam?” she asked hopefully.


“You can ask,” I said agreeably.


“Can we ... Can you ... Shit! Okay, I’m just gonna say it. Mitch has been calling me. He wants to set up a party for Friday. I haven’t answered my phone, but he’s leaving messages. Can I come and spend the evening with you? I don’t mean for sex,” she assured me quickly. “I just ... When I’m with you, I’ll have the willpower to say no to him. If I’m alone, I don’t know. I ... I hate him Adam. I have for a long time. He just knows exactly what to say to get in my head and get me to say yes. He knows I’m sick and can’t turn him down. I need help to say no. I know I can do it if I’m with you. I SWEAR, I won’t touch you or even talk to you. I’ll bring a book and read in the corner. I just don’t want to be weak and I don’t know what else to do.”


“Okay, Jennifer,” I said. “You can come and spend the evening. I’ll probably invite Christina to come too.”


“Thank you!” she sobbed in relief. “He’s called three times today.”


“Save the messages,” I suggested. “Get the same app I use to record my calls. I bet that slows him down when you do that. Hell, call Grant and ask him if he can help you get a restraining order against him.” She wrote down the app name and promised to call Grant first thing in the morning.


I sighed and went to bed. I looked at the bed dubiously, but I’d already washed the sheets. I sighed. She was coming here tomorrow. I’d talk to Christina tomorrow and invite her. I got the sense that this was going to be my new normal for a little while.


The alarm woke me and I felt the deepest sense of gratitude to whatever force had let me sleep two nights in a row. I got showered, dressed and had some breakfast, packing another sandwich into my briefcase for the day. I was low on bread. I made a note to pick some up.


The whole day was exceptionally normal for me. We had six new people starting on Monday by the time the interviews were done. Today we catered Chinese for the staff, again in recognition of the hard work that we were asking of them. Henry and Collin were talking about an office party after we were able to get everything back to normal staffing levels and a little extra time off for those who had weathered the storm.


I called Jennifer during lunch and told her to come directly to the office when she was finished work and she could hang around while we finished up for the day.


“Are you sure?” she said uncertainly.


“Yes,” I told her. “There’s a couch in my office and that way you won’t be tempted to answer the phone if Mitch calls you.” She worked doing medical transcriptions so she was in a closed office at the hospital. He wouldn’t be able to drop by to bug her. “Just run to your car and get in without talking to him if he tries to talk to you. Scream if he touches you and come right here.”


“I don’t think he’ll come here,” she said hopefully. “Grant said that he’d send him the restraining order as soon as he got back from court.”


“Good,” I said. “I think we’ll be able to remove John Mitchell as a factor in our lives.”


“I hope so. I want to have a long talk with you about how he gets under my skin. If anyone should know what makes my resolve crumble, you deserve to.”


“We can talk about that tonight,” I promised.


When we hung up, I went and found Christina and told her about Jennifer coming for the evening. “I’d like it if you came too,” I told her. “I’m still a little unsure about being alone with her and she can help pack up the crafting stuff from that bedroom for part of the evening.”


She smiled. “You need me to protect you?” she asked knowingly.


“A little,” I admitted nervously. “I’m starting to feel a little more normal and I don’t want to have anything happen that might set me back into the spiral I was on.”


She nodded. “I was just teasing you a little. Of course I’ll be there. I need to know how to find the place anyway, right?”


I nodded and relaxed, giving her a grateful smile. “She’s going to stop by after she’s done to hang out here until we’re ready to go.”


She nodded and then we both went back to lunch. I’d eaten most of my sandwich and felt stuffed, while she was indulging in the Chinese food the partners were providing.


I was deep in a zone, working at a steady pace when the knock at the door startled me. I looked up and one of the girls was standing there. “There’s a woman looking for you,” she said lightly. I didn’t have a secretary or assistant. Roger had picked a male assistant.


I thanked her and got up to go to the door. There was Jennifer, looking uncertainly around the room. She’d been here before, but there had been a different attitude then. It had been more relaxed and laid back. People had been chatting and there was a general attitude that things were in no hurry.


Now there was an energy in the air. People looked up and smiled, but most of them just went back to what they were doing. It was a busy office on a busy day.


I welcomed her and led her back to my office where they’d had Roger’s nameplate removed by building maintenance yesterday and a new plate added this morning. She paused to look at it. She touched the letters and smiled.


“You got your promotion!” she said with delight. “I’m glad that turned out right for you at least.”


I smiled and led her inside. “Thanks,” I said. “Roger offered me his share of the company as part of his settlement offer. We sign the papers on Monday. Until then, I’m just squatting in his office.”


She nodded and looked around. “It’s nice,” she commented and went over to the couch, pulling a book from her purse and curling up.


I chuckled and got back to work for a while. I caught her stealing glances at me and finally sat back and took a break so we could talk. “You keep looking over here,” I let her know that I’d noticed. “Do I look better or worse?” I asked.


She put her book down and looked at me. “You’re still terribly thin,” she said, “but your color is starting to return and your eyes don’t look quite so haunted. You look better than you did, but you have some weight that you need to put back on.”


I nodded and told her that I’d started sleeping better since the lawsuits got served and that I was able to eat a little now.


She nodded and said she was glad. “Mitch called again while I was with my doctor,” she told me, bringing up the topic of her therapy and Mitch.”


“Did he leave a message?” I asked.


She nodded. “I’ll play the messages for you tonight,” she promised. “My doctor and I talked a lot about what happened and where to go from here. She’s hoping that I can start building a more honest relationship with you, whether it’s as friends or we can find a way to build a new future together. She asked me what you knew and what you’d seen. I think she’d like to meet you and see if she can explain some of what my problem is.”


I nodded. “I’m willing to meet her,” I said gently. “Did she give you any good advice today about what’s been happening and how to handle it?”


“To be honest with you about what I want, what I need and what you would need to do to protect me if we DO build a future together.”


I nodded. “I think that’s a good idea. I wish she’d known you when we first met.”


She nodded and we went back to our separate projects for a little while, until she looked up at me suddenly, her book forgotten again. “Have you decided whether you’re going to go after Christina or not?”


I paused, saving my work and looking at her amused. “Not really. I told her what you said about spending her Friday night here and she said you weren’t wrong. I asked her to move into the house at the start of the week.”


She closed her book and perked up at that news. “Really?!” she asked excited. “Is she going to?”


I nodded. “On Monday, we were in a situation where she was going to leave the firm, I was already fired and she was probably going to have to leave town if she didn’t find a new job soon. I offered her your craft room for a bedroom.”


She grimaced and I thought it was the disruption to her quilting. “ADAM!” she said, exasperated. “You have a king-sized bed, a half-empty dresser and a walk-in closet that you barely use. Move her in there and ask her to be your cuddle-buddy,” she told me like it was the most obvious thing in the world.


I chuckled and shook my head. “I don’t think she’s ready for that jump yet,” I scoffed lightly. “Besides, doesn’t that represent a wrinkle to the plan to build a future between you and me?”


She shrugged. “I’m a nympho,” she pointed out with a laugh. “I’d crawl in with both of you without hesitation.”


I nodded. “Well that’s assuming that she’s interested in moving into my room and assumes that she’s open to sex with another woman and that she’s attracted to you.”


She shrugged. “Bisexual girls are pretty common,” she said lightly. “We can probably find out pretty easily though.”


“Let’s just work on friends first and then we’ll see if there’s some attraction there?” I suggested and she giggled.


“Okay,” she agreed.


It was good to have the conversation come easily for us. It hadn’t for a long time. She returned to her book and I dug into my work for another couple of hours. I’d been glancing at the clock and seen that it was 5:30 when Jennifer’s phone rang.


“It’s him,” she said, her face turning pale. “Tell me what to do!”


“It’s okay,” I told her calmly and went to close the door over. “Put it on speaker and immediately tell him you’re recording all your calls now. Then ask for consent to record the call.”


She nodded and put it on speaker. “Hello, John. Before you say anything, I’ve started recording all my calls. Do you want to end the call now or do you agree to be recorded?”


“Since when?” John’s voice blurted out.


“So I take it then that you’re okay being recorded?” she pushed.


“Whatever,” he said. “Be ready at 7 and be out front.”


“I’m not going,” she said. “After last week, did you really think I was going to your house ever again?”


“You’re gonna pretend to be the good wife?” he laughed. “We both know you’re a slut. You love the action. Even now, you can feel yourself getting wet. You can’t help it.”


“John, you’ve known I’ve been sick for a long time and you’ve managed to use that knowledge to use me as your sex slave for the last six years. It’s over. Stop calling me. Now that Adam knows, you can’t even use the threat of telling him to get me to listen to you any more. You’ve ruined my life and Adam’s and a lot of other people’s lives by dragging them into this. Rob’s probably going to shoot himself or do something stupid to get himself arrested within a month, God only knows how many people are getting divorces, ME included, Roger lost his company and all the people that worked for him that’ll be hanging around your basement tonight lost their jobs too. So, no. I’m not coming to your house ever again. If you need someone to fuck and suck your party guests, you do it! For the record, Mitch, of all the men I’ve had sex with, the best thing about sex with you was Mona. I hope Adam leaves you with nothing at the end of his lawsuit and I’m going to testify when it goes to court. Don’t ever call me again. If you ever considered Adam your friend, you’d settle the lawsuit for what he wants, then you’d write a long apology and light yourself on fire in that game room that you have in the basement. I hate you and I hope you die.”


She was seething and snarling into the phone and she hung up on him before he could get a word in edgewise.


I went to sit with her while she cried and shook in the wake of that call. I held her and she trembled, clinging to me as she wept.


Her phone rang and I picked it up. It was Mitch. She looked at the screen and hit the speakerphone button, letting me hold the phone.


He started as soon as the call connected. “Listen, you fucking whore, you belong to ME. If your husband has a problem with that, he can come here and try to take you from me. You’ll be here at seven or I’ll beat your slut-ass so bad you won’t be able to go out in public for a week. Got it?!!?”


Her head whipped around and she snarled. “Don’t you threaten ME, you piece of shit!” she growled back at him. “You don’t have the BALLS to put your hands on me again. You’re WIFE is a better man than you’ll ever be.”


“Alright, whore!” he rasped, obviously trying not to scream into the phone. “You have your orders. You be here at seven. No one’s coming to pick you up. You get your ass here and be fucking on time. You’ve already earned a beating to remember. If you’re late, you get one you might not live through.”


I was stroking her hair and just being a comforting presence. “I’m not coming, John. I told you that and I told you to stop calling. I guess you’ll just have to beat yourself instead.”


She hung up on him and looked at me, scared. “What am I gonna do?” she whispered, her anger fading like smoke.


“Exactly what you just did,” I told her. “I’m proud of how you handled that. Now let me hurt John a little more.”


“How?” she asked.


I took my phone and called Mona. “Mona, are you at home?” I asked when she answered.


“I was on my way home,” she said. “What’s wrong? Is everything okay?”


“No. I would say that your house is probably the least safe place for you right now. I had Jennifer install the same recording app on her phone that I use. I need to play you a pair of conversations she just recorded.” I put her on speaker and played both conversations for her before I handed Jennifer’s phone back to her. “I think if you’re on hand at one minute past seven, he’ll give YOU that beating when Jennifer isn’t there to take it and then throw you to the wolves to be tonight’s entertainment. God knows there’s no reason for me to warn you to protect yourself after what you helped him do to her, but I figured I’d just heap a little more onto the pile of things you owe me for and it’ll probably hurt John a little more if you come to your senses and leave him to face all that needy cock by himself.”


“He wouldn’t!” she whispered in horror.


“Really?” I asked as if that surprised me. “A week ago, that’s exactly what I would have said if someone told me that he was fucking my wife. How often does he threaten to hurt her when she doesn’t want to give him what he wants.”


“About once a month,” she said, stunned. “He’s never been that angry before though. He never MEANT it ... I didn’t think he meant it.”


“Jennifer obviously did. He’s been threatening her and blackmailing her with the thought of him telling me what’s been going on and I caught the implied threat of me coming there and TRYING to take her back from him. She hates him and she’s afraid of him. What do you think he’ll do when he has fifty guests and no pussy to offer them? Rob’s unhinged enough that if I’d answered my door last night, I think he might have shot me. He’ll be there tonight, looking to punish someone. Most of those guys have already been thrown out of their houses, so that party’s going to go a lot longer and harder for whatever unlucky girl they get into that basement tonight.”


That’s when Jennifer’s phone rang again. “It’s him, again,” she confirmed.


“You want to hear your husband live?” I asked Mona. “Just listen quietly. Agreed?”


“Yeah,” she said quietly and I nodded to Jennifer as the two of us sat on the couch.


“Alright, slut!” John hissed into the phone. “One more chance to play nice. You be here at seven. If you’re late, me and the boys will come looking for you and when we find you, you’ll wish you’d never been born! If we have to go looking for you, I’m gonna punish you like that one time in college. Remember that? You couldn’t WALK for a week and told everyone you had the flu. You learned your lesson about telling me no that night. Tonight’s your second lesson. You be in that game room naked and ready and maybe you’ll be able to walk in a week and not a month.”


“I’m not coming, John,” Jennifer said and I could hear the fear in her voice. “If you come near me, I’ll call the police.”


He laughed at that. “Your word against mine. I’ve got twenty witnesses that watched you ASK for it. ‘She’s a bondage slut, Officer. She was yelling for him to hit her harder all night.’ Who do you think they’ll believe? A whore, or Seattle’s next Mayor?”


“You forgot,” she said, her voice a little more firm. “I told you two calls ago that my phone records ALL my calls. You’re not going to be the next Mayor and no matter what you threaten me with, I’m never going to be a whore for you again.”


“You BITCH! You bring me that phone right fucking now, or I’ll KILL you and dump what’s left on Adam’s doorstep!” he screamed, realizing that he’d just killed his own political career. “WHERE ARE YOU?!!?”


“I think it’s time for us to call the police, the newspapers and Councilwoman Meyer. I’m sure they’ll ALL be interested in the threats you’ve made,” I said, speaking up for the first time. “I think you might want to cancel the party for tonight,” I told him lightly, “and I’d cancel the reservations for the victory party on election night, if I were you.”


I reached over and picked up my desk phone, dialing 911 while both cellphones were still recording.


“911. What is your emergency?” came the crisp reply.


“Yes, my name is Adam Dean. I need police protection for myself and my wife. She’s just received death threats by phone. I also need to be assured that Officer Robert Gale is NOT given this call as he is indirectly involved.”


She asked for details and I told her that John Mitchell had been harassing my wife all day and the calls had turned abusive and threatening. That she’d added an app that recorded her calls and that he’d been made aware that the conversations were recorded, that he’d threatened to kill her when she reminded him of that and Mr. Mitchell had a gun collection and may have guessed where we were. I gave her the address and the floor number and she dispatched police.


Jennifer had hung up on John and was talking to Mona, who was distraught at what she’d heard and didn’t know what to do. “Tell her to come here,” I told her and repeated the address for her. She did and then I passed the 911 dispatcher to her while I went to talk to the other partners and let them know why there were police on the way. We moved to the conference room and I went to the elevators to wait for the cops. When they arrived, we played them the recordings and made copies for them. I also sent a copy to Grant really quickly while we were doing that.


The cops took our statements and then assured me that they’d talk to John.


Mona had arrived while we were talking to the cops and they included her statement since she was on the phone to witness her husband’s behavior.


Christina had given me some curious looks and I’d nodded for her to join us once they left.


Once the four of us were settled in my office, I made introductions and then called Grant. “Have you had a chance to listen to what I sent you?” I asked.


“Just finished the third one,” he said. “Well, the restraining order was going out this afternoon anyway. Now he might spend a little time in jail.”


“I want you to do something for me,” I told him. “Release it all to the press. There’s got to be some great shots of Mitch that you can crop so that Jennifer’s identity is protected. Release them and the recordings to his opponent and the press.”


“I’d rather you do that for legal reasons,” he said. “I DID take the liberty of pulling several stills of the most prominent people there, including Rob. The recordings, calling her a sex slave are going to end a lot of careers if you release them.”


“When can I pick up the press release?” I asked, looking at the three ladies as we talked.


“By the time you get here, I’ll have a dozen copies. I just need to burn it to disk.”


“I think Mona might be in need of a divorce attorney after what she heard today. Do you know anyone that might be willing to help her take her husband to the cleaner’s?” I asked coyly, looking at Mona’s ashen face.


“Oh, Honey!” he exclaimed. “You bring me the sweetest presents, but you’ll never make me a bride,” he sighed in mock-disappointment. “At least tell me you love me for my body.”


“You know I’m only interested in your mind, Grant,” I told him. “You know. I respect you as a person and value your individuality and cherish your creative spirit and ... I forget.”


He laughed and we hung up.


I explained things to Christina and noticed that the three of them were talking quite pleasantly while I’d been talking to Grant.


“Mona, I think that if you decided this was a side of Rob that you couldn’t live with, Grant would be very happy to reach across the negotiation table and get you the fillings from his teeth.”


She nodded. “I had no idea he was like that. I didn’t know he’d hurt Jennie back in college. Adam, you have to believe that if I knew she wasn’t completely willing, I’d have told you. I thought ... I never knew he was forcing her.”


I nodded. “Grant’s also giving us information packets to make sure that Mitch gets to be mayor over my dead body. We can deliver them to the Councilwoman in person if we get to campaign headquarters quickly.”


Jennifer had a determined look, Christina looked interested and Mona looked sick, but all three nodded. We took Mona’s SUV since it was roomier for all of us and stopped at Grant’s office. He met me in the front office and handed me a stack of DVDs in sleeves. “Go get him!” he grinned and blew me a kiss. “I’m going home and record the news for the next few days.”


I called Councilwoman Meyer’s campaign office and asked for a meeting with her. I got a little flack until I identified myself as the person who had confronted her opponent at the rally on Wednesday and wanted to be of service to her campaign. THAT got some traction. Apparently the Councilwoman was very interested in what that had been about.


When we arrived, the four of us were led into a conference room and offered drinks while we settled. A few minutes later, we were joined by our host. “Janice Meyer,” she said, shaking hands and then did a double-take when she recognized Mona.


“I’m quite surprised to see you at this meeting, Mrs. Mitchell,” she said uncertainly. “I was led to believe that this meeting was to assist our election efforts.”


She nodded. “My husband has turned out to be someone I don’t think I can support any more,” she said quietly.


“Perhaps I can help,” I said, rescuing her. “Do you have a laptop we can use?”


She nodded and had one brought in and connected to the TV on the wall. I took it and inserted the first disk we’d brought. I brought up the images and highlighted for her John’s participation in the defilement of my wife, the number of participants and the circumstances, playing the three phone conversations from today in sequence.


“We carefully selected images that wouldn’t show her face specifically to try to protect her identity. As you can see, my wife is blonde and Mrs. Mitchell is a brunette. Mr. Mitchell specifically talks about using beatings and blackmail to obtain her cooperation and has for several years.”


She looked shocked. “This is disgusting!” she gasped at the things we told her.


“We all agree,” I told her. “That is why I confronted him on Wednesday and why we’ve decided to turn the information over to you to release to the media. We figured you’d know how to get it out there quicker and harder than we would.”


“How is it that he was able to get away with this for so long?”


“My wife suffers from Nymphomania. She has a great deal of difficulty refusing sexual advances. Mr. Mitchell knew that and exploited it and used threats and violence when he wasn’t able to coerce her compliance. I just found out about this past week. We’re all trying to deal with it, but John’s intent that her defilement continue, so I decided to release the information I had.”


“Were the pictures obtained legally?” she asked.


“I took them in a public area at a party I was invited to, but was expected to be unable to attend,” I confirmed for her. “That’s the inside of Mr. Mitchell’s game room.”


“He’s telling the truth,” Mona told her. “I spoke with him when he came up from the basement where they were taken. I was aware of what Jennie was doing, but never knew that my husband was beating her and blackmailing her. I knew he talked about it, but I thought it was like a bondage game. I never knew it was worse.”


She nodded and she offered her sympathy on our pain. She promised to get the disks out to the media and that her door was always open if any of us needed anything. She particularly took care to thank Mona.


“I had thought that your husband was a man worthy of respect,” she said gently. “I’m sorry to find out that he’s not and terribly sorry you had to find out too.”


“Thanks,” she said with a sad smile.


When we got out to the truck, we decided to go to a restaurant for dinner since I had limited options at home. We picked a buffet since it offered options and we all made different selections. I took a small piece of steak, three shrimp, a small salad and some steamed rice. I was slowly building up to eating a full meal and the plate I’d picked was the largest feast of my week. Jennifer and Christina had relatively normal appetites, but Mona’s was closer to my plate.


She was the first one to join me back at the table and she looked at me with troubled eyes. I gave her a small smile and gave her hand a squeeze. “It’ll be okay,” I told her. “Just concentrate on staying above water for now.”


She nodded and took my hand gratefully, squeezing it back before picking at her plate. I kept an eye on how much she was eating and she was doing okay. We were all watching the clock and at seven, Jennifer’s phone rang.


“It’s him?” I asked and she nodded. I looked around and nodded. We were here late and we were in a quiet area of the restaurant by ourselves. “Just turn down the volume some so his ranting doesn’t disturb anyone else.”


She set the phone to a manageable volume and hit speakerphone as we all clustered around.


“Alright, BITCH!” he exploded. “Now you’re gonna get it! When I get through with you, you’ll wish you’d shown up for the beating. After I beat you half to death, I’m gonna take your precious Adam and I’m gonna make him BEG me to hurt him instead and then I’m gonna make you watch while I cut him up into dog food and he’ll THANK me for not doing it to you. Maybe if you whimper REAL good, I’ll kill you quick! Get your whore ass in gear and be here in ten minutes.”


“John,” I said calmly. “I don’t think you’ll be getting any more company from my wife. However, there IS good news. We hand delivered copies of the three phone calls you made and selected shots I took at last Friday’s party. Councilwoman Meyer was so grateful to receive them that she promised to share them with some friends of hers at The Times, some of the TV and radio stations and possibly a few bloggers too. I’m sure some of them will be thrilled at the chance to see your game room.”


“YOU SON OF A BITCH!” he screamed. “When I get my hands on you, I’m gonna kill you with my bare hands!”


“John,” I said to get his attention. “If you come to my house, I’m gonna shoot you. I probably won’t shoot to kill, but I’ll bet my Desert Eagle will blow your leg clean off if I hit you in the knee with it. Just settle the suit and withdraw from the election. You might be able to salvage your dignity. Then again, I hear that there was talk that they were going to crop Jennifer out of the pictures so it’s just the guys. That might get you gay voter support.”


It turns out that was not a comforting thought to John. He started ranting and raving and screaming up a storm. “Now, John, I know your memory isn’t what it used to be, but I should remind you again, Jennifer’s told you she records her calls now. Would you like to continue talking about how you’re going to kill us or are you suddenly in favor of taking a little time-out to calm down?”


“I’ll get you for this, if it’s the last thing I do,” he said, his voice trembling with a rage I hadn’t known existed beneath the surface.


Mona looked disgusted, but far from shrinking down in her seat and letting this go, she leaned in. “John,” she said into the phone, getting his attention.


“What the fuck are YOU doing with them?” he blurted out.


“We decided that after I settle the lawsuit with Adam, part of my apology should be that I be his sex slave to make up for the way you used Jennifer. Of course, we’ll make sure to wait until after the divorce is final so you can’t use that as a defense when I take you to the cleaners. Adam won’t have to beat me though or force me or threaten me ... and I don’t think six years is going to cut it, since I owe him interest on how much time I’ve waited to start paying him back. I think he deserves some sort of penalty too since you did some pretty terrible things to Jennifer while she was forced to submit to you against her will. You don’t mind though. You’ll sign all the papers and turn me over to Adam like a good little cuckold, won’t you, John.”


“I’ll see you in HELL first!” he bellowed. “You belong to me!”


“Not any more,” she said smugly. “Jennie’s right, the best thing about sex with you was me. Now that you don’t have either of us, you should run downstairs and start entertaining your guests. I think the Ruby Red lipstick would be your best color and the Astroglide is in your nightstand where you keep hoping I’ll let you fuck my ass. That’s my last cherry and I’m letting Adam have it as part of my penalty. Maybe if you’re really good in prison, we’ll send you some pictures of the rest of what we do.”


“You fucking bitch! I’ll fucking kill you! You’re DEAD! All three of you!”


“What about me?” Christina asked playfully. “Aren’t you going to kill me too?” She giggled.


“Who the fuck is that?”


“I’m Christina. I helped Adam get through his work last Friday so he could go to the party,” she supplied sweetly. “I guess that means this is all my fault. Oops!”


The four of us chuckled at that and the laughter set him off more. He ranted and raved and we laughed louder until he roared in rage and then the line went dead as he obviously did something to break the phone.


That did wonders for Mona’s mood and she heaped up her plate for round 2. I went for a little more and also grabbed a slice of pie for dessert. After that, we got a little peace and quiet and decided to pick up the cars. When we got back to the house, I had Mona and Christina park in the garage and Jennifer and I parked in the driveway. I took the garage door opener out of my car and brought it in just to be on the safe side. I locked the garage bays and then went to the basement to make sure we were armed before it became an emergency. I handed Jennifer her shotgun and a second one to Mona. I had my Desert Eagle and a revolver for Jennifer. We’d been told there’d be increased police patrols in the neighborhood, but that was no guarantee. I had thick woods on three sides of the house.


“I don’t think he’ll show up, but if he does, I want to make sure that we don’t have to scramble. I’d have gotten you a gun, Chris, but I don’t know if you’ve ever even held one.” They nodded and the four of us sat down to chat. It turns out that Christina hadn’t held a gun, so the three of us kept them for ourselves. We spent the evening without any sign of John or anyone else. About 10PM, I went to get the trail cams and swap out the memory cards so I wouldn’t have to remove them. They’d let us know if anyone came by while we slept.


We chatted and watched the late news which led with a “bizarre development in the city’s mayoral race” and they highlighted Mitch and friends in the photos. They played clips of Mitch ranting that he’d kill Jennifer, talking about beating her so bad she was bed-ridden while in college. They ended the report by saying that Mr. Mitchell had been unavailable for comment. That made us laugh because we knew he’d broken his phone.


We finally decided that we were all tired. Christina said she could make it back to her apartment, but I told her I worried about her since several of the people she’d worked with might have an idea where she lived. She thought about that, both of us aware that the head of human resources had been part of the purge. That got her to agree to stay the night.


We realized that beds were in short supply. Jennifer’s parents lived in town and so did most of our friends, so we’d had no need for a guest room.


“Look, we’re all adults here,” I said. “Given the events of the past seven days, sex is not really on my mind. I don’t imagine I’m the only one that’s not feeling kinky tonight, so let’s just pile in and get some sleep. Our bed is plenty big since I’ve lost as much weight as I have.”


They nodded and Jennifer called her parents to let them know she was staying here so they wouldn’t worry. We went upstairs and I got changed into some shorts and a t-shirt in the bathroom. When I came out, the three of them were wearing my t-shirts and not much else. Christina went to use the bathroom and Jennifer looked at me.


“Adam, lose the shirt. I want to see how much weight you’ve lost,” she said.


I sighed and pulled the shirt over my head. She looked pained and came to trace my ribs. I was starting to pull back from what I’d dropped to, but I was still ghastly thin. She took the shirt from me and led me to the bed, urging me to get in the middle. When she had me settled, Christina came out of the bathroom and looked at the three of us, hopping in and curling up with me while Jennifer took her turn to get ready for bed. In the end, I ended up spooned against Christina’s back with Jennifer curled up against mine and Mona curled up with her.


I think the four of us felt safe because we all drifted off in no time.


Chapter 6


When I woke up the next morning, I could feel warmth all around me. I let myself drift, savoring that feeling between awake and asleep, not wanting to give up the feeling of contentment that had surrounded me this morning. It was peaceful here like this.


I felt a hand covering mine and pressing it more firmly holding it against what I was holding. Wait ... What WAS I holding?


That question popped the bubble and I slowly started to move toward consciousness, stirring and becoming more aware of what was going on around me. I opened my eyes and blinked a few times to focus them. Christina was looking at me over her shoulder with a small smile on her face. I returned it and she squeezed my hand, causing it to squeeze her breast. Sometime in the night, my hand had found it’s way under her shirt and was softly massaging her breast while we slept. She was obviously okay with that, from the smile on her face and the fact that her hand was pressing me more firmly against her.


I pulled her back against me more and slipped my other arm under her to hold her, settling back down and making a soft contented sound. She curled up with me and guided my other hand to her neglected breast. Who was I to argue. We drifted in contentment for a while until she sighed and whispered that she had to go to the bathroom. I gave her neck a kiss and let her breasts go so she could sneak off to answer the call of nature.


“You looked very comfortable,” Jennifer whispered in my ear, making me start. I hadn’t known she was awake. That made her giggle a little and she wrapped her arms around me from behind. “I told you she’d move in here.”


I smiled over my shoulder at her. “Any more predictions?” I asked softly.


“I think you’re in for a very interesting week ahead,” she said and leaned over to give me a quick peck on the lips. “I love you, Adam. I’m sorry I hurt you and I’ll spend the rest of my life making it up to you.” She said it without anguish, without distress. It was whispered with affection and regret, but also with determination to see it through. “We still have to have a long talk about the things John used to say to make me say yes when I should have said no. I want you to have the keys to those locks. You deserve them.”


I nodded. I wasn’t sure I wanted to know what John could say that would melt her resolve like that, but she wanted to share that with me. I supposed I agreed when she said I deserved them.


I heard Mona yawn and stretch behind her and I knew that we were probably not going back to sleep. I didn’t want to get out of bed though. When Christina came out of the bathroom, scratching her neck lazily, I held my hand out to her, inviting her back to bed. She grinned at me and stripped off her shirt before burrowing back under the covers with us. She turned and planted her sexy little butt on my crotch before deliberately putting my hands back on her breasts.


“So what are your plans for me now that you’ve lured me to your bed?” she asked sweetly, wriggling against me.


“I think that staying here like this until we get hungry, restless or curious about the rest of the world sounds like a good idea,” I said softly.


“Oh no!” she scolded me. “We are NOT waiting until YOU get hungry to move. Your stomach is the size of a walnut now.”


That got some giggles from behind me.


“You should fuck her,” Jennifer whispered in my ear. I knew Christina could hear, but I don’t think Jennifer was trying to keep it a secret, just trying not to break the mood.


I looked over my shoulder at her. “Why are you pushing that?” I asked her. Like her previous words to me, I was calm, but this was troubling.


“Because you both want it,” she said and then bit her lip and shrugged. “To give you a little sense of revenge for what I did. You’d have to live a long life to make us even, but you can take little bits of revenge here and there without making either of us miserable.”


“It would hurt you to see me and Christina have sex?” I asked. “You gave me the impression that it would excite you when you brought it up, that you’d crawl into bed with us.”


“That’s true and we ARE in bed together,” she pointed out. “I ... I want this,” she said. “It’s not about hurting me or even really about the two of you wanting each other. I know you, Adam. What I did ... I tried to tell myself that it was no different than playing a sport with other people or going to the gym. It was physical and fun, but there was no feeling behind it. When you died inside last week ... I realized there WAS feeling behind what we were doing: YOUR feelings, not mine. For me, it was just physical. To you, it broke your heart. I looked at the pictures Mona sent me and I was frantic. I knew that you were telling us the truth when you said we’d destroyed your will to live. If you don’t find it again, you WILL end up killing yourself. Not all at once, but you’ll bury yourself in work and each deadline will consume a little more of you until malnutrition and hypertension give you a massive heart attack at forty.”


Mona and Christina were both listening, but weren’t adding to the conversation beyond their presence. Christina was stroking my arm while I gently cupped her breasts, looking up at me with an unreadable look as we talked.


“You need a little reminder that sex can be beautiful and clean and mean something again,” she said sadly. “I broke that and I’ll be ashamed of that for the rest of my life. I need to help fix it. I can’t be the one to do it though. I’m just a slut. I’m YOUR slut for the rest of my life, but still a slut. She’s not though. She cares about you and you care about her. Make love to her.”


Christina gripped my arm to get my attention and smiled at me. “Listen to your wife, Adam. Don’t do it to punish her though. Do it because you need the ego boost, because it’s a thrill, because I want it, because you want it and because it’s probably the kinkiest thing you’ve ever done.”


I looked at her skeptically. “You think I’ve never done anything kinky before?”


She shrugged. “Have you ever done anything as kinky as fucking your intern while your wife whispers in your ear?” she asked with a chuckle.


“No,” I admitted. “This is a new plateau.”


“And it’s only the beginning,” she promised with Jennifer and Mona offering their agreement.


I nodded a little and started kissing Christina’s neck, making her sigh contentedly and move against me, making me remember a little what it was like to feel the touch of a woman. Her bare back against my chest was driving me to thoughts I’d never thought I’d have again and I was starting to feel more alive, more like myself.


I massaged her tits more firmly, feeling her nipples against my palms as I nibbled on her neck and her ear. She cooed agreeably and I knew that she was up for whatever was coming. I felt the bed shift and then saw Jennifer’s t-shirt fly across the room before she pressed her naked breasts against my back, taking the opportunity to kiss my neck and whisper encouragement in my ear.


I suddenly felt hands against my back, cupping Jennifer’s breasts even as she was rubbing them against me and I knew they belonged to Mona. This was a kinky turn of events. I had my hands all over my extremely sexy co-worker and my wife was whispering to her while my former friend’s wife felt her up, the four of us layered together in bed. I wish Mitch could see us. His head would explode.


I left them to their fun and leaned over Christina’s shoulder, kissing along her cheek, seeking out her mouth. She got the hint and turned her head, kissing me deeply while I kneaded her perfect tits in my hands. I started plucking at the nipples, pinching and tugging them while we kissed. Her tongue and mine dueled while my wife licked at my ear, telling me that she wanted to watch me take her and then she was whispering some of the things she wanted me to do to her.


“Grab me by the hair and push my face into her pussy,” she told me. “You don’t have to force me, but I want you to. I want you to make me eat your cum out of her.”


My cock was lurching against Christina’s ass and the combination of her body, my wife’s words and the power rush that I’d had since Wednesday was starting to awaken that part of my identity. I moaned into Christina’s mouth and she moaned into mine. She plucked my hand off her breast and then pushed it between her thighs, letting me feel the incredible heat from her pussy as she ground her sex against my fingers. I stroked her through her panties and loved the way her hips rolled, grinding her ass against my cock as she writhed from my fingers playing with her pussy.


I felt hands pushing my shorts down, careful about slipping them over my erection and then I was naked, sandwiched between my wife and this beautiful girl that I was just getting to know. She was stroking my arm while I played with her lips and then she was pushing her panties down. I pulled my fingers away long enough for her to get them down her legs and then she pulled up her knees so she could get them completely off. She tossed them onto the floor and when she put her legs down, I found my cock pressed against her taut ass.


She made an approving sound and wriggled against me, shifting a little and lifting her leg. Suddenly I felt hands on my length as Christina reached down to reposition me between her legs and met Jennifer’s hands moving to do the same thing. I chuckled as they both stiffened at the unexpected surprise and went back to playing with Christina’s tits while she shook hands with my wife.


Between the two of them, they got me where they wanted me to be and Christina looked up at me. “Push,” she said softly. “I’m safe and on the needle still.”


I nodded and moved my hips forward, gasping as I felt the head of my cock pushing into her folds for the first time. To reiterate, this was my first sex in the past two months and more. With the hours I’d been working, I came home too tired for sex. It was like tasting something I hadn’t eaten since childhood, the reality of it being good enough, but the awakened memories enhancing it tenfold. I’d pushed sex out of my life for work and then out of despair when I found out the truth. Now I was remembering all the joy that it brought as I experienced it again for the first time.


It took me several thrusts to get all the way into her as we coupled gently, me spooned against her back. I was touching her everywhere, kissing every inch of her that I could reach as I whispered to her how much I wanted her and how good this felt.


She groaned and rocked back against me, telling me that it was as good for her as it was for me. I reached down and played with her clit while we fucked ... no, we weren’t fucking. We were making love. She looked up at me and when our eyes met, I knew she felt it too. She pursed her lips and I gave her the deepest, most loving kiss I could. She moaned into my mouth and we joined completely.


Jennifer was still whispering encouragement to both of us and running her hands all over the two of us. I noticed one of Mona’s hands had moved south and she’d started her own commentary on our love-making, telling us how hot we looked as she slowly played with Jennifer’s pussy. Jennifer wasn’t being shy about touching us and Christina didn’t seem to mind it when she reached over me to take one of her breasts in her hand, playing with the nipple while my hand was busy stroking her clit.


“Take my place,” she said suddenly and sat up, pushing the covers down. She moved out from behind me and I felt Mona pressing up against me from behind. Her bare breasts were pressed into my back and hands started to move over my shoulders and sides, stroking my skin softly.


“You remember when I told John that I’d wait until the divorce was final before we started to fuck?” she said loud enough for both Christina and I to hear her. “I lied,” she purred. “It only seems fair that you get to fuck his wife behind his back.”


That got a chuckle out of all of us. Meanwhile, Jennifer had moved down the bed and gotten between our legs, starting to lick and suck on my balls and Christina’s pussy while we moved together, making both of us shudder in pleasure.


“I’m not gonna last much longer!” I warned Christina softly. It had been too long and I was holding out as long as I could, but I was running out of road before I reached my orgasm.


“Cum for me, Adam!” she whispered, her own voice sounding strained as she felt my cock inside her and Jennifer’s tongue whipping over her pearl, trying to get us to cum together.


I groaned and clutched her close as I came and came and it felt like it went on forever, pumping months of frustration and suppressed urges into her tight pussy. I held her close as I started to tremble. I could feel Jennifer licking my shaft clean even as I was starting to shrivel and withdraw from Christina’s folds. Jennifer licked us both clean, her tongue greedily lapping up any trace of our union like it was ambrosia.


She was enjoying her task and from Christina’s moans, she was enjoying it too. I closed my eyes and it suddenly hit me in the moment of post-coital introspection. This was what my life was reduced to now. My wife was a self-professed slut, possessed by everyone I knew except me, my friends and relationships were destroyed, I needed guns just to feel safe in my house and all I could do was hurt the people that had done this to me. It crashed in on me and the trembling that had started after my orgasm had past intensified as I skidded into the wall emotionally.


“Adam?” Mona’s voice said with some concern. Christina and Jennifer were both too distracted to notice me at the moment. She pulled me into her arms and I didn’t have the strength left to fight her even if I’d wanted to. I’d never been particularly athletic and working in an office hadn’t helped. This past week had robbed me of a lot of that even and now, she pulled me from Christina’s back and turned me into her embrace while sobs wracked me. I could feel her arms around me and it felt ... safe, like when I was a child and my mother hugged me after I skinned my knee.


My head spun, the events of this past week dragging me under, now that the dam had broken. I’d held myself together with the purpose of punishing everyone for hurting me. Jobs were lost, marriages ended, Mitch’s political career was in ruins, Jennifer would carry the shame to her dying day. They were punished. Everyone got their measure of suffering for it. Why didn’t I feel better? Why did it still feel so awful? Wasn’t there anything I could do to make this pain go away?


I sobbed and cried, my head awash in the awful things I’d seen and heard and done and was held in comforting arms while I screamed out my loss. It seemed to go on forever, but slowly, I calmed. I was still trembling in Mona’s arms, but I could feel someone else holding me from behind.


They must have thought that I’d drifted off to sleep because they started talking in whispers.


“What do we do, Jennie?” Mona asked her, anguished. “I had no idea we’d done this much damage! How could we have fooled ourselves into thinking it was okay?”


“My therapist suggested this might happen,” Jennifer replied sadly. “I talked to her about it yesterday. She said that when he does have sex again, he may break down some. She told me to call her if it was extreme. I think we should talk to her. I have her emergency number. I’ll call her when he wakes up and we can get him in to see her.” I felt her fingers combing through my hair from behind. “Oh, my poor Adam. I wish I’d told you all those years ago. You would have taken me across the country to protect me from Mitch.”


“If I’d known he beat you in college, I’d have gone with you,” Mona said with a shudder. “This past week has been a nightmare!”


“You said it,” Christina said softly. One of them pulled the blanket up over us again. She must have been curled in behind Jennifer. “He went from working himself to death, to getting fired to making Partner in less than a week. He’s dropped like 30 pounds since last week between throwing up, not eating and not sleeping. He went from happily married to completely alone to being in bed with three women. He hasn’t had a lot of time to adjust. Normally I’d be dismayed that a man cried right after sex with me, but ... I guess it shows he still cares. A week like this could easily have made him a Criminal Minds episode.”


The three of them agreed with that thought.


“The only good part of that would have been that he would have gone and put Mitch and a few of the others out of our misery,” Mona said angrily. “I still can’t believe he beat you back in college.”


I felt Jennifer nod. “He had a golf putter with no head on it,” she said quietly. “He tied me to my own bed and used it on me all night after the first time I told him it was over. That was when Adam and I first started dating seriously.”


“That was the only time he did that?” Mona asked.


“No,” Jennifer laughed. “It was the worst, by far, but when I got engaged to Adam and told him I was done, there was another one. I had to tell Adam I’d fallen down some stairs at work. I broke the heel off one of my shoes to show him, so he wouldn’t catch on. Mitch always told me he’d kill Adam if I ever told him what was going on. He didn’t want the party to stop. When we got married, there wasn’t even a beating. He just told me he’d go after Adam if I didn’t. He said that he’d disconnect his brakes or he’d be home some night when someone broke in or something else. I believed him. I still worry about it.”


I listened to them talk and I started to think about John Mitchell and the horror he’d made of all our lives.


I sat up out of their arms and ran my hands through my hair. That startled them a little. “Sorry about that,” I said softly. “I’m feeling a little more solid now. I think ... I think I want to do something about John.”


“What did you have in mind?” Mona asked, sitting up herself and putting an arm around my shoulders.


“I don’t know yet, but I think that we need to think about how far to go. The basement here is mostly empty. It wouldn’t be so hard to build a brig down there and imprison him until he’s declared legally dead while we take our time making him sorry his parents ever met.”


“You want to kidnap him?” Christina asked, surprised.


“My first choice would have been to march into his house last night and shoot everyone that was there waiting for Jennifer to entertain them, but I’ll settle for making him suffer for the seven years that it takes to declare a missing person dead. Then we can decide what to do with the leftovers.”


“Just finish the lawsuit,” Mona suggested. “You’re suing each of us for $5million. As his wife, I’ll settle mine and we’ll have to scramble to cover it even if he fights his suit. The best way to hurt John is financially. So much of his pride is tied up in his wealth that he’d rather die in a lot of ways.”


I nodded and relented. I still wanted to listen to him scream in pain. We got up and got showered and dressed after that. A look through the kitchen revealed the ingredients to make pancakes, but not much else on hand, so that’s what we had. It felt good to have people around. I’d been driving myself mad in the absence of simple human contact. Even though two of the women helping around the kitchen were my cheating wife and the wife of the man that had made her his whore, I felt better than I had in more than a week.


“What do we need to do today?” I asked as we sat down to eat.


“I need clothes,” Mona said. “I don’t want to go back to the house alone, so we could probably call for a police escort to collect things.”


Christina and Jennifer nodded at that, both of them needing to pick up changes of clothes. “I’m moving in anyway, so today’s probably a good day to start dragging my stuff over here too,” Christina pointed out.


I noticed that the three of them had decided on their own that they were staying here. I wasn’t objecting, but I still thought I deserved some input. “I guess we’ll have to figure out where to put everything,” I said. “The closet is pretty roomy, but with four people, the bureau isn’t going to be enough for everyone.”


They nodded about that and we talked about solutions. “Well, I could keep some of my bedroom furniture,” Christina offered. “I have a dresser and a bed that we can put in the guestroom.”


“Who said anything about a guest-room?” Jennifer wanted to know, arching an eyebrow.


“We obviously need a guest-room,” Christina explained. “I’m from San Diego. My parents will both want to visit eventually. So will my brother and some of my friends from back home. I’m sure you both know people that don’t live in town.”


Jennifer shrugged weakly. Most of our friends from college would never be back to the house for a very good reason.


“I suppose there are a few reasons to have a spare room,” she allowed. “It never hurts to have the option.”


We were just finishing up out late breakfast when there was a knock at the door. I sent the three of them upstairs both to get the guns and to keep them out of harm’s way in case it was Mitch or Rob.


When I opened the door though, it wasn’t Rob and it wasn’t Mitch. It was Ruth.


“Ruth!” I said, taking the chain off the door. “What brings you by on Saturday morning?” I asked, letting her in.


“Hi, Adam,” she said with a sad smile. “I’m sorry to come by like this out of the blue. I know you were probably busy, but-” she cut off, seeing the table set with the remains of breakfast for four. “I’m sorry. I didn’t realize you had company. Family?” she asked sheepishly.


I shook my head. “It’s okay, Ruth. It’s been a strange few days. Come on in and sit down. What brings you by today? Can I get you anything? The coffee’s still fresh.”


“Coffee sounds nice,” she said and settled herself on the sofa nervously while I went to make it.


When I came bay, I stopped at the base of the stairs and called up them. “It’s okay. It’s Ruth. Come on down if you want to say hi.”


I brought Ruth her coffee and settled into my chair with my own mug. “Thanks,” she said and sipped it before putting it down on the coffee table. “That’s perfect. Listen, Adam. Jamie stopped by this morning. He wanted you to have something, but he wasn’t sure he should come here in person. Bear with me. It’s kind of a long story and I-” she cut off again as she caught sight of Jennifer coming into the room. “YOU!!!” she seethed, jumping to her feet.


I was between them in a flash as soon as I saw the look on her face. I’m not always the most perceptive guy. I never suspected what my friends were doing behind my back, I never suspected that my promotion was a joke and I didn’t think about what would happen with Ruth and Jennifer in the same room. It was a lot harder to hold Ruth back than I’d anticipated. I’d lost weight and wasn’t strong at the best of times. Ruth, on the other hand, had a fury to be reckoned with. I had my arms thrown around her waist as she reached over my shoulders, trying to get her hands on Jennifer, screaming at her all the while.


I struggled to keep her in place, certain that she was going to break free at any second. “RUTH!” I screamed at her, trying to get her to come to her senses. “STOP!”


It seemed life forever before she let me steer her back to the couch and sit her down. “How could you let her back in your life, Adam?!!?” she demanded, when she was rational enough to talk to me again. “After what Jamie admitted to me, how could you even LOOK at her?”


“It’s been a strange few day, Ruth,” I told her tiredly. I was exhausted and sweating a little from the effort of wrestling with her. “Jennifer’s not well. She suffers from Nymphomania. She can’t help it. Mitch found out before she met me and he’s been using her as a sex slave since before she and I even met. She came here last night because Mitch was trying to talk her into going to his place as usual last night and she needed help to tell him ‘no’.” I delivered the news in a soothing voice, trying to get her to calm down.


“You’ve been together for six years, Adam,” she said, revolted. “Are you telling me that in that whole time, she’s been...” she couldn’t even say it.


I put my head down, but I nodded. It was a terrible admission, that I’d been sharing my wife for all our life together. “She can’t stop herself, Ruth. When she tried, Mitch beat her half to death and threatened to tell me what he’d had her doing.”


“I see,” she said darkly. “I guess that explains why Jamie...” She trailed off and sighed. “Maybe we should all sit down so I can tell you why I’m here,” she suggested.


I nodded and sat with her on the couch while Jennifer took a chair across the coffee table from her wisely. Ruth was surprised to see Mona here and was curious about Christina, but I didn’t give her a chance to ask questions about that. There’d be time for explanations later.


“Alright,” I said, when they were settled. “You said Jamie sent you because he wasn’t sure he should come here in person,” I prompted her.


She tore her eyes from the others and nodded, refocusing on me. “Yes,” she said quietly and gathered herself. “Jamie came to see me early this morning. He woke me up, pounding on the door. It pissed me off until I let him in. He was white as a sheet and looked like he was afraid. When he confessed to what he’d been doing behind my back, he was scared, but this looked like he was afraid for his life,” she told us. Jamie had never been a risk taker. He was a teacher in the public school system, not because he had a passion for it, but because his father had a friend on the school-board and helped get him a job lined up for right after graduation.


“What had him scared?” I asked her, surprised.


“He ... He went to Mitch’s last night,” she told us to varying reactions. Jennifer’s was to click her tongue in a display of disapproval. Mona rolled her eyes and muttered that it was typical. Christina just shook her head ruefully and I started to get angry. I’d been ALMOST proud of Jamie for confessing to Ruth.


Ruth took in our reactions and shook her head. “It wasn’t like that!” she said quickly. “He ... He recorded what they were saying. He said that Mitch had called him and told him that he had something special planned to make up for last week. He got suspicious, so he put his voice recorder in his pocket and went. He said it was a lot worse than he’d thought it would be.”


She spent some time telling us about how Mitch had spent the early part of the night promising that they were all going to get a little payback for what I’d done to their lives with the lawsuits. He’d looked deranged then and he’d had the game room set up with ropes in anticipation of Jennifer’s arrival. He told them that they were gonna spend the weekend beating her until she was ruined.


“He went on like that until it was just after seven and then he went to make a phone call. Jamie said they could hear the screaming from upstairs and when he came down, he’d lost it completely,” Then she played the recording Jamie had made.


After the call we’d answered at the restaurant, his political career and his marriage were over. He came downstairs, ranting about killing all of us and described our deaths in minute detail, Mona’s and Christina’s included. I expected him to want to kill Jennifer. He’d said as much. My death was sort of assumed. He’d told her he was going to make me beg him to kill me instead of her. Mona’s was a surprise and Christina’s made little sense.


There was a surprising number of people that were interested in a piece of what Mitch had to say, but a few that weren’t enthusiastic in their support. I noticed that Rob had been one of the loudest in favor of whatever Mitch said. That gave me pause. He was a cop with weapons training and influence. The rest of the recording was them planning on how they could get away with murdering us and what they could do to make us look bad, from planting drugs in the house, to making it look like I’d killed the others and committed suicide.


I picked up my phone and called Councilwoman Meyer’s campaign headquarters and asked for her specifically, identifying myself. I knew she had a public event in a few hours, so she’d be in the middle of planning details. It took about fifteen minutes, but I was able to get in touch with her.


“Mr. Dean,” she said warmly. “I didn’t expect to hear from you again so soon. What can I do for you?”


“Good morning, Mrs. Meyer,” I said to her just as pleasantly. “I just received a recording of Mr. Mitchell’s social gathering last night. It turned into a planning session for murder.”


“Seriously?” she asked, surprised. “I know he made some heated threats last night, but you have him planning it on tape?”


“We do,” I said. I turned on the recorder to them talking about making it look like I’d murdered the others. “One of the voices you just heard was Officer Robert Gale. He’s getting help in murder planning from one of the Seattle PD. They know where I live and they have access to weapons. John hunts and collects guns. So they’re well-armed. I’m uncertain how to proceed and who I can trust in the police department. I requested police protection yesterday, but beyond a vague promise of increased patrols, they haven’t exactly leaped at the chance to help.”


“Let me make a few calls,” she suggested. “Mr. Mitchell isn’t the only person in the city with contacts in the police department. I’ll be in touch and send you some help you can count on.”


“Thanks,” I said gratefully. “On the bright side, I’m sure that his campaign will implode before the end of the day on Monday.”


“I’m sure it will. The news has been playing the most damaging parts of that clip in every news broadcast since they got their hot little hands on it. By this time on Monday, I don’t imagine he can recover from the fallout.” She chuckled. “My husband tells me that we owe you the election. We were down over twelve points in the last polls before the news broke. He may kiss you when he sees you.”


“If my lawyer saw me kissing another man, he’d disown me,” I told her with a small laugh. “He’s been trying to get me to kiss him since college. Maybe just a really enthusiastic handshake?”


She laughed at that. “We wouldn’t want to have you in trouble with your lawyer,” she allowed. We hung up after she promised again that she’d send help over this morning.


We copied the recording onto my computer and then finalized our plans for the day. We were sort of in a holding pattern until this mysterious help arrived to give direction to our agenda, so we talked some more about our week. Ruth was interested in how we had all ended up here last night, so we played yesterday’s recordings for her and brought her up to speed.


“Jamie heard from Mitch that you were wasting away to nothing. He told him not to worry since you probably weren’t going to live long enough to take him to court,” she told me. “I can see that you’ve lost some weight since I last saw you. How bad is it?”


Mona took out her phone and scrolled through it to the pictures that had been taken on Wednesday to show her. “He looks a lot better than he did. He’s started eating and sleeping again. It was ... scary to see him like that. The pictures don’t show how much he trembled or how hard it was for him to even walk to his car. He came very close to putting himself in the hospital over this.”


“He came very close to KILLING himself over this,” Jennifer corrected her. “I have a lot of people that I need to apologize to and try to make things right with. Adam, most of all.”


Ruth gave her a hard look. “Don’t bother. You and I are never going to be friends again after this. You had sex with my husband. I understand that you have problems, but you ruined our marriage. I know you ruined your own too, but I’m the collateral damage because you couldn’t stop yourself.”


Jennifer put her head down and nodded. “I understand,” she said quietly. “Just, please, don’t take it out on Adam. He doesn’t have many friends he can count on right now. I don’t want him to lose any more.”


She nodded. “I can understand that. I recognized a lot of our friends on that recording. I’ve sent a couple of the other wives over to see Grant, Adam. He’s delighted at how much business you’ve sent him this week.”


I nodded. “I can imagine,” I said dryly. “There’s more than a few angry wives out there.”


The five of us talked back and forth for a while until there was a knock at the door. Mona and Jennifer went upstairs for their shotguns, but they needn’t have bothered. When I opened the door, there was an older woman and a younger man standing there. They showed me badges identifying themselves as police and I let them in.


I noticed that the living room was getting crowded. I brought in a couple of chairs from the kitchen table and we all sat down to listen to the recordings and talk about the case.


Ed Pierce and Abby Singleton were Internal Affairs and were VERY interested in the response or lack thereof that we’d gotten from the death threats and request for protection.


“When Mrs. Meyer called, the first thing I did was play the initial call to 911,” Ed told us. “Abby looked over the police report and then we swapped, just so we were on the same page. Your request for police protection wasn’t noted in the responding officers’ reports. They were a little scant on the details of the recordings too. We’ll be looking into this in more detail on the back end. In the mean time, we’ll stick around until we can arrange a protection detail for each of you.”


I nodded. “I know Mrs. Mitchell needs to return to her home to get fresh clothes and pick up whatever else she doesn’t want to leave behind.”


They nodded and made note of that. “What about the rest of you?” he asked. Christina and Jennifer both wanted to pick up clothes and return here where they thought they’d be safe and I noted that we were in need of groceries.


Ruth went home and we decided that we’d all take our cars and start with Mona’s trip home. That would give us the storage we’d need to get her out in one trip without having to go back. Jennifer was very uncomfortable going, but finally agreed to help Mona pack.


We took Abby with us and she arranged for a pair of uniformed officers to meet us there. Ed was sticking around the house to make sure it was protected while he made calls to arrange for protection. When we arrived at Mitch’s, it was made clear that we’d wasted the trip. Mitch was standing in the middle of the yard, feeding Mona’s clothes into a bonfire he’d been tending for a while. When he saw us, he quickly dumped the rest of the clothes he had with him into the flames.


She was furious and told the officers that she wore designer clothes, so the destruction of her wardrobe was destruction of property totaling more than $10,000 loss. We could see burnt shoes, scraps of cloth that had been lingerie and some of the expensive suits that she’d worn on the campaign. We took pictures and video, including his smug looks. I’d seen enough of him looking like he’d won something.


“I’m guessing that you haven’t seen a TV today, huh, Mitch?” I asked, pointedly as I recorded his sneer, wanting to watch the change in his demeanor when he got the news.


“Had better things to do than watch cartoons,” he joked.


“I can see that,” I said with a smile. Jennifer and Christina had taken Mona inside where they could search for anything he might have missed. “If you HAD chosen to watch some, you’d probably have been at your campaign headquarters, trying to save the election. The news outlets have been trying to reach you for comment on the recordings we released yesterday. It even went national. CNN picked it up. I’ve heard that it may be the biggest single-day ratings fall of any candidate in the last 50 years. Didn’t you have like a twelve point lead on Councilwoman Meyer yesterday? So while you’ve been burning your wife’s wardrobe in the yard, your political career has been in flames and you didn’t even know. Shame you broke your phone or your campaign manager could have gotten hold of you for damage control.”


I could see his face fall as I told him that we’d actually released the phone recordings. “You didn’t!” he said, the blood draining out of his face.


“How much did you spend on the campaign?” I asked. “It was a little more than $5million, wasn’t it? I know you got donations for some of it, but still. That has to hurt. Hey, at least you still have the grocery stores, right? I’m sure no one’s going to stop shopping there because of how the owner acts, right? You should be able to recover those losses pretty quickly, I’m sure.”


His face went from pale to deep red as he realized that we’d destroyed his political career for the rest of his life and had probably hurt his business interests besides. He’d been the face for his own chain of grocery stores in the area with eight locations in the city and surrounding communities and another dozen in an expansion zone he’d talked about like it was a license to print money.


“I’m gonna fucking kill you,” he said, his temper starting to flare. He’d forgotten that there were cops standing right there, watching to make certain that only words were exchanged.


“Officer,” I said. “This man just threatened to kill me again. I’d like to press charges. Uttering death threats is some sort of crime, isn’t it?”


The officer’s nodded and read John his rights as he got more and more angry and shouted at me that he’d see me in Hell. I recorded it all and then went inside while they put him in the back of their squad car.


Abby followed me inside and shook her head. “He’ll probably just get a fine and community service for it,” she told me. “You definitely provoked him. He’ll bring that up in court.”


I nodded. “It’s another black eye for his reputation though and he should have been charged with the death threats he made last night. For now, it gets him out of our hair for a little while.”


We found Jennifer and Mona crying on each other’s shoulders. I could see why when I looked at the coffee table in their living room. All of Mona’s family photos had been torn up into tiny pieces. It was vindictive and spiteful and rotten and it just underscored how terrible a person John really was. I was astounded that I hadn’t seen it before.


When we calmed her down, we combed the house for anything she owned that he hadn’t managed to destroy. It didn’t amount to much. All her most expensive suits, designer dresses, shoes, purses, perfumes and lingerie were all burned up. Her jewelry was still in tact, so we packed that up and gathered what we could. Mitch had left behind a collection of sex toys and outfits that they’d bought online over the years. On a whim, she bagged these up and set them near the door. Mitch had managed to miss a few things that she could wear for the next few days. The laundry room yielded enough for her to get by until we could go shopping.


We took pictures of everything that he’d destroyed and Mona took great pleasure in emptying the safe mounted on the wall in the back of their closet. Her most expensive jewelry and enough cash to replace most of her wardrobe went into her suitcases before we dragged them outside and put them in the SUV. It was a rather small pile, compared to the full wardrobe he’d burned. For spite, she went back inside and emptied the kitchen, telling us that Mitch didn’t know how to cook anything but steak anyway, so there was no point in leaving anything for him.


With him on his way to jail, we were free to continue on our way. Christina’s apartment was small and she hurriedly packed with help from the girls while I packed the food in her fridge and cupboards. She reasoned that she wasn’t returning here again except to get more clothes and pack up the furniture. We did the same at Jennifer’s and then returned home before planning the rest of our day. I emailed the phone video of Mitch getting arrested to Councilwoman Meyer and she responded by telling me she’d sent it to the media right away.


Ed told us that everything had been quiet around the house since we’d been gone and that he’d set up a police protection detail to keep an eye on the house for now.


We spent the rest of the weekend moving the three of them into the house, which made Jennifer’s parents happy since they assumed that we were reconciled. Mona replaced a lot of her clothing, but used their joint account to do it. We also filled the kitchen with groceries. Mona had an account at the chain they owned that ran out the charges, so we basically filled up on what we needed and wanted and sent John the bill. We actually went overboard on things that don’t spoil. We had enough household cleaners, paper-towels and toilet paper to survive for years without restocking. We figured we all owed it to John. We bought a second freezer just to fill it with food in case John caught on and cut off the account.


The front page of Monday’s paper was the execution of John’s political career. It was a censored picture of him and Sandy fucking Jennifer with the headline “Work Hard, Play Hard”, which had been Mitch’s campaign slogan, trying to promote his campaign and the city of Seattle as hard-working, fun-loving and friendly to both mindsets. By the time the opinion poles were done on Monday, Mitch’s twelve point lead had turned into an eighteen point deficit and even his campaign manager knew there was no coming back.


Monday was an eventful day. Roger Hicks settled his lawsuit with me and several others had been reaching out to try to reach an agreement too. Work was no longer quite so stressful, with the extra help and we decided to use the internship program to groom new employees as we needed them. It was a great deal for all involved. The students got paid work in their field, the university got improved work placement stats for new graduates and we got employees that we trained to our satisfaction from the start. Grant and I had agreed to drop any suits where he was representing the wife in divorce proceedings, so that meant a few people that were told that the suits were being let go in deference to the wife’s right to sue for separation.


It was Monday evening when Jamie finally came to my door to talk. When I answered it, I was surprised to see him there. “Jamie,” I said. “I wasn’t expecting you.”


He nodded. “I know. I wanted to come and apologize to you in person,” he said. “I’ve never been so ashamed of myself in my life as when I saw you come out of that basement last Friday. We all knew what we’d done to you and Jennie, but I’d never had to look that in the face. Once I saw the pain in your eyes, I knew I couldn’t be part of it any more. I know I ruined our friendship, Adam, but I hope someday you’ll recover enough from it that it doesn’t eat you alive.” He looked down. “I can never ask you to forgive me, but I want you to know that I’m deeply sorry and if there’s anything I can ever do for you, please, give me the chance to help.”


I looked at him, standing there, miserable and in the middle of a divorce of his own and I patted him on the shoulder. “Thanks for that, Jamie,” I said softly. Jamie had never been a risk taker, but this had taken a lot for him to come here and say his piece.


He nodded. “You deserved better from all of us,” he said and left. Part of me wanted to kick his ass, but I knew Ruth was planning to do that.


Life went on for all of us after that. The four of us settled into a routine. I started seeing Jennifer’s doctor for my own issues stemming from the end of our marriage, We saw her together and separately, working to understand what had happened and how it had affected us.


Most of the lawsuits settled for a small fraction of the face values. Mona’s and Mitch’s were put off while their divorce went through. The divorce was a bloodbath, with Mitch claiming infidelity and all of us swearing in court that we weren’t sexually active with Mona, but then John’s activities with Jennifer were brought into the record and there were pictures and testimony and the recordings. Mona claimed to be in fear for her life and suggested that she’d been beaten in the past. Jennifer testified about her experience being beaten by John and his threats to kill her and me. In the end, Mona was awarded the lion’s share of their assets in the divorce.


After that, the wind sort of went out of Mitch’s sails. His parents had been on hand during the divorce and had stopped to have some nasty words with me when it was all over.


“None of this would have happened if not for your whore of a wife!” his mother told me spitefully. We were all standing around in the hall outside the courtroom when she said it and I could see Mitch smiling about it.


“Mitch pays a lot of your bills, doesn’t he, Agatha?” I asked sweetly.


“You know that he helps us out. He’s a good son.”


I nodded. “I’m going to enjoy suing him for everything else he owns,” I told her. “I’m afraid John’s not going to be paying for your bills for much longer.”


The four of us chuckled at that. We’d become sort of inseparable since that first weekend. It turned into sort of a never-ending nightmare for Mitch. He’d bought out Mona on the grocery chain by giving up their home and all their investments to protect his business only to have to sell off seven of the stores in his expansion zone to pay the damages on my lawsuit and maintain operating costs on the others. He didn’t see it coming when the process server handed him another set of papers after he’d signed the settlement agreement with me.


“What the fuck is this?!!?” he demanded, opening them up to read them. “It’s the same fucking lawsuit!” he bellowed at me. “You can’t sue me twice!”


“I’m not,” I told him with a smirk. “Jennifer decided to sue you for ending her marriage.”


“Fucking bullshit!” he screamed at me. “She’s a fucking whore and you know it.”


“You turned her into that Mitch. Now it’s time to pay the piper,” I told him. “You can probably settle out if you hurry and sell of a few more stores.”


“So this is it, huh? You’re just gonna pick away at me until there’s nothing left?”


I shrugged. “You’ve still got thirteen stores, John. Even if she makes you sell half of them, you can get by with six or seven stores. Mona said your alimony isn’t terrible. Even if the stores aren’t doing as well since your bad publicity, you can afford to pay Mona, settle with Jennifer and live your own life, so long as you stop trying to live like you’re king-shit. Honestly, if you were still my friend, I’d tell you to sell them all off and leave town.”


“You’d like that, wouldn’t you?” he sneered.


“Actually, I’d like it if you were hit by a bus full of feminists,” I told him, “but your reputation is ruined here. You’re known to beat women and exploit the mentally ill. You’re never gonna have a sex life in Seattle unless you pay by the hour and even some of those girls won’t touch you. Sell your business, cash out and start over somewhere else. Go to Florida. Buy a couple of stores down there and don’t look back. Tally up the amount you owe Mona for support and offer it to her in a lump sum and then you’re free.”


“Except my family and friends are here,” he pointed out.


“You’re really gonna whine to me about losing your friends?” I asked him dryly. “I give zero fucks for your plight. Spend them wisely. It’s your life. Just stay out of mine. I don’t want anything to do with you except to know when you die so we can celebrate.”


He grimaced and then walked off. He settled with Jennifer a week later. I guess his lawyer informed him that the courts were against him in this.


Rob’s story came to an end shortly after that. He’d started drinking more heavily. Everyone assumed that it was just too much loss between his marriage, Mitch and the parties with Jennifer. I think it was the guilt though. What I’d said to him about loyalty was particularly damning to a cop. From what we were told, he’d been at a random traffic stop and suddenly had to throw up. He turned away from the driver to do it and while he was hunched over, he got clipped in the head by the side-view mirror from a passing car. He was three times the legal limit, but he was still killed in the line of duty. His divorce wasn’t yet final, so his wife got his pension and insurance benefits.


We went on like that for a while. I was able to relax into my new job as senior partner at the firm and Christina continued to work well, moving into my old position with more pay and better assignments. Jennifer ended up coming to work for me as my assistant since her job doing medical transcriptions wasn’t nearly as full-time as she’d prefer. She pointed out that being my assistant gave her more chance to be on hand to make everything up to me for the fiasco we’d been through. I’d often see her and Christina with their heads together, conspiring against me in one way or another.


Mona had been busy after her divorce with building up the new business we were starting together. I don’t remember how, but the idea of starting a porn company to help manage Jennifer’s addictions got brought up. I suspect Christina talked with them and the three of them eased me into the conversation. The four of us decided that it was exactly what was needed to keep Jennifer satisfied. Her therapist wasn’t thrilled with the idea of indulging her compulsion, but in the end, we formed CJAM Entertainment, named with our initials.


The four of us ran it with a few employees and a regular cast of performers. We started off with some gang-bang videos and branched out from there. Jennifer was calm and relaxed and she’d finally found what she needed to stay normal most of the time. After her first scene, she cried in our arms, part from shame, part from relief. Shame faded quickly as she no longer needed to lie or hide or pretend. She still came to the office and kept up with the regular work, had meals with us, but we had her in the studio to work often enough that she never felt the compulsion taking over.


Our divorce was sort of a non-issue. We signed the papers and nothing changed. Grant refused to charge me for the work he’d done for me, telling me that he’d made more than his share from the divorces that came out of that fateful weekend. We all dropped into a sort of comfortable normal. Of course, my normal involved sleeping with three women and running a pornography company on the side, so normal is relative. Did I end up getting Mona’s ass? Hell, yeah! It turned out to be something she liked occasionally, but I thought that was at least partly because it was something Mitch never got from her.


Grant also convinced me not to drop most of the suits, but to defer them until after the divorces. I still tore up the one against Jamie after his apology and his confession to Ruth, but the rest get paid a little at a time. Ironically, they pay for us to run the studio we work from, so every dollar we make is profit since the over-head is paid each month by the lawsuits. Sometimes I want to call them up and tell them that they’re paying our payroll for our videos. I think it might make some of them a little more crazy to know that.


I eventually recovered from the emotional roller-coaster I’d been on and found myself able to trust again. My three ladies had worked hard and made me whole again. The four of us stayed fit together and used Mona’s place as our weekend home, hiking in the woods and escaping from the city in general. Eventually I did remarry. Grant was my best man and Jennifer was Christina’s maid of honor. Mona fell hard for Christina’s brother at the wedding and after some long talks with the three of us, she decided that she was going to seek her fortune in California. She sold us her house and her interest in the business and promised to stay in touch. They’re happy and planning to get married next summer.


The three of us miss her, but we have each other and we’re happy. Jennifer is finally Jennie in my head again. She’s not MY Jennie though. She’s OUR Jennie. She told us over dinner that she wants to stop working in front of the camera for a while. She wants to be a mother. She’ll start back to work once we’re sure I’ve gotten her pregnant, but for now, we’ll have our work cut out for us to keep her happy while we get the timing just right. Christina doesn’t want to start having kids for a few years, so we’ll space them out a little. They’ve been talking between them about how many kids they each want and what to name them. I personally hope we have a little boy. If it’s a girl, I’ll be hopelessly outnumbered. I don’t mind though. It’s felt like there’s been something missing since Mona left.


The End
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