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Chapter One

 


Raff ran into his new neighbor in the morning
while he was finishing some trimming the bushes in front of his
house. Normally he never rose so early on a Saturday morning for
any reason, let alone yard work, but he needed to speak with her.
He didn’t even know her name, but he knew that she went outside
every morning to let their dog out into the yard. After working for
just half an hour she appeared. While trying to make it appear
casual Raff stopped his cutting, waved, and casually walked over to
make it appear like he was just approaching her for a neighborly
chat.

They had moved in two weeks earlier and
seemed—at a distance—a nice couple. Raff didn’t know either of
their names but that wasn’t stopping him. She was pretty—but plain.
Her straight black hair was cut bluntly at chin level. The dark
hair contrasted with her pale skin—she looked like she didn’t spend
enough time in the sun. As he walked closer he noticed his neighbor
was a small slip of a girl. Certainly she was a woman, her t-shirt
clung to her body and in the slightly cool air it was obvious that
she wasn’t wearing a bra underneath it. Her nipples stood out
prominently from her large breasts. Raff tried to avert his gaze
from her exposed cleavage and bulging nipples. Instead he focused
on the fine bone structure of her face and the thinness of her
arms. She wasn’t wearing any makeup but was still
attractive.

“Hi,” he said. “I’m Raff, your
neighbor. Sorry I haven’t been over to introduce myself earlier.”
He stuck out his hand and she shook it politely, diving her
attention between him and her dog.

“Jenee,” she said. “That’s okay,
everything is crazy after moving in to a new place.”

“Right,” he agreed.

“That’s an unusual name,
Raff.”

“It’s short for Rafferty. My
mother’s maiden name.”

“I thought it was traditional for
mother’s maiden name’s to be used as a middle name.”

“My middle is Charles. My parents
were social rebels,” he laughed.

“I can see that.” Her dog came
over with a tennis ball. It was some type of mutt with a little bit
of everything. She grabbed the tennis ball away and threw it to the
other side of the yard. The tan mutt scampered away.

Raff glanced around and saw no sign of anyone
else in the yard or in their house. “Is your husband around?” he
asked politely, as if looking for an introduction.

“Tommy?” she laughed. “He’s still
asleep. Dead to the world. You’ll have to meet him later. And he’s
not my husband, he’s my partner.”

The slightly unusual use of the word partner
caught Raff off guard. He was used to the term partner being used
for business associates or cops or gay couples. “I didn’t realize
you two weren’t married.”

“We aren’t the marrying type.
We’ve been together seven years now.” She laughed ruefully at the
statement. “I can’t believe we’ve been together seven years. And a
house now.”

“Time flies,” Raff commented than
boldly blundered forward. “Look, Jenee, I don’t want to seem like
I’m interposing myself where I’m not wanted, but, um, I heard you
and Tommy last night. And it sounded like things were getting
pretty rough. I heard you screaming.”

Her face immediately flushed red and she
looked away from him. “Oh shit. We must have left a window open.
I’m so sorry. We’ll keep it down next time.”

That was not the answer or reply he was
expecting. It was all Raff could do to keep from goggling at her.
“Uh, that wasn’t what I was saying. It sounded like he was beating
you up. I could hear the slaps and your screams. I can’t
just sit by and pretend I’m being a good neighbor and just let your
boyfriend beat you up. Do you want me to help you get in touch with
social services?”

Jenee stared at him a moment then burst out
laughing. “I’m sorry,” she apologized after a long, uncomfortable
pause. “He wasn’t beating me up. We were having sex. I like
to be spanked. We like it rough. He isn’t hurting me.” She
paused and mashed her lips together. “Well, he is, but I want him
to. It’s a good type of hurting.”

Raff didn’t know what to say. He heard himself
speaking words. “Oh fuck. I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have said
anything. I’ll go now.” He turned and quickly walked away, his face
burning bright red.

There was one last burst of laughter from
Jenee as he retreated into his garage.

 


Later that afternoon Raff’s doorbell rang. The
moment he saw Jenee through the front door’s window his heart
stopped and he wanted to go into hiding, pretending she wasn’t
there, but that was impossible because she had already seen him as
well. He closed his eyes a moment, then pulled the door
open.

“Hello,” she began before he could
get a word out of his semi-paralyzed mouth. “I want to apologize
about this morning. I didn’t mean to shock or embarrass you like
that.” She held up a plate covered with aluminum foil.

“Oh, that’s okay, I was prying
where I shouldn’t have been,” Raff said as she pulled back the foil
to reveal a plate of chocolate chip cookies. “Oh. Well then.
Apology accepted.”

She smiled. “So you’re a man who thinks with
his stomach.” Jenee passed the plate to him. Raff accepted it after
snatching a cookie off the top of the pile.

“Yes. Too true.” He bit the cookie
in half. It was still warm, not too crunchy and full of
chips.

“Then Tommy and I would like to
invite you over for dinner tonight.”

 


Dinner was an oddly stilted affair. Tommy and
Jenee were polite hosts. Both had dressed casually but with just a
touch of suburban class. Raff hadn’t known what to wear so he fell
back on his customary work clothes of chino pants and an open neck
Oxford shirt. He felt overdressed. Any hints of his new neighbors
sexuality was kept well hidden.

As they were finishing dessert—a chocolate
mousse that Jenee had made along with everything else for the
dinner—they had apparently exhausted every other possible
conversation topic. Or perhaps Tommy had thought the time was right
to bring up an uncomfortable subject.

“Sorry we left the window open
last night,” he said. “Jenee gets kind of vocal when we’re playing.
We’ll remember to keep it closed in the future.”

“It quite all right,” Raff said.
He wanted to put the whole issue behind him. Already he was
flushing red in the face again.

“Your bedroom window must face our
playroom,” Jenee commented. “These older houses were oddly
placed.

Raff said, “Ah, no. Actually, my work room
faces your window.”

“Your work room?”

“I’m a graphic artist. I was
finishing up an ad for a client last night.”

Jenee sighed. “Oh. That’s kind of sad. You
spent Friday night working and everyone else was…” she paused.
“Well, you know what we were doing.” He smile came through her sad
tone. Though still casual Jenee had put on some lipstick and added
a bit of eyeliner since their morning encounter. “Don’t you have a
girlfriend…or something.”

Raff chuckled. “Yeah, I’ve got a pretty
serious girlfriend. We’re talking marriage.”

“Then where the hell was she last
night?” Tommy asked. “Or tonight? You didn’t leave her all alone
over there, did you?”

“No, no. She’s in Rochester
finishing her master’s.”

“Long distance
relationship?”

“Yeah.”

“How’s that working out for you?”
Tommy asked.

Uncomfortable, Raff looked away. “It’s…okay.
We spend too much time on the phone and texting instead of actually
being face to face.” Tommy and Jenee could sense his uncomfortable
jealousy of their relationship. Jenee decided to change the
subject.

“Would you like a tour of our
house? We just finished the major unpacking and most of the
decoration.”

What followed was a mundane tour of the house
that ended in what Jenee called the playroom. Raff expected
children’s toys to be strewn about. After taking in the room’s
contents for a moment he remembered they didn’t have any
children.

“One of the reasons we bought this
place was to have a private room just for us,” Jenee
said.

“Geez, did you have to show him
everything,” Tommy commented from the hallway.

“It’s not like he doesn’t know it
exists,” Jenee replied.

Inside the room was a closed wooden cabinet, a
padded bench that had several leather restrained attached to the
wooden frame, a large and heavy wooden X-cross bolted to one wall
also with leather restraints. Leaning in one corner was what looked
like a wooden stockade that Puritans used on lawbreakers. One wall
sported a large number of hooks from which hung a variety of whips,
switches, paddles, and other devices of torture. Raff wasn’t
stupid. He knew exactly what he was looking at. To see it all in
one place at one time was jarring in the mundane setting of a
suburban home.

“We’re pretty serious about our
sex games,” Jenee said. “We’re always safe and everything is
consensual. We just wanted to let you know. We fucked up last night
leaving the window open and attracting your attention. We came out
here in the middle of dullsville for privacy and quiet and we
almost immediately made that mistake. We apologize.”

“Uh, why are you showing this to
me?” was all Raff could think to ask.

“Because we don’t want you calling
the cops or social services. We’re kinky but not criminals.” Jenee
smiled sweetly at him. In the kitchen she looked just like another
suburban woman intent on career and a happy home life. When she
walked into the playroom she and Tommy had crafted, she suddenly
looked like a woman overtaken by her sexuality. It was in her eyes,
Raff saw unadulterated lust as she touched a well-used crop hanging
from the wall.

“Don’t worry, I won’t tell anyone.
Isn’t that was suburbia is about? Anonymity?

Tommy and Jenee visible relaxed and exhaled.
“Well, that’s fine then,” Tommy said as he stepped over to the
door.

“Great!” Jenee agreed. “Want to
see what we do?” she asked a little too brightly.

“What?” Raff exclaimed.

“Ha!” Tommy half-snorted. “I think
Jenee’s had a little too much wine with dinner. And she’s an
exhibitionist, so she likes to show off in front of people,
especially strangers.”

“Raff’s no stranger,” Jenee
protested. “He’s our neighbor and friend. C’mon. Show him how you
use the crop on me!” Without letting him answer Jenee pulled her
knit polo shirt up over her head and dropped it to the floor.
Underneath she was wearing a plain white cotton bra that more than
adequately covered her breasts. It was a typical, boring,
middle-class American garment. Raff was mesmerized.

“Honey, don’t,” Tommy protested
but Jenee ignored him. She reached behind her back and turned to
face the wall at the same time. With one practiced motion she
unhooked her bra, pulled it off, and dropped it on top of her
shirt. There were a pair of handles bolted to the wall. She reached
up and grabbed them, then looked over her shoulder at her partner.
“Well?” she asked expectantly. “Are you going to give me my stripes
or not?”

She was leaning forward slightly, making her
ass stick out and up ever
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