
        
            
                
            
        

    
	An emotionally repressed, successful Melbourne businesswoman submits herself to a radical psychological program that will forever change her life.

	 

	 

	To avoid a prison sentence and subsequent criminal record, Janice Hutchings agrees to undertake an educational diversion plan, initially suggested by her mother, a renowned psychologist.

	The program is supervised by Officer Manning, the arresting officer. She is a large, intimidating woman who, along with the presiding magistrate, firmly believes that the plan should also include suitable punishment.

	Administered at the home of a brilliant psychologist and former student of her mother’s, Gordon McGuire—a passionate penal reformist—the program is based on his revolutionary, intense methods. The lack of security, however, in his private residence means that permanent restraints are deemed necessary by both the officer and magistrate.

	And so begins Janice’s strange, eccentric journey, where her restrictive confinement and psychological experiments lead to the revelation of dark family secrets, repressed traumas and emotional upheaval.
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	Epigraph

	 

	 

	Passion without consent is violence.

	Violence with consent is passion.

	 


 

	 

	Preface

	 

	 

	In 1996 a diversion program was introduced into the state of Victoria.

	A diversion program is a method of dealing with a criminal matter outside of the court system that gives the offender a chance to avoid a criminal record.

	If a magistrate agrees that you’re eligible for diversion, you’ll be put on a diversion plan. Certain conditions must be followed in this time, which may include undertaking a course of education.

	If you follow the conditions of your diversion plan, the police drop the charges, and there will be no finding of guilt. This means no criminal record.

	To be eligible for such a program, you must agree that you were responsible for the offence.

	 


Prologue

	 

	 

	Silent, so silent,

	Mustn’t let the bogeyman hear me.

	Dark, so dark,

	Mustn’t let the bogeyman see me.

	Still, so still,

	Mustn’t let the bogeyman sense me.

	Quiet, so quiet,

	Has the bogeyman gone away?

	 


Chapter One: Crime

	 

	 

	Janice

	 

	As I lie there with my eyes open, looking at the ceiling, my head moves in sync with Rob’s rhythmic thrusts. My brain, however, resides in another place.

	As I’ve never been one for sex, my energies are better served elsewhere. Like making money, which my profession as an insurance agent seriously facilitates. My latest project is a client I’d picked up from diligently calling some of my national company’s dormant clients. That is, still on the books but no longer with an agent and having not done business with us for at least five years.

	Actually, it was his wife I’d spoken to. Her husband had recently passed, and she’d told me she was thinking of calling my people right then. How opportune.

	“Thinking of calling?” I should bloody-well think so. Her husband’s life policy was worth two million dollars—money she’s agreed that I should invest on her behalf.

	My business thoughts are interrupted by restrained grunts as Rob’s thrusts feverishly quicken. Instantly, instinctively, I concentrate on my beautiful husband as his warm, bodily fluid explodes from within and invades my body. I love it when this happens. When his passionate, utter desire is aimed entirely at me, continuing to thrill in a way I could never have imagined. Hardly, not with my bland, unemotional upbringing.

	With a gentle kiss on my cheek, he leans over, whispering in my ear, “Thank you, darling. If only I could do the same for you.”

	And that’s when the guilt hits me.

	I know how much his desire for me inspires him. A desire, unfortunately, I’m incapable of reciprocating, and I’m often left wondering what the devil is wrong with me. Unable not only to respond in kind, but to feel, identify, sexually. As a teenager, I mimicked my friends, lying there in bed thinking about all things supposedly passionate as I played with myself, but with no result. In the end, I dismissed it, concluding all will come to pass when I fall in love.

	And I do truly love Rob—fuck, we’ve been together for ten years now—his tall, athletic frame as he walks off to the bathroom generating all sorts of admiration. But not in a sexual way. My turn-ons, if you like, are more the results of my hard-earned success. The refurbished Californian bungalow Rob and I own in Camberwell. The stylish car I drive, along with my tailored dresses, suits, and business blouses—a successful appearance in my industry is paramount.

	But it’s more than just my appearance. I genuinely enjoy the feel of my expertly fitted garments and their relationship with my body, which is tactile to the extreme. My perfectly arranged, buttoned-up garb provides both security and elegance while fitting in perfectly with my so-called neat complex as Rob describes it. Plus, it’s compatible with my habitual nature. I do everything in a routine manner. Visit the same cafes and shops when I’m at the head office, travel the same route to get there, and park in the same parking lot. You name it, I do it ever so habitually. Yet another reason why my itinerant occupation is so good for me. taking me to all parts of the city, hurtling me from my otherwise routine existence, be it ever so stylish and opulent.

	As Rob had been urgently in need of his latest executive stress relief, I discard both my panties and dress and toss them into the laundry basket for our housekeeper, Cathy, to take care of. A task she completes three days a week, along with the cleaning and food shopping. Then I turn on the shower and wait a few seconds until I’ve adjusted it to my taste before hopping in and luxuriating under its warmth, looking forward to tomorrow’s appointment with my latest client. Thirty-five thousand dollars commission, who would believe? And all from a cold call.

	My eyes close as the stream of hot water bounces off my face—could life be any better than this?

	 

	*

	 

	The next morning, Rob and I bundle into my car. Since it’s a Tuesday, it’s my regular weekly visit to the head office, and with Rob’s car being repaired overnight and his mechanic’s garage on the way, he’s joining me.

	With Rob sitting in the passenger seat, where I would normally place my banana, I hand it to him.

	“And what do you want me to do with this?” he asks.

	“It’s my breakfast. Just hold it for now. I’ll eat it once I’m on the main road.”

	“You and your bloody habits,” he says, though good-spiritedly, before applying his seatbelt.

	About a kilometre down the road, I put out my hand for my breakfast before checking myself. “Seeing as you’re there, you can peel it for me.”

	“Yes, mistress. Anything else I can do for you?” he asks.

	“Yes. You can toss the skin out the window when you’re done.”

	“I’m not doing that. It’s littering,” he says.

	“No, it’s not, it’s biodegradable.”

	Passing me the banana, which I start to eat, enjoying its unique flavour, he stares at me as if in disbelief. “Are you for real? Little miss goody-two-shoes breaking the law? I can’t believe it.”

	“I don’t consider it breaking the law. Eventually, it’ll disappear.”

	“Well, I’m the solicitor here, and I’m telling you it’s littering.”

	I glance across to see if he’s being funny—clearly, he’s not.

	“I do it every morning,” I say as I finish off the banana. Then I lean across and snatch the peel from him before winding my window down and tossing it out.

	“What the fuck.” Again, he stares at me in wonder. “I can’t believe you just did that.”

	“You keep telling me I’ve got a neat complex, so no way it’s sitting in my car.”

	He’s about to reply when suddenly we’re interrupted by the sound of a siren and flashing lights behind us.

	“Told you.” He chuckles.

	“Jesus. I do the same thing every day,” I say as I pull over.

	“Don’t worry. It’s only a minor offence. Let me handle it.”

	“What? Don’t be ridiculous. I’ll tell him I’m sorry, give him my damsel-in-distress look, and we’ll be on our way.”

	“So-called modern women. Don’t mind falling back on old times when you need them, do you?”

	But before I can respond in an appropriate manner, he turns, looking back over his shoulder. A huge smile appears on his face. “Though you can forget about that tactic. He in fact, is a she.”

	Looking into my side mirror, I see a stern-looking female officer approaching.

	With my window already open, I smile as she leans over, addressing me. “Driver’s licence, please, madam.”

	“Can I ask what this is about, officer?” I say as I rummage through my bag, Rob with a grin as wide as Port Phillip Bay on his dial.

	“Your littering of the highway, madam.”

	“But it was only a banana skin, and that’s biodegradable.”

	I pass her my licence.

	“Still littering...” With Rob chuckling in the background she hesitates, reading my licence. “Ms Janice Hutchings.”

	Putting my licence in her shirt pocket, she then stands back. “Could you step out of the vehicle, please?”

	Could I what?

	But before I can respond, Rob intervenes. “May I ask what this is about, officer? Littering’s only a minor offence.”

	Bending over, she peers through the window. “And who might you be?”

	“Robert Hutchings, her husband.”

	“Good. You can drive her car when I take her to the station for processing.”

	Take me to the what? This is getting serious.

	Again, Rob intervenes, this time forcefully. “You can’t charge my client for a single littering offence. What’s your number, officer? I’ll be reporting your over-the-top behaviour.”

	“You’re welcome to my number, but I doubt you’ll bother when you see what I have on my dash cam. Your client, as you call her, has been committing the same offence for the last five days that we know of, possibly even longer. So, as such, I’m completely entitled to charge her and take her in.”

	We gawk at each other. Rob’s face, and no doubt mine, appear in wonder at this news.

	“Now, madam, as I said previously, would you kindly step out of the vehicle?”

	Heart beating like billy-oh, I comply.

	“Now face the vehicle and put your hands on your head.”

	My heart is now absolutely thumping. I barely notice as Rob, too, gets out of the car, a look of utter concern on his face as we stare at each other across the roof with my hands on my head as instructed.

	As for me? I’m not sure what I’m feeling. Terror? Disbelief? All I know is that the adrenalin is rushing through me as never before when she takes my left hand down behind me and cuffs my wrist—tightly, as though I’m some sort of desperado. With my right hand following, soon both hands are fixed behind me, rendering me helpless. Christ, I’ve never been so nervous, so, so... and that’s when I realise what’s happening. I’m not in terror, nor in the slightest way frightened.

	I’m bloody-well excited.

	And then, something that’s never happened before—to me, at least. A tingling warmth in my nether regions, as my cold-as-ice mother once described them on the one occasion the area came into her focus. Fuck me. I glance desperately across, hoping to Christ Rob hasn’t noticed my carnal response. My legal problem at that very moment is the furthest thing from my mind. Thank God. Clearly, he’s seen my desperation, but not the reason behind it.

	“Don’t you worry, darling, I’ll get you out of this.”

	Get me out of this? I’m not sure that’s what I want. What the fuck? Of course that’s what you want, Janice. You can’t sell insurance with a criminal record. Speaking of which, I immediately think of my upcoming client.

	“Rob, this morning’s client. Can you ring Graham, my sales manager, and get him to handle it for me,” I say. “Don’t tell him what’s going on. Just tell him I’ve got COVID, and he’ll handle it. That way, I get my full commission.”

	Grasping my tailored arm, the officer guides me toward her car. I speak quickly before she locks me away. “Tell him half managed, half-capital guaranteed. He’ll understand.”

	Hesitating, he seems absolutely flummoxed. “Client... client? What client? Who the blazes are they?”

	With the officer’s hand on top of my head about to place me in the back seat, I more or less yell my instruction. “It’s all in my diary in my bag. Call Graham first, then come to the station to look after me.”

	The seatbelt is then buckled around my restrained body by my grim captor, and we speed off.

	Grim captor. Restrained body. The words bounce around in my brain as I sit back and relax. Now, where was I? And all at once, my tingling warmth returns.

	 


Chapter Two: Punishment

	 

	 

	Janice

	 

	Buttoned up in my tailored finery, I sit on the bench in the lobby of the police station, looking every inch a solicitor. Except for the fact that my hands remain cuffed behind. My arresting officer is at the front desk arranging some sort of accommodation for me.

	However, I’m no longer in a euphoric state, or whatever the fuck it was. My mind snapped back into gear upon entering the station with people looking at me as though I was a criminal. Not to mention some low-life type, hands similarly cuffed behind, smiling at me from the bench on the other side of the room.

	Jesus! Time to get serious, Janice.

	Regretting the fact I had prioritised my client with Rob ahead of myself, I now wish he was here. The officer comes across, taking my arm and leading me toward a thick, reinforced glass-paned door which is opened from the other side by a tall, older male officer.

	“The cells are chock-a-block,” he says. “Put her in interview room two. It can’t be locked, so keep her in her cuffs for now.”

	Her cuffs? They’re not my fucking cuffs, mate. Hurry up, Rob, for Christ’s sake.

	Keeping hold of my arm, the butch bitch takes me to said room, opening the door before, surprising me no end, taking my cuffs off.

	Rubbing my wrists, I stare at her. “Did you have to do them so tight?”

	“Out there I did. In here, not so much. Come and sit at the table. I can attach you there, make you more comfortable.”

	Attach me? Am I some sort of object all of a sudden? A package being stored away for safekeeping? This being told what to do, where to go, where to sit, stand or whatever, is starting to get to me. Then, as my complete and utter lack of liberty hits home, I burst into tears.

	Coming across, she takes my arm, forcing me to the chair. “Fuck me, you’re only in the station. Wait until you’re in jail.”

	Jail? Never have I felt so alone, so defeated. Even more so as she matter-of-factly attaches me to the table, hands cuffed in front, before leaving the room.

	I can’t, for the life of me, stop crying. This might be run-of-the-mill for her, however, it’s anything but for someone like me. Bleak, colourless walls emphasise the room’s loveless state. Its emptiness invades every fibre of my being. I’m not meant to be in a place like this. And it’s then that I think of Mother. Not with any great emotion—as if. But even cold, unemotional Mother is better than here. Even grounding me for weeks on end. Oh, how I long for that strictness again, where at least there was some sort of love involved, however twisted.

	The door opens, and in walks Rob. Dear god, the sight of his beloved face, the warmth of his arms as he comforts me.

	“Oh, Rob, Rob, get me out of here,” I say, crying even louder. “I’ll do whatever it takes, anything. Just get me out.”

	Pulling back, he stares at me as though startled. “Darling, darling, of course I’ll get you out of here. I had no idea you’d be so distraught.”

	Sobbing now, my hands fixed in front of me, I bow my head in resignation. “You were right. It was littering. And my mother was right all along. I’m so, so naughty.”

	Speak of the devil. The door bursts open, and in walks Mother—otherwise known as the redoubtable Jocelyn O’Donnell—in all her splendour, with the clearly angry arresting officer trailing behind.

	“Get those cuffs off her this instant,” she demands.

	“Not so fast, Mrs O’Donnell. She has a serious charge to answer for.”

	“A serious charge? Littering? Are you joking, young lady?”

	“Officer Manning, if you don’t mind,” she says. “And no, I’m not joking. Your daughter’s been caught on my dash cam for the last five days at nearly the same spot, same time, throwing debris from her car window onto a busy thoroughfare.”

	Mother turns to me, staring that stare and taking me back to my childhood in an instant before thankfully directing her glare back to Officer Manning. So that’s the bitch’s name. Let’s see how her bullying ways stack up against Mother Dearest. It’s good to have her back, if only for her warlike ways.

	What the fuck? Did I really just think that? Could this day get any madder?

	“On your dash cam?” Mother says. “What in heaven’s name were you doing, recording her for five days?”

	“The first day I saw her doing it, I was booking someone else, so I couldn’t respond. Then, the very next day, she drives past and repeats the offence. As I said, damn near in the same spot, same time.”

	Bugger my habitual ways. I knew someday they would come back to bite me on the arse. Tell you what, though, it’s stopped my sobbing. Watching these two heavyweights slug it out, I decide the place is not in the slightest bit empty or lifeless anymore.

	The bully bitch continues. “So rather than book her on the spot, I tailed and recorded her for the following five days, finally pulling her over.”

	Giving her a wry look accompanied by a grunt—I suppose you could call it—Mother responds, this time though more cautiously, seemingly aware of her opponent’s ability, not to mention courage. I’d never seen anyone stand up to my mother before, and this young lady is more than holding her own.

	Mother is about to respond when the tall male officer who’d originally admitted me enters the room. “A quick word, Officer Manning,” he says.

	He whispers some asides to her and she smiles, nodding her head in gratitude, it
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