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      Janey Wilcox spent every summer for the last ten years in the Hamptons, and she’d never once rented a house or paid for anything, save for an occasional Jitney ticket. In the early nineties, Janey was enough of a model to become a sort of lukewarm celebrity, and the lukewarm celebrity got her a part (“thinking man’s sex symbol”) in one of those action movies. She never acted again, but her lukewarm celebrity was established and she figured out pretty quickly that it could get her things and keep on getting them, as long as she maintained her standards.

      So every year around May, Janey went through the process of choosing a house for the summer. Or rather, choosing a man with a house for the summer. Janey had no money, but she’d found that was irrelevant as long as she had rich friends and could get rich men. The secret to getting rich men, which so many women never figured out, was that getting them was easy, as long as you didn’t have any illusions about marrying them. There was no rich man in New York who would turn down regular blow jobs and entertaining company with no strings attached. Not that you’d want to marry any of these guys anyway. Every rich guy she’d been with had turned out to be weird – a freak or a pervert – so by the time Labor Day came around, she was usually pretty relieved to be able to end the relationship.

      In exchange, Janey got a great house and, usually, the man’s car to drive around. She liked sports cars the best, but if they were too sporty, like a Ferarri or a Porsche, that wasn’t so good because the man usually had a fixation on his car and wouldn’t let anyone drive it, especially a woman.

      The guy she had been with last summer, Peter, was like that. Peter had golden-blond hair that he wore in a crew cut, and he was a famous entertainment lawyer, but he had a body that could rival any underwear model’s. They were fixed up on a blind date, even though they’d actually met more than a dozen times at parties over the years, and he asked her to meet him at his town house in the West Village because he was too busy during the day to decide on a restaurant. After she rang the buzzer, he left her waiting on the street for fifteen minutes. She didn’t mind, because the friend who fixed them up, a socialite type who had gone to college with Peter, kept emphasizing what a great old house he had on Lily Pond Lane in East Hampton. After dinner, they went back to his town house, ostensibly because he had to walk his dog, Gumdrop, and when they were in the kitchen, she spotted a photograph of him, in his bathing suit on the beach, tacked to the refrigerator door. He had stomach muscles that looked like the underside of a turtle. She decided to have sex with him that night.

      This was the Wednesday before Memorial Day, and the next morning, while he was noisily making cappuccino, he asked her if she wanted to come out to his house for the weekend. She had known he was going to ask her, even though the sex was among the worst she’d had in years (there was some awkward kissing, then he sat on the edge of the bed, rubbing himself until he was hard enough to put on a condom, and then he stuck it in), but she was grateful that he had asked her so quickly.

      “You’re a smart girl, you know,” he said, pouring cappuccino into two enameled cups. He was wearing white French boxer shorts with buttons in the front.

      “I know,” she said.

      “No, I mean it,” he said. “Having sex with me last night.”

      “Much better to get it out of the way.”

      “Women don’t understand that guys like me don’t have time to chase them.” He finished his cappuccino and carefully washed out the cup. “It’s a fucking bore,” he said. “You should do all of your friends a favor and tell them to quit playing those stupid girl games. If a girl doesn’t put out by the second or third date, you know what I do?”

      “No,” Janey said.

      He pointed his finger at her. “I never call her again. Fuck her.”

      “No. That’s exactly what you don’t do. Fuck her,” Janey said.

      He laughed. He came up to her and squeezed one of her breasts. “If everything goes well this weekend, maybe we’ll spend the whole summer together. Know what I mean?” he said. He was still squeezing her breast.

      “Ow,” Janey said.

      “Breast implants, huh?” he said. “I like ’em. They should make all women get them. All women should look like you. I’ll call you.”

      Still, when he hadn’t called by noon on Friday, she began to have doubts. Maybe she’d read him wrong. Maybe he was totally full of shit. It was unlikely, though – they knew too many people in common. But how well did anybody really know anyone else in New York? She called up Lynelle, the socialite who had fixed them up. “Oh, I’m so glad you guys hit it off,” Lynelle said.

      “But he hasn’t called. It’s twelve-thirty,” Janey said.

      “He’ll call. He’s just a little… strange.”

      “Strange?”

      “He’s a great guy. We have this joke that if I weren’t married to Richard, we’d be married. He calls me his non-future-ex-wife. Isn’t that hysterical?”

      “Hysterical,” Janey said.

      “Don’t worry. You’re just his type,” Lynelle said. “Peter just has his own way of doing things.”

      At one-thirty, Janey called Peter’s office. He was in a meeting. She called twice more, and at two-thirty, his secretary said he’d left for the day. She called the town house several times. His machine kept picking up. Finally, he called her at three-thirty. “Little anxious?” he asked. “You called eleven times. According to my caller ID.”

      They drove out to the Hamptons in his new Porsche Turbo. Gumdrop, a Bichon Frise with blue bows in his topknot, had to sit on her lap, and kept trying to lick her face. All the way out, Peter kept making his hand into a gun shape, pretending to shoot at the other motorists. He called everyone “a fucking Polack.” Janey tried to pretend that she thought it was funny.

      In Southampton, they stopped for gas at the Hess station. That was a good sign. Janey always loved that gas station, with the attendants in their civilized white and green uniforms – it really made you feel like you were finally out of the city. There was a line of cars. Peter got out of the car and went to the bathroom, leaving the engine running. After a few minutes, the people behind her started honking. She slid into the driver’s seat just as Peter came running out of the bathroom, waving his arms and screaming, “You fucking Polack, don’t touch my car!”

      “Huh?” she said, looking around in confusion.

      He yanked open the car door. “Nobody drives my fucking car but me. Got that? Nobody touches my fucking car but me. It’s my fucking car.”

      Janey slid gracefully out of the car. She was wearing tight jeans and high-heeled sandals that made her an inch taller than he was, and her long, nearly white, blond hair hung straight down over a man’s white button-down shirt. Her hair was one of her most prized possessions: It was the kind of hair that made people look twice. She lifted her sunglasses, aware that everyone around them was now staring, recognizing her as Janey Wilcox, the model, and probably beginning to recognize Peter as well. “Listen, Buster,” she said into his face. “Put a lid on it. Unless you want to see this little incident in the papers on Monday morning.”

      “Hey, where are you going?” he asked.

      “Where do you think?” she said.

      “Sorry about that,” Peter said after she got back in the car. He rubbed her leg. “I’ve got a bad temper, baby. I explode. I can’t help it. You should know that about me. It’s probably because my mother beat me when I was a kid.”

      “Don’t worry about it,” Janey said. She adjusted her sunglasses.

      Peter roared out of the gas station. “You are so hot, baby. So hot. You should have seen all those other men looking at you.”

      “Men always look at me,” Janey said.

      “This is going to be a great summer,” Peter said.

      Peter’s house was everything Lynelle had promised. It was a converted farmhouse on three acres of manicured lawn, with six bedrooms and a decorator-perfect interior. As soon as they arrived, Peter got on his cell phone and started screaming at the gardener about his apple trees. Janey ignored him. She took off her clothes and walked naked out to the pool. She knew he was watching her through the sliding glass doors. When she got out of the water, he stuck his head out. “Hey baby, is the heat turned on in the pool? If it isn’t, I’ll call the guy and scream at him.”

      “It’s on,” she said. “I think we should figure out what parties we want to go to this weekend.” She took out her own cell phone and, still naked, settled into a cushiony deck chair and started dialing.

       

      In mid-May of the summer Janey was to turn thirty-one (her birthday was June first, and she always told everyone she was a “summer baby”), she went to the nightclub Moomba three times in one week. The first night was a party for the rap artist Toilet Paper. She stood in the middle of the room with one hip pushed out, letting photographers take her picture, then someone escorted her to a table in the corner. Joel Webb, the art collector, was there. Janey thought he was cute, even though everyone said he’d had a nose job and cheek implants and liposuction and wore lifts in his shoes because he was only five foot four. But that wasn’t the problem. It was his house. For the past three years, he’d been building a big house in East Hampton; in the meantime, he’d been renting what Janey considered a shack – a rundown three-bedroom cottage.

      “I need a girlfriend. Fix me up with one of your gorgeous friends, huh?” he said.

      “How’s your house coming?” Janey said.

      “The contractors promised it would be done by July fourth. Come on,” he said, “I know you can think of someone to fix me up with.”

      “I thought you had a girlfriend,” Janey said.

      “Only by default. We break up during the year, but by the time summer comes, I get so lonely I take her back.”

      Two nights later, Janey showed up at Moomba with Alan Mundy, whom everyone was calling the hottest comic in Hollywood. She’d met Alan years ago, when she was doing that film in Hollywood – he was a nobody then and had a tiny part in the movie, playing a lovesick busboy. They sort of became friends and sort of stayed in touch, talking on the phone about once a year, but Janey now told everyone he was a great friend of hers. Her booker at her modeling agency told her Alan was coming into New York on the sly, so Janie called his publicist and he called her right back. He’d just broken up with his girlfriend and was probably lonely. “Janey, Janey,” he said. “I want to see all the hot places. Tear up the town.”

      “As long as we don’t have to patch it back together when you’re done,” she said.

      “God, I’ve missed you, Janey,” he said.

      He picked her up in a Rolls Royce limousine. His hair had been dyed red for his last movie role, and he had an inch of black roots. “Whatcha doing now, kid?” he asked. “Still acting?”

      “I’ve been acting every day of my life,” Janey said.

      Inside the club, Alan drank three martinis in a row. Janey sat close to him and whispered in his ear and giggled a lot. She had no real interest in Alan, who in actuality was the kind of geeky guy who would work at a car wash, which was exactly what he used to do in between jobs before he became famous. But nobody else had to know that. It raised her status enormously to be seen with Alan, especially if it looked like they could potentially be an item.

      Alan was drunk, sticking the plastic swords from his martinis into his frizzy hair. “What do you want, Janey?” he asked. “What do you want out of life?”

      “I want to have a good summer,” Janey said.

      She got up to go to the bathroom. She passed Redmon Richardly, the bad-boy southern writer. “Janey, Janey,” he said. “I’m soooo glad to see you.”

      “Really?” Janey said. “You were never glad to see me before.”

      “I’m always glad to see you. You’re one of my good friends,” Redmon said. There was another man at the table. Short brown hair. Tanned. Slim. Too handsome. Just the way Janey liked them. “See? I always said Janey was a smart model,” Redmon said to the man.

      The man smiled. “Smart and a model. What could be better?”

      “Dumb and a model. The way most men like them,” Janey said. She smiled back, aware of the whiteness of her teeth.

      “Zack Manners. Janey Wilcox,” Redmon said. “Zack just arrived from England. He’s looking for a house in the Hamptons. Maybe you can help him find one.”

      “Only if I get to live in it,” Janey said.

      “Interesting proposition,” Zack said.

      Janey went upstairs to the bathroom. Her heart was thumping. Zack Manners was the huge English record producer. She stood in line for the bathroom. Redmon Richardly came up behind her. “I want him,” Janey said.

      “Who? Zack?” He laughed. “You and a million other women all over the world.”

      “I don’t care,” Janey said. “I want him. And he’s looking for a house in the Hamptons.”

      “Well… you… can’t… have… him,” Redmon said.

      “Why not?” Janey stamped her foot.

      Redmon put his arms around her like he was going to kiss her. He could do things like that and get away with it. “Come home with me tonight.”

      “Why?”

      “Because it’d be fun.”

      “I’m not interested in fun.”

      “Ditch that geek you’re with and come home with me. What are you doing with a geek like that, anyway? I don’t care if he’s famous. He’s still a geek.”

      “Yeah, well, being with a geek like that makes men like you more interested in me.”

      “Oh, come on.”

      “I want to have a good summer,” Janey said. “With Zack.”

      Janey and Alan left half an hour later, after Alan accidentally spilled two martinis. On their way out, they passed Redmon’s table. Janey casually slipped her hand into the back pocket of Alan’s jeans. Then she looked over her shoulder at Zack.

      “Call me later,” Redmon said loudly.
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      Janey Wilcox heard about Harold Vane, the billionaire, in the bathroom of a club. That was two years ago, and even though Harold had turned out to be a little squeaker of a man, with his shiny round head and his ever-shiny shoes (he made the servants polish his Docksiders to a high sheen), he was one of the best summers. “I’ve got to find a man for the summer,” Janey was complaining to her friend Allison when a voice from one of the stalls shouted out, “Harold Vane.”

      Harold had a stucco mansion on Gin Lane in Southampton. There was a long green lawn in front of the house, and a shorter green lawn in the back, edging down to the dunes and the beach. There was a sit-down lunch with wine and two courses on both Saturday and Sunday, a cook, and a man called Skaaden who mixed cocktails and discreetly served the food from silver platters. The grounds could be entered only through a wrought-iron gate with the letter “H” on one side and “V” on the other. Harold had a security man who dressed like a gardener but carried a gun.

      “Don’t you worry that one of these guys is going to figure out what you’re up to?” Allison asked. This was at the beginning of the Harold summer, when Janey had invited Allison (who had a share in a tiny house in Bridgehampton) over for the day.

      “What do you mean?” Janey asked, thinking about the gardener.

      “Using them. For their summer houses.”

      “I’m a feminist,” Janey said. “It’s about the redistribution of wealth.” They were lying on chaises by the pool, and Skaaden kept bringing them glasses of iced tea.

      “Where is Harold, anyway?” Allison asked. She had bulging gray eyes – no matter how you made her up, she would never be pretty, Janey thought. She had been waiting for Allison to ask the question. Allison was a sort of professional best friend to the rich and famous; as soon as she left, she’d probably call up everybody and tell them she’d been lunching at Harold Vane’s house, and that they were now good friends. In fact, Janey expected that after she and Harold broke up at the end of the summer, Allison would continue to pursue his friendship. She’d invite him for drinks, and when she saw him at parties, she’d put her hand on his arm and whisper jokes in his ear to make him laugh.

      “Harold’s on the crapper,” Janey said. She had a soft, girlish voice, and despite her stunning face and figure, she knew her voice was really her secret weapon – it allowed her to say anything and get away with it. “He spends an hour on the crapper every evening before he goes out, and on weekends, an hour in the morning and an hour in the late afternoon. It really cuts into the day. Last weekend we basically missed a book party because he wouldn’t get off the can.”

      “What does he do in there?”

      Janey shrugged. “I don’t know. Shits. Reads. Although how it can take a person an hour to shit, I don’t know. I keep telling him it’s not good for his intestines.”

      “It’s probably the only time he can get away from everything.”

      “Oh, no,” Janey said. “He has a phone and e-mail in there.” She looked at Allison. “Forget I said that, okay?” She could just imagine Allison going around to dinners telling people that Harold Vane spent an hour on the crapper while he talked on the phone and sent e-mails, and it made her feel guilty. After all, Harold had never done or said anything even remotely unpleasant to her, and she was actually a little bit in love with him.

      That was the surprising thing about Harold. She couldn’t bring herself to have sex with him at first – but after they’d finally done it, the second Saturday after Memorial Day, she’d wondered why she’d waited so long. Harold was commanding in bed. He told her what he wanted her to do and how to position herself (later on in the summer, he shaved off all her pubic hair and told her to sunbathe naked), and he had a huge penis.

      His unmentionable was so large, in fact, that all during that summer, when other women came up to her to ask her if it was true she was really dating Harold (this seemed to happen most in the ladies’ rooms at the various trendy Hamptons restaurants they frequented), Janey would roll up her lipstick and say confidentially that his willy was so enormous, the first time she saw it she told him there was no way he was going to put that thing in her. Then she would go back to lipsticking her open mouth. It might have been a little off color to talk about Howard’s willy, but on the other hand, Janey felt she was doing him a favor – when she broke up with him, it would make it easier for him to get other women.

      Not that he seemed to have any trouble. Harold was like everybody’s Santa Claus. Old girlfriends were constantly calling, offering to fix him up with their friends, and Harold was always doling out advice, and sending these women little gifts to help them get through their crises – cell phones and computers and even paying for private nursery school for the child of a woman who’d had the kid out of wedlock. On Janey’s first Hamptons weekend, he had pulled her by the hand out to his garage. “I want you to have your freedom this summer,” he said. “I can tell that you’re a girl who likes her freedom.”

      “You’re right,” Janey said.

      “Otherwise, you’d be married by now,” he said. He opened the side door to the garage and they went down three steps. He was behind her, and when she was at the bottom, he jerked her around and fastened his lips on hers and stuck his tongue in her mouth. It took Janey by surprise, and she sort of remembered flailing her arms around like a live insect impaled by a pin. But the kiss wasn’t bad.

      “Just a little something to get your motor running,” he said. Then he pushed past her and turned on the light. “Pick the car you want to drive this summer,” he said. There was a Range Rover and two Mercedeses, one a 550 coupe and the other an SL convertible. “There’s only one rule. You can’t change your mind in the middle of the summer. I don’t want you coming to me and saying, ‘I want to drive the Rover’ when you’ve already chosen the Mercedes.”

      “What if I don’t like any of them,” Janey said. “What if I want a Maserati.”

      “I don’t want you to get too spoiled,” Harold said. “You’ll end up hating me because no other guy is ever going to treat you as nice.”

      “That’s probably true,” she said, touching him affectionately on the nose with her index finger.

      “Why don’t you marry him,” Allison kept hissing all summer.

      “Oh no, I couldn’t,” Janey said. “I couldn’t marry a man unless I was totally in love with him.”

      “I could be in love with him in two seconds,” Allison said.

      “Yes, you probably could,” Janey said, not bothering to add that Allison wasn’t anywhere near attractive enough to interest a man like Harold.

      Harold took Janey a little bit seriously. “Be smart,” he said. “Do something with your life. Let me help you.”

      Janey said she’d always wanted to do something important, like be a journalist or write a novel. So one Sunday, Harold invited a lady editor in chief to brunch. Harold always served cappuccino in oversized cups, and Janey remembered the lady editor, who was wearing a blue and white jacket in a swirly design, balancing the large cup on her thigh while they were sitting outside.

      “Janey wants to be a writer,” Harold said.

      “Oh my,” said the lady editor. She raised the cup to her lips. “Why is it that pretty girls always want to do something else?”

      “Come on, Maeve,” Harold roared. “You used to be pretty yourself. Before you got smart.”

      “And before you got rich,” Maeve said. “What is it you want to do, dear?”

      “I want your job,” Janey said, in that soft voice that gave no offense.

      When Janey and Harold broke up at the end of September, she actually cried on the street afterward. The breakup took place in his Park Avenue apartment – they arranged to meet there for a drink before going out to dinner. Harold was in the library. He was sipping a scotch, staring up at his prized Renoir. “Hello, crazy kid,” he said. He took her hand and led her to a red silk couch. “Something’s come up. I won’t be able to make it to dinner tonight.”

      “I see,” Janey said. She had an inkling of what was coming next.

      “It was wonderful spending time with you this summer,” he said. “But….”

      “It’s over,” Janey said.

      “It’s not you,” said Harold. “It’s me. I don’t want to get married, and you should know that there’s another woman I’d like to start seeing.”

      “Please,” Janey said. She stood up. “I was going to break up with you tonight anyway. Isn’t that funny?”

      It was chilly, and she’d worn a lightweight blue silk coat. As Harold escorted her to the door, she saw Skaaden standing in the hallway with her coat over his arm. Harold had not only planned the breakup, he had discussed it with Skaaden beforehand. As Skaaden helped her into her coat, she imagined what Harold would have told him: “The young lady will be arriving for drinks, but leaving shortly thereafter. She may be upset, so be sure to have her coat ready,” and she smiled. “Good-bye Harold,” she said. She took his hand, but allowed him to kiss her on the cheek.

      She made it as far as the corner, then she leaned over a garbage can and started crying. She had a dialogue with herself: “Come on,” said one voice. “This has happened a million times before. You should be used to it.”

      “But it still hurts,” said the other voice.

      “Only a little. Harold was short and ugly and you never would have married him anyway. Besides, he spent an hour a day on the crapper.”

      “I loved him.”

      “Did not. You’re only upset because he was going to take you to Bouley for dinner and you wanted the fois gras.”

      A cab stopped in front of Harold’s building and a lanky blond girl got out. She was clutching a cheap leather bag. “My replacement,” Janey thought. The cab’s yellow light came on. Janey stuck out her hand and hailed it.

      Two weeks later, Harold messengered an envelope to her apartment. Inside was a note that read, “If you ever need anything, please call,” attached to a five-thousand-dollar gift certificate from Gucci.

      *

      The next summer, when Janey was with Peter, she ran into Harold at a big party in East Hampton, thrown on a beachfront estate. The summer was only half over, but she’d developed an unusual and alarming hatred for Peter. At the beach, he either talked on his cell phone to clients or criticized other women’s bodies. His pet peeve was women over forty who’d had kids. “Look at her,” he’d scream. “Look at that belly. Useless. Why doesn’t she get off the beach?”

      “Oh Peter,” she’d say.

      “Oh Peter what? It’s in a man’s nature to be attracted to beautiful young girls. It’s instinctual. A man wants to sleep with as many beautiful young girls as possible. It’s all about reproduction.”

      Driving on the back roads in his Porsche, he’d say, “I’m a little crazy, Janey,” like he was proud of it. “Do you think I should go to a shrink?”

      “I think it would be totally useless,” Janey would say, and he’d laugh, taking it as a compliment, so by the time they arrived at the party, he’d have his hand on her leg. Then they’d walk, arms around each other, up somebody’s lawn or gravel pathway, laughing, smiling over their shoulders at the other guests. All the PR people knew them, so they didn’t even have to give their names at parties, and photographers took their picture. The summer was green and warm, and for those moments, anyway, it felt perfect.

      The Monday after Janey and Peter ran into Harold, Harold called.

      “I’m worried about you, Janey,” he said. “You’re a nice girl. You shouldn’t be with a guy like Peter.”

      “Why not?” she said.

      “He’s a creep.”

      “Oh Harold. You think every other guy is a creep.”

      “I’m serious, Janey,” Harold said. “I want to give you some advice. Maybe it’s not my place, but I’m going to give it to you anyway. Stop this running around and get married. You’re not the kind of girl who’s going to do something with her life, so marry a man you love and have his children.”

      “But I will do something, Harold.”

      “What?”

      “I don’t know.”

      “Take my advice, Janey. You’re young now, and you’re beautiful. This is the time to find a real guy.”

      “Who?” Janey asked.

      “A nice young guy. A good-looking guy. I don’t know. I’ll fix you up with my architect. He’s thirty-three and wants to get married.”

      “No thanks,” Janey said, and laughed softly.

      The relationship with Peter went from bad to worse. It was partly the sex. Peter didn’t want to be touched, and could barely bring himself to touch her. They had sex once every three weeks. “Do you think maybe you’re gay?” Janey asked. She’d developed a habit of baiting him. “I’m going to find some hot young guy to have sex with. Men over forty really can’t perform, you know.” Then they’d get into a screaming argument in his house. One morning, Janey burned some toast, and he stormed into the kitchen and fished the burnt toast out of the garbage, scraped it off, and tried to make her eat it. She fed it to Gumdrop instead, who promptly threw up. Janey had fantasies of killing Peter, and wondered if she accidentally threw his cell-phone recharger into the pool, he’d be electrocuted.

      They’d make up because they always had parties to go to, and eventually, the summer passed.

       

      Moomba again. Janey sat by herself, sipping a martini at the bar. The bartender was young. He said, “I remember you in that movie. I’m embarrassed about this, but I used to masturbate to your picture.”

      “Good,” Janey said. “Then I guess I don’t need to give you a tip.”

      “This is on me,” he said, nodding at the martini. He leaned over the bar. “What are you doing now?”

      “Waiting for a friend,” she said, and turned away.

      She was willing Zack Manners to show up. She’d found she had this uncanny knack: If she willed something hard enough, it would happen. Instead, Redmon Richardly, the novelist, came in. He nodded at her, then walked all around the club to see who else was there. Then he came over.

      “Where’s Zack?” she asked.

      “How the hell should I know.”

      “I’m hoping he’ll show up.”

      “Forget about Zack,” Redmon said. “I’m the best you’re going to do tonight.”

      “I want Zack.”

      “Zack is a weirdo,” Redmon said. He ordered a scotch.

      “So are you.”

      “No, really a weirdo,” Redmon said. “I’ve spent a lot of time with him in London. I know girls who have slept with him. You don’t want to get involved in that shit. It’s that weird Euro sex shit. It’s gross. It’s not American.”

      Then, sure enough, Zack did turn up. “Zack!” Redmon said. “We were just talking about you.”

      Zack was with some other people. “Come to the table,” he mouthed.

      After Zack’s group was seated, Janey went over and wedged a chair in next to Zack. “You again,” he said. “You look like one of those girls who’s everywhere. Are you a socialite?”

      Janey just smiled and sipped her drink. She knew she didn’t have to say anything. Eventually her looks would begin to affect him. She turned to the man on her other side. He was a little English fellow, eager to talk.

      “Are you going to the Hamptons too, this summer?” she asked.

      “No, but I’m fascinated by it. We don’t have anything like it in England. It sounds marvelous. All those movie stars fighting the traffic.”

      “I go every summer,” Janey said. “It’s wonderful.”

      “Will you be there this summer?”

      “Oh yes. I’m looking forward to having a really good summer this year.”

      Zack leaned over. “What is it with you and this ‘good summer’ business?” he asked. “Are you mentally impaired in some way that I should know about?”

      “Probably,” Janey said. She put down her drink. “I have to go,” she said. “Call me.”

      “I don’t call girls. I get in touch,” said Zack.

      “Then I’ll look forward to your ‘getting in touch,’ ” Janey said.

      Two days letter, Zack messengered an envelope to her apartment. Written on an engraved card was this brief missive: Janey, would you like to meet for a drink? Please ring my secretary, who will give you the time and place. Regards, Zack.
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      Every five minutes during the Jitney ride out to the Hamptons on Memorial Day weekend, Janey wanted to stand up and scream, “I’m Janey Wilcox, the model, and I’m spending the weekend with Zack Manners, the English billionaire record producer. So fuck you. All of you,” just to make herself feel better. She was sitting in the front of the bus, wearing a baseball cap and sunglasses with her hair pulled back in a ponytail, trying to read The Sheltering Sky. But a niggling thought kept inserting itself into her brain, like a pencil point being pushed into Silly Putty: Zack Manners was not exactly there. He was not, as Janey liked to say, completely “in.” His invitation had been vague – he had left instructions with his secretary to inform Janey that they should meet “sixish” for drinks at The Palm in East Hampton on Friday evening. Janey wasn’t sure if the invitation extended to the weekend, and the uncertainty made her more excited about Zack than she had been about any man in a long time. The night before, she had gone to Moomba, and as the various men came by her table to pay their doting respects, Janey had said boldly, “Oh, yes, I’m wonderful. I’ve finally met a man I could fall madly in love with. He’s brilliant and funny and sexy.” And she said it in such a way as to imply that, while Zack was all those things, these other men decidedly were not.

      The amazing thing was that this didn’t seem to turn any of the men off. They clustered around the table, ordering drinks and smoking cigarettes. Janey had recently developed a theory that the worse you treated men, the more they wanted you. Peter, from three summers ago, came over, swinging a chair around to sit with his arms draped over the back. “You’ve changed, Janey. You seem so confident,” he said.

      “I’m not the same girl I was two years ago, Peter,” she said, and smiled viciously. “I would never put up with your shit today.”

      “I never gave you any shit.”

      “The ultimate was Labor Day weekend. Driving back from the Hamptons in the pouring rain. Remember? You dropped me off just outside the midtown tunnel. On Thirty-fifth Street and Third Avenue. ‘Get a cab,’ you said.”

      “It was over,” Peter said, and grinned. “And you lived all the way uptown. Why should I drive a girl all the way uptown if I’m not even going to get laid?”

      Janey expected Zack to be at the bar in The Palm when she arrived at six-fifteen. He wasn’t. When he still hadn’t turned up ten minutes later, she took up two guys on their offer to buy her a drink. She ordered a margarita. At six-forty-five, there was a slight commotion outside. A green 1954 250 GT Ellena Body Ferrari pulled into the circular driveway. Right-hand drive. Zack got out. He wore old tennis shoes and walked with his hands in the front pockets of his khaki trousers. Janey became very animated, talking to the two men. Zack came up behind her. Whispered in her ear, “Hello there.”

      She jumped a little. “Oh. Hi,” she said. She looked at her watch. “I was going to scold you for being late, but the car makes up for it.”

      “The car is priceless,” Zack said. He slid onto the bar stool next to her. He took her hand. “If you want to be with me, Janey, never, ever scold me. Unless I ask you to.”

      “That sounds promising.”

      “It is. If you play your cards right.” He leaned toward her. “Do you have a dark side, Janey? You look like a girl who has a dark side.”

      Janey laughed, and so did Zack. She flipped her hair over her shoulder. Zack lit a cigarette. Filterless. In the daylight, he was not quite as attractive as she remembered. He had bad English teeth, ranging in color from sickly yellow to light gray. His fingers were stained with nicotine and his nails were dirty. But there was the car. And his money. And the whole summer and hopefully even longer ahead of her. “Let’s take things one step at a time, okay?” she said.

      “I guess that means you want to see my house before you decide whether or not you want to fuck me,” Zack said.

      “Come on,” Janey said. “I’m interested in you. Everyone says you’re fascinating.”

      “Everyone is a fool,” Zack said. And then: “You’re going to love the house. It’s perfect.” He stood up and pulled her off the bar stool. He put his arm around her, walking her to the door. He was taller than she, the perfect size, she thought. “I got the house just for you,” he said.

      “Of course you did,” Janey said. She believed him, not thinking for a moment that it was unusual for a complete stranger to rent a house in the Hamptons in the hope that she would be with him. She nodded at the valet, who held open the car door. She slid into the front seat. The car was in perfect condition. She took off her baseball cap and shook out her hair. She laughed. “It’s beautiful,” she said, feeling generous. Zack started the engine. “Ah yes,” he said, pulling out of the driveway. “I suppose that’s where I’m supposed to say, ‘No, you’re beautiful, Janey.’” He looked at her. “Feel like you’re in a movie?”

      “Yes.”

      “You’re a very silly girl. Don’t you know that it’s dangerous to be so silly?”

      “Maybe I’m not silly,” Janey said. “Maybe it’s just an act.”

      “Maybe it’s all just an act,” Zack said. “But then where does that leave you?”

      He turned the car onto Further Lane. “I told the rental agent I wanted a house on the best road in the best town in the Hamptons. I hope she hasn’t done me wrong, Janey.” He growled a bit on the word “wrong” and Janey thought he was adorable all over again. They turned in to a long gravel driveway. “I know the house,” Janey said. “It’s one of my favorites.”

      “Really?”

      “A friend of mine rented it five years ago. It’s the perfect summer house. Pool, tennis courts…”

      “Did you play tennis without your knickers on?”

      “Oh please, Zack.”

      “That’s how I imagine you, all in white, without your knickers…”

      The house was situated well back from the road, fronted by a long green lawn that was always set up for croquet. It was a classic, shingled-style manse, built in the 1920s for a rich family with a pack of kids and servants. Zack pulled up to the front. “Come along, come along my lovely, and we shall see…” he said, jumping out of the car and taking her hand. There was a wide porch and a balcony that ran around the second floor. He opened the door. “A veritable fun house,” he said, turning around. “Now, I expect you to play lots of naughty games.”

      “Like what?”

      Zack rustled through a paper sack. “Provisions,” he said, holding up a bottle of vodka and a plastic container of tonicwater.

      Janey laughed a little nervously.

      Zack went to the kitchen and returned with two cocktails. “Chin-chin,” he said, holding up his glass. “Cheers,” Janey said. “To a great summer.”

      Zack came up behind her. He put his arm around her waist and pressed her to him. “What’s behind all this great summer nonsense?”

      Janey turned and slipped out of his grasp. “Nothing,” she said.

      “There must be something. I’ve never heard of anyone so obsessed with summer. I spent my summers working in a factory.”

      “Of course you did,” Janey said softly.

      He pointed his finger at her and shook it. “You have to answer my questions. That’s one of the rules. I get bored very easily. Right now I’m interested. In hearing all about you. About all of the men who have had you before me.”

      “What?” Janey said.

      “This is going to be fun,” Zack said. “Do you take coke?”

      “Coca-Cola?”

      “Cocaine,” Zack said with mock patience. Then: “You’re not very bright, are you? When I first met you, I didn’t think you were, but then I thought perhaps I’d made a mistake.” He sat down on the couch in front of a coffee table, looked up at her, and smiled. “But then, one doesn’t really need intelligence in these situations. Just a sense of adventure.”

      “I don’t do cocaine,” Janey said coldly.

      “What a shame,” Zack said. “I figured you for a player.” He tapped some cocaine out on the coffee table, rolled up a bill, and snorted it up. He tipped his head back, inhaling deeply, the bill still in his nostril. Janey stared, and he caught her eye. “Stop playing the good little American girl, will you,” he said.

      “How do you know I’m not?”

      “Oh, come off it,” Zack said. He stood up. Walked to her. Touched her hair. “I didn’t invite you here to be my girlfriend,” he said.

      “Then why did you invite me?”

      “I didn’t. You invited yourself. Remember?”

      “Fuck off,” Janey said softly.

      “Come here,” he said. “Sit down. My dear, you’re as transparent as that shirt you’re wearing. Everyone knows what your game is. You’re available. For the summer. Providing the man is rich enough. At least I want to know why.”

      “Because I just want to have a good summer,” Janey screamed. “Is there anything wrong with that?”

      “But you don’t do anything,” Zack said. He snorted some more cocaine.

      “I don’t do anything because I don’t want to. I don’t have to.”

      “You don’t feel much of anything, do you, Janey?”

      “No,” she said. She shrugged. “Even if the sex is great, it doesn’t mean anything. Because the guy isn’t going to stick around. So why not beat men at their own game. Use them. I’m a feminist, Zack,” she said, which somehow made her feel better.

      “Oh, the modern woman speaks,” Zack said. “How old are you?”

      “Twenty-eight,” Janey said, casually lying. She’d been fibbing about her age for professional reasons for so long that she actually believed it.

      “You look older,” he said, and laughed. “You use men, but you yourself are totally useless. You think your views are revolutionary, but they’re not. They’re just annoying and immature.”

      “And yours aren’t?”

      “As a matter of fact, they’re not,” Zack said. “I’m what you Yanks would call a self-made man. Everything I have, I got myself.” He lit up a cigarette. “But along the way, I noticed something curious. I lost my emotions. My ability to feel. It comes from having to fuck people over all the time to get what you think you want.” He smiled. Those teeth! Janey thought. “So you see, you and I are really quite alike.”

      “I have my reasons,” Janey said.

      “No doubt you do. But they’re probably very mundane,” he said. Janey reached across the couch and slapped him. He grabbed her wrist. “Very good,” he said. “You’re getting the idea.”

      “I’m not mundane,” Janey hissed.

      “Oh, but you are,” he said. He pushed her back against the couch. She didn’t struggle too much. “Degradation,” he said into her face. She could smell his breath. “That’s all that’s left for people like us. Degradation. It’s the only way we can feel.”

      “You’re nuts,” Janey said.

      “Come upstairs. Quickly!” he said. He grabbed her hand. He hopped up the stairs two at a time. He pulled her into the bedroom. “I’ve been looking forward to this all week.” He pulled off his shirt and pants. Underneath, he was wearing tatty stained briefs that were frayed in the leg holes. He turned around and pulled down his underpants. His bottom was splattered with pimples. “Hit me, Mum!” he shouted.

      “I’m not your mum,” Janey said.

      “Hit me, Mum! Please!”

      Janey didn’t know what to do, so she started screaming. She backed toward the window. It was open. She backed out of it, onto the balcony. Then she ran to the edge and jumped over, onto the roof. She scrambled across that and jumped to the ground. “Owwww,” she screamed.

      For a few minutes, she just lay there. Then she heard footsteps coming down the stairs and the front door banged open. Zack, still naked, and smoking a cigarette, walked toward her. “Get up, you silly cow. You’re not hurt.”

      “Fuck off,” Janey said.

      “I’d appreciate it if you’d leave the premises as quickly and expediently as possible,” Zack said. Then he went back in the house and snorted more cocaine.

      Janey limped into the house. She passed Zack. He didn’t look up. She went into the kitchen to make a phone call. “Please, please be home,” she said, then, “Thank God.” She started sobbing. “It’s me. Something terrible has happened. I was with this English guy and he went crazy. I’m scared. Yes. Yes,” she said, sniveling, and gave the address. Then she went out onto the porch to wait.

      Twenty minutes later, a Range Rover came roaring up Further Lane. The driver bypassed the driveway, and drove across the lawn, scattering bits of the croquet set. The Rover stopped in front of the house and Harold got out. He kept the car door open. “Your ride is here,” he said.

      Zack ran out of the house with a towel around his waist. “You really fucked it up,” he said to Janey. “You had a chance. We could have spent the whole summer together. You blew it.”

      “Get away from her,” Harold said.

      Zack ignored him, following Janey as she limped to the car. “Go back to your little Jew boys. Where you feel safe.”

      Harold took a step forward. “Hey. Listen here, asshole. Take it easy. This is America. You can’t talk like that.”

      “Oh yeah?” Zack laughed. He took a drag on his cigarette. “I’ll say whatever I damn please.”

      “When my lawyers get finished with you, you won’t be out of court for years,” Harold said calmly. He got into the car and slammed the door.

      “Yeah, yeah, ’course you will,” Zack shouted. “You Yanks. Take all the fun out of everything with your damn lawyers.” He hiked the towel up around his waist and walked back into the house.

      Harold backed the car across the lawn. “Jesus Christ, Janey,” he said.

      “Harold,” Janey said. She put her hands over her eyes. “I can’t really take any lectures right now, okay?”

      “I’m not going to lecture you, baby. I just want to make sure you’re all right. He didn’t…”

      “No,” she said.

      “Who is that creep?”

      “Zack Manners,” Janey said. “The English record producer.”

      “Goddamn Brits,” Harold said. “Why don’t they go back to England where they belong? Don’t worry,” he said, patting Janey’s hand, “I’ll see to it that he’s persona non grata on the East End. He won’t be able to get a reservation anywhere.”

      “You’re wonderful, Harold. You really are,” Janey said.

      “I know,” Harold said.

       

      “I just wanted to have a good summer,” Janey said an hour later, lying in a bed in a private room in Southampton Hospital. “Like when I was sixteen.”

      “Shhhh,” said the nurse. “Everyone wants to be sixteen again. Count backwards from a hundred and go to sleep.”

      Sixteen. That was the summer when Janey had gone from ugly to beautiful. Until then, she’d been the pudgy, funny-faced kid in a family of beauties. Her father was six foot two, all-American, the town’s local doctor. He wanted Janey to be a nurse, so she’d find a decent husband. Her mother was French and perfect. Janey was the middle child, sandwiched between a boy and a girl who could do no wrong. While the rest of the family ate veal with a mushroom cream sauce, Janey’s mother served her half a head of iceberg lettuce. “If you don’t lose weight, you won’t find a man. Then you’ll have to work. There is nothing more unattractive than a woman who works,” she’d say.

      “I want to be a vet,” Janey said.

      Every summer, spent at the country club, was agony. Janey’s mother, thin, tanned, in a Pucci bathing suit, was constantly drinking iced tea and flirting with the lifeguards, and later, with her son’s friends, who adored her. Janey’s brother and sister, both on the swim team, were state champs. Janey, who had a fat belly and fat thighs, was never able to distinguish herself. At fourteen, when she got her period, her mother said, “Janey, you must be very careful with boys. Boys like to take advantage of girls who are not pretty because the boys know the girl is, how you say, desperate. For attention.”

      Then Janey turned sixteen. She grew four inches. When she walked into the country club that summer, no one recognized her. She took to wearing her mother’s Pucci bathing suits. She stole her lipstick. She smoked cigarettes behind the clubhouse. Boys flocked around. Her mother caught her kissing a boy under a picnic table. She slapped Janey across the face. That was when Janey knew she’d won. “I’ll show you,” Janey said. “I’ll do better than you.”

      “You cannot do better than me,” said her mother.

      “Oh yes I can,” Janey said.

      The Saturday after Janey jumped from Zack’s roof, she showed up at Media Beach in Sagaponic with Redmon Richardly. Her foot was in a cast, and Redmon helped her, limping, across the sand. He settled her on a beach towel, then he went to take a swim. Allison came running over. “Is it true?” she asked breathlessly.

      “Which part?” Janey asked. She leaned back on her elbows, in order to better display her magnificent body. “You mean about Redmon and me being together?”
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