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Author’s Note

This book is set within the context of the Orthodox Jewish 
world. In order to give the book a feeling of authenticity, I 
have used language and concepts that are common to 
observant Jewish life. However, I have sought to make the 
story accessible to readers from any background by placing 
Hebrew and Yiddish terms in a broader explanatory context. 
I have also provided a glossary at the end of this book. 

There are also concepts central to Orthodox Jewish life 
that feature in this story which may be unfamiliar to some 
readers. There are three main areas of Jewish law that 
underpin the way life is conducted within an Orthodox 
Jewish home. These laws pertain to food (keeping kosher), 
the Sabbath (Shabbat/Shabbos) and family purity (taharat 
hamishpacha). For readers unfamiliar with these areas of 
Jewish life who would like to know more, there are a 
number of online sources that provide comprehensive 
explanations, including Wikipedia, chabad.org and 
jewfaq.com.
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Her Neighbor’s Pleasure 

Heavy rain beat down on the van, pummeling its windscreen. 
Esther could barely see more than a few feet in front of her. 
She crawled down the narrow driveway and waited behind 
two cars, each one taking its time to swipe security cards at 
the barrier; the boom gate slowly rising to let them in. It was 
a relief to move forward, to edge inside the entrance to the 
underground car park. The thunderous beating of rain on the 
roof of her van ceased in an instant; suddenly the world 
seemed so quiet.

Water dripped across Esther’s arm as she lowered her car 
window and reached out to swipe her card. "We're home 
little one," she called to her passenger in the back. Noticing 
his silence, Esther turned to see that her son had fallen asleep 
in his car seat. Ever since Meir was a baby, the sound of rain 
had lulled him to sleep. She glanced several times in her rear 
mirror during the crawl down the descending darkness into 
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the below ground car park; he was breathing slowly and 
heavily.

Esther and Sholem's apartment had two parking bays on 
the second basement level; Esther pulled into the one on the 
right. It took a few minutes to get Meir out of his safety 
straps and into the pusher. Once he was securely fastened, 
she removed the shopping bags from the back of the van, 
leaving them in a pile on the ground, next to her sleeping 
baby. There was a lot to carry. If her husband had still been 
home she would have called him to come down to help her, 
but his car wasn't there, which meant he must have gone out 
already.

"Do you need any help?" Esther heard a man's voice 
from behind. He stood next to a small blue sedan in a 
parking bay a few rows across and paused before moving 
towards her. Tall and blond, the man had a tan that seemed 
almost golden in the fluorescent light. As he came a little 
closer she felt there was something familiar about him, but 
she couldn't place him. He picked up the bags before she had 
made up her mind about whether to accept his offer of help.

"That's very nice of you," she said. "But weren't you on 
your way out?"

"I was, but there's no rush. I was going to pick up my 
wife, but I'm early, so I'd have to wait for her anyway," he 
said.

The bags looked heavy in his grip. She'd either have to 
accept his offer and move to the elevator or politely decline; 
either way, she needed to do it now. A part of her brain told 
her it wasn't right to accept help from a stranger, especially 
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as a religious Jewish woman. It probably wasn't the safest 
idea either. But there was something so pleasant about him 
and the casual way he waited made the idea of refusing his 
help seem silly. Perhaps it wasn't a sensible idea, but she was 
tired and it would be such a struggle without him.

"It's really very kind of you," she said, pushing her 
sleeping son away from the car towards the elevator behind 
them. 

It took a few minutes for the elevator to come. Inside, 
once the doors had closed, Esther began to feel self-
conscious. The lights were bright, but the space felt small 
and inappropriately intimate. She caught herself running her 
eyes along this stranger's arms, noticing the way his biceps 
seemed to be flexing; the fullness of his chest muscles. He 
must have been about her age, although perhaps he was a 
year or two older and closer to thirty.

"You live here?" she asked.
"Yeah, we moved here a few months ago," he said. "We 

just got married."
"Congratulations," Esther said. "And welcome." 
She had been about to say “mazel tov”, which would 

have been her normal response to hearing this sort of 
information from anyone in the community. There were 
many Jewish families living in these apartments - they lived 
close to the Jewish schools and shuls - but Esther doubted 
that this particular neighbor was Jewish.

She had the key ready when they reached the floor to her 
home. Her apartment was a few doors down a beige corridor; 
its speckled brown carpet designed to conceal as much dirt 
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and wear as possible.
"This looks exactly the same as our building," he said as 

she turned the key in the lock. His voice felt close behind 
her.

"Please, just drop them on the kitchen floor," she told 
him. Inside, the apartment was more subdued than usual. The 
storm was still raging and the light that streamed through the 
windows seemed more suited to early evening than 
lunchtime. "I really appreciate your help," she said, pausing 
to leave the front door open.

He stood straight after placing the bags on the tiled floor, 
looking around the apartment, crammed full of furniture and 
toys. Esther saw their home through this stranger's eyes, 
noticing the pile of Hebrew books sitting on the table; the 
many Jewish ornaments around the rooms; the toys spilling 
out of the children's storage boxes in the corner of the living 
room. 

"It's amazing," he said. "Our apartment is exactly the 
same shape and design, but we've hardly got anything in it. 
Yours feel so much more like a home."

"Thank you," she said. "It could be a little less chaotic."
"No, it's great," he responded, moving towards the 

lounge room. "You can probably see our apartment from 
here," he said. "That's it over there." 

It was difficult to see through the driving rain where 
exactly he was pointing, but after a moment she managed to 
make out a set of dark windows immediately across from her 
own, no more than 60 or 70 yards away. At that moment 
Esther understood why this man seemed familiar; this was 
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not the first time that she had seen him.
Standing beside him at the window, the rain streaming 

down the glass, Esther took a moment to gaze across at the 
buildings, thinking how many times she had watched this 
man and his wife through those windows. Theirs was one of 
the few apartments without blinds. They had wispy curtains 
that did little more than dance in a breeze and certainly did 
nothing to protect their privacy. It made her uncomfortable 
now, with him beside her, to think about just how often she 
had watched them.  Esther hadn't deliberately spied on them, 
but Meir was still not sleeping through the night, so she was 
often up in the darkness with her baby boy, looking out at 
nighttime movements in the neighboring buildings or down 
into the communal garden. Then she began to notice them at 
other times. It was usually by chance that they unwittingly 
drew her gaze - and when they did she would stop for a 
moment to watch. She liked to observe them eating or sitting 
in front of the television together, legs stretched out across 
each other. The rhythm of their daily lives was reassuring in 
its casual, easy intimacy. After a while, she felt like she was 
keeping abreast of friends.

Esther turned to her tall, handsome neighbor. He had 
been so generous with his help, but she wondered how he 
would feel if he knew that she had been spying on them. She 
knew she should feel guilty, but instead she was pleased to 
have the opportunity to witness him so close; to be able to 
fill in the detail of part of the picture she had been watching.

"I'd better be going or I'll be late to collect Michelle – 
my wife," he said, moving towards the door.
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Esther followed him to the entrance. "Thank you so 
much for your help," she said.

"Not at all," he answered. "That's what neighbors are for, 
right?"

Esther smiled as she went to close the door; a thought 
stopping her before it clicked shut. Stepping out into the 
corridor, she called to him, "I'm sorry, I didn't even ask your 
name."

"It's Jason," he said.
"Jason," she repeated the name to herself. "Very nice to 

meet you Jason - I'm Esther."

Esther and her husband had guests coming that week for 
Friday night dinner and then they were entertaining again the 
next day for Shabbos lunch. Esther had finished grating the 
carrots and potatoes for kugels. She was making multiple 
portions – some she would freeze for another time. The 
mountain of carrot strands felt dry and wet simultaneously. 
She added beaten eggs, raisins, a long stream of honey, a 
touch of lemon, and some flour. She liked her carrot kugel to 
be sweet – very sweet. The ingredients began to form a 
mushy wholeness as she pushed them through her fingers. In 
the background, the ardent voice of an English rabbi was 
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speaking in low tones. She couldn't remember his name. He 
was young and upcoming, they said. A woman from shul had 
dropped the CD round, telling her how much she'd enjoyed 
listening to his lectures.

For the first five minutes of the recording her son played 
quietly in the room with his toys. Esther enjoyed being able 
to cook and listen as the rabbi spoke about ways to elevate 
the meaning of Shabbos. His material wasn't new, but she 
liked the way he said it. Fairly soon, however, Meir was 
banging his toys on a pot. Esther walked over and turned off 
the CD. 

Esther's cell phone rang on the kitchen bench at exactly 
the moment she started pouring the carrot mix into baking 
trays. She let the last of the carrot bulk fall over the bowl's 
edge and then moved her little finger across the screen, 
pressing the speakerphone icon. It was Tzipora.

"I'm so pleased you called!" said Esther. "Are you back 
home from the hospital?"

"Baruch Hashem, we're home," Tzipora said.
"How are you? How's the baby?" Esther asked.
"Baruch Hashem, we’re all doing well," Tzipora 

answered.
Esther's hands were still covered in kugel; she wanted to 

rinse them but the sound of running water would have made 
it impossible to use her speakerphone. "Do you want me to 
pick up Simcha and Shlomo when I get Chaim from pre-
school?" she asked. "I'm coming round anyway with some 
meals for you."

"Oh, yes please," Tzipora answered. Esther could hear 
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the onset of a newborn cry coming through her phone. They 
both needed to go. 

“He sounds hungry,” Esther said. “I’ll let you go.” As 
soon as the call was over, she washed her hands and slid the 
kugels into the oven. Meir was rubbing his eyes in the corner 
of the room. Esther looked at her watch; she had enough 
time to give Meir a nap, make the two chicken dishes, pick 
up Aviva from school and then get the boys.

That night, in a tiny quiet moment before sleep, Esther 
thought about her friend at home with a newborn. Tzipora 
was the same age as Esther. She had married more than a 
year before Esther, when Tzipora was still only eighteen. 
Tzipora's husband, Osher, worked long hours and travelled a 
lot for his business, often leaving his wife at home alone 
with the children. It must have been difficult for her, but 
Tzipora seemed to manage somehow. She was an inspiration.

Tzipora’s five children filled a home in the way that 
Esther’s three did not quite. Esther wondered how it would 
be when, b’ezras Hashem, they too were a family of seven.
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It was late Motsei Shabbos. Saturday night was merging into 
Sunday morning when Esther heard her son cry. He did not 
call loudly, but her eyes flashed open as soon as the first 
tentative sounds squeezed through the thin space between 
the door and its frame. Esther looked at her sleeping husband 
as she dropped her feet to the floor. Sholem's skin seemed so 
clear and young in the blue-grey light that invaded their 
room from behind the blinds. He breathed lightly through a 
partially opened mouth without any sign of disturbance. She 
had never known a person could sleep as soundly as her 
husband did.

The apartment was warm, almost hot. Summer was 
beginning to take hold of the darkness as well as the day, and 
yet Esther slipped her feet into house slippers that padded 
softly along floorboards. She always wore slippers, whatever 
the weather. 

There was milk prepared and ready in the refrigerator. 
The microwave door clicked a chunky, hollow sound and 
wheezed a little as the bottle turned in the yellow light. 
When it was done it made three short soprano beeps. Meir 
was standing in his cot; his plump fingers wrapped around 
the wooden bars, his brother sleeping soundly in the bed by 
the wall; their sister in the next room. "Here you are," she 
said, handing him the warmed milk, "Lie down little one." 
The teat was in his mouth instantly. She did not stay to watch 
him fall asleep; he settled faster when she was not there.

Already before she had left the kitchen, Esther's mind 
had clicked into wakefulness. She knew from experience that 
she would not be able to sleep for a while so she would have 
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to find something to do. Like most people in their chassidish 
community, Esther and Sholem had no television in their 
apartment. Sholem had received permission from the rosh 
yeshiva some years earlier for a computer with Internet 
access, but Esther had avoided using it for anything other 
than functional matters. She had no Facebook account; she 
didn't shop online. In truth, she was a little afraid of the 
Internet.

Sometimes, if she could not sleep, Esther tried to read. 
Occasionally, she tended to the piles of laundry that she 
saved just for times like this, to be folded in the pale light 
that shone in from the communal garden. Often, however, 
she just sat and watched the movement of dark leaves, 
huddled together around heavy, ageing branches that 
stretched out over faceless figures returning to their homes. 
She watched the outside world and let her thoughts roll at 
their own pace.

Sitting in the silence of the night, a light flashing on in 
the apartment opposite immediately caught her attention. 
Unwittingly, Esther smiled as Michelle walked into her 
living room. A moment later Jason followed, removing his 
wife's light summer coat and dropping it on a chair behind 
them. He looked different from afar - smaller, slighter, 
darker - but having seen him up close so recently allowed 
Esther to smooth out the differences of perception.

Michelle and Jason were standing close, almost swaying 
together, but without seeming to touch. And then Michelle 
moved forward. Esther watched in surprise as Michelle slid 
her hand between Jason's thighs and kissed him. She knew 
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she should turn away, but could not – even when the urgency 
with which Jason grabbed Michelle made Esther catch her 
breath. Esther saw Jason take Michelle's face and push his 
mouth on hers with a force that seemed almost violent. But 
far from fleeing from her husband's forceful advance, 
Michelle brought her body closer, pressing her pelvis against 
him. Through the thin veil of curtain, Esther saw her 
neighbors rub against one another in a slow, purposeful 
dance.

They continued in this way until Michelle eventually 
broke away. Standing back from her husband, she removed 
her dress, undoing the straps at each shoulder until it fell 
around her. She stood before her husband, swaying her hips, 
her dark underwear so brief that it was barely visible to 
Esther from where she sat. Fascinated, Esther watched 
Michelle lower her arms to unfasten and drop her bra.

Jason stood still, his focus entirely on his wife. Held still 
by a mix of fascination and horror, Esther’s eyes remained 
locked on her neighbors. But when Michelle released her 
husband's erection from his trousers, Esther’s mouth dropped 
open in riveted horror. She knew she should turn away, that 
now she had gone too far. It was bad enough that she had 
become so complacent about watching her neighbors in their 
innocent domestic intimacy, but this was something else 
altogether. Esther knew that if she did not look away now 
she would be crossing the line into the taboo. A part of her 
even remembered that there was some sort of halocha 
forbidding Jews from watching animals have sex, which 
made her suspect that what she was doing was not only 
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wrong but also forbidden. And still, she could not turn away.
Alone in the dark, Esther watched Michelle leisurely 

slide her panties to the floor. She bent her backside towards 
Jason, which he took as an invitation to advance. He grabbed 
his wife and pushed her forward, their momentum carrying 
them until Michelle's outstretched hands landed against the 
barely curtained window. Jason had his naked wife pinned 
against the glass, her flesh forced against the window. Esther 
could see the paleness of her naked skin clearly; her pink 
nipples forming circles between the parted curtains.

Esther watched, captivated. In all her years of 
marriage she had not known intimacy could look like this, 
that it could take place outside the framework of a bed with 
sheets. Esther's heart raced with excitement as Jason's hands 
ranged all over Michelle's body; she felt a rush of warmth 
between her legs when she saw him move his fingers around 
Michelle's thigh and in between her folds, which – she 
realized with shock – seemed as bare and hairless as a 
child's.

And then Esther heard her neighbor.
To invite the summer breeze through their apartment, 

Sholem had left a few small windows partially opened 
throughout their home. Through at least one of them now, 
the sound of her neighbor's pleasure was travelling to greet 
her. Michelle's high-pitched moan made Esther start. She 
could feel her own heat rising as the echoes of this woman's 
desire began to assail her. Jason dropped to his knees behind 
Michelle. He raised his hands and drove fingers inside her, 
the call she uttered pinned Esther to the sofa. She was not 
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sure if she was still breathing when she saw Jason slide 
himself through his wife's thighs and plant his face upon her 
mound, having peeled Michelle's pale skin from against the 
window. Her body moved to an upright position, her back 
arching against the pressure of his face between her legs

Michelle cried out with pleasure. While Esther watched 
her cling to the curtains and battle against the assault of her 
husband, whose clothed back was now pressed against the 
window, she lay her own hand against the outside of her 
underwear, feeling the warmth that was emerging. Esther slid 
a finger underneath the wide elastic rim of her panties, and 
was startled at how much moisture was pouring from her.

Esther's apartment was filled with wordless cries of 
intimacy. Worried the impassioned sounds would wake her 
family; she scanned the room for their entry point. She could 
see several open windows, but she was too scared to close 
any of them for fear of being spotted. Instead she sat there, 
glued to the sofa in a mix of anxiety and arousal, listening to 
the sounds grow to a crescendo.

Their curtains were now completely parted so that Esther 
could see everything without interference. Esther watched 
Jason withdraw from between his wife's legs and position 
himself behind her, his trousers now sitting around his 
ankles. His hands were on her hips as Michelle leaned 
forward, head down, hands pressed against the glass and 
tilted her backside towards her husband. When he entered 
her, Michelle's body jolted forward; her breasts hung roundly 
below her, trembling slightly with each of her husband's 
thrusts.



Her Neighbor's Pleasure

14

And still the noises came into Esther's apartment. "Oh 
yes, yes," Michelle called. "Fuck me. Fuck me hard," she 
continued. The language was shocking to Esther in its 
coarseness, but it seemed so right. And with each command, 
Jason increased his tempo; pushing harder and faster against 
her. His furious thrusts continued for minutes that seemed 
like hours to Esther, the woman who could not turn away.

Eventually, the moment arrived when Esther heard 
Jason’s cries above those of his wife. An audible burst of 
primal male exhalation rolled across the evening air, and hit 
her like a blow to the gut. Esther sucked in her breath in 
terrified excitement. She was aroused beyond her 
understanding and afraid of the desire gripping her body.

Long after Michelle and Jason had moved away from the 
window, their lights eventually fading, Esther sat in the 
darkness unable to move, her hand still inside the elastic of 
her underwear.

When Esther opened her eyes the next morning her first 
thought was of her neighbors. Lying in bed only a few hours 
earlier, she had tossed and turned, unsettled and confused. 
She wanted to forget what she had seen, to shed the effect it 
was having on her body and her mind. But as much as she 
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wished to erase these images from her memory, she knew 
she could not. They were now part of her and she could not 
talk about them with anyone.

In the kitchen, as she poured milk into cereal bowls and 
fixed a coffee for her husband, the image of Michelle, her 
face pressed against the glass, her breasts pushed flat along 
the clear panel, stood before her. She heard them too. 
Michelle's cries of pleasure echoed in the water stream that 
poured from the tap into a sink filled with bowls and mugs. 
The rising suds bubbled out from the hot water, forming 
shapes that made her think of bodies turning together. 
Everything was out of step. She was slow as she dressed her 
children. When they got to the car, she looked towards her 
neighbors' empty parking bay, simultaneously dreading and 
hoping that she would see one or both of them. 

The scenes of the previous night continued to replay in 
her mind; she could think of little else all day. And, as her 
thoughts combined and collided, details became confused. 
Sometimes it was Sholem's face instead of Jason's; at other 
times it was her own face in the place of Michelle's.

Throughout the day, her breaths were short, her mouth 
was dry, and her underwear singed with heat. At the park in 
the afternoon, she sat on a bench and watched her children 
play, the sun running its fingers down her back. Meir played 
with cars in the sandpit before her, while Aviva and Chaim 
climbed and swung and called to her to join them.

"Imma's sleepy," she said from her seat. "I just need to 
rest."

She was tired. Over and over, she saw Michelle's body 
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swaying back and forth, the curve of her back, the tension in 
her arms as Jason ran his mouth between her thighs. Then 
she forced her mind to return to the present, to her children 
running back and forth to gather twigs and leaves, until her 
thoughts strayed to her husband. 

Sholem was a gentle lover; a good man and a loving 
husband. When they first married she had been shy to the 
point of obstruction. Her mind had been a mix of ideas, of 
fears and fantasies. She was raised to be a good and 
righteous woman. She was the daughter of a respected rabbi 
and now the wife of one. Women like her should be modest 
in all senses and at all times.

From the moment that she and Sholem had first met, she 
had noticed the easiness about him and she’d taken pleasure 
in the comfortable connection that had developed 
immediately between them. Their first date had been in the 
lobby of a hotel, where they had sat and talked over glasses 
of coke. Their second meeting was in a kosher café, with 
coffee and chocolate cookies. She couldn't remember what 
they had discussed, but recalled the evenings were pleasant; 
not frightening or overwhelming as she had worried they 
would be.

Sholem had smiled a lot – a sweet, shy smile that had 
played about his mouth with a clear circle of soft skin 
between his lips and honey-colored beard. She had watched 
those lips as he talked, but her eyes had often wandered 
along his broad shoulders, across his chest and arms. She 
had seen no sign of the expanding waistline already present 
in some of the yeshiva boys she knew. 
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"Do you work out?" she had asked, without thinking.
Sholem had seemed to think this was funny, which 

confused her. Perhaps it was not the kind of question to ask 
on a date. Perhaps it wasn't tznius, but she didn't see why - 
her instinct for modesty had been fine-tuned from a young 
age. 

"No," he had said. "But I like to run."
And he did run. When they were first married he ran 

almost every day. He would come home, red-faced and 
dripping of sweat; small moist curls forming in his hair. 
Seeing him like this made her pause; she watched his bright 
eyes and panting chest and felt a strong urge to run her hands 
through that sweatiness, to pull his clothes from his body and 
reveal his vibrant, athletic nakedness. But she didn't. Women 
like her do not lose themselves in the smooth, sweet sweat of 
their learned husbands; they don’t long to roll naked with 
them on the floor in the daylight, to rub skin against skin 
until her sweat melded with his and they were both covered 
in a fine layer of liquid warmth. Such things were done by 
other people. Instead, she would smile and turn away.

But everything was different now. The visions of her 
neighbors burned into her mind; it was difficult not to be 
overwhelmed by the possibilities of desire that had been 
revealed to her.

That evening, as she looked across the table at her husband, 
her mind stripped him naked and she imagined him raw, hard 
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and eager. Suddenly, the idea that she might spontaneously 
run her hands along his body seemed more acceptable. 
Esther might be the wife of a rabbi - a rebbetzin - but 
something about what she had seen the night before had 
shifted things within her. She had witnessed first-hand what 
uncontained passion looked like and she longed to know 
how it felt. Esther felt it was time for her to be a woman first 
and a rebbetzin second.

"You're very quiet tonight," Sholem said.
Esther blushed, looking down at her food. Her eyes felt 

bloodshot, her mind heavy, her body desperate. "Am I?" she 
asked, trying to sound sensible. "I'm sorry – I’m just a little 
tired."

"I would help put the children to bed tonight but..." he 
said. He had students waiting, a shiur to give, she knew. It 
was the same most nights; he'd be out after dinner teaching, 
coming home after she had fallen asleep.

"I'll be all right," she said, smiling at him, trying to erase 
the pictures in her mind.

After another late night call, Esther had not been able to 
sleep, despite the weariness she felt. She lay awake in the 
near darkness, listening to Sholem's rhythmic breathing. He 
had the bedclothes tucked around his chest, his arms 
emerging like long lines of smoothness. He might have the 
mind and soul of a Torah scholar but right now she was more 
interested in his well-toned body. It thrilled her to examine 
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him like this, unguarded and unaware of her gaze. 
Sometimes, during these hours of Sholem's heavy sleep, 
even before these recent thoughts had beset her, she had been 
tempted to pull his sheets back and pour over every inch of 
his frame. Even in his sleep, the muscles on his arms were 
firm and tight, his biceps swollen. She imagined those arms 
grabbing her in the way that she had witnessed Jason do with 
Michelle. Esther wondered what it would feel like to be 
locked in a hold that felt dangerous and exciting, perhaps 
even a little frightening. She pictured Sholem and herself 
standing in their bedroom, watching one another, each 
waiting for the other to break the tension between them. He'd 
see the excited strain in her eyes, her rapid breathing and 
uncertain stance.

In the quietness of her bedroom, beside her sleeping 
husband, Esther moved her hand under the covers to feel her 
nipples. In her mind she pretended that it was Sholem's 
hands fidgeting under her nightdress seeking her breasts. She 
circled and squeezed them, mimicking his make-believe 
roughness. When his imagined hands moved to find their 
way into her underwear, Esther slid her own hand between 
the elastic of her panties to find a warm, wet welcome.

Esther pictured Sholem pressing her against the door, his 
lips firm against hers. He spun her around, marching her 
backwards towards the bed, pulling each item of clothing 
from her without a sound. He was not aggressive, nor was he 
gentle. In less than a minute she stood before him naked, 
self-conscious under his unrelenting gaze. She pictured 
herself wanting to raise her arms to cover herself, but she 
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knew from the smile on his face that this would not be 
allowed.

Instead, in her mind, he pushed her onto the bed. She felt 
the smooth sheets catch her, heard the hollow thud of her 
buttocks on the mattress. The ignominy of the fall was at 
odds with the thrill that ran through her. She breathed fast 
now, and hard. Her imagined self didn't know what to do 
with her legs. Should she cross them in modesty, or open 
them in welcome? Her pubic hair was in full view, staring at 
him, waiting to see what he would do with it.

Esther did not have to wait long.  The Sholem in her 
mind was on the bed, beside her, his hands along her bare 
skin until his fingers ran down her stomach, through her hair 
and between her hot, wet lips. He pulled her legs apart so 
that her knees were open and nothing was hidden. And while 
he did this, Esther entered her own real, burning wetness, 
amazed at the lubrication flowing from inside her. She 
sucked in breath after breath, as her hands moved under the 
covers in sync with those of her imaginary husband while 
the real one slumbered beside her. Together, they slid a 
finger around her clitoris until the pleasure became almost 
painful. As his movements grew more frenzied so did hers, 
until the moment arrived when the pleasure peaked, her 
climax pouring out around her, through trembling muscles 
and shuddering limbs, in gasps and low groans, partly stifled 
in the darkness, but loud enough to stir the sleeping man 
beside her.

Esther froze, holding her breath, waiting to see if the 
explosion that had just ripped through her body had woken 
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her husband. He sighed, and in the faintness of the light 
easing through from outside, she wondered if she saw him 
smile. 

Esther lay for a minute and watched his smooth face. 
Then her own eyes closed. 

Esther was teaching one of her classes on the weekly Torah 
reading in the girls’ junior school. This week the Torah 
reading was Parshat Shelach in which Moses sends twelve 
spies into Canaan on a reconnaissance trip. It was one of the 
best parshas to teach small children.

It was good to be out of the house, among the busy, 
comforting energies of children. “Baruch Hashem," she said 
to herself when she entered the classroom. It was relief to 
have this distraction. At seven and eight years old, these girls 
were already well versed in Chumash, the five books of 
Moses. Each parsha class was a revision from the past year 
and the years before. Esther liked to let the children tell the 
stories. She enjoyed having them feel they were teaching her.

The afternoon flew by. The respite she had received from 
her time in the classroom had been a blessing, but from the 
moment she returned home an array of lurid and confronting 
thoughts returned to assail her. The images in her mind were 
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loud; they blocked the sounds her children made as they 
raced along the corridor yelling to one another. Repeatedly, 
Michelle's demands for her husband to "fuck her" ran 
through Esther's mind, as clear as on the night it had 
happened. Esther found herself turning towards their 
apartment regularly. It was hard to focus, her mind often 
wandering to a different place than the one that held her 
body. She wondered if this would ever stop.

There was a slow shift in the mood in their apartment. Esther 
noticed it from the moment it began, because Esther's mind 
and body were the engine that drove the change. Sholem 
could be observant, sometimes surprising Esther with the 
details he noticed, but often his head was preoccupied and he 
failed to notice the things going on around him. Slowly, 
however, she saw that he began to sense that something had 
happened between them.

The defining moment was dinner one evening a few 
days later. The summer still felt young and the heat from the 
evening moved through their apartment, skipping from one 
window to another. Sholem loved summer breezes and 
detested air-conditioning. Every night when the temperatures 
remained high, Esther knew he craved to open a window in 
their bedroom – not a lot, just enough to allow the air to flow 



Shosha Pearl

23

freely. They had tried at first, but Esther was such a light 
sleeper that she had found herself frequently woken by the 
noises from the neighborhood. She had wanted to 
accommodate Sholem, but in the end her need for sleep had 
prevailed.

They were having soup for dinner the night that Sholem 
seemed to notice something had changed. Standing to serve, 
Esther could see her slim reflection in the wall mirror 
opposite; her head covered by a soft black and grey house-
hat. Her eyes seemed greener, her lips red with the warmth 
of the evening, and her cheeks flushed a near feverish pink. 
Esther caught her husband looking at her admiringly. She 
could feel arousal rising inside her underwear with each of 
his glances.

Esther wanted him to really see her. She held his gaze, 
knowing that her eyes were broadcasting her desire. He 
could not turn away from her, even though he did not know 
what to make of her. Esther smiled a smile that spread across 
her face with a cryptic combination of messages - like she 
held a secret that she was not yet ready to share. When she 
passed Sholem his bowl, her fingers deliberately touched his. 
She knew he was out of his depth; that he was confused 
about how to respond to her – especially with their children 
seated beside them at the table. But the children were 
oblivious to the silent dialogue transpiring between their 
parents and she knew it. 
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Later that night, when he returned home from teaching, 
Esther was in bed. Generally at that hour she was already 
asleep, but tonight she was propped up in bed, flicking 
through magazines, smiling an indefinable welcome to him.

Esther wore a pink nightgown that was buttoned high at 
the neck. She knew it was his favorite, its fabric sheer and 
alluring in the lamplight. Esther positioned herself 
deliberately to give Sholem the opportunity to trace the lines 
of her body. She knew that sitting this way, propped up 
against pillows, her breasts sat slightly upturned, the shape 
of her nipples visible through the material.

Sholem undressed for bed in the corner of the room, 
partly shielded from the golden glow emerging from Esther's 
bedside lamp. His wife's warmth radiated towards him as he 
slid under the covers. She smiled as he settled himself beside 
her, noting the desire in his eyes and the outline of his 
hardness against his pajamas.

"How are you feeling?" he asked, placing a hand under 
the sheet on her thigh; the thin pink fabric between them. 
"Are you tired?"

Esther placed the magazine on her bedside table and slid 
down under the covers to face him. "I'm always tired, but I'm 
also OK."

Sholem slid his hand underneath the pink fabric; the feel 
of his touch on her skin was electric. Esther closed her eyes 
and undid the buttons at her throat, slipping the nightgown 
over her head. She turned her breasts towards him, daring 
him to touch them. Esther could not remember a time where 
she had been so forward in their intimacy, but the more 



Shosha Pearl

25

daring she was tonight, the more she was driven to go 
further.

When Esther pushed the tip of her tongue inside 
Sholem's mouth she knew she'd startled him. Moving her 
fingers down to circle - then grab - his hardness, she heard 
his surprised intake of breath. It was not something that she 
had ever done before, at least not with such confident 
deliberateness, but the urge to keep testing boundaries was 
great. Her lips moved as if to devour him, while her fingers 
gripped him firmly. Sholem groaned, which fired Esther 
further with need. When he placed his hands between her 
thighs and found her moistness, she released a sound from 
her throat unlike anything she had made before.

Esther knew she was doing something right when 
Sholem pushed his wife firmly on her back, rearing over her. 
Reaching across to switch off her lamp he stopped again at 
the sight of her breasts, lowering his mouth to them. As he 
sucked on her flesh she moaned again. After seven years of 
marriage she knew he was never fully certain that what he 
did gave her pleasure, but tonight she moaned enough that he 
surely must know that she liked what he was doing.

In the darkness Sholem rubbed his erection against 
Esther's soft skin. She moved her hips towards him, causing 
him to tense with increased arousal. Hurriedly, a little 
clumsily, he began to rub against her mound, sliding along 
her wet canal until he found her opening. He pressed 
forward, inward, while she, once again surprising herself 
with her brazenness, not only spread her knees further apart, 
opening herself up to him completely, but also wrapped her 
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legs around him, pulling him closer to her. He slid into her 
warmth with ease.

All the muscles down Sholem's back and legs were 
tense; they felt so good to Esther's touch. He drove in and 
out of her slowly, sucking in his breath; Esther turned her 
pelvis to meet each thrust. She wanted him to pummel her, to 
drive himself so far inside her that she could not breathe. She 
felt she could accept this pleasure for hours; that she needed 
to be beaten and bruised with the impact of his thrusts so that 
her mind would be calmed and she could be still again.

"Push yourself inside me," Esther called out. She had 
never spoken to him this way. It felt empowering and she 
wanted to keep calling out her desires. But then, in that 
moment, Esther felt the swelling of hot fluids inside her. Her 
night of passion was already over.

They lay together without moving. Sholem's limpness 
eventually caused him to slip from inside her. He moved his 
head down to her breasts and closed his eyes. Esther lay 
awake long after Sholem had fallen asleep, her fingers 
stroking his hair, her body still raging with desire. She 
wondered what it would take to settle her restless soul.

A few days later, Esther told Sholem in a rough whisper that 
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her period had come so she was now niddah. She could see 
that his disappointment was only a little stronger than his 
relief. Perhaps he was right to respond in this way. Perhaps it 
would be easier to have a break from each other - to go for 
twelve days without physical contact, to reassess and 
reconvene after a little distance. Perhaps they both needed 
time in view of her newfound sexual consciousness. At the 
end of their time apart, Esther would go to mikveh where she 
would immerse herself in the waters, according to the 
requirements of Jewish law. Sometimes separation can help 
– or so they were told and told others in turn.

But the tension did not go away. If anything, it just got 
worse. Esther sensed Sholem didn't know what to make of 
his wife as she watched him over breakfast. She knew that 
he was confused by the change in her. Perhaps he thought 
she was a little crazy. Perhaps he was right.

The day before her menstruation had begun and she had 
become niddah, she had followed him to the door in the 
morning, to see him out on his way to teach. Outside it had 
been bursting with sunlight and the exuberant chatter of 
birds, but in the closeness of the apartment's dark entrance, 
even the quietest sounds had seemed to echo. Sholem had 
stood in the entrance, waiting to leave, wanting to break free 
from her and the tension that hovered between.

She had not been quick to let him go. Instead, she had 
run a hand down his chest and round to his back, where her 
nails had spread out like claws. When she had raised her lips 
to his, her eyes were unblinking and daring. Never before 
had she been so open in her sexuality. She could feel his 
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desire and confusion stirring in equal measure. Gently, he 
had extracted himself from her hold, his eyes watching hers, 
waiting to see what she might do next. But she had let him 
go.

The night after she had announced she was niddah, they 
had lain in their separate beds in silence, uncertainty 
hovering between them. "Are you OK?" he had asked, when 
he heard her sigh.

"I'm OK," she had answered.
The darkness had been filled with their sleeplessness. 

Esther had listened to Sholem turn from one side to the next, 
until the sounds of his restlessness faded. 

It was a strange thing to look out the window and see your 
husband chatting amicably with a woman you had recently 
watched having sex. Esther stopped in her place the moment 
she saw them together - a quick stab of confusion in her 
belly. They were not alone. Chaim stood next to his father, 
looking down at a tiny dog jumping about on the grass. The 
dog seemed so small and energetic that even from the 
distance of her apartment Esther realized it must have been a 
puppy. Chaim ventured on to the lawn with a short stick 
extended towards the animal. He was soon holding one end 
and laughing while the pup pulled at the other with his 
mouth.
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Esther watched Michelle smiling at Sholem, her lovely 
open face turned towards him. They may not have been 
alone in the garden, but from where Esther was standing, 
there seemed to be familiarity in the way they interacted. 
Michelle pointed behind her, in the direction of the 
apartment she shared with Jason. When Sholem turned to 
point at the window where Esther stood, she stepped back 
guiltily, not wanting to be seen watching them.

A key turned in the lock just as Meir's murmurings 
started to grow louder. It was Esther’s daughter Aviva. 
Sprays of dark curls fell out around her small flushed face; 
her school uniform drawn to one side under the pull of her 
backpack strap.

"Where's abba?" Esther asked.
"He's gone with Chaim to the store," Aviva answered, 

dropping her bag. Esther watched her, still thinking about 
Sholem out there in the sunshine, talking to their neighbor in 
her short, blue dress – her knees so confidently visible, her 
long pale legs smooth and unashamed. Her daughter stood 
still, looking closely at the nails on her left hand, unaware of 
her mother's musings.

"Come," Esther said, extending her arms, "Come give 
me a hug and tell me about your day."

When Sholem came home from the store he had brought ice-
creams for the family. 

"Are we eating fleishig tonight?" he asked.
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"No, we're having fish," she answered.
"So, we'll have the ice-creams after dinner," Sholem said 

to Chaim, who didn't look happy about having to wait. 
Esther hovered for a moment. She wanted to see if Sholem 
would mention his conversation with Michelle, but he 
disappeared to his study within minutes and didn't emerge 
until dinner was ready.

Family mealtimes were usually quick, but it was also 
often the only occasion that Esther and Sholem had to 
discuss functional matters. They would talk through the day, 
the week, Shabbos - whatever subject needed to be 
addressed in the few still moments they had together. That 
evening, the only subject that Esther was really interested in 
talking about was Michelle, but she did not want to raise the 
subject herself. Sholem seemed distracted; he also appeared 
not to notice his wife's lack of conversation or the fact that 
she was fidgeting next to him. The children, oblivious to 
their parents' silence, ran the dinnertime conversation.

It was still hot outside. Inside, sitting so close to the heat 
of the kitchen, each member of the family seemed to have a 
fine film of perspiration coating their skins. As soon as the 
dinner plates were cleared, Chaim was on his feet, pulling 
ice-creams out of the freezer. Everyone, including Esther, 
was excited to try them and each was soon making their way 
to the boy’s side. 

Sholem had bought chocolate ice-creams – as he always 
did. It made Esther laugh, the predictability of his choice. 
She had once asked him if he knew there were other flavors. 
"I've tried them," he had said, with a shrug.
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"All of them?" she had asked, smiling.
"Enough of them. Nothing's as good as chocolate," he 

had said.
It was almost ritualized, the way they all stood in a 

circle, taking their first bites – even Meir. A summer wind 
blew in the short, high-pitched bark of a dog somewhere in 
the distance.

"Is that Sandy?" Chaim asked, strolling towards the 
lounge room windows, his half-finished ice-cream still in his 
hand.

"Uh-uh!" Esther said. "Not with that! Finish your ice-
cream here or in the kitchen and then you can go into the 
lounge when you are done. You know that!"

"OK, sorry, I just wanted to see if it was Sandy," her son 
said.

"Sandy?" Esther asked, looking at her husband.
"It's a dog. One of the neighbor's dog," he said. "Chaim 

stopped to play with it on the way to the store."
"Which neighbor?" she asked, when he didn't say 

anything further.
"I can't remember her name. She works in the florist near 

Menachem's Butcher," he said.
"She works there? Really?" Esther asked.
Sholem gave a careless shrug. "She lives in one of the 

apartments in the building across from ours."
"And she has a dog called Sandy," Chaim added.
And that was it. As soon as Chaim had finished his ice-

cream he ran to the open windows to see if he could find the 
source of the receding barks.
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"Your son likes dogs?" Esther asked her husband, 
smiling.

"It comes from your side of the family," he replied, 
licking his fingers. She wondered if he could feel her eyes 
upon his back as he walked away.

Normally, their period of separation before her immersion in 
the mikveh merged into one long, celibate moment for 
Sholem and Esther. On most occasions Esther suspected that 
her husband did not know whether she was counting her five 
days of niddah or the following seven clean days. It was 
only when Esther suggested to him discreetly that he would 
need to be at home on a particular night with the children 
that he understood their period of separation was coming to a 
close.

This time was so different. While no one verbalized the 
passing of time, Sholem and Esther were aware, from the 
moment they woke to the second they went to sleep, exactly 
which day they were living. When they were both in the 
house Esther found herself constantly watching Sholem and, 
with a sense of guilt, she knew just how conscious he was of 
her gaze. But then, he was just as guilty of raising the 
tension between them. Sholem was raw with awareness of 
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every sound his wife made, every room she was in, every 
word she uttered. Esther sensed that he followed her in his 
mind. At night, they climbed into their two beds, pushed 
apart during this period of niddah, exhausted and 
emotionally stretched. After nights of listening to each 
other’s breathing, of their closeness to one another, Esther 
began to withdraw into herself and Sholem started to appear 
strained and anxious.

Each day the situation grew worse. Sholem looked as 
heavy-lidded as a new mother. He became short-tempered 
and critical with the children and avoided his wife, who 
sometimes felt as though her presence tormented him. It did 
not surprise Esther that Sholem was spending longer hours 
away from home, finding new classes to teach, new 
communal responsibilities for which he was needed.

Esther was taken aback, however, by his 
announcement that he had agreed to stand in at the last 
minute for one of the rabbis at a summer camp in the 
mountains that Shabbos. Normally, he avoided camps. He 
found communal Shabbos gatherings neither spiritual nor 
restful, but somehow that seemed all forgotten. Suddenly, 
Sholem was behaving as though this was the most natural 
decision in the world. When he told Esther that he would not 
be home that Shabbos, they were standing at either end of 
the kitchen. Esther paused for a moment and then turned to 
her husband with a smile, her eyes seeking his without 
hesitation. She knew what he was doing.

"But we are going to the Levinskys’ for lunch," she said.
"You go. They won't miss me," he said, lifting a tea 
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towel that was strewn across the bench and rolling it 
between his hands.

"You don't want us to come with you?" Her eyes 
watched the towel sliding between his fingers.

"Of course I'd like it, but it's easier for you to stay. Go to 
the Levinskys’. Racheli would be disappointed if you 
cancelled now.” 

"OK," she said, her eyes still on his hands. "But you 
don't think it's a bit strange? Normally you'd do just about 
anything to avoid a Shabbaton."

"I know, but Yossi is sick and they couldn't find anyone 
else," he said. "It seemed like the right thing to do."

"But..." she began. The words didn’t come; instead, 
Esther finished her sentence with a shrug.

"I probably should have tried harder to find someone 
else. But I said yes so now it looks as though I have to go..." 
he said.

He disappeared to his study for a while. Later, when he 
returned, Esther was lost in her own thoughts. She could see 
he was trying to work out what was going on with her. She 
didn't think she was being so strange. After all, she wasn’t 
the one who had accepted an invitation that she would 
usually have run a mile from. And for what? So that he didn't 
have to deal with the weirdness that was going on between 
them? She turned to her anxious husband and looked him up 
and down. What was he so afraid of? Who did he think she 
was? Lilith? The thought made her want to laugh; in part 
because the thought was so ridiculous, in part because the 
mere flash of this idea filled her with desire.
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From the moment Sholem told her that Michelle worked at 
the florist just near Menachem's Kosher Butcher, Esther 
knew she would be buying flowers from her neighbor the 
following Friday. Normally, Sholem was in charge of getting 
the Shabbos flowers. He had been doing so for as long as 
they had been married, which meant for the past seven years 
she had rarely set foot in this or any flower store. This 
Friday, Sholem was out the door and on his way to the 
Shabbaton by late morning although he had offered to pick 
up flowers and challah for her before he left.

"No, I'll do it," Esther had said, opening the freezer. 
Inside she had seen two of the foil trays she needed for 
dinner that night, packed in tightly at the back of the middle 
drawer. She had pulled them out, one at a time, leaving them 
on the counter, and then turned back to the freezer.

"Are you OK?" Sholem had asked. He’d been watching 
her, standing stiffly at the edge of the kitchen.

"I'm fine," she had said.
She had known why he was asking. Her tone was curt, 

her words short. Esther had seen the uncertainty in his 
expression.

"Are you angry with me?" 
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"No," she had said, finding the last foil tray she was 
seeking in the top drawer. The word “schnitzel” had been 
partially smudged from the wrapping. She’d pulled it from 
the drawer and placed it on the counter top beside the other 
two. She knew the brevity of her responses hung between 
them. She could have elaborated to have made him feel 
better, but she’d chosen not to. As far as Esther had been 
concerned, Sholem could read what he wanted from her 
words; her conscience had been clear enough that she had 
not felt the need to help him with his.

In truth, she hadn’t been angry with him, but she was 
annoyed. Esther knew why Sholem was going away. She 
knew he was escaping; leaving her at home, alone with the 
children, because he didn't know how to deal with the energy 
between them. Nor did she, for that matter, but running away 
was not an option available to her. Instead, she faced having 
to account for her husband's absence to friends who also 
knew how much Sholem avoided being away from his 
family for Shabbos. She already knew that Racheli would 
look at her strangely when she arrived the following day for 
lunch with children but no husband. No doubt, at some point 
in the afternoon, her friend would take Esther to one side to 
ask if everything was OK between her and Sholem. 

Anticipating this awkward moment did not help Esther's 
mood, nor did it increase her inclination to alleviate her 
husband's guilt. But at least she was free to get the flowers 
for Shabbos. Even if Sholem had not been running away this 
week, she would have found an excuse to be able to buy 
them. She would have done whatever was needed to go into 
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that store to see her neighbor up close, to have an excuse to 
talk to her. This way it was so much easier; Sholem had 
already made his escape - driving off with an apologetic 
smile - by the time Esther made it to the florist. 

The store was large and clean, with white walls and dark 
concrete floors; it had a heady, overpowering mix of scents 
that hit her immediately when she walked inside. Esther saw 
Michelle as soon as she entered the shop. Her neighbor was 
smiling and chatting with a couple across the counter; her 
blonde hair pulled back into a tight ponytail, her hands 
moving quickly. She wore a green T-shirt with short, capped 
sleeves which revealed toned arms and creamy white skin. 

There was a line of people waiting; holding bunches of 
dripping flowers in their hands. Working alongside Michelle 
was a greying, portly man, with smooth tanned skin and a 
shiny bald patch. Esther stood in line with her flowers, 
hoping that when she reached the front of the line it would 
be Michelle who was free to serve her. 

Luck was on her side. As Esther took her place at the 
head of the queue Michelle finished up with her customer. 
"Hi!" Michelle greeted her as if they were old friends, taking 
the two bunches that Esther held in her wet, cold hands. 
"Great choice! I love these!"

Esther nodded. She stood quietly watching her neighbor, 
desperately wanting to say something to her, but she couldn’t 
think of anything casual to say other than: "I think we're 
neighbors."

"Are we?" Michelle asked, momentarily pausing from 
cutting flower stems to look up at Esther.
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"Yes, I met your husband a while ago. Jason, isn't it? He 
very kindly helped me with my shopping one afternoon," 
Esther said.

"Did he?" Michelle replied. "He's such a sweetie."
"Yes, it was very nice of him," Esther said. "I think you 

know my husband, too. Rabbi Gordon? Sholem? You saw 
him and my son, Chaim, in the garden last week. You were 
walking your dog," Esther said.

"Oh yes! Sholem, of course! I know your husband. He 
comes in every week. He's so lovely. Yes, that's right, I was 
dog-sitting for a friend – little Sandy. What a busy dog! He 
loved your son. It was so sweet seeing them play," Michelle 
said.

Watching her as she spoke, Esther was transported back 
to the memory of this woman's pale breasts pushed against 
glass – the sounds of her pleasure seeping through the walls 
of Esther's home. Esther shook her head to dispel the image, 
she felt terribly uncomfortable as she became aware of the 
rising tide of arousal pulsing through her body. She tried to 
say something normal, to be someone normal.

"Chaim had a lovely time playing with him. He was 
looking out for him for days after," she said.

"Aww, how cute! Well, if we ever dog-sit him again I'll 
be sure to let you know! Which apartment are you?" she 
asked.

"B25," Esther answered.
"That's easy for me to remember; we're E25," Michelle 

said. "How funny! Our apartments might even be facing 
each other." Esther tried to smile, although inside she was 
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seized by a terrible fear that Michelle knew exactly who she 
was and what she had been doing. The flowers were 
wrapped; Michelle handed them across to her. The bouquet 
felt heavier in Esther's hand now than before. Consumed 
with anxiety and guilt, she looked at the flower arrangement. 
The pink and white blossoms were scattered artfully 
together. 

"You've arranged them beautifully, thank you," Esther 
said, putting the bouquet on the counter so that she could 
take out her purse. Esther handed over money trying not to 
think about Michelle naked, about her husband's tongue 
between her thighs, about them knowing she was watching.

"My pleasure! Have a great weekend – and a good 
Shabbos too, of course!" Michelle said, her smile already 
moving from Esther to the people queuing behind her.

Esther held the flowers high as she walked back 
through the store. She felt dazed and a little disoriented after 
her encounter with Michelle. She needed to get out of the 
store and into her car. 

Tzipora's husband, Osher, was bending over a bucket of 
roses by the door. He wore black jeans and a dark grey shirt; 
a flat cap pulled tight on his head. As usual, he looked 
different from most people in the neighborhood. Esther 
stopped when he raised his head and smiled at her. They 
exchanged pleasantries: he was well, Tzipora was well, the 
baby was well, the children were well; she was well, Sholem 
was well, the children were well, her parents were well. 

Osher was a good-looking man - a little overweight now 
perhaps, but tall with clear blue eyes. No one talked about it, 
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but for a while Osher had gone off the derech. His parents 
had tried to keep it quiet, but everyone knew he'd stopped 
keeping kosher and Shabbos; some people whispered that he 
was even dating non-Jewish girls. Then, as if out of 
nowhere, he was engaged to Tzipora. Esther didn't ask any 
questions, and certainly never raised the issue with her 
friend, but it had always seemed a little strange: one of the 
naughtiest boys in the community was marrying one of the 
frumest girls. It didn't make any sense – even now it didn't – 
but they seemed genuinely happy together.

Talking to Osher, Esther wondered if marriage with a 
man who had seen a little more of the world meant that 
Tzipora knew things that she did not. Esther was filled with 
curiosity about whether Tzipora had learnt things – was 
learning things - that remained mysterious to Esther. 
Sholem's life experience was as limited as her own; outside 
of Torah, there wasn't much he could teach her. She wished 
Osher a good Shabbos and walked out of the store. There 
was a good chance that Osher had taught Tzipora a great 
deal and Esther would love to know what her friend had 
learnt.

Shabbos in the summer came in late. During the long hours 
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of daylight, families like Esther's and Sholem's brought 
Shabbos in early on a Friday night, so that the children ate at 
a reasonable hour. It was still light when Sholem stood with 
the boys and the few other men at camp in the mountains 
welcoming the Shabbos queen, just as the sun beat heavily 
through the windows as Esther lit candles at home with her 
children. As she stood before the two newly-lit flames, 
waving her hands before her eyes three times, she thought of 
him, her runaway husband, and mentally pulled him in 
towards the children and herself, so that in her mind he stood 
beside her as she recited the blessing that ushered in 
Shabbos.

With only her children for company, Friday night dinner 
was quick and the family was in bed before darkness had 
fully descended outside. Lying in bed alone, Esther was 
aware of every inch of her body, the touch of sheets felt like 
caresses on her skin. Unhindered by witnesses, she wanted to 
spread her legs as wide as they would go and slide her 
fingers along her warmth. She could trace the lines of 
pleasure with her mind. But it felt wrong, somehow, to do 
this when Sholem was away. She had managed to go a full 
week without touching herself – despite constantly craving 
to do so. For days she had been able to think of little else 
besides sexual pleasure – hers, her husband's, her neighbors', 
even the pleasure of people in whom she had no particular 
interest. In the grocery store she thought about the woman 
with the large breasts who always sat behind the till and 
wondered what gave her pleasure. At the school pick up, she 
saw a father lead his child across the road, and she suddenly 
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saw him naked, erect, his eyes filled with passion. Outside, 
she watched the man working in the garden and wondered 
whether he liked to please his wife – whether he enjoyed 
placing his face between her thighs. She was plagued by 
thoughts that both appalled and excited her.

That Friday night she lay alone in the darkness, almost 
willing her little boy to call out so that she would not be 
alone with her thoughts. When his voice finally came to her, 
she rose and broke her rule not to lift him. Instead, she 
carried his plump body into the living room and held him as 
he drank from a lukewarm bottle of milk and snuggled 
against her. The apartment lights went off with the Shabbos 
timer while the two of them sat in the warm night's silence. 
Meir fell asleep quickly; Esther's eyes stayed open, fixed on 
the still, black apartment of her neighbors.

Esther was not ready for sleep when she closed her son's 
bedroom door, having returned him to his bed. She shuffled 
through the warmth of the apartment, running her hands 
along the dark wall. In the kitchen, steam waved through the 
lamp that shone all Shabbos as she poured urn water from 
one mug into another to make herself a chamomile tea to 
calm her nerves and help her sleep. She wondered if there 
was anything that would in fact be able to calm her at that 
moment - every nerve in her body felt tense, every joint 
slightly out of place.

Kitchens were not for lonely late-night exiles like Esther. 
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As she wandered back towards the unlit living room, the first 
thing she noticed was the light shining from her neighbors' 
apartment. It was not the blazing golden glow of overhead 
lights that usually poured out of their window. It was a new, 
muted light. She saw the faint outline of furniture, the 
shadow of shelves and tables. After a while shapes began to 
grow solid. Behind the veil of curtains, she guessed there 
was a lamp just out of view. She sat without thinking – 
curious and expectant. 

On the sofa, to the left of her view, she saw Jason 
sprawling against the cushions, his legs spread before him. 
Across from him, the outline of a woman's legs reached out 
playfully towards him. Esther closed her eyes for a moment 
and breathed in. The little bit of calm that the tea had 
brought her was now gone. Putting it aside, Esther crossed 
her legs beneath her on the sofa, easing back to watch the 
shapes before her, while her hand moved slowly under her 
nightgown. The skin on her thighs felt warm; her fingers ran 
across their smoothness, through the pillow of hair and into 
her wet heat. She had wanted the next fingers to find their 
way inside her to be Sholem's, but to wait now would be 
impossible. 

Across the divide, she watched the small movements of 
her neighbors. She did not feel she had the strength to watch 
them again, but she did not have the strength to turn away. 
Michelle's legs turned and teased - each angle more 
provocative than the other. Somehow, through the haze of 
fabric and the dimness of lights, she saw Jason undo his 
trousers and release himself. Esther strained to see exactly 
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what was happening. Despite the distance that separated 
their apartments, she managed to make out Jason wrapping 
his hand around the base of his erection, opening his thighs 
to his wife. 

Esther's eyes were fixed on his hardness; she was 
mesmerized by the wantonness with which Jason held it out 
to his wife. Esther could not be sure, but it looked long and 
pale, thinner perhaps than her husband's. She stared in 
fascination until those long legs strode the short distance to 
him, stopping between his outspread knees.

Michelle swayed her hips, blocking Esther's view of 
Jason. The deprivation she felt when she could no longer see 
him caused indefinable sensations in her chest; they were not 
pain, they were not excitement – they were more to do with 
need. She needed to see more; she needed to feel more. 
Esther began to touch herself while through the window 
Michelle lowered herself to her knees. Esther knew 
instinctively that her neighbor had her husband's erection in 
her hand, feeling its smooth stiffness between her fingers. 
When Michelle lowered her face towards his crotch, her 
spying neighbor knew that Jason’s beautiful penis had now 
found its way between the warmth of his wife's lips.

Esther’s fingers circled her clitoris with increasing 
momentum. She moaned, pressing harder as she watched 
Michelle's silhouetted head move back and forth. Esther 
imagined that long shaft going in and out of her neighbor's 
welcoming mouth, her lips pink with the rouge of pressure. 
A groundswell of burning desire charged down Esther's 
back; she felt pleasure fusing through her, the walls of her 
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vagina contracting. Eyes closed, she knew nothing but the 
sensation of those surging pulses. Head bent, her breaths 
shallow, Esther stayed very still for moments that became 
minutes. Never in her life had she arrived at an orgasm so 
quickly.

Esther was spent. When she finally opened her eyes, the 
light behind those curtains was out; she saw no movement in 
the darkness.

Esther noticed Sholem's stillness when she brought the 
children home on Sunday afternoon. He'd come home after 
lunch, as he said he would, but Esther had stayed out with 
the children at her parents' house, until close to dinnertime. 
When they arrived home, the children racing through the 
door, Esther following behind, carrying Meir in one arm and 
a bag in the other, his slow smile seemed tense, but there was 
something about his expression that appeared less panicked 
than during the days before. Esther breathed in relief, 
moving into the kitchen to get dinner ready. 

The children ate early, finishing off the food from 
Shabbos. Esther watched Sholem pick at olives on the table. 
Saying he wasn't ready to eat, he wandered into the kitchen 
to put on the kettle. The water boiled quickly. He poured it 
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into his large, black mug, nursing the coffee between his 
hands and allowing the smell to rise around him. Esther was 
helping Meir with his meal, her eyes wandering between 
Sholem and their smallest child. When Meir asked for water, 
Sholem moved quickly towards the tap, making her suspect 
that he did not want her coming in to the kitchen to be so 
close to him. But in his haste, Sholem’s cup of steaming 
coffee flew into the air, showering boiling liquid down on his 
hands and thighs.

Esther had never heard Sholem cry out before. It caught 
her by surprise. Hearing him, Meir cried too. Everyone raced 
to the kitchen to see if Sholem was all right, while he stood 
still in shock, his face white, his breathing shallow. 

"You need to take off your clothes," Esther said. He 
didn't move. "Sholem! Are you listening? Go into the 
bathroom and take off your clothes. I’ll be there in a 
minute."

He went slower than she would have liked, like a man 
sleepwalking. "Abba! Abba!" Meir wailed, calling after his 
father. Chaim and Aviva stood beside their baby brother, 
shocked and uncertain about what to do.

"Will he be OK?" Chaim asked his mother.
Esther was at the linen cupboard. "He'll be fine," she 

replied without thinking. She grabbed two towels and raced 
into the kitchen, turning the cold tap on high. The fabric took 
longer than she expected to absorb the water. It felt like 
minutes before they were heavy with liquid. Esther turned to 
her daughter and said, "Keep the baby here. I'll be back 
soon,” she said.
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The bathroom door was closed. She didn't knock; the 
cold, heavy towels in her hands were dripping water all over 
the floor and she just wanted to get them in the bathroom 
and on her husband. When she pushed the door open, the 
first thing she saw was that Sholem was almost naked. 
Despite everything, she couldn't help herself; she sucked in 
her breath as she took in his image. Only then did she 
register his red hands and thighs. She could see from his face 
that he was in pain. He looked afraid as she approached him.

"You should be running cold water over your hands. 
Come," she said, turning the cold tap on high. "Put your 
hands under the water." He did as he was told.

Esther stood beside him. "Let me look at your legs," she 
said gently. She didn't want to see his eyes as she squatted 
down before his bare thighs, the only thing between her and 
his nakedness was a blue pair of underpants. 

“Will you have a cold shower?" Esther asked, but 
Sholem shook his head. "Then you need to sit on the edge of 
the bath with these wet towels on your thighs and I will 
bring you a bucket of cold water for your hands." She turned 
the tap off and gestured for Sholem to sit on the side of the 
bath. 

As soon as he did, she placed the towels over his legs, 
careful not to touch his skin with her own. In the kitchen, she 
filled a large bucket with cold water, racing past her 
distressed children and placing it beside her husband.

"Abba will be OK," she called over her shoulder. "Just 
wait there for now."

Esther placed the water between his legs. "Let's try it 
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like this," she said. Sholem sat, his hands in the bucket of 
cold water that sat between his legs, watching his wife kneel 
between them to examine him.

"How does it feel?" she asked.
"It hurts," he said. He managed a small smile.
"Are the towels helping?" The cloth was heavy and 

already warm from the heat of his burns. She lifted them to 
take a look; the skin was turning from red to pink.

He shrugged. "Maybe, I don't know."
"It looks better," she observed, looking up at him.
"Thank you," Sholem replied.
Esther stayed a moment, kneeling on the floor, watching 

his face. The color was returning to his cheeks, his eyes 
seemed more focused. It was relief that made her suddenly 
conscious of the bareness of his chest, of the shape of his 
arms, of the fact that she was kneeling between his open legs 
just as she had watched her neighbor do a few hours earlier.

Esther felt herself blush. "I'd better go check on the 
children," she said, rising quickly and closing the door 
without looking behind.

The children went to sleep quickly. The day had been long 
and tiring, even without the excitement of Sholem's accident. 
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Esther lay in bed in the darkness alone, counting each minute 
until Sholem opened the door. He slipped into the room and 
then into his bed without making a sound. After a while, in 
the quiet room, Esther said, "I wanted to hug you today – to 
make it better."

"You did make it better," he whispered. "It almost feels 
like it never happened now."

Esther had her back to him. They lay still, listening to 
each other's breathing. Darkness had become the canvas for 
her thoughts – thoughts that were driving her crazy. It was 
palpable, the way the tension was building inside her. Her 
hands clenched and unclenched under the sheets; her 
breathing was growing shallower, faster. She heard it first as 
if from a distance. A ragged sigh slipped from her. Opening 
her eyes in horror, Esther waited through the silence.

"What is it my Esty?" Sholem asked. His speech was 
slow. He sounded tired. There was nothing for her to say. 
How could she tell him what she was feeling? The space 
between them felt like an eternity. "Esther?"

"I feel as though I'm going mad," she said. The words 
came out without permission.

"Tell me what you are feeling." 
"I can't. I'm ashamed," she said.
"Tell me," he urged.
"It's difficult to put into words," she said. "It's like I have 

a fire inside me that burns and burns and won't die."
"Talk to me about it," he persisted
"I cannot stop thinking about you, about us," she said.
"There's nothing wrong with that." 
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"You don't understand – I can't stop! I keep picturing 
you... I crave you endlessly... to touch you... to be pleasured 
by you," she said.

"Isn't tomorrow night mikveh night?" They both knew he 
knew it was. "Just one more night," he said. "It's hard for me 
too."

"My body is burning," she said. "I think..."
"I’m holding you now," he interrupted her. The words 

came out in a flurry, like he couldn't hold them in any longer. 
They startled Esther as much as she suspected they did him. 
And then more tumbled out. "Just imagine my arms are 
around you." Esther closed her eyes and waited to feel his 
imaginary touch.

"Can you feel them?" he asked.
"I can," she answered. "I wish..."
His voice was deep and clear in the darkness. To Esther, 

it felt soft, as caressing as velvet. "Turn on your back, turn 
your eyes to the ceiling," he said. "Do not look at me."

Esther was surprised at the command in his tone. It 
aroused and comforted her. She did as he asked as he too 
rolled on his back. "Now take your hand and place it under 
the fabric. Leave it on your breast for a moment. Take its 
fullness in your hand and tell me how it feels. Tell me how it 
feels to touch yourself."

"It feels good," Esther whispered.
"Tell me more," Sholem said. Esther could hear the 

unevenness of Sholem's voice.
"My breasts feel soft, full. My nipples are hard. They’re 

scratching lightly against the palm of my hand. They're 
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aching to be squeezed." The last words came as a rasp.
"Squeeze them between your fingers," he said. His voice 

was low, strained.
Esther sucked in her breath as she pressed the tips of her 

fingers harder against each side of her erect flesh.
"Rub your nipples between your fingers – rub the tips. 

Tell me what it's like – tell me how this makes you feel," he 
said.

"They're warm. They feel so small, like they have 
clenched up as tight and hard as they can get. When I press 
them between my fingers I feel bursts of pleasure from my 
stomach – through my. . . warmth, and down into my legs. 
When I rub the ends of my nipples, the pleasure shoots right 
inside me – deep inside me." She paused before whispering, 
"I want to cup my breasts in my hands."

"Do it," he hissed.
"I want to roll them around in my palms and squeeze 

them together. I want to imagine it's your hands that are 
touching me," she said.

"Do it," he said.
When she moaned, she heard him breathing. "I want to 

touch myself down there," she said.
"I want that too," he admitted.
"I want to imagine it's you touching me," she said.
"I am touching you," he said. Esther moved her hands 

underneath the fabric. "Tell me what you feel," he said.
"It's warm here on the outside. My hand is resting on my 

hair. It is waiting to go further. Shall I open my legs?"
"Open them. I'm waiting to touch you there." He was so 
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quiet now but she heard every word. The rustle of linen 
against flesh signaled that she had raised and parted her 
knees. She moaned as her fingers entered her wetness. "Tell 
me," he said.

"I’m so very, very wet. I’m sliding my finger further 
inside. It feels so good," she paused. "How far do you want 
me to go?"

"You tell me," he said.
"I want to feel your fingers inside me – right inside me," 

she said.
"Then take them inside you. And tell me what you feel."
Esther moaned. "I'm sliding my middle finger inside 

myself. Oh, I'm so wet – and hot, burning hot and sticky with 
moistness. It feels so good to slide in and out." Her voice 
was breathless. "I want to pleasure myself to climax," she 
said. "Will you let me do that?"

"I want you to imagine it's me," he replied.
"Of course it's you," she said. "I'm spreading my juices 

around my clitoris. It feels so, so good. I'm circling it – 
round and round. Oh, it feels incredible."

He was silent.
"Are you there?" she asked.
"I'm here. I'm touching you. Tell me more," Sholem said, 

his eyes staring at the ceiling. 
Esther delivered clusters of words in breaks. "I’m 

rubbing, circling and rubbing harder. It feels so good. I can 
feel pleasure around my body. The muscles in my back and 
legs – and my shoulders – are beginning to tense... I crave to 
have you inside me. I’m thinking about your hardness. It 
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makes me want to rub myself harder... I can't talk ..."
The sounds Esther made filled the darkness; they were 

part scream, part sob. “Ah, ah, ah, aaaahhhhh." 
As her breathing calmed he asked her, his voice as tense 

and strained as she had ever heard it. "How was that? Did 
you like the way I touched you?"

Esther gave a slow sweet smile. "Oh, yes. Yes, I did. 
Thank you." She sounded languid and seductive. 

"I'm glad," his voice sounded lighter, as though he was 
smiling. But a minute later Sholem rolled out of bed. Despite 
the dark he had his clothes on in seconds and then his 
runners. "You go to sleep, Esther, my darling. I'm going for a 
run."

It was Monday night. Esther was driving home from the 
mikveh; her windows down, warm summer air rubbing her 
flushed face. She had a ten-minute drive through residential 
streets before she got home. Esther's eyes scanned the houses 
that lined the streets; she imagined that in each Jewish house 
she passed women were cooking for Shabbos. But what was 
everyone else doing, she wondered? Perhaps they were 
watching television or on their smartphones surfing the 
Internet, reading emails or on Facebook. Isn't that what most 
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people did at night at home? Esther smiled; it wasn't the only 
thing they did. How many people, right then, at that moment 
were having sex? How many were watching sex on their 
computers or phones? She tried imagining what it would be 
like to watch a movie that had people having sex in it – and 
to be able do this whenever you felt like it. It made her 
uncomfortable and excited contemplating what those films 
might look like. How would they sound? What would the 
people do in them? She wondered how she would feel if she 
watched one of these movies. Would she be disgusted or 
aroused? Or both?

Sometimes, on the rare occasion she went into 
newsagents, she saw magazines with pictures of partially 
naked women on the front and was torn between wanting to 
stare or turn her back on them. Once, not long before she had 
finished school, Esther had gone into a secular bookstore, 
with its long rows of multi-colored paperbacks; fraying rugs 
stretching across scratched, worn floors. She'd had time to 
spare until the next bus came so she had browsed the aisles 
to see the sorts of books that existed outside her tiny frum 
world - the sorts of books that other people read. There had 
been books about murders, about aliens, about wars from the 
ancient world. There had also been many books about love. 
Esther had drifted along the quiet aisles, her fingers tracing 
over the tops of each spine, enjoying the gentle roughness of 
pressed paper. 

What she had discovered at the end of one aisle had 
made her stop with uneasy curiosity. She had found the 
books about sex - all different types of sex. There had been 
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novels with book descriptions that were shocking but 
fascinating. She had understood quickly that no one was 
married; no one worried about whether what they were doing 
was right or wrong, or how their actions would be viewed in 
the eyes of Hashem. More shocking still had been the books 
with pictures; these Esther flicked with uncontained 
curiosity. She had stood looking at them for what felt like an 
eternity, unable to stop reading. They had told her more 
about sex in that brief moment in time than the sum of all 
she had learnt to that point in her life. 

The young seventeen-year-old Esther who stood looking 
at those pictures in the bookstore had never had a 
conversation with an adult about sex. She had barely spoken 
with her friends about it. Her friends didn’t talk about such 
things and where references were made, they were done 
quickly and without elaboration because none of them had 
known any more than she did. And besides, it just wasn’t 
proper or tsnius to talk about such things.

It was only during her kallah classes, three years later, in 
the months leading up to her wedding, that Esther learnt 
anything about sex - and even then, what she had learnt 
barely equipped her for what was to come. After the 
wedding, judging by Sholem's uncertainty on their first night 
together, his chosson classes must not have been much 
better. The rebbetzin, her kallah teacher, had produced a 
basic sketch of male and female sexual organs. She had 
talked about the vagina and the clitoris in the simplest terms. 
Then she had moved on to discuss the penis. She had 
explained to Esther that the penis has two phases: flaccid or 
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erect. When it was erect, she had said, her chosson would 
insert his penis into her vagina and would move it in and out 
until he reached the point of climax; when this happened his 
semen would ejaculate through the eye of his penis. Esther 
had been fascinated and had wanted to know more but was 
too shy to ask. There had been no joy in looking at pictures 
of penises with Rebbetzin Sterner and their conversation 
about clitorises had seemed as awkward for the rebbetzin as 
it had been for Esther.

Rebbetzin Sterner had said, "Some women find it is 
pleasurable when their clitoris is touched and some find they 
can reach climax when their husbands... ahem... stimulate it." 
At that point, the rebbetzin had turned over the pictures and 
folded her hands in her lap. The lesson for that evening had 
been over.

These classes had taught Esther that sex was a mitzvah 
between husband and wife. Sex between a Jewish man and 
wife was sacred – it was kodesh. Such an idea had seemed 
beautiful to Esther, the young rabbi’s daughter as she 
approached her own marriage, but Esther had not forgotten 
the pictures she had seen that morning in the bookshop, a 
few years earlier. Those pictures had made sex seem to be 
more than just a mitzvah. Many of the pictures in the 
bookstore had been sketches, just like those on the 
rebbetzin’s table. But the sketches in the bookstore had been 
very different. She had seen images of men and women with 
pubic hair. Women with bare breasts had stared at their 
lovers free of shame while numerous erections had burst 
forth from the page, sometimes with a hand or a mouth on it 



Shosha Pearl

57

– sometimes inside a woman. It was through this tiny illicit 
moment in an ageing, empty bookstore that Esther had 
discovered sexual intimacy happened in different ways, in 
many different positions. Travelling home she had found 
herself looking at men – Jews, non-Jews, people of all colors 
and ethnicities – and wondering what lay beneath their 
clothing. Did they all have penises that stood out like those 
in the books? Could their faces contort with the same 
expressions of pleasure, lust or joy?

Now, ten years later, driving home from the mikveh, 
Esther was no longer a virgin, but she was still not as 
comfortable with her sexuality as the people in those books. 
Only half an hour before she had stood before the mirror and 
looked properly at herself. Her mikveh preparation had been 
different this time. She had decided to do something about 
the wildness of the hair growing between her legs. She had 
wanted to shave it off completely – to be as brave and bare 
as her neighbor – but she worried that Sholem had already 
struggled with the changes in her and he might find this too 
confronting.

For the first time in her life she had brought scissors to 
the mikveh. Sitting cross-legged on the tiled floor, naked 
from the waist down, Esther had carefully trimmed her pubic 
hair. Slowly, precisely, she had cut the hair, surprised at the 
paleness of the wispy strands that gathered in balls on the 
floor between her legs. She had taken each of her lips 
between fingers and trimmed along their ridges. When she 
had finished and stood before the mirror in the bright 
florescent light she’d been amazed at the difference. What 
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had been a thick bush of dark, chaotic hair had become a 
layer of lightness – both in color and in feel. Running her 
fingers along her opening; it had felt as though someone had 
opened a gate to her sex. She was frightened and excited to 
see how Sholem would react.

Before she had dressed that night at the mikveh, having 
immersed herself with fervent intentions – with a kavonah 
unlike any she had had before - she had turned from side to 
side to view herself in the mirror. She had on a new bra and 
panties that were dark blue and edged with white lace. Her 
mound had seemed barely contained by the flimsy v-shaped 
fabric; when she had turned, the swelling of her buttocks had 
been as visible as the breasts which had spilled out over the 
low-cut cups of her new bra.

It had been difficult to shake off her constant awareness 
of this tiny, smooth underwear as she had pulled on her 
clothing and then as she drove home. Esther imagined 
herself standing before Sholem wearing nothing but these 
paltry coverings. She wanted to walk around him – to circle 
him, so that his eyes would follow her every movement, 
watching desire and confusion rushing across his face until 
the two merged into one.
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Esther walked through the front door with her heart rate 
elevated. The apartment still smelled of cheese pasta from 
dinner; the dishes she had left in the sink remained 
untouched, but it was quiet which meant the children were 
probably in bed. 

Sholem was not in the tiny room at the back they called 
his study; he was sitting in the lounge by the window, 
reading. He closed the book and stood when she approached, 
extending his warm, soft hands. Pulling her towards him, his 
kiss was light. 

"I've missed you," he said. He seemed calm, not at all as 
he had been in the past week. Esther felt momentarily shy in 
his embrace, but the sensation of his arms around her, the 
smell of him so close, quickly launched a whirl of thoughts 
inside her mind. Esther felt herself begin to sway, but 
Sholem’s arms tightened around her, drawing her to him. 
Within seconds, she was overwhelmed by a realization of 
how much she wanted this man, her husband. She wanted 
him in a way that overwhelmed her. 

If the eyes she raised failed to tell him how she was 
feeling, she knew the press of her mouth to his would leave 
him in no doubt. Esther wanted to be consumed – and to 
consume in turn. Sholem’s taste, the feel of his hands on her 
body, these things sent uncensored signals to her brain. 
Meeting the force of his mouth on hers, she extended her 
tongue towards his as she pushed her body tighter against 
him. The movement triggered something inside Sholem. He 
propelled her backwards in his arms until she was pinned 
against the wall. Esther’s excitement was almost unbearable. 
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She could scarcely breathe with anticipation as Sholem lifted 
her skirt and pushed his hand inside her panties. When he 
drove his finger inside her, the sounds of her desperate 
pleasure echoed through the apartment.

“The children?” she whispered in his ear.
“Asleep.” His voice was hoarse.
“I want you,” she said involuntarily. 
Sholem looked at his wife, placing his hands on each of 

her shoulders, holding her back to the wall. Esther could feel 
his stiffness reaching out to her. She saw her husband’s chest 
rising and falling; she saw the stained, wet pinkness of his 
lips, and the eagerness in his eyes and she knew his face was 
a reflection of her own – that at that moment she looked as 
wild and wanton as any woman could. The idea filled her 
with more excitement than she knew was possible. “I need 
you,” she whispered.

Sholem grabbed Esther’s hand and pulled her into their 
dark, warm bedroom, pushing her on to the bed. “Don’t 
move,” he said. For the first time in their married life he 
used his bedside lamp to light their intimacy, rather than 
turning on their bathroom light and allowing its florescent 
brightness to creep through a half-open door towards them. 
“I want to be able to see you properly tonight,” he said.

Esther crawled to the center of the bed, dropping her 
shoes on the floor. She knelt on the covers - her eyes fixed 
on her husband - and began to take off her clothes. Sholem 
was on the bed in an instant, pulling at her clothing and his, 
covering her with kisses. The underwear she had chosen with 
great care was torn from her body without a second glance. 
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Within seconds they were both stripped naked. 
Sholem pushed Esther back on the bed. The sight of his 

erection stretching out towards her was mesmerizing. And 
then he was on top of her; his bare flesh on hers; the rough 
press of his mouth; the sound of his excitement; these things 
were almost too much for Esther to process. She found 
herself held still by a mix of pleasure and expectation as 
Sholem cupped and fondled her breasts; his mouth moving 
down her body. The wet warmth of his kisses circled her 
belly and her hips. His mouth pressed on the top of her thigh 
and moved inwards. Esther could barely breathe wondering 
whether Sholem would dare to kiss her there - in her most 
intimate place, from which the scent of her need for him was 
rising. 

Esther lay with her eyes closed. Her mind filled with 
images from that night - weeks before - when she had 
watched Jason push his face between his wife’s legs. 
Esther’s fear and excitement tussled together inside her so 
that she could not be sure whether she wanted Sholem to do 
this thing to her - whether she wanted to feel the pleasures 
that she had witnessed her neighbor experience. Sholem 
opened his mouth and took Esther’s thigh between his teeth 
at the same moment his fingers reached into her wetness. 
Esther moaned, and continued to moan as he ran those same 
fingers along the gushing valley of her sex, around her 
clitoris and then inside her. Esther arched her back and called 
for more. 

“I need you inside me,” she whispered.
Sholem moved like an advancing predator. His eyes 
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were fixed on hers – unblinking - as he unfolded himself 
from between her thighs and positioned himself above her. 
He paused a moment before slowly pushing himself inside 
her. Esther’s husband’s increased sexual self-confidence 
made him a virtual stranger to her. But she wanted him with 
absolute desperation. 

Sounds, low and guttural, escaped from Esther’s mouth, 
echoes to each of Sholem’s thrusts. She raised her legs and 
wrapped them high around her husband’s hot, firm back, 
tipping her hips to receive the fullness of his penetration. 
Esther ran her nails down Sholem’s back, clawing at him, 
urging him to push deeper and harder. And as he continued, 
Esther began to notice sensations rising inside her; slow and 
lovely, the unfamiliar vibrations ran along her limbs, 
surfacing in a flush of heat along her chest and into her face. 
Pleasure flowed through Esther’s body like a current; 
breathless, shapeless sounds emerged from deep inside her, 
husky and unfamiliar, pulling Sholem from his frenzy. 

“Are you OK?” he asked. He had switched from wild to 
tender in a second, dropping small kisses around her face.

“I am more than OK.” Esther felt a new wave of energy 
rush through her. She wanted more. “It’s my turn,” she said.

“Your turn?”
“My turn on top,” she answered.
Sholem’s face was a mix of expressions as he slid his 

arm underneath her, flipping them both in one quick effort. 
Voices rose from the communal garden into the warmth of 
the room, their muffled words failing to penetrate the bubble 
that had formed around these two naked lovers.
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Sholem lay still as Esther placed her knees on either side 
of her husband’s body. She was amazed at the delight she felt 
at being so exposed before him - her breasts hanging 
unashamedly in the brightness of the lamplight. She knew 
the pleasure she was experiencing was written all over her 
face. “Don't move," she said, raising and then lowering 
herself on to him. Her movements were so smooth and 
deliberate that they seemed rehearsed. Esther raised 
Sholem’s hand to cup her breast. He circled it, squeezing her 
nipple between his fingers. She closed her eyes and let 
herself go completely in the moment, taking a deep breath 
and rubbing herself back and forth against Sholem’s 
bareness, feeling his steel-like hardness inside her. 

At first Sholem appeared relaxed beneath her, as if 
changing positions had eased some of the wildness that had 
taken hold of him only minutes earlier. But as she picked up 
her pace, lifting and pushing her weight against him, feeling 
the fullness of the sensations that greeted her, Esther sensed 
Sholem’s tension grow beneath her. Within moments his 
fingers grabbed her thighs with such force that she knew she 
would have bruises for days to come to remind her of this 
moment. Esther watched the muscles in his arms, chest and 
neck tense as he ground her against him. Esther’s thighs 
strained as she strove to keep up the pace that Sholem set. 
She lifted her hands to her breasts and rubbed them roughly, 
pinching her nipples between her fingers. 

"I can't hold on,' he moaned, spraying a boundless tide 
inside his wife as he crushed their bodies together, trying to 
extend his last moments of release. 
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When it was over he closed his eyes. If not for the fact 
that his hands still held on to her legs, Esther would have 
assumed from Sholem’s silence that he had instantly fallen 
asleep. She sank down beside him and stroked his chest, 
ready to go again and again. 

"I need to adjust to this new you," he said, his eyes still 
closed.

"Me too," she said.

Later, Esther was up with her little boy. It took almost twenty 
minutes to settle him. By the time he rolled on to his side 
and closed his eyes, she was ready for sleep. As she switched 
the kitchen lights off, standing a moment in the darkness, she 
turned to look towards her neighbors' window. A light was 
on, but something was different. She walked forward, gazing 
across at their apartment. It was as she thought. 

"Esty?" Sholem called, silently approaching her from 
behind. "Are you coming back to bed?"

Esther tensed from the surprise of Sholem's presence in 
the darkness, from the casual comfort of his touch, from 
sharing this decisive moment with her husband, even though 
he would never know just what that moment meant. 

Something hard rubbed against her backside; her interest 
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in sleep was immediately erased by the excitement of her 
husband's sexual readiness. She lifted her eyes to the ceiling 
in gratitude for what Hashem had given to her.

"Oh nothing, I just noticed the neighbors' new blinds. 
Let's go to bed," she said, taking his hand and leading him 
along the corridor.
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Glossary

Baruch Hashem (Hebrew) - literally meaning “Blessed be G-
d” but usually used to mean “Thank G-d”
B’ezras Hashem (Hebrew) - with the help of G-d. Also 
B’ezrat Hashem.
Challah (Hebrew) – bread (usually braided) eaten on 
Shabbat and Jewish holidays
Chassidish (Hebrew/Yiddish) – chassidic
Chosson (Hebrew) - Ashkenazi pronunciation of “chatan”, 
meaning “bridegroom”
Chumash (Hebrew) – the five books of Moses in the Bible
Derech (Hebrew) - literally meaning “direction” or “way”. 
The phrase “off the derech” is mainly used to describe 
people who have stopped being religiously observant.
Fleishig (Yiddish) - something is fleishig if it contains meat. 
In this case, Sholem is asking about whether they will be 
eating meat that evening because the prohibition against 
eating meat and milk together means that a person must wait 
a period of time after eating meat before they can eat a milk 
product. The period of waiting varies between three and six 
hours.
Frum (Yiddish) – religious, pious
G-d – due to its sacred nature, the name of G-d is often not 
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spelt out in full because of issues associated with the 
disposal of texts containing the name of G-d. In English, it is 
common Orthodox practice to use a hyphen in place of the 
‘o’.  
Hashem (Hebrew) – literally “the name” is a common means 
of referring to G-d
Halocha (Hebrew) – Jewish law. Also “halacha”
Imma (Hebrew) – mother
Kallah (Hebrew) – bride
Kavonah (Hebrew) - Ashkenazi pronunciation of “kavanah”, 
meaning “intention”
Kodesh (Hebrew) - sacred, holy
Kugel (Yiddish) - literally meaning “cake” but usually 
referring to a range of dishes comprised of grated vegetables 
held together in a cake-like form
Torah (Hebrew) - term used to describe both the five books 
of Moses and all sacred Jewish texts
Mikveh (Hebrew) - ritual bath
Mitzvah (Hebrew) - commandment or good deed
Motsei Shabbos (Hebrew) - also, Motzei Shabbat. Saturday 
night – after the Sabbath has ended
Niddah (Hebrew) - when a woman has begun menstruation 
until the point she goes into the ritual bath known as the 
mikveh, she is known as “niddah”. During this time she and 
her husband are forbidden from touching in any way.
Parsha (Hebrew) - the weekly portion of the Torah
Parshat Shelach (Hebrew) - the portion of the Torah where 
Moses sends spies to investigate the Land of Canaan
Rebbetzin (Yiddish) - wife of a rabbi
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Rosh yeshiva (Hebrew) - the head of a yeshiva (seminary)
Shabbaton (Hebrew) - a gathering of people observing 
Shabbat together in one place Shabbos (Hebrew) - the 
Ashkenazi pronunciation of “Shabbat”. Shabbat is the 
Sabbath day of the Jewish calendar. It starts just before 
sundown on Friday evening and finishes when the sun has 
set on Saturday night.
Shalom bayit (Hebrew) - literally “peaceful house” but 
referring to marital harmony
Shiur (Hebrew) - lesson, class
Shul (Yiddish) – synagogue
Taharat hamishpacha (Hebrew) - the laws governing sexual 
relationships in relation to a woman’s menstrual cycle, also 
sometimes called the “laws of niddah”
Tsnius (Hebrew) - modest, also tznius
Yeshiva (Hebrew) – a religious seminary 
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Liked these stories? 

If you did, please consider leaving a review at the online 
retailer where you bought it - or on Amazon if you picked it 

up for free. 

Every review helps - it really does! 

Thank you :)
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