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Chapter One

I had a date. I wasn’t certain if I
was excited-nervous or scared-nervous. I’d been tossed back onto
the marriage market/pool after years of captivity and I seriously
questioned my sanity in presenting myself as a target
again.

Especially when I didn’t have a clue
of what to expect.

I’d never actually
been in circulation so I was pretty ignorant about every aspect of
the dating/mating game.

And thirty five was pretty damned old
to be trying to figure it out.

And I was going on a blind
date.

I’d married my high school slave
master right out of high school--before I could get to college. The
plan was that I would go at some point but somehow that never
happened.

I worked to support the
‘family’--George--while George went to college for seven
years--because he kept changing his major. And then I got to enjoy
George building his career and making really good money--for
himself--for another ten years and then he dumped me for a barely
legal ‘woman’ damn near half my age.

I was resentful.

No clue why because I actually felt
pretty liberated.

And yet ….

I think it may have been a flash of
defiance that had inspired me to find somebody online to replace
George. Because I really didn’t want another slave master, but I
hated that George went out of his way to make me feel undesirable
and unwanted and useless.

I’d actually missed my
shot at a family that included children, though, because I was on
the down side of mid-thirties now and the odds were against even a
remote possibility of finding a man who’d take me, getting preg,
and producing before I hit forty like a bug on the windshield of a
car going a hundred miles an hour. Because when I could have, I
didn’t make enough money to support me and George
and a child--even one.
We were going to start the family when he graduated--George said.
But that didn’t materialize either.

So I didn’t actually need a man … for
anything.

I didn’t
want George back. I’d
already given him enough of my life.

I just wanted him to know I could
still get a man.

If I wanted one.

Because I hadn’t just
slaved to support the bastard, I’d tortured myself for years to
keep myself up to be worthy
of the son-of-a-bitch.

Not that I had ever been beautiful to
start with.

And I still wasn’t.

But my figure was still good because
George wouldn’t let me gain more than ten pounds and I starved
myself and worked out constantly to keep him off my
back.

Of course I’d packed on ten pounds
almost as soon as he dumped me, trying to eat my way to
happiness.

But the little black dress I’d pulled
out of my closet and dusted off for my date still fit--a little
tighter than before--but there were no obscene bulges.

Because I’d bought a full body-shaper
and squeezed all the ‘excess’ into it.

I knew what sausage felt like--but--I
was smooth from knees to boobs.

Doubts flickered through my mind when
I went to check myself out in the full length mirror on the
bathroom door.

I looked amazing with the
body-shaper.

But what if I actually got the chance
at sex?

There was no way in hell I could
gracefully exit the damned thing. It had taken all I could do to
get into it … and I’d had to stop to rest a couple of
times.

Not that I actually wanted sex, but
that was really the only reason men tolerated a woman’s existence.
They were holding all of the pussy.

And that was why I wasn’t especially
sold on the idea of allowing a man around me--even
briefly.

I didn’t
hate sex--even after
years of George.

I just didn’t especially like
sex.

Mostly it was just sort of
an annoyance I had to put up with to get along with George. I
wasn’t sure of what the payment was for--because I supported
myself and him--but I had to suppose it was for being allowed to breathe
in his presence.

I spent years pretending
I did enjoy it
because I thought George wanted me to enjoy it … until it finally
hit me that he didn’t give a shit whether I enjoyed it or not. He
was just using me as a dumping ground for his body
fluids.

And then, when I stopped pretending,
he was pissed off!

Go figure. Some people were just so
damned unreasonable!

Ruthlessly, I shoved my depression and
my negative thoughts far to the back of my mind.

I was going to enjoy this, damn
it!

I was determined.

Grabbing the purse that matched my
black dress, I paced the floor while I waited for my taxi to arrive
to whisk me to the meeting place. I wasn’t actually used to wearing
heels because George was short and even though I was really short,
I wasn’t short enough to suit him and he hated it when I put on
heels.

So I figured it couldn’t hurt to get a
little practice in.

In case I got to dance or something
like that.

The guy I was supposed to
meeting was six four--according to him--which put him more than a
foot taller that I was at five foot two and unnerved me just a
little. Ok. Actually, it unnerved me more than a little bit--because he
sounded scarey big--but I figured nothing could outrage George more
than me dating a man a head taller than he was.

And I was actually pretty gleeful
about that--vindictive bitch that I was.

My first indication that I wasn’t
nearly as gung-ho about my ‘date’ as I’d managed to convince myself
I was was when I had a panic attack as soon as I got into the
taxi.

I spent most of the drive with my
purse over my face--mouth and nose--since I didn’t have a bag handy
to breathe into, chanting ‘I can do this--yes I can’.
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