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Notice

This is a work of erotic fiction. It is designed to excite the mind and body, and easily-offended readers are urged to use caution when selecting this work. All sex contained herein is consensual and involves only adults, eighteen years and older. This work describes an intimate relationship based on principles that have been referred to as female domination (Fem-Dom), female-led relationships, and female supremacy or gynarchy. It is the view of all who are connected with this work that such relationships are a natural expression of love and affection for a significant portion of the population but is neither “the way things really are” nor “the ways things should be” unless people choose this path as a means of finding love, devotion, and giving purpose to their lives.

FemDomLit Publications believes that representation is important. We seek to normalize woman-empowered relationships by providing high quality romance and erotica where strong men are not afraid to surrender to the woman of their dreams. You can find us on the web at:

www.FemDomLitPublications.com
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Chapter 1
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Like tossing a pebble in a pond, one little decision sent ripples out in all directions until it reached every shore of my life. If I’d just gone with the earrings I’d worn all day, I would have been ready to go when Darren showed up. We’d have gone out on our date and had a lovely time. He would have dropped me off, maybe with a sweet goodnight kiss at the doorstep.

But I didn’t want to wear those earrings. I wanted the gray pearl earrings. That, of course, meant I needed the matching choker. Pearls weren’t too old-ladyish, were they? They’re supposed to be timeless classics, but classics age and fade. I picked up my phone and Googled. The answer was not encouraging, so I asked a different question. Apparently, younger women should wear smaller pearls. I wasn’t a younger woman, though. I just wanted to feel elegant and not old.

“Just go with what you want,” I told myself, looking in the mirror. “If he’s like most men, he won’t even notice that you have jewelry on.”

I took my advice and went with the pearls. I decided which control-top panties to wear and found a bra that almost matched without paralyzing myself with debate. After that, it was all questions. Should I wear a skirt or pants? Maybe a full dress? A pantsuit? As I changed from one to the next, my anxiety spiraled until my hands shook so hard I struggled to button my favorite pink blouse.

The doorbell sent a bucket of ice water coursing through my belly. I stared at the clock. He was on time? Men were never on time. I didn’t want him on time. Didn’t he know women need time?

I yanked on the pair of jeans I’d worn all day and rushed to the door. A strand of hair tickled my left ear. I’d tucked the lock back in place before I realized I hadn’t done my hair at all. My heart was in my throat. This was not starting out well at all.
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