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Married No More

I hadn't felt this excited since my high school prom night. 

Or anxious.

I decided to join a divorced women's club. Yep, those exist in the real world. A bunch of local women who have meet-ups to provide moral support to their fellow sisters...by talking shit about their ex-husbands. I had not been 'out' since the divorce had been finalized. I have to be honest and say that I felt more than a little anxious. Being married, I hardly went out and never dressed with the hopes of attracting a man other than my husband. 

I won't lie and tell you that I didn't have anxiety. This would be the new normal. I had married for the right reasons. I had loved my husband. Things were not all I expected them to be but I wanted to stick it out and not become another statistic. Going back into the dating scene, if there is such a thing, is not something I wanted to do in middle age. I had no desire to be called someone's “MILF” or “Cougar”. 

But I would leave no stone unturned. I cut out carbs from my diet for the past several weeks. I jogged daily. Could only manage a trip around the block at first then I built up to three miles in under thirty minutes. I dyed my hair blonde and she made the tips an auburn brown, which had been my natural color.  My ex didn't like when I dyed my hair. He wanted me, or I should say us, to grow grey together. Naturally. 

Fuck that. I could do whatever I wanted now. Plus, he left me for a blonde bimbo that looked about twenty years younger than me. But looking in the mirror now, I felt younger. I looked younger. Not twenty years younger but like someone who had a burden that was lifted off their shoulders. 

I spotted the meet-up group instantly, all sitting around a table with wine and the occasional glass of something else. They were all laughing and so confident in themselves; none of them seemed to be the least bit nervous about being in a bar and being unattached. In fact, it looked like they were enjoying their time, and the laughs that seemed to trickle around the table like it was something contagious. Well, I suppose that they all had something in common, and now so did I. So I took a deep breath in and strolled over to them to introduce myself. “Hi, I’m Jenny.” They all smiled at me and dragged me into a seat, happy to hand me a glass of wine and introduce themselves. 

There was Sasha who had been divorced three years and had not regretted a day. Then there was Eliza who was celebrating the divorce of her fourth husband. Marie and Lila were sisters who had married brothers, when Marie’s husband had asked for a divorce Lila’s husband soon followed after. It was a messed up situation, but they didn’t seem to mind. I was happy to start listening to their tales.

“I tell you I was so happy when he asked for the divorce, I thought that I could finally be free from the jerk that had been sucking the fun out of everything for the last fifteen years of my life. If I had known he would change so much once we were married I never would have let it get that far.” Lila said, shaking her head as she downed a little more of her wine, laughing lightly. “Plus, I will let you in on a secret, he was never even good in bed.” 

Everyone laughed. 

“If he was anything like his brother I’m not surprised.” Marie joined in, leaning over the table lightly, “He wasn’t the biggest guy I had ever seen, but I was blinded by love. I thought that love would satisfy me, that sex wasn’t a big deal. Boy was I wrong though.”

It was interesting to listen to them all chatting about how bad their husbands had been in bed, or just in general. Eliza’s third husband had never lifted a finger; he expected her to work and cook and clean and look after him like she was his mother or something. It became my turn to talk and I didn't hold back. 

“I didn't want to become like my mother,” I said. “She spent her whole life taking care of my father and he ended up cheating on her. He left her for this bimbo he met in a bar. Not the upscale type that we're in right now, no, I mean one of those dives where drunks piss in the doors of both the front and the back exit. Things wouldn't work out then he would come back to her. Crying. Asking for forgiveness. Saying he changed. And she would take him back. So when I found out my husband cheated on me, I left. I filed for divorce. I didn't want his money. I just wanted out. I wanted freedom.”

“You go girl,” Eliza said. 

She gave me a fist bump of encouragement. I liked her already.

“So did he try to get back with you?” Marie asked. 

“You just knew that was coming, right?” I laughed and the girls looked at me in eager anticipation of a salacious story of revenge. “He called me before our divorce went through. Really heart felt confession on the phone. You know the drill. 'I'm a better man now. I'm so sorry for what happened.'  Well, I didn't even bother to call him back. I looked him up on Facebook and his little gal pal. Her Facebook photos show her with some other dude. Younger. Serves him right.”

“They never learn.”

“To us,” I lifted my glass. “To all the women that men don't appreciate until they're gone.”

We clinked our glasses and I downed my cocktail, wanting more. 

I was going up to the bar to get another drink, I had been enjoying the night so far. Then it felt like I’d dropped into a romance novel. The guy just a few people down was absolutely incredible looking, it’s almost hard to describe just how perfect this guy was. He was tall with dark, well maintained hair which was slicked back a little bit. Just think of every single guy described in a romance novel and that was him down to the tiniest detail. It was hard not to stare at him, which was a mistake obviously, since his eyes soon caught mine and he smiled. He dared to throw me a wink before turning to face his companion a little bit more, as if he was using it as an excuse to watch me. 

I managed to keep the blush from creeping up along my cheeks; instead I actually smiled back at him. I picked up my wine and took a sip before turning to stroll back to the other girls who were still deep in conversation about their previously shitty husbands. Though I was now a little distracted and found myself glancing over to the bar to catch a glimpse of the piece of perfection that had obviously stepped from the book on my night stand. What made my heart race even more was the fact that whenever I looked over there his eyes caught mine and he smirked. 

I didn’t think people smirked in real life either, but  this man did just that and I found it sexy as fuck. He raised a glass towards me before taking a sip. Sounds corny to say but the way he did it, screamed 'class'. That was the moment that I decided that I needed to take a risk, I needed to take him home with me. He had to be more exciting than my husband, who had only liked to have sex after we’d both showered, and only ever in the missionary position. Anything else would have been too wild. So at least with this guy it might be somewhere else other than the bed. 

I glanced over to him again and I started to feel a little bit wet as I met his eyes for what felt like the hundredth time that night. “Go on, none of us will mind if you take Romeo over there home for the night, as long as you promise to give us all the details next time.” Sasha teased as she caught me making eyes at the guy. 

I giggled and blushed shaking my head a few times, “He would never want to come home with me.”

“Of course he would, it’s obvious he’s making eyes at you. He thinks you’re hot. Go on.” Eliza urged, “If you don’t go and snap him up, I might take him off your hands.”

Well, I couldn’t have any of that, and so I found myself strolling towards him like it was something that I did all of the time. Really it felt like my stomach was going to jump into my throat. I felt a flashback going all the way back to the junior high school days when the guy I had a crush on asked someone else to go steady...but not before he led me to believe that he wanted me. 

Jesus, this is crazy. What if he just laughed me off? Then I would turn around, humiliated at what just ook place. It would add insult to injury. Being divorced then rejected by the first man I actually wanted. I had listened to numerous self-help tapes, listened to Tony Robbins but there is a difference between listening on how you should get out of your comfort zone and actually doing it. 

I am a coward, I admit. 

But then something happened. I don't know what. But suddenly I was being led by a different body part entirely. It was part of me that tightened and got wet at the thought of seeing the very handsome guy out of his clothes for my viewing pleasure. When I got closer to him I thought that I might fail, that maybe he was looking at one of the younger girls in the bar. God knew that I wasn’t a spring chicken; I was middle aged. 

An older, divorced woman. Why would he want me?

There was no need to be nervous because as
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