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Chapter One
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To die?

Or not to die?

Or did I prefer to experience mortification of a Chernobyl level that would make me wish for death and a deep hole to bury myself in in order to save myself?

I was not a bold person.

I was not addicted to adventure.

I was also not inclined toward impulses.

There was a very good reason why I wasn’t ... either ... because it could turn to shit so fast, and usually did, that it would make my head swim and leave me wondering how in the hell I’d gotten myself in to the latest mess.

Had it cured me of the occasional whim?

No!

I don’t know why I always thought it would work out ‘this time’.

Incurable optimism?

Blindness to my failings?

Whatever the case, I had toyed with the idea of a sex swing for a very long time before I yielded to the side of myself that always looked for disasters to add a little ‘excitement’ to my boring existence.  

Something else for my scrapbook.

Sure it looked kinky and I wasn’t in to kink either.

But it looked ... exciting and naughty and ... well, the rest was history.

I bought one.

It had to be hung from the ceiling, of course, because it was a sex swing and nobody in their right mind would hang it in the yard—even if they didn’t live at an apartment complex—and I did.

So it sat in my closet for maybe a year?  Maybe three or four?

I forget.

But I was working myself up to it.

First hurtle—hanging it.

Well—I wasn’t particularly handy either.  

I hit at it when I was broke and needed something fixed—which was most of the time—but even I didn’t trust myself to hang a swing from the ceiling and then get in it.  That seemed like the quickest way to make a trip to the hospital for something broken or mangled and, really, it cost a lot more to go to the hospital.

But I wanted it to be a secret.

Dilemma.

Well, and I didn’t currently have a partner of any description either.

Vibrator?

I could play with that in the bed and it was a lot safer and probably way more comfortable, too.

Booty call?

That held some promise actually.  One night stand?  I could wear a mask so I couldn’t be identified later ....

Of course, one never knew whether a pickup was about fucking or murder, so ....

Mostly about sex, but ... I was me and I thought my chances of picking up a serial killer were probably at least a fifty-fifty proposition.  I didn’t want to be tangled in the fucking swing while he was trying to choke me to death.

Because then I’d be humiliated in the afterlife ....

And it would be a source of amusement not only to everyone who knew me, but everyone who heard about it ....

I didn’t especially want or need sympathy, but ....

So, anyway, this amazingly hot guy moved into the apartment complex and I’d started fantasizing about him—because that was all that was going to happen.  He was beautiful and young and built like a god and ... Well, I was prone to doing some really ‘blond’ things occasionally, but I actually wasn’t an idiot.

The guy was a total chick magnet—as in when he walked by every female that saw him froze, staring at him as if they’d never seen a male type creature before in their lives.  Me included, although I generally just peeped at him from the safety of my apartment through a crack between my drapes.

Because I just happened to be there one time when he got home from work and I knew his schedule.

By heart.

I’d even managed to bump into him one day.

Actually, I ran him down on the way to the dumpster because I’d forgotten to take out my trash and I was afraid I’d miss the pickup.

And I knew he would be home any time and I wanted to dump the garbage so that I could be waiting at the window to peek at him.

Solid as a rock—that man.

I slammed into him so hard—and slung my garbage every-damned-where—it should have knocked him flat.  Instead I just sort of ricocheted off of him, landed on my ass, and then bounded up as fast as I could and pretended I wasn’t hurt.

He apologized for me trying to run him down and offered to help me pick up my garbage—beautiful manners!  And his voice was oh-my-god dreamy!

“No-no!  I’ve got it!” I said, frantic to grab everything and shove it back into the bag before he discovered something embarrassing that might have fallen out.  “I’m bleeding?  Oh!  Just a little scrape.”

Of course, I was dying—mostly from embarrassment, but pretty banged up, too.  It took all I could do to get the mess up and dispose of it and hobble back to my place to tend my wounds.

And nothing to show for it but half a box of bandages.

I couldn’t recall a damned thing except the pain and embarrassment of the collision.  

Damn it!

Such was my life.  

Probably my one and only opportunity to try to make an impression and I had.

Not a great one, but I doubted he’d forget me as quickly as I hoped.

Well!  He was too pretty to be anything but a total asshole, I told myself, and he probably wasn’t worth a fuck in bed either.

I hadn’t actually found one that was of any description, in all truth.

Well, honestly, one that was maybe a four?  Downright homely, to be painfully blunt about the thing, and pretty much an asshole, but he’d sort of had a sexy bad-boy sort of persona that was kind of appealing.

Because I was like that.

If it was something I shouldn’t have, I wanted it.

Like candy bars and pastries.

I was convinced I came really close to cuming that time

But then I didn’t.

And I discovered it wasn’t a persona.  He was a bad boy.

Because he was in jail and calling me to bail him out the next time I heard from him.

I got a new phone number.

Last I heard, he was doing time for stealing a car, so ....  That one didn’t really work out.

In retrospect, though, I decided he must have been at least a five.  He was ruggedly attractive—probably the broken, slightly crooked nose.  Maybe the scar across one eyebrow?

It sort of kind of reminded me of this movie star ....

Anyway, the neighbor hunk didn’t have to put any effort into attracting as many females as he wanted and I was sure that meant he’d never put any effort into ‘it’—being good with his wonder wand.

So I finally gave my asshole brother a call and asked him if he’d put a hook in my ceiling because I’d bought an exercise thingy I wanted to hang up and I was afraid if I hung it myself it would bring the ceiling down on top of me.

A month later, I called him again and reminded him that he’d said, maybe, he would come by and put the hook up for me.

So the next day he showed up and examined the problem and the hook I’d bought and told me it wouldn’t work.  It was for hanging plants.

And then he left again.

I honestly didn’t expect to see him again in this lifetime, but he came back on the weekend with this massive hook—which I took as a pointed insult about my weight—and used a drill to do a starter hole in the ceiling to wench it in.

Then he wanted me to get the exercise ‘equipment’ so he could hang it for me and I could check it out.

My face turned fifty shades of red while I tried to think of something reasonable and believable to say.  “Actually, I haven’t bought it yet.  I didn’t think there was any point until I got the hook up.  I’ll give you a call when it comes in.”

He gave me a look.  “You know if it was anybody else I did a job like this for I’d charge a couple of hundred at least.”

I gaped at him while that slowly sank in.

This, I thought indignantly, was why I always thought of him as my asshole brother.

Sure that was what he did for a living, but god damn it!  He only had one fucking sister!

And I knew damned well he hadn’t ignored a paying job to put my hook up!

Finally he just shook his head, packed up his tools, and left.

He might have been suspicious about the ‘exercise’ equipment slash white lie I’d told about my swing, but I was pretty sure he hadn’t figured it out.  

I was still uncomfortable.

On the other hand, I had the hook!

I went to the closet and dragged the swing out and then, after a little thought, went to the kitchen and grabbed my step stool to hang it.

It was stretch to get high enough to hang the damned thing and I felt like I’d already gotten a workout by the time I had.

Climbing down, I stood staring at it for a little while, allowing my mind to conjure fantasies.

I decided I was tired, though, and not currently in the mood to see what I really thought about it.

Because, of course, I wasn’t going to experiment with it while I had company!  I wanted to know if it was going to work like I’d imagined and if it was something I was really willing to try with a partner!

I climbed the ladder again and spent a little time adjusting the height and then got down to consider it again.  Finally, I just folded the ladder and took it back to the kitchen.

Progress!  It was hung and safe—I trusted my brother on that!—and I could study it before I made a decision.

I liked to think things over very carefully before I did something—stupid.

Because then I at least had the consolation of knowing I’d carefully considered it from every angle before I took the leap.

I wasn’t impulsive.

I wasn’t daring.

I was practical minded.
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