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			Chapter 1

			“Sexless marriage.” 

			Jenna stared at the paper before her. Her stomach churned as tiny little knots bunched up inside it. She’d have lost the contents of her stomach if she had been able to eat anything for the past two days. 

			“Is that what he’s alleging?” Sammie’s eyes were filled with concern for her. The blonde scribbled something on her paper, almost furiously, considering the counselor was not supposed to get over involved with her clients. Sammie had broken that rule long ago as she had become Jenna’s confident and friend—Jenna had so few of them. 

			Rick had been controlling every aspect of her life. Her friends, her hobbies, everything had been plotted and planned to perfection to help him rise in his station in the company, a company that had been in her family for several lifetimes, even though his family was rich in their own right. Rick’s need for more money, more power, had driven him to the point that she barely recognized him anymore. How could he have turned into such a complete monster?

			Jenna looked down at the floor. Was it her fault he had changed so fast? Had it always been like this, and she’d been living in her own fantasy world? The marriage hadn’t always been so loveless, but it had never truly been a real love story, not if she were completely honest with herself. She had never been completely head-over-heels for him. Their love had not been earth-shattering, not the kind that every girl dreams of when they’re young. Now she no longer believed in that fairy tale. 

			Tears clouded her vision as the redhead tried to make some sense of all this. He had been the one who cheated, not her, yet because their sex life had dwindled, she was the one to blame. Jenna had never withheld sex, but she hadn’t exactly wanted it either. Laying there while he grunted over her was nothing she’d consider romantic, but it was the only thing she had ever known. If anyone complained, shouldn’t it be her? She wanted all the peaks and valleys, the throes of passion that had been promised her so long ago. None of her needs mattered, though. Rick had stifled her voice long ago. 

			Jenna looked at the counselor before her and shook her head. “It’s just not fair. I don’t know what else I could have given. I’ve nothing left. He’s practically sucked the life out of me.”

			At thirty, Jenna knew she wasn’t an old maid, but the years had taken a toll on her. Everything she had loved now lay scattered in remnants at her feet. She looked down at the photos she had ripped up earlier—wedding, honeymoon, and all the could have beens. Jenna always wanted children, but Rick had kept telling her they would start a family soon. Soon had ended long ago. Not that her eggs were all dried up and shriveled. Jenna knew she wasn’t ancient, but her heart might as well have been with as jaded as she felt right now. 

			“I know, Jenna.” Sammie looked over at her in commiseration. “So, tell me, what is he alleging in the divorce papers?”

			“That we have a sexless marriage, and he isn’t happy. That I haven’t been a satisfying partner in any way, shape, or form.” That was not exactly how it was written. She couldn’t remember the exact terms, but he was using his lack of excitement in their sex life as an excuse to find consolation outside the marriage. For all she knew, he had cheated throughout their entire relationship, and she had been too blind to see it. “I don’t know why cheaters think they can use that excuse. It’s not fair. I didn’t make him cheat, did I?”

			“No, you didn’t. None of this is your fault.” 

			“But I’m the one everyone is looking at under a microscope. All I ever did was try to keep him happy. It’s not my fault I’m no good at the other stuff.” Jenna sniffed miserably. Sex simply hadn’t been something she enjoyed. Maybe she was the lifeless fish he claimed she was. Most of the time, she stared at the ceiling or wall, wondering how long it would take for him to roll off her. If she had tried to enjoy it more, maybe he would not have had to look outside their marriage for what she couldn’t give him. 

			“What do you mean?”

			“Do I have to draw pictures, Sammie? I completely lack inspiration where the marriage bed is concerned. I have never turned him away, though.”

			“Describe your sex life in a nutshell.”

			“I lay there, and he does his thing. More like a beaver humping a lifeless log.” 

			That was pretty much the only way to describe it. She felt like an old lady, describing sex like it was something to just get over with. Honestly, Jenna had never enjoyed it, from the minute he had taken her virginity to the last time he touched her three years ago. Was it sad? Perhaps. To her, it had simply been life. From what her grandmother told her long ago, that was a woman’s lot in life—to please her man no matter the personal cost. Jenna wondered why she had ever listened to the old bat, who had passed away long before she met Rick. She was now just a voice in her head left over from a time she wished to forget.

			Sammie’s eyebrows rose in surprise. She shook her head and wrote something down on her notepad. “Okay. So, this is going to sound like a long shot to you, and you might not even be open to this at all, but I want you to consider that you may not be the problem. Personally, I’m pretty sure you aren’t.”

			Jenna refused to meet her eyes. She was pretty sure it was her fault, though. Rick had tried to get her to be more adventurous, but she just couldn’t seem to bring herself to do the things he had wanted her to. Could she blame him for wanting it somewhere else? Her lips wobbled, and the tears fell again. Her marriage was ruined because she couldn’t be the wife Rick wanted. Jenna had never failed at anything in her life, driven to succeed at any challenge from the minute she took her first step. This was the worst feeling in the world. Her confidence was so shattered she might never be able to piece it back together.

			“Let me see if I can pull some strings. I have an idea, which you may or may not agree to.”

			“Well, you’re certainly setting it up to be palatable.” Jenna’s mouth turned up in one corner. “Will it fix my marriage?”

			“No. That, I think, is irreparable.”

			“Yes, I know.” She sighed and looked down at the floor. “He’s not even worth holding onto, I know, but I just feel like such a failure.”

			“You’re not. It takes two to make a marriage work. That man checked out a long time ago.”

			Jenna felt so lost. Her father would be rolling over in his grave if he saw the way things had ended. Jenna felt like such a disgrace. Anyone could look into the divorce proceedings and find out the reason her marriage failed was because she couldn’t put out. What a great story that would make if she ever tried to date again. Any man would probably run for the hills. Rick would see to that; she was sure of it. His words had been cruel and unnecessary the last time they had spoken. Those scars would sting for the rest of her life. 

			“So, what do I do now?”

			“You learn who you are again. Attractive, desirable, and filled with life. I know just the place for you to start your discovery. I have a good friend who runs a place called Beau Reve. It’s a place for women to explore their sexuality with men who have plenty of experience pleasing a woman. And the good news is, this place is pretty much bankrolled by billionaires who simply want to have a good time.”

			“A good time?” Jenna looked at her like she was crazy. 

			“A very good time, from what I remember. I haven’t been myself, but I have had a few clients go.”

			What was she thinking? Jenna didn’t want anything to do with any other man, not when her wounds were still bleeding from taking the blame for the death of their marriage. Her attorneys refused to let it go, telling her not to share his infidelities would be a financially unsound move. While she just wanted to get it over with, she trusted her father’s attorneys, knowing they would always look out for her best interest. She wasn’t even sure what would happen, but if left in her own hands, she would roll over and concede, if only to keep him from spreading his vicious words to the rest of their social circle. Maybe that was enough of a reason to get away as any, getting away from the circle of vultures ready to tear her apart at the first sign of weakness.

			Jenna’s eyebrow rose in curiosity. “Did they like it there?”

			“A tropical paradise where men dote on the women? I can’t say they complained when they came back. One of them even married a man she met while she was there. Not that you’ll want to get married any time soon.”

			“You’re right about that. Let me get back to you after the divorce?” Jenna knew that deep down, she would probably tell her no in the long run, but she didn’t want to appear pathetic right now. She already felt bad enough with the way her life had turned out. Another mistake wasn’t something she needed to add to her repertoire right now.

			“That’s understandable. Until then, please do not go back into your old patterns,” the counselor cautioned her.

			“I’ll try not to.” 

			Her pattern had been blaming herself so much that she forgot to eat, sleep, and pretty much do anything to take care of herself. Even now, she had barely put any effort into her appearance. Her red hair was pulled back behind her head in a messy bun. Her makeup was non-existent and would certainly make her stand out from the high society standards. None of her friends ever left the house without taking care of their appearance. She was half surprised she didn’t have toilet paper stuck on her shoe. That’s how indifferent she felt.

			It all came back to the same thought. How could she have fallen for such an asshole? She had not realized how money hungry he was when she first met him. Both had come from money, so he had not even needed hers. And since he was blaming her for their marital problems, he was trying to take half her money when in actuality, he was the one who broke the prenuptial agreement the first time he decided to cheat on her. She could go to court and fight it or have her attorney press it further, but her heart was weak, and resolve was non-existent. Was a lack of a good sex life really a valid reason for him to get out of paying for his mistakes? Her attorney didn’t think so, but who knew what a judge with the right favor might say? They refused to let her dwell on those thoughts, though, pushing her toward using his indiscretions to their advantage.

			For once, Jenna was glad her parents weren’t on this earth to see how far she had fallen. Would they be disappointed with the way her life had turned out? Thirty, no children, and a failed marriage. It certainly wasn’t the life they had planned for her. Her shares in the family business were enough to keep her comfortable for the rest of her life. She was thankful for that and the fact that there was no way Rick could get his hands on it. When they had married, her father had made sure of that. She missed him dreadfully. She’d lost him to cancer three years ago. If he had survived, he would have annihilated Rick. Daddy had been like a pit bull where she was concerned. Rick was lucky Daddy had given his blessing in the first place. 

			Her mother had been gone well before she left college and married. Maybe if she had been there, she could have talked her out of marrying him in the first place. Her mother had wanted a real love for her, a husband who treated her like she was the sun in the sky. She had broken free from her mother’s mold long ago, knowing that happiness was something everyone deserved. Jenna wondered what her mother would have said about her contemplating the idea of cheap sex to annihilate the memories that had been tattooed on her brain.

			“Fine, Jenna. Call me when your divorce is final. You’ll need to process anyway. If you need me before then, you know I’m always here.”

			“Right. Thank you.” Jenna rose from the armchair and gave her a wobbly smile. “Soon, I’ll be a free woman. I just have to make it through the next part.”

			“You’ve got this, Jenna. You have more spunk than you give yourself credit for.”

			That’s what she’d always told her, but Jenna didn’t feel spunky at all. Just run down, left over, and used. She couldn’t help but wonder how her life would have been had she never fallen for Rick Marshall. Their families had merged businesses over their wedding, and things had gone well financially, but their relationship had imploded over the first three years. Rick had been cheating ever since, something that at first Jenna had ignored, pretending that it never happened. Over time, Rick had been even less careful with his flings, almost as if he had dared her to do something about it. This year, that was when she decided it was time to make a change, daring him to go through with his threat to divorce her. Jenna didn’t need his income. She had a fair number of shares in their businesses, so money wouldn’t be a problem, not to mention everything her parents had left her. She would be set for life even if the divorce did not go in her favor. The only thing she could do now was work with the attorneys to find a resolution. She’d leave it up to a higher power and hope that other people would see Rick for the monster he had become. 

		

	
		
			Chapter 2

			Today was the day, the final meeting with the attorneys to see if Rick would sign the papers or make her go to trial. She could have had them meet without her, but Jenna had decided to come and see what he had to say for himself. Her best friend, Sydney, had come to support her through it. The thirty-year-old blonde sat next to her as Rick marched into the room with his trio of attorneys. 

			Sydney reached over and grabbed her hand. “Don’t let him get to you, Jen.”

			“Thanks, Syd.” Jenna squeezed her hand. 

			She was right. After all the years of anguish, today could be the final day, and she wouldn’t spend it letting him get under her collar another minute. Jenna kept her head high and her expression cool as she fought the battle inside her. Strong on the outside, yet feeble on the inside. No matter how much she had steeled herself for this moment, it was like taking her favorite pet to be put down. While it was necessary, it wasn’t something she was going to walk away from without being changed forever.

			“Hey, Sydney.” Rick nodded to her and gave her a wink.

			Sydney was about to say something, but Jenna squeezed her hand. “You either.”

			“Right, Jen.” Sydney gave Rick the evil eye and continued to hold Jenna’s hand beneath the table. “He can suck a duck for all I care.”

			Jenna snorted. “Poor duck.”

			Sydney chortled softly. “That’s the truth.”

			“If it isn’t the old ball and chain.” He made a tisking sound with his tongue. “I didn’t think you’d show, Jenna.”

			The humor left her face, and she felt the cold work its way up her spine as that smug face seemed to sneer at her. Jenna kept a stoic look plastered on her face and looked forward. She had decided earlier this morning that she would only talk to him if she absolutely had to. Right now, that wasn’t a necessity. She took a deep breath and imagined herself anywhere but here. The garbage dump would have been an improvement over being kept here in his presence. The more she thought about her marriage and the promises that had been made, the angrier she became. She was starting to think she had imagined the love that had existed between them so long ago. He had manufactured a fairytale for her, knowing it would make it easier to win her over. That fairytale had shattered long ago. It no longer existed for her, nor would she ever fall for another one.

			As she sat there, she imagined a world where Rick Marshall had never existed, something she’d had trouble doing so long ago. That world was an infinite improvement over the one she had been living in for so long. At first, she had thought her world would end when he put the papers before her with his self-satisfied smile. Then she had still questioned if she wanted to end it all. Now, it no longer mattered that her marriage was ending. Jenna knew she could live without him. All she had to do was get through this last leg. So, she sat there, barely paying attention to what was being said for most of the morning, until she heard him curse under his breath. 

			“You bitch!”

			Jenna blinked in confusion. Why was she suddenly being called into the conversation? As far as she knew, everything was going in his favor, but when she looked up to see Rick’s red face, she knew something had happened that he hadn’t planned on. Maybe she should have paid a little more attention to what was going on in front of her. Jenna looked over at her attorney and found the pictures they were passing around. She’d forgotten about those. A small smile slid across her face, despite her effort to appear impartial to the proceedings. Yes, this was when the tables were going to turn in her favor, and he got exactly what he deserved.

			“So, Mr. Marshall, if you want this information and these photos to go to trial, we will have to call Mrs. Lewis in as a character interview. How would her husband feel to see her in such revealing photos?”

			“You can’t use those. That was a private moment.” He was blustering before them.

			“Actually, this was taken on public property—Hillside Country Club? Really, Mr. Marshall. The golf carts aren’t intended for such physical activity.” Mr. Timsa was making sure Rick knew exactly what would be aired during a trial. “And as far as your wife, who has done nothing but stick by your side throughout all these lousy affairs, your excuses written inside these documents will not hold up in court. Her character is above reproach, to which everyone who knows her will testify. Can you say the same for yourself?”

			“Rick, as lead attorney, I suggest you sign the papers,” his attorney cautioned him.

			Rick’s face was nearly purple at this point. He picked up the pen and signed the lines of each paper they slid toward him. “Fine. No matter, she can have half of my estates and the shares she came into this marriage with. Hope it keeps you warm at night, Jenna. We all know how cold your bed is”

			Jenna blanched at his words but refused to speak a sound. It was better this way. When the papers made their way to her, she signed the decree and pushed them back to her attorneys. She was finally a free woman. For some reason, it didn’t have the hollow ring she had once expected it to. Sliding her ring off her hand, she let it fall to the table, almost wincing when it made a loud plink sound before it stopped wobbling.

			“This isn’t over yet, Jenna.” He gave her a self-satisfied smile as if he had something else up his sleeve altogether. After a pregnant pause, Rick Marshall walked out of the room, and hopefully her life, for good. 

			Her attorneys nodded at her and congratulated her on her divorce. Of course, they were happy. With the win, they got more money from the divorce. They had worked hard for it, so Jenna couldn’t complain. If it hadn’t been for Sammie, she probably wouldn’t have let them fight as much as they had for her. The counselor had been right about a lot of things. The more the private detective had searched, the easier it was to dig up enough background to make her case. Did she feel bad about it? Not in the least. He deserved everything he got.

			Sydney turned to her. “You all right, honey?”

			“Yes. No. I don’t know, really. I tried everything I knew to make that marriage work. I guess I wasn’t enough.” 

			A tear slid down her face, and Jenna hastily dashed it away. She had promised herself she would be strong, that she wouldn’t give in to the despair that was always just beneath the surface. Jenna was trying to not give in to the self-pity. Part of this was her fault, after all. She should have seen through him long ago. She would accept responsibility for that. Her mother had always raised her to watch out for the money grabbers. Of course, Jenna had never assumed Rick would be that way because he already had more money than most of the men on this planet. It would never be enough, though.

			Money was like a disease for Rick, and the only way to hurt him was to cut off the supply. Jenna had a feeling it might come to that eventually, but for now, she just wanted to walk away from it with her pride intact, if that were even possible. She knew Rick would still spread his horrible rumors about her in their social circle. Jenna would forever be labeled as the most undesirable woman to any of the men who might have given her a second glance. That probably shouldn’t matter to her right now. She wasn’t prepared to get into any kind of relationship anyway.

			“That man had a good thing, Jenna. He failed you.” Sydney wrapped her arms around her and comforted her.

			“Thank you. I don’t know if I would have made it through this day without you.” 

			Jenna welcomed the hug. Bringing Sydney with her had been the best idea. She knew her friend would take up the fight for her if Jenna faltered. Sydney probably knew more about Rick than she did. She was woven deep into all the gossip about every single person in their circle. Jenna was almost afraid to ask her what everyone was saying about her. Would it change her circumstances to know the rumors? Not really. Jenna would still feel broken.

			“Any time, Jenna. Now, let’s go celebrate.” Sydney put her arm around her.

			“Celebrate?” Jenna wasn’t sure she was up for it. Getting through that was a task in itself.

			“Yes, Jenna. It’s time to get a new life!” Sydney smiled brightly at her.

			“And if I refuse?” She eyed her friend warily.

			“I’ll call Sammie,” Sydney threatened her.

			“Fine.” 

			Jenna did not want Sammie drawn into this—not because Jenna didn’t want to spend time with her, but because she would be too tempted to make Sammie put on her counselor hat. The two of them had decided to only do that at the office. Anything to do with Rick belonged on that couch, nowhere else. That was something she was trying to resolve to do. Baby steps. 

			Jenna sighed and tried to see the world the way Sydney did. “A new start?”

			“Yes. Right around the horizon, Jenna. You just have to look for it.”

			“Fine. We’ll celebrate, but only if it means I can get drunk enough to forget his face.”

			“Definitely! Time to get wasted.” Sydney grinned at her.

			“Yes, well past time, I think.” agreed Jenna. 

			She wasn’t usually a big drinker, but today wasn’t a typical day at all. What Jenna did know was that today was the first day of the rest of her life. It was time to make a better life for herself. First step, get really drunk.

			As they left the lawyer’s
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