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CHAPTER ONE

I met Dr. Hill last summer. It happened during one of the increasingly frequent hospital visits due to one of the many undetermined allergic reactions. I was never allergic to anything in my life, and then suddenly, all types of random foods would betray my body resulting in hives and anaphylaxis reaction that I learned could be life threatening. Frequent visits to an allergist were of no help, resulting in a steady diet of nothing more than hard boiled eggs and water, nothing more.

Dr. Hill was the only doctor on call during the wee hours of the night in a small town hospital that was essentially a tourist trap during the summers in our sleepy little one horse town of Amityville, New York. I was ready to go home but they still had all those fucking machines hooked up to my swelling and hive infested body that looked freakishly red and swollen. It was probably the most embarrassing day of my life, having lost all control of my bowel movement and then consequently shit myself, just like a little baby. I


wished that the earth would just open and swallow me whole. I stunk to high heaven, and then before me stood this handsome young doctor examining me as my essence filled the emergency room where I lay.

It’s hard to remember when bad things happen to you unless something good comes of it. It wasn’t until that day that I realized that sometimes you can’t just judge people from the way they look. That doctor looked just like any other doctor, only much better looking, almost like a model, and I wondered why it was that he took such an interest in me, after all, I was no different than the others that I noticed were partitioned by curtains in the emergency room.

It was hard to remember the series of events that day. I remembered being a little dazed, and when they pumped some IV in me was when everything turned really cloudy. Two of the nurses began cleaning me up after partitioning me off and replacing my soiled pants with a clean hospital gown as I helplessly lay hooked up to several machines. My sister had driven behind the ambulance and stayed with me for about an hour, then went back home, leaving me with a clean change of clothes and my beloved smokes.

It wasn’t the first time, and she knew she had better not ever leave me without a pack of Marlboro and a clean change of clothing.  It wasn’t the firs time that I noticed the doctor, he stood out like a sore thumb, and frankly I didn’t think that he even remembered me from the other times I had to make a quick pit stop because the itching was driving me crazy. Honestly, I was hoping he would shove his cock inside me a time or two, he had that animal magnetism about him, but I wasn’t really in a position to shop around for someone like him when I was clearly at a disadvantage.


“Hello Shanna, what did you eat this time? Isn’t this your third time this month? ” He asked. It was the fourth time in less than a month he’d seen me for the same reason, only the other times it didn’t seem to be as severe.

“Nothing, no peanuts if that’s what you mean, just a tiny bit of chicken…” He looked at me as he opened my gown examining the hives and swelling that made me look like a bumpy wart ridden pumpkin.

“Well, it’s a good thing that you don’t live too far. Maybe it’s time you break down and see an allergist, I know of a good one in Potsdam.” I was still literally shaking from the effects of the epinephrine that made me feel as though I was in a freezer stark ass naked, and my teeth were chattering. He asked the nurse to retrieve a blanket for me. The blanket felt better.

He stood there, gazing carefully at my chart, and then ordered the nurses to keep me overnight for observation on the third floor.

Since I was really drugged out and tired from the effects of the medication and the diarrhea that was burning my ass even though they had carefully wiped me down before changing me, I just went to sleep. Funny, but sometime during the night I swear I heard something next to my bed, almost like someone tapping my shoulder or breathing next to my ear. It was creepy since hospitals would always make me feel like I would die there for no particular reason that sheer superstition. How many souls passed through those corridors, and then that was enough to keep me awake despite feeling the need to relax and close my eyes.


“Shanna…you want something to drink, maybe some ginger ale or a piece of toast?” I felt a gentle tug on my shoulder. I looked at the wall clock and it was exactly 3 in the morning. There was something about that time that made me think about how most deaths occurred around that time. I wish I had my boyfriend to keep me company, but he was in California at a job interview. It was the night shift nurse looking in on me and propping up my head on the hard ass pillows. I didn’t feel like awakening from what would probably be the best sleep of my life.

“No thanks, I’m good.”

She had to be joking I thought to myself; food was the farthest thing from my mind that night. I just wanted to go to sleep and forget the day’s events.

The following day, Dr. Hill came in to give me the good news that I would be released, he was as pleasant as always and I thought that would be that until my next stint.

“I want you to try taking Zyrtec instead of just the Benadryl and continue with the Prednisone until you run out. I faxed your scripts to your pharmacy, so soon as your ride comes I want you to go directly to pick up your scripts, am I making myself clear?”

He looked nothing like any other doctor I had ever seen. He looked like a male model and his hair was perfect, perfect lips, tall, and a sweet friendly disposition, what wasn’t there to love about him? At first, I couldn’t even look into his eyes, it was that embarrassing. If only he hadn’t seen me at my worst. Even with my boyfriends, I would hold the need to poop or fart or excuse myself to another area. I was almost obsessive about this; wanting


any man I was with to realize that my body was so divine that there was no need for that nasty bodily function. It was gross.

“Perfectly clear doctor. And I’m sorry for the inconvenience…” It was embarrassing, and what I really meant was the smell he was exposed to. I’m sure the sweats that were a brown embarrassing mess were tossed into the Biohazard bin along with the hypodermic needles and old people diapers.

He chuckled and placed his hand on my shoulder, assuring me that everything would be all right. Then I went and sat outside on the only bench directly in front of the ER room. It was a nice day and I wanted out, that was enough of hospitals, they always seemed to smell a bit too antiseptic for me. I grabbed my lighter and lit my Marlboro cigarette and it was beyond divine, the first puff always is. I heard the automatic doors open. It was him.

“I thought I would join you…” He took a pack of Camels from his pristine white doctor coat pocket and lit it with a plain zippo lighter. The bench was on the short side, as he asked me just like a gentleman would permission to sit next to me.

“Sure…thought doctors didn’t smoke.”  I made small talk.

I couldn’t think of anything else to say, it was a surprise that he even came out to join me. I scooted over a bit so he would sit.


“I’ve smoked since I was about twelve years old.” He laughed, and his teeth matched all of his other physical traits, perfect.

“No really, I began when I was about sixteen, yeah, now I’m sorry I did.” I said.

“I’m not, I love smoking. It helps me cope with my last name curse.” He added, laughing in between the deep inhalations. The air was still, I could see he began blowing smoke rings, even one ring going through the former.

“Wow…I never could do that, that’s’ so cool…” He could see that I was impressed at his talents. “What do you mean last name curse?”

I didn’t say anything, though he did pique my curiosity, I kept quiet.

“My surname, ‘Pig’ God I hated my father for that. What kind of a person does that to his own kid?” he said a little bit sad.

“Yeah, me too...I mean about the smoking, loving it I mean.” God I was stuttering again, and then I began playing with my long brown hair; I always do it whenever I get nervous.

He continued telling me about how he was the youngest of six boys, and I’m sure he would have spilled even more of his personal beans had my sister not pulled up.


“It’s my sister picking me up.”

He smiled and waved to her, reminding me to take care of the prescriptions and muttering how he didn’t want to see me in that condition again. He looked into my eyes, and as I went towards the car, he got up to open the door for me. That threw me for a loop. I’d never had someone do that, much less a doctor. It made me feel special.

“Bye Doctor.” I said looking up to him, getting one last taste of my fantasy man.

“Bye Shanna…until next time. Watch what you eat next time.”         We took off and my sister turned to me as we stopped at the light.

“What was that all about?”

“Nothing, he took care of me, don’t you remember him from last visit?”

“No I don’t” then she laughed, teasing me like all big sister do. “Maybe he’s on call for when you show up, you know, like a doctor stalker?” Then she thought for a bit.


“He was looking at you like he liked you; I think he likes you bitch!”

“Shut up, no he doesn’t “I smiled, because now that she mentioned it, it was kind of funny that a doctor would go outside to join a patient for a smoke. I didn’t get my hopes up though; he was probably just being friendly.

A few days later, I was at home contemplating what to serve for dinner that we didn’t eat for a few days in a row. Then my phone rang, but I didn’t recognize the number so I let it go straight to voicemail.“Hello Shanna, this is Doctor Hill, I was just calling to see whether you got to fill your script and to see how you’re doing…so yeah, give me a call whenever.”

I couldn’t believe my ears, and immediately called my sister before having to pick up the kids from school. Oh crap, she was at work, so I left her a message.

She finally called me about an hour later. She was my older sister, so I asked her advice. She thought I should call him back, nothing ventured, nothing gained.

“Hello” the voice on the other end said. It was awkward at first, I mean, I was at his mercy not a few days ago, and now this handsome doctor was calling me on my cell phone. I almost asked him just exactly how he was able to acquire my private cell number, and then I remembered it was on file, since a cell number is a lot cheaper to maintain than a land line. After about a cautious 20 minute conversation, we arranged to meet at a nearby diner.


“Hey…how are you doctor?”

“I’m fine Shanna, glad to see you are looking better and feeling better.”

He ordered a thick juicy cheeseburger with mushrooms and onions. The photo on the menu was enticing, and he assured me that I would not regret it, and besides, should my body react to some odd ingredient, he would be there to come to my rescue. The waitress brought over two iced-teas with a lemon wedge placed neatly on the tall glass.

“How about it, you won’t be sorry.”

“Sure, why not?” I was sure he knew his burgers. We sat and exchanged stories about our families and stuff. He told me that he was actually born and bred in Vancouver, Canada; I thought I spotted a slight accent, and was just doing his last year of internship at our local hospital but would be returning after a year. What a bummer, I thought he would be here forever.

“You know Shanna, that day they brought you into the ER, man that was something. Your blood pressure was pretty low, had me worried there for a moment.”

“Not something, you mean embarrassing.”


“Embarrassing, why do you say that?”

He had to be kidding me, I mean, how many people actually get to see a handsome doctor with completely soiled and smelly clothes.

“Because it is, don’t you remember?”

Shit, I thought to myself, couldn’t be that good that he forgot the stench already. My face isn’t THAT beautiful that it would somehow eradicate any and all unpleasant circumstances surrounding it. Is this guy for real?             

“Of course I remember, and I think you might be referring to your” then he lowered his voice almost to a whisper edging his face closer “soiled pants.” It sounded as if he were describing a piece of perfectly cooked filet mignon or top of the line Caviar.

My face reddened. I think he saw the fact that he had put me in a spot.    

Shit, he’s never going to let me live that down I thought. He saw in my face I was becoming uncomfortable at having to relive the shameful events and drama all over again.

“I’m sorry, it seems I’ve upset you Shanna…I didn’t mean it that way.” I let him continue, if I give him enough rope he’ll probably hang himself. Taking my hand in his he looked into my eyes, and I couldn’t wait for the burgers to get here to interrupt the awkwardness of the situation. This conversation was


tensing me up so bad that I had all but slurped the last of the tall glass of tea. He probably thought to himself what a savage I was.

“Truth is Shanna, I saved your sweats.” He smiled. My jaw dropped.

I looked at him, wondering what his deal was, was I even hearing correctly? Was this really happening? Why the fuck would he save my soiled sweats. I knew they were brown splotched, I saw it with my own eyes through my reddened and swollen almost shut eyelids as the nurses took them away and dumping them inside a plastic bag with the biohazard label on it. It felt like I was hallucinating in a way.

“What are you talking about? I saw the nurses put them inside a garbage bag…”

“Yes, they did, and I retrieved it from the trash when no one was looking. It’s a small town Shanna, and unfortunately, it’s not always a live and let live mindset we live in.”The waitress then approached our table with the delectable looking burgers with the French fried onion rings. Suddenly I lost my appetite.

“Thank you so much” he told the cute waitress in a flirtatious manner.


“That looks delicious, eat up.” He picked up the napkin and tucked it inside his polo shirt. That was the first time I saw an adult man do something like that.

“Why would you save them, that’s disgusting don’t you think?”

I was beyond curious yellow at that point. It’s not like they were one of kind sweatpants, and they were certainly not new, maybe he was some kind of pervert or something, what other explanation  could there be? There was no other logical explanation, no whatever I continually asked him to repeat what he had just said; I couldn’t believe what I was hearing.

“Just like animals Shanna, in the wild the male sniffs out the scent of females, females that smell a certain way, like you…”as he continued to chomp away at the burger and fries. I hated men who talked as they ate. Talk or eat, make up your fucking mind.“So what you’re saying is, I smell a certain way, is that what you’re saying, and based on my unique smell you’re attracted to me, even if it’s coming from my bowels…that’s just too weird I think.”

“Ah, nature is magnificent, isn’t it? It’s the greatest creation on earth, it’s called Pheromones Shanna. I just love your scent.” And then, just when I thought he was done talking shit about my shit he added…“ Do you know that is how one male in the animal kingdom zeros in on a particular female?


and identifies who will be its mate, by the smell emanating from the female, especially when she is cycling?” I almost asked him what a bicycle has to do with the price of apples.

“So…I stink? Is that what you’re telling me, and that’s supposed to be something romantic?”

“Of course not, what I mean to say is, when you came in to the ER, you’re waste smell, well, it was unique, and to be perfectly honest, I have a peculiar fetish. Now, I understand that maybe you don’t understand it, it’s not for everyone that much I know.”

I thought I heard correctly, but asked again.“A fetish you said?” He nodded yes, almost with a blush. Not a girly blush, but the kind of blush that let me knows in no uncertain terms that I was probably the first woman to hear his sordid confession.

“I enjoy watching a woman, well, you know, do her thing in the toilet, and when a girl smells sweaty and her scent is at its highest…mmm, do you know what that is Shanna?” He spoke low, as if the subject was taboo, never to be repeated.

“No, never heard of it.” I didn’t want to seem like a bitch, I really never heard of the term. Sounded weird though. He continued to explain that it involves becoming intimate with the most embarrassing and intimate plus smelly bodily function. Maybe that’s why he retrieved my shit-stained


sweats back at the hospital. Was that even legal for him to do? I wondered. I also wondered if he would confess to this very strange and truthfully sick ass fetish as he stood behind the pews at his Church. My mind was entertaining all kinds of funny scenarios about this pillar of the medical community being found out. I was sure his reputation would turn to shit, literally. He was cute though. I once knew a guy who didn’t have any ability to smell, and I wondered if he was the same.

“So if I forget to bathe for a week, how happy would that make you?”

The cute and handsome hunk with a tragic and vital flaw was slowly letting his guard down as we spoke. Was he maybe just fucking with me? As much as he was studying me, I was dissecting him under my mental microscope. I wondered what he wanted, and then suddenly I pictured him going down on my skanky and unwashed pussy and ass.

“Would you? I would pay top dollar for your used panties and bra, and I would gladly take care of you. You won’t ever be sorry, I promise. I never told anyone Shanna.” If this cute probably rich professional thought that I would give it away for free, he was sadly mistaken. I can’t even afford a rust bucket car, and I’m sure the car he drove was no used car lot bargain basement special, but I could be wrong.

“I need a car.” It slipped from my tongue as effortlessly as a fat kid asking for seconds at an Ice Cream Shoppe. I looked at him, I wasn’t backing down and I wasn’t going to explain. The trade seemed more than fair to me…a car for a quick foreplay session. It seemed not only fair, but advantageous to me.


“Here’s my card with my private number, when you’re ready to pick out what you want, let me know.” Wait. I was ready now. Fuck. Strike while the iron is hot, you never get a second chance with once in a lifetime opportunity like this, if he was on the up and up that is.“I’m ready now, I’ll settle for a Volkswagen Beetle.” He chuckled. We were both done with our somewhat good and decent Hamburgers. The day was still young. I knew this much, I had to lure him in with a taste of my own special brand of honey, fudge honey. I went to the bathroom. I didn’t say why, and I looked inside my purse, I still had the small snack sized Ziploc bag with just maybe two bowl worth of my medicine man Jimmy’s finest White Widow.

“You’ll wait for me right?”

“Of course, what do you think? You think I’m just going to dump you here?” He chuckled as he shook his head in disbelief.

I excused myself heading towards the Ladies Restroom. I managed to push a tiny little almost cute Food Baby out of my ass. I almost wanted to keep him for myself. Scooping it out of its watery flushable grave I patted it and placed it inside the baggie. Damn. A few stubborn pieces of Toilet Paper stuck to the otherwise perfectly formed medium brown log. Oh well, at least he’s getting a tiny taste. How would I sneak this surprise into our mundane conversation? I sealed the bag and placed it on the very top of my cheap


Walmart  handbag. That would have to change too. I can’t afford Coach or Luis Vuitton. But he can.“You know, something is on my mind, and I have to ask you…” His furrowed brow told me that my new car was hanging in the balance.

“Shoot.” He said.

“You’re not one of those guys who are so into it that you eat it…I mean, it wouldn’t matter what you did with it, but, I just want to know.” There it was out.

“No, of course not... I’m just fascinated by it; it’s like a trophy to me. Picture it as a solid scrapbook of sorts. I actually dry it, and then make cute little chess pieces out of them once they dry in my kiln. That was beyond freaky; it was like an episode out of the Twilight Zone. I remembered he said the word ‘trophy’ like what a serial killers saves.

In my mind I went to pick out my car with his plastic. That Escalade looked nice though.

“I’m back!” He stood up as he saw me that was gentlemanly of him. We both walked out. Shit, I should have stuck around to see what credit card he used. Any loser can pay with a prepaid or Visa. Not everyone has an American Express Platinum card though. I had all night to devise a scheme for gaining maximum exposure for my pheromone. All night.


As soon as we exited, he grabbed my arm and gave me the most sensual kiss ever. It was almost sexual. He didn’t care there were people around us who thought we were simply lovers. I responded to his masterful kiss, opening to him. I had a surprise for him that he didn’t know I had. He was quite a bit taller than I was. I didn’t know what to do, so I excused myself and asked him to close his eyes. He did so. At least he was obedient.

“Don’t peek…I have a surprise.” He looked puzzled as I took out his hand, laying it palm up.

I took the baggie out of my purse containing my smelly used panties. I could have bartered something for it, but the truth is, he’s the first man that EVER planted the marketing shit seed into my head. I wanted him to develop a taste for it.

“Is this what I think it is Shanna?”

“We’ll discuss the details, say, tomorrow.” His face told me that I had done the right thing. Who knew that fateful day had such wonderful things in store for me?


I got a phone call early in the morning, much sooner than I would normally wake up.

“Hello…” There was silence on the other end. I could hear someone breathing.

“Hellloooooo!” I was annoyed at my dreams being disturbed on Saturday morning, the only day I could get in some extra sleep because my bitch neighbor next door insists on climaxing as loudly as she can.

“It’s me Shanna…remember…Hill?”

It caught me off guard. A long pause gave me enough time to think up something clever to say.

“Uh, of course I remember you, how could I possibly forget. Didn’t you promise me a VW Beetle yesterday?” I wasn’t that fucked up that I could forget that conversation.

“Yes I did, and that is why I am calling you today, would you like to go shopping for it today?” It took me back, didn’t see that one coming.

“Pick me up in another hour, does that sound good.”

“Yes it does Mistress.”


“Mistress, what was that supposed to mean?”  I heard that term before, but unsure of what it meant I quickly searched my IPhone on Google. Good old Google. There were three definitions; I wondered which one he meant.

“Okay, see you then…” Then he hung up, but it was odd, first he asked me permission to hang up.

So I took a shower, and had I known that today we would meet and just possible acquire a new set of wheels I was nervous, taking my Zyrtec medicine just as he ordered, so there is no repeat of another hospital visit and he gets my shit for free. It was creepy enough he kept my shitty sweatpants. Crap, my nails need painting. Funny how unprepared a girl gets when the Golden Goose is standing right before her. I made up my mind to not offer any more shit until I get my wheels. Quickly I did my nails, I nice tan brown shade, goes well with my still suntanned skin.

It was exactly one hour after I hung up, and there is a knock on the door. I look through the peep hole on the door, it is him. I clear my throat, I was allowing a complete stranger into my living quarters, and how do I know he’s not some weirdo serial killer or something. He’s a weirdo that much I know, why else would he admit to his fetish?

“Who is it?” I knew damn well it was him.

“It’s me, Hill.” A deep voice on the other side of the door answered back, almost as if his mouth were right over the wooden door, it was that close.

“State your last name Hill. Say it slowly, like you’re ashamed of it.”


“Pig…my name is Pig.” He answered in a low voice, almost ashamed of his name, and rightfully so. Poor guy, now I felt sorry for him. My mind was flooded with all different scenarios of the dismal childhood he was, in all likelihood, subjected to by the neighborhood bullies who currently work at a McDonalds or Chop Shop while he earns the big bucks as a doctor. Life isn’t always fair, but revenge sure is sweet, and it’s a dish always best served cold.

“Come in Pig, I mean, Dr. Pig.” I tried to control my laughter. I wonder if there is a Mrs. Pig in the picture. That alone is grounds for an annulment. I open the door and notice he is not dressed up at all, shit, I was hoping for a fancy dinner before getting my wheels.

“Hello Shanna.”

“Hello Hill.” I wanted to add his last name for a dramatic flair, but stifled myself. We sat down and had a few beers, it’s all I had to offer this educated shitty underwear worshipping Doctor.

“I’m sorry; but it’s all I can afford.” I handed him a cold can of Pabst Blue Ribbon beer. It’s always fewer than twelve bucks for a thirty pack at our local Kenny Drugstore. Playing the poverty stricken card sometimes works.

“That’s fine.” He seemed nervous. Then he spilled his guts out to me, right there in my living room couch that belonged to my cunt of a neighbor. She has such exquisite taste, and like the fickle cunt most women are, she tires of things so quickly, and that is where I come in to the picture, enjoying the fruits of her hard earned money shortly after her fickleness makes it wind up


in the trash. Like I said…she was a fickle rich wannabe cunt. Doctor Pig took me by the hand, and we walked downstairs. Then I remembered I hadn’t locked my door. I quickly ran upstairs and safely locked my barely furnished apartment, then slid down the banister, so much quicker that way.

“You still slide down those things?” He seemed amazed that a grown woman would take such a time saving shortcut. “Amazing!”

We got into his Buick that looked more like an old man’s car. I was nervous, but he was a perfect gentleman towards me. I didn’t know where we were driving to, and didn’t ask, because that would seem rude. My hand clenched the police issue Glock in my purse just in case. I smiled, trying to decipher this enigma of a man, God he was handsome. He begins slowing down and I notice we are now in a Ritzy part of town where all the Yuppies that were forced out from their overpriced Manhattan apartments now live. There are a number of side cafes and restaurants.

“Are you in the mood to eat anything special?” I thought about it. If he was paying, I would want the best. The best would mean at least an hour of travel through the Lincoln Tunnel and then another hour of just trying to find a parking spot, so the best will have to wait for another day. There were more pressing things on my mind, like the wheels he promised me.

“After dinner, then what?”


He looked puzzled, and then said, “Why your car of course. It’s already down the block from you. I wanted it to be a surprise.” I wrapped my arms around him gave him a heartfelt kiss on the cheek, and we went to Luigi’s, a three star Northern Italian restaurant with rave reviews. I was beside myself, I got my wheels, or so he says, and now I am in the company of this handsome man. There was something heavy on his mind, I could sense it. We sat down on the very far corner of the dimly lit restaurant. I loved how moody it felt, very relaxing on the eyes; the red lights set the tone for lusty dinners. We ordered our dinner.

“Shanna, May I call you Mistress?” Oh yes, about that, maybe I should clear things up while we are at it.

“By Mistress, do you mean ‘Mistress’ as in a married man’s whore, or ‘Mistress’, as in the controlling dominant woman to a submissive man, or ‘Mistress’, the owner of a pet animal?”

He chuckled, and then said…”I see you did your homework.” He looked at me as though I were part of his life already, looking through me almost, in a way it was comforting, and in another sense, it unsettled me.

“Well, I will let you decide, but we can definitely eliminate the first one from the equation.” That was a relief, since I never cared for playing second fiddle to any other woman.


“I guess I feel relieved.” He took my hand gently, my small hand became lost in his strong large hand, enveloping it lovingly, I felt safe. The waiter approached us with our dinner.

Over dinner we discussed many things, getting to know one another, letting our guard down. It seemed strange that over a span of less than a month I went from being a patient to being an educated man’s Mistress, still uncertain as to the exact definition he meant. The hours passed, and soon it would be midnight. He and his car would either turn into a pumpkin or I would be transformed into a penniless wench without wheels. If only he could read my mind. The carb overload with the wine had made me sleepy.

“Would you like for me to take you home Mistress?”

I thought about it. I was sleepy, and my mind was telling me to say yes, but my heart was keeping me there for just a little longer.

“Well, it is getting late, and maybe you could stay overnight if you want.”

“I have a couch, or maybe you would like to sleep on the fire escape.” His eyes suddenly blazed with the same look in the coffee shop where he confessed to his secret fetish of b being dominated by an overbearing woman. I was peeling away the layers, one at a time; he was more mysterious than I had thought. His hand caressed mine firmly now, I knew I had aroused something in him. During the ride home, I fought hard to keep my eyes open, switching between the slow descent into sleepy land and fully awake mode, I bowed out and fell asleep with my head against the car window. When I woke up I realized that I lucked out and not only met who

just might be the man of my dreams, but also a submissive man, the kind every woman wants.
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