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      I've always been in control, especially in bed.

      But everything changed the day I met my new billionaire boss.

      

      Anderson Cromby turned my world upside down.

      He's the most attractive man in New York,

      And every woman's fantasy, Including mine.

      He can have any woman he wants. But I want him for me.

      So, on the first chance I got, I took the opportunity to get his attention.

      We made eye contact, flirted a little bit and he asked me on a date.

      But there's a problem involving one of my college classmates whom I've dated.

      We have a no strings attached relationship.

      There's no choice but to end it because I know he is falling for me.
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      The bubble bath was piping hot. Angela had used the special bubble bath additive that her mother, Karen, had given her for her thirty-second birthday last month. It was delightful, and it smelled great as it moisturized. She glanced at the nozzle of her bath, the one that spewed forth high pressure hot water at the push of a button. She thought of the many lonely nights she’d had right here in her dingy little apartment, where that nozzle had been her best friend. The nozzle didn’t cancel dates; it didn’t give excuses. It just pleased you.

      Angela Hayes was a young woman much like any other her age. She had been out of school for eight years and was working in the city as a law clerk. She hoped to one day make it through law school and become a full-fledged practicing lawyer in her own right. She was Italian-American by descent, and had a huge family that was scattered across the state. Her father had passed away on Christmas day two years before, and her mother lived alone in an apartment that was even smaller than hers, on the other side of town.

      Angela felt bad for her mom, truly, and tried to visit her as often as her work and social life permitted. Her five younger brothers and two sisters were mostly all married off and had their own lives and careers. A few of them were businesspeople, and the rest were tradespeople— electricians and plumbers and the like. Overall, most of the people in her family seemed happy with their lives, and Angela was grateful for that. They usually all got together on the big holidays and Easter was coming up, so she looked forward to a nice reunion then.

      As Angela lay back in her luxurious one-woman spa and glanced at the nozzle, she wondered when she would find a sweet man who could be with her, pleasure her, and share a life with her. Angela didn’t date very often. She found most men her age were immature and just weren’t ready for a serious commitment, which was strange because she was thirty-two and that was considered a fairly late point in a person’s life to be settling down.

      She had heard stories of couples hooking up through those online dating sites, and that seemed to be a fairly popular option these days, but Angela was just too much of a romantic to go down that route. All her friends were trying it, but she just had a different picture of how she was going to meet her soulmate. She was going to meet him at a benefit, for instance, and their eyes were going to lock from across the room. He was going to approach her from across the dance floor and hold out a hand. “Care to dance?” he would say. They would have a romantic dance; his hand would caress the small of her back; and they would get lost in each other’s gaze.

      That was how it was supposed to happen. That was how it would happen. She promised herself that night that she wouldn’t settle for anything less than perfection in her romantic life, for it would be worth it when the time came. She reached for the nozzle and spread her legs, lowering it into position.

      After her bath, she put on a beautiful silk robe and moved into her living room. She plopped down on her comfortable couch and grabbed the remote. She flipped through the channels until she came to the news channel. Apparently there was a big takeover at the city’s largest consulting firm and this bid would result in the largest company of its kind in the country. She could already imagine the share prices skyrocketing. Too bad she didn’t own any of those shares, she thought.

      After a few more minutes, it was revealed that Angela’s law firm would be handling the majority of the legal work surrounding this takeover. It was Saturday today, so she had another day of rest ahead of her, but she knew that Monday would be chaotic. She could already picture her boss bellowing orders at her and the staff. She shuddered briefly.

      Finally, she decided that it was time to turn off the TV and go to bed. She walked over to her bedroom, passing by the fridge to get a quick snack of a piece of cheese and some fruit, and then brushed her teeth and got into bed.

      That night she dreamed of the merger, and of the new CEO, Anderson Cromby, who would be taking charge. He was a very handsome man who dressed well and had nothing but the finest tastes in the arts, sports, and whatever else he was passionate about. He also happened to be a billionaire, having made his fortune in investing in technology companies, and was only a little older than Angela. She had heard all of this through the grapevine at work. And now, perhaps, she might even get a chance to be in the same room as him—a chance to meet him!

      Her dream was pleasant. She and Anderson were dancing together at a ball and he had some really smooth moves. Then he asked her to come back to his expensive penthouse in the city and they cuddled and watched movies together until the sun came up. When Angela woke in the morning, she was left with a longing in her core, for it was obvious to her, through the dream, that she needed a male companion. She needed one badly.

      She showered, got dressed, and made herself breakfast. The clock only showed 7:30 a.m., so she had a couple of hours before she had to start getting ready for the day. She spent that extra time at the gym working out. She loved working out in the mornings. It made her feel good all day, and it also made her feel good about her already stunning body. She looked great for a woman her age. Men had even confused her for a twenty year old on several occasions.

      Her plan for today, once she had finished her routine, was to meet Maxine for brunch at the Carlisle club across town. Maxine Palmer was her closest friend. They had known each other since college. Maxine was a professional tennis player and spent her time traveling from circuit to circuit. She made quite a lot of money doing that. She wasn’t quite at the highest level yet, but she was getting there. She was also married, to an accountant named Henry Palmer. They were happily married and Maxine had recently told Angela that she was expecting. The two of them couldn’t have been happier. They even said that they wanted Angela to be the kid’s godmother when he was born.

      Angela didn’t drive, so she took a taxi all the way to the Carlisle club and entered the large wooden doors. She was greeted by a doorman who offered to show her the way to anywhere she needed to go.

      “That’s okay,” said Angela. “I’ve been here before.”

      The doorman nodded and smiled pleasantly. Angela walked over to the dining area and approached the busboy.

      “Angela, for two,” she said. He showed her to a beautiful table by a large glass window overlooking the street below. Maxine was already seated and was engaged in smelling the floral decorations that adorned their table.

      “Hiya, babe!” exclaimed Angela excitedly.

      “Darling!” responded Maxine, rising to hug her dear friend, who returned the loving embrace. “You look great, girlfriend!” she said.

      “So do you!” responded Angela. “You are positively radiant!”

      “Not bad for three months, eh?” said Maxine jovially, and she twirled around for her friend to see how great she looked.

      “Let’s order some seafood! And I’ll get a sangria!” suggested Angela happily.

      “You and your sangria. I’ll get an orange juice, and I will enjoy it!”

      They ordered their meals and within about fifteen minutes they arrived. They each had a shrimp cocktail, and an assortment of cheeses, crackers, and fruit was set out before them. They hungrily ate, all the while chitchatting about their respective lives.

      Maxine was complaining that she was missing training time because of the pregnancy. Angela was saying how nervous she was about the big deal that was cooking in the merger world.

      “I’m sure you’ll knock them dead, Angela,” said Maxine reassuringly.

      “Thanks, buddy,” said Angela, and forced herself to smile in return.

      After their bill was paid and their bellies were full, they decided to go for a steam in the club’s steam room. They walked up the stairs to the workout area and wandered into the changing room. They got undressed and Maxine’s smooth black skin was positively radiant. Angela could see where her belly bulged out as only a woman who was just finishing her first trimester could.

      Angela took off her clothes and hung them in one of the wooden cupboards. She draped a town around herself and the two friends walked to the steam room. It was very hot and moist inside the room, and they took a seat in the far corner. There were two other women sitting opposite of them engaged in a discussion. They were talking about the big merger and about Anderson Cromby, who would be the new CEO. Maxine was quiet, settling into the comforts of the steam room. So Angela listened.

      “You know, he is just so dreamy. Most CEOs are old and unappealing,” said the first woman.

      “I know. You know, he looks a little bit like my husband, Ron. Minus the red hair, of course. Anderson’s hair is so thick and brown. I would love to run my fingers through it. I would love to get ahold of him and do things to him,” said the second woman.

      “Tell me about it. I mean, I would just take his dick in my mouth and suck it like there’s no tomorrow!” said the first woman.

      “Erica!” said the second woman, embarrassed. “There are two other people here.”

      “Oh, I’m sorry. I didn’t see you two. I hope we are not disturbing you,” said Erica.

      “No, it’s okay,” said Angela reassuringly. “Believe me, our mouths are much dirtier. This is my friend Maxine
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