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The situation is becoming dire.

It’s been two years, ten months, and two weeks. I might as well pack it in and join a nunnery. But it’s Monday, another work meeting, and another day where I get to ruminate about how much sex I’m not having. In fact, I’m officially desperate, and that’s never a good look on anyone. Where are all the successful, confident, tall, dark, and handsome men?

So, here I am in our regularly scheduled Monday meeting thinking about getting laid. Lately, everything looks phallic to me. Even the pen in my hand is making me think of penises. I haven’t heard anything anyone at the table has said in the last ten minutes. Truth be told, no one cares, because all these men are busy trying to one-up each other on ideas. That’s the legal profession in a nutshell. So, I have ample time to daydream about my current dilemma.

What’s even worse is that my sex life prior to this extremely long dry spell wasn’t all that steamy and adventurous. How did I get to be twenty-seven and have only had sex a handful of times? Underwhelming sex at that.

None of it was of the toe-curling kind that you read about in romance novels. I’m now thinking sex is very much overrated. Maybe I just haven’t met the right man. My last boyfriend got drunk and stuck his tongue down a random girl’s throat while we were on a date. Safe to say, he wasn’t Mr. Right.

In retrospect, it seems the few relationships I’ve had have all ended with quite a flair. There was that one time I puked on my boyfriend in law school. Apparently, he didn’t get the memo about the consequences of sticking his penis down a drunk girl’s throat. I felt so much better after I puked, but he looked at his penis like it was an alien and ran screaming to the sink in the small dorm room. He avoided me like the plague for the rest of our senior year.

On the bright side, I am a successful lawyer at a prestigious New York City law firm, even though I cannot get a good lay if my grandmother’s life depended on it. 

I miss my sassy, no-nonsense grandmother, who raised me after my fifteen-year-old mother left home, never to return. Come to think of it, grandmother might be the reason that I’m now a well-dressed, high-maintenance business lawyer with an overactive imagination. A mind that is currently obsessed with sex- you know, all that sex that I’m not having.

I can still hear her saying; “Lya, standards dear–you can’t uphold them if you have none.”

So, knowing me and my stickler for overachievement, I ran with that advice, and as a result my vagina has been on hiatus for three years. After my looser boyfriend, I became extremely cautious about who I spend time with.

But six months ago I took a risk with Jared, a handsome European man I met at a Christmas party in the Hamptons. At the time I thought, what’s the harm in taking the plunge with him? I had no intention of ever seeing him again. Plus, he appeared self-absorbed, and chances are he wouldn’t remember me. So, I was determined to let him end the dry spell and then I’d quit him - problem solved.  

Nope! It didn’t play out as planned.

Jared drank too much on our date, gave me sloppy head and then tried to put his penis up my ass. Who knew that would have been his first orifice of choice? 

Well, my best friend and work-colleague, Dahlia, knew all about Jared. Apparently, Jared is well-known for his sexual fluidity. I am the only one who was oblivious to this fact. And since I wanted to keep our little rendezvous a secret, she didn’t have the chance to warn me.

“Lya, of all the men in New York who would like to bang you seven ways to Saturday, you chose Jared?” she scolded me when I finally told her about my narrow escape. 

“Why not him? He has all the required parts. And it was supposed to be a quickie,” I retorted.

“You got a quickie alright,” she laughed. “Quick! Up her butt! Lya, Jared swings all ways, with a preference for male interludes.”

I was speechless. How did I not sense that? Just my shitty luck and poor judgement of men. There’s nothing wrong with someone who is sexually free, but I’m a little more conservative in my sex life and prefer men who are only into women. It would have been nice to get some warning before any attempts to de-virginize my ass.

I haven’t seen or heard from Jared since that fateful night. 

Thank sweet baby Jesus for that!
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It’s a beautiful spring Friday night, and I’m sitting in my not too shabby apartment, watching the New York City lights dance across the dark sky like fireflies. I’m almost through a bottle of red wine and a block of my favorite spicy Truffle Pecorino cheese.

Some might find the combination weird, but it is my idea of relaxation. 

Aw fuck! What is that annoying croaking sound?

Damn, damn, fuckity, damn! 

There better not be a toad in here. My alcohol-induced brain is taking its sweet time to identify where the croaking sound is coming from.

It’s my cell phone! 

What in the name of Hades happened to my ringtone, and why the hell does it sound like angry frogs? 

I must have accidentally selected the wrong ringtone while messing with my notifications earlier. 

That’s it! No more wine tonight, and definitely no more fantasizing about male appendages. 

I give the offending phone a look of annoyance.

Hmm? What the fuck? 

Unknown number? Only telemarketers call from unknown numbers these days. 

I am not in the mood for sales calls tonight. I promptly hit the reject-call button. The nerve of them-on a dateless, sex-less Friday night, of all nights. 

“Oh, the fucking nerve!” I mumble in disgust!

Croak, croack, croawk! These telemarketers have some enormous balls. 

Arrggh, I might as well tell this dickhead to go fuck a cactus!

“Hello!”

“Lya?”

“Umm, yes,” I answer tentatively.

Telemarketers rarely have panty-dropping voices, right? Unless this one is selling dildos.

“You answer your phone, after all,” the low sexy voice drawls.

Oooh, this one is laying it on thick - he must not have sold anything today, and this is his last call of the day.

“I do, actually, and I am not interested in buying any products or services,” I reply in my best no-nonsense voice.

“Good to know. I don’t usually request payments for my services,” he drawls.

What the hell? This is one brazen, conceited, presumptuous sales rep. 

I can sense a smirk in the deep, sensual voice, and I must admit, grudgingly, that it does something primal to my insides. Maybe it’s the bottle of wine I guzzled. Yep, wine makes me horny, and I only have my little clit stimulator to keep me company. 

“Still there, Lya?”

Does he have a voice-altering app on his phone? No one can sound this sexy.

“Umm, yes. Ok, then! Well, please state the purpose of your call, so I can get back to my relaxing evening.”

“It’s Axle Duke. We met briefly at a business conference last month in San Francisco.”

Axle? As in the tall, God-like stranger that I dismissed because he was so far out of my league, I would need a spaceship and a severely inflated ego to even fantasize about him.

No thanks! I am really not into self-torture. 

Oh shit! No way is this sex on legs of a God, with the chiseled jaw, deep mesmerizing silver-grey eyes and raven hair is on the line. Maybe he intended to get in touch with Stanley.

Be cool, Lya. Deep breaths. I should have paid more attention in my meditation classes. My heart is fluttering so fast that if I look down, I’m sure I’ll see my shirt moving. 

Shit! I’m in a tank top and tweedy bird jammies. 

Wait! He can’t see me- what the hell? 

Ah, fuck! I’m losing it!

Get it together, Lya!

Taking a deep breath, I try to stop the chaotic thoughts floating around in my head.

“Oh, hi Mr. Duke! I thought you were a sales rep. I was not expecting your call. How did you get my number, and were you trying to reach Stanley?” I ask, my voice higher than normal.

Shit! I sound pathetic. I should return my prestigious law degree to the school posthaste.

“Axle, please. I meant to call you, Lya,” he replies in a controlled tone.

“Oh, what can I do for you, Axle?”

I still sound breathier than I would like, but even his name sounds like forbidden sex.

He chuckles, and my vagina literally weeps. I really need to spend more time with the opposite sex. This reaction cannot be normal.

Get a grip, Lya! He’s just some random stranger you met once, who is likely a potential client, says the logical side of my brain. You, or the office, probably won’t hear from him again after he hears how tipsy you are. No one wants to hire a drunk business lawyer- that is a deadly combination.

I try to adjust my legs but end up kicking over the wine bottle that’s sitting on the tray beside me.

“Ouch,” I cry, trying to move the phone away from my mouth, but the wine severely impaired my motor skills, so I am not quick enough.

“Are you having a cocktail, Lya?”

What gave it away? The ruckus in the background or my slurred, breathy speech?

“Well, yes, I am. It’s a Friday night and the work week was stressful.” 

It’s more like my vagina is depressed, I thought, and I’m using wine to numb the loneliness.

“Drinking is better with good company. Have dinner with me tomorrow–I’ll pick you up at seven-thirty.”

This man is not used to the word no, from the way he made that request. 

“Sorry, I already have plans.” 

Clean my fridge and put on an avocado and lemon mask, kind of plans.

“Romantic or casual?” he asks, his voice dropping a full octave. 

He’s so fucking sexy!

“Casual, but necessary–plus, I have to prepare some documents for a client’s case next week and would like to get a head start this weekend.”

I’m a shit liar who works in a lying profession. Priceless!

“Even busy lawyers need to eat,” he replies with an edge of impatience and mischief in his voice. I imagine if I were looking at him, he would have a raised eyebrow and a hint of disbelief in his eyes. 

“This is an important case,” I reply, less confident than I intended. 

I should get some water. That will help sober me up.

“Lya, it’s a Saturday night, and unless you’re sick, or your dog died, I will pick you up at seven-thirty.”

Woah, bossy much? I do like an assertive man, one who knows how to take charge and make things happen, so brownie points for him. I guess my dirty fridge will have to wait. One dinner won’t hurt, and if it goes belly up, at least I get to ogle a fine male specimen for a couple of hours.

“Okay,” I acquiesce. “I have some afternoon errands and won’t be able to get home in time, so I’ll meet you at the restaurant,” I continue.

Not the entire truth. But if he is a crazy stalker, at least he doesn’t have my address. I can always change my phone number–my address, not so easy. Plus, I happen to really like my apartment.

“No, Lya. I’ll pick you up at eight pm then.”

Oh fuckity! Doesn’t look like I’ll get out of this one.

Hey, what the hell? I’ve been telling myself to live a little. 

My vagina is giving me the proverbial stink eye because she senses some cock-blocking coming her way. After three years of no action, the mere mention of sex has her doing backflips.

“Okay, eight is fine–my address is 635 Windsor Ave.”

“Goodnight, Lya,” he replies without acknowledging my address.

“Hmm, bye,” I reply absently with a frown at the offending phone in my hand.

Oh, crap! What did I just agree to- and why did it seem like he already knows my address? 

I need to find out who has been giving out my personal information to strangers. I will strangle Stanley out of his ill-fitted suit if he’s the sell-out. 

But first, I need to get rid of this frog ringtone and replay Axle’s voice a million times in my head while I put my little clit stimulator to work. It’s not tall, dark and handsome with a sexy voice and mesmerizing eyes, but it will suffice.
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Chapter Two

[image: ]


[image: ]

San Francisco- Two Months Earlier

Gosh, these business conferences are the worst form of mind-numbing boredom. 

I would rather be in the sub-zero NYC weather right now instead of listening to random speeches, by random CEOs, about random shit. But someone had to take one for the team. It’s like jury duty-you know it’s coming, but you are never truly prepared for it.

My only consolation was that I’d have a seat on the first flight out once Stanley, our firm’s CEO, finished his presentation. 

Looking around, I could tell that there were a lot of prestigious businesses at this year’s conference. And as expected, way too many tech companies. You could smell the new money mixed with all the expensive perfumes the women were wearing. Many of them hoping to meet their next husband, and a conference like this was prime breeding ground to find a suitor. 

As for me, I just wanted to get laid, but whatever. I had no intention of giving up the cookie to any old random Dick. He needed to be something special, and I didn’t see anything different from the cookie-cutter men you’d typically see at a business conference in Silicon Valley. I was beginning to think that I’ll need to revise the standards a little if I were ever to see a penis again. 

As I sat there, I just let my mind wander-my best mode of passing time.

What will it take for me to meet a confident, self-actualized man? One that will just pick me up, talk dirty and ravish me into oblivion...

“Lya!”

“Sheesh, Dahlia, did you just elbow me? Knock it off-and stop yelling, people will think we are crazy.”

“I didn’t yell. You were dick-dreaming again. Speaking of, look at what the gods let out of heaven.”

“What? You’re not making much sense, Dahlia. This is a boring business conference, not church, and nothing godly here,” I replied absently.

“Don’t be a wet sock. Three o’clock, dark grey suit and raven hair,” Dahlia loud-whispered. 

This caught the attention of the group of college girls standing behind us, who were wearing way too much La Vie Est Belle perfume.

I love a good perfume like the next girl, but I don’t like to leave a room smelling like the person who stood next to me. I reluctantly turned in the direction Dahlia mentioned and literally lost my breath.

God didn’t let him out of heaven willingly. He looked like the sultry love child of God and a fallen angel. Dark, powerful, mysterious, and sexy as hell. It should be a criminal offence to be that handsome. And of course, every woman in the room, including the over-scented college girls, was gawking, some less discreetly than others. 

I watched him make small talk, but his eyes scanned the room occasionally, as if he was looking for someone or something specific. 

I felt a slight pang of dejection as I stared at him. A small town turned city lawyer kind of girl like me didn’t stand a chance with a man like that. He probably had his pick of beautiful damsels in distress. 

He stood among a group of suited men. They all pale in comparison to his sophisticated dark beauty. His posture was regal and commanding. It felt as if he was sucking all the air from the room, and we were all trying not to gasp collectively. 

He was about six feet five inches of pure perfection–wide shoulders, dark hair, chiseled jawline, and cheekbones that every plastic surgeon would die to recreate. 

I couldn’t tell the color of his eyes from where I sat, but if they were vomit green, it wouldn’t have mattered, since every other inch of him was perfection and shrouded in mystery and a captivating aura of self-assuredness and confidence. 

“Who the hell is that?” I whispered to Dahlia.

“Behold! You are in the presence of the magnificent Axle Duke,” she replied, with a mock regal tilt of her head. She’s so dramatic, but this time her dramatics were justified.

“Should I know who that is?” I asked, frowning at her.

“Duh, Lya! You really need to get out more or read the damn gossip columns for once. He owns Duke Holdings, a multi-billion-dollar international technology company. Stanley has been trying to get him as a client for some time now, with no luck, of course,” she said, shaking her head in mock pity.

Ah, the elusive, mysterious owner of Duke Holdings. I thought he was older, and definitely not this handsome. He looked to be no more than thirty-three - thirty-five at most, if I had to wager a guess. Yup, I need to read the gossip columns, if for nothing else but the eye candy. 

“Hmm, why is he gracing us with his presence this year?”

“Oh, some new AI technology is about to hit the market, and all the bigwigs are making a play. Axle is probably just sizing up the competition,” Dahlia shrugged. 

Something told me that was not the reason he was there. He didn’t seem like the type of man who would go to a conference to see what his competitors were doing.

“Oh snap! Stanley is heading over. This should be entertaining,” Dahlia snickered.

We watched, mortified, as Stanley wiped his brow, popped a tic-tac, yanked on his ill-fitting khaki suit jacket, and made his way over to the group of men. 

Axle glanced briefly in Stanley’s direction without a flicker of emotion. At least, nothing I could see from where I was sitting. 

“Not looking good for our man, Stan. We need to work on his elevator speech,” I whispered to Dahlia.

“He needs to work on his wardrobe first. Who told him brown was his color?” Dahlia frowned.

“Hmm, why is Stanley gesturing for us? Dahlia, I think he wants us to come over.”

Ah, shit! The charade was getting worse by the minute. I wanted no part of it, but Dahlia did.

“About damn time!” she said, getting ready to bask in the spotlight, while discreetly tapping up her already perfect red lipstick.

I was relieved that I’d worn one of my best work outfits. I had chosen a figure-hugging black midi-dress and my best five-inch nude Manolos. Given the situation, I was glad I had my power heels on, too. I might not be his type, but I didn’t want to be remembered as the frumpy lawyer, either. Plus, Stanley’s outfit was not helping our firm’s cause one bit.

“Let’s see what our socially awkward CEO needs, shall we?” Dahlia quipped, fluffing her long, glossy black hair. 

“Let’s,” I replied, more enthusiastically than I actually felt. 

As we approached the men, Axle turned, and our eyes connected. Time stopped, and it felt like everything was moving in slow motion. My heart felt like it was being spanked with electrical currents. What in the name of Hades?

I am transfixed by the most uniquely colored eyes–silver, with a touch of gray, and the contrast of his dark hair made them look almost translucent.  

My legs felt heavy, and I believe they wobbled a little. I still don’t know how I made it the rest of the way to the group of men, but Stanley was proudly doing introductions in a voice that was much too high. He sounded like a castrated beaver, and that brown suit made him look like one.  

If one did not know Stanley was a respected lawyer, you would think he was homeless. Quite the contradiction for someone who’s married to a beautiful, well-dressed college professor. There has to be a story there. Before I could explore the thought more, I heard my name.

“Dahlia, Lya, meet Axle Duke, of Duke Holdings,” Stanley squeaked. 

Apparently, even men react strangely in the presence of Axle Duke.

“So very nice to meet you, Mr. Duke,” Dahlia said in her most professional voice. 

Axle nodded, or bowed slightly in acknowledgment of Dahlia’s greeting, before focusing his mesmerizing eyes on me. 

Fuck me! Not nice at all– it was torture!

He gave me the three seconds look-over. I’m used to men gawking at me, but Axle Duke appeared to have more couth than the average Joe. Either that, or I was nothing worth gawking at. 

“It’s a pleasure to meet you,” he nodded, his voice deep and sexy.

I noticed a slight smirk when he caught me staring at his lips, but there was no other emotion on his perfectly sculpted face except for the slight clenching of his jaw. If I’d blinked, I would have missed it.

Stanley started rambling on about us being the best lawyers on his team and how we were well-equipped to work with Duke Holdings. 

Stanley was yapping so much that Dahlia couldn’t get a word in, and I felt like a fool just hanging around in the magnetic aura of Axle Duke, trying not to stare too much. I could feel his eyes on me for the five uncomfortable minutes I stood there, but he never addressed me directly. 

“Excuse me, I need to make a call. It was nice meeting you, Mr. Duke,” I said, before making my escape from those mesmerizing eyes. 

That was awkward, I thought, sidestepping people mulling about. I desperately needed to get out of the room so I could take a deep breath.

When I returned to the conference room sometime later, Axle had his back to me and seemed engrossed in a conversation with an older gentleman. Stanley and Dahlia were busy chatting it up with two overly-dressed tech geeks. 

I found a seat across the room and passed the time answering my emails and texts that were coming in non-stop from the office. But trying to focus proved difficult because my mind kept going back to Axle. 

Out of curiosity, I glanced in his direction, and our eyes met. His face gave nothing away, but his eyes undressed me in five seconds. I blushed and hastily lowered my head back to my phone. 

When I looked up through my lashes five minutes later, he was gone.
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Chapter Three
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Arrrgh! 

My head feels like an angry squirrel has been packing it full of nuts all night. Why is the light on, and why the hell are my seasonal allergies acting up? 

Gosh!

I need to get out from under the cover, but my body is numb. I open one eye, just barely, and peek around the room. The light isn’t on, and it’s June in New York, so it isn’t my allergies. 

Reality kicks in and I remember drinking too much last night before I fell asleep.

Shouldn’t have guzzled that entire bottle of wine, I chide myself, trying to block the sunlight with a pillow.

Oh, shit - fuckity, shit! 

Axle called last night and invited me to dinner, right? Sex on legs, Axle Duke. That wasn’t a dream? The sexy voice wasn’t a dream, right? Because the universe would just be plain cruel to do that to me. Grinning like a teenager, I roll over and hug my pillow.

I need coffee and a glass of orange and lemon water. Not in that order. But first, the bathroom.

Ten minutes later, I am feeling semi-human, so I put on my fluffy jammies and go in search of Vitamin C and coffee.

As I walk by the sitting room, my laptop catches my eye. I meant to do some research on Mr. Mysterious last night, but fell asleep thinking of him instead. Well, it’s never too late! 

Grabbing a glass, I fill it with warm water and add my lemon and orange slices, then put my coffee in the Keurig. With a glass and coffee mug in hand, I head to the couch to see what dirt Google has on Axle Duke.

I never thought I’d be going on a date with him after San Francisco, so there was no need to torture myself by doing research on him, even though I was curious.

I quickly type in his name, and there are hundreds of articles on Duke Holdings, but not much about the man himself. Switching to images, I find a few pictures of him at various events, but they are mostly out of focus. Huh? That has to be deliberate.

Ten minutes later, I’ve found nothing informative, so I close my laptop. I am not even going to bother checking social media. He has gone to great lengths to be private, so the last place he would be is on Instagram, posting ‘fish mouth’ selfies. 

Alright, time to plan out this day–it’s already ten a.m. I can clean my apartment in an hour. A perk of living alone is that you only have your mess to clean up. I quickly organized and put my laundry in before taking a much-needed shower. 

I should call Dahlia and let her know where I’ll be tonight- except in my tipsy and aroused state last night, I didn’t ask where we were going. So technically, I don’t know where I’ll be tonight. 

She’ll still get a kick out of who I am going out with, though. Grabbing my phone, I curl up on the couch and dial her number. 

“Hey, bestie! What’s up?” 

From her muffled voice, I can tell that she’s preoccupied with something.

“Gosh! Took your sweet ole time. I was just about to hang up.”

“It’s Saturday morning, Lya. A girl needs her downtime. You sound quite chirpy this morning. Did you get laid?” 

“Gutter mind. No, I didn’t get any last night, but I drank too much and woke up with a big head,” I giggle.

“Instead of getting head, you woke up with a big head. Funny, that,” she snickers manically.

“Dahlia! You have no couth.”

“True that! But why are you drowning your lack of a sex life with alcohol? You should be out with some dashing stud and waking up with a big dick in your...”

“Whoa, alright, alright, I get it! No need to be overly graphic. I would gladly take a medium dick, but even those are hard to find,” I sigh.

“Stop being so rigid, then. There is no perfect man, Lya. They are all fucked up- just in different ways, and some more than others. You need to find one with qualities you can live with, then burn the list, or you’ll be fifty and going through menopause with an angry, depressed vagina,” she laughs.

“You are one to talk, Ms. Picky. When was the last time you got any?”

“If you must know, my vagina is quite happy with me these days because she’s gotten some therapy- just enough to keep her happy until next year.”

“What? You told me you were taking a break. When and most importantly, who is dickmatizing you?”

“Remember Ben? Well, he’s back in town, and I couldn’t say no. It’s been like nine months since I’ve had any. Did you know the vagina is a muscle?”

“Yeah, what does that have to do with you giving up the goodie to Ben with the curve to the left dick? I thought the sex was mediocre, at best.”

“It still is. Better curved than shriveled. Vaginas need exercise, Lya.”

“Really, Dahlia? Kegels don’t work anymore?”

“Not for mine. It loves a throbbing dick in the downward dog position. I don’t want a jelly vagina, and if you aren’t careful, yours will be jelly soon,” she giggles.

“My vagina thanks you for the encouragement. Anyway, what’s on the agenda today?”

“I have to run some errands. You know, beauty maintenance stuff of the Chanel, Valentino, and Cartier kind. Wanna join?”

Dahlia loves high-end fashion and spends copious amounts of money on fancy clothes, perfumes, shoes, and the like. Most of which she never wears. After all, you only have one body. One can wear only so many shoes and clothes at once. 

We always joke about her closet being an investment portfolio. In fact, she could really make a good buck reselling her wardrobe full of designer duds if she decides one day that being a lawyer is for the birds. 

That day will never come though, because girlfriend is a kick-ass business lawyer, who gets a high from talking circles around unsuspecting men in the boardroom. They take one look at her exotic features and high fashion outfits and turn into babbling fools. And she lives for it. She has the face and body of an angel and the tongue of the devil’s spawn.

“Hmm, not today-but I could use some advice on what to wear on a hot date tonight,” I say in my best this-girl-has-plans-tonight voice.

“Huh? What? Come again?” she screeches. “Spill, Lya, or I will be at your apartment with this green gunk still on my face.”

I burst out laughing at the visual. Dahlia never misses a Saturday morning mask. She claims it wipes the stress lines from the work week away. You know, all those lines she doesn’t have.  

“Um...I’m having dinner with Axle Duke tonight.” 

“Get out of town! The Axle Duke. As in, mega billionaire and hotter than the devil’s dick, Axle Duke?” she yells, her mouth a little too close to the phone. 

Her mask must have cracked into a million pieces, the way she screeched his name.

“Yep. Same one. He called out of the blue last night and asked–well, demanded that I go on a date with him.”

“You said yes, right? I would give my left nipple and right labia to have a date with that man,” she moans.

That is one disturbing mental image. One I hope I never remember while having a cup of hot coffee.

“I said yes, and we are having dinner tonight.”

“Where? I will come to keep an eye on you. Incognito, of course. You know, watching from the other side of the restaurant,” she laughs conspiratorially.

“Nope, you will not be doing any such thing, Dahlia. And I forgot to ask where we’re having dinner.”

“You don’t know where you are going? What the fuck, Lya Sinclair? He’s hot as hell, but you still don’t know this man from a can of spam.”

Spam? Where the hell does she get these phrases? 

“I was tipsy, okay. I know this is a lame excuse, but it doesn’t change the current situation.” 

“Never mind,” she quips. “What are you wearing?”

“I don’t know. I just woke up–not much time to think about what I’ll be wearing.”

“Lya, when a hot man calls and invites...fuck that - demands you have dinner with him, the first thing a woman who dates often thinks about is what she will wear. But not you,” she says incredulously.

“I’m sure I can find something.” 

“Something? The homeless can find something. A trash bag is something, Lya! That’s it, I’m coming over. You need help, Sinclair. I’ll be there within the hour.”

“What about your shopping spree?”

“That can wait. This might be your last chance to get laid,” she snickers before hanging up.

Oh well! Let’s see if I can refrain from fucking this date up. But first, hydrate. The least I can do is show up looking somewhat alive.
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Nothing! 

Abso-fucking-nothing in here to wear! 

I am frantically going through my closet when I hear my phone vibrating under a pile of discarded clothes. I must have missed the doorbell in my search for something decent to wear.

Oh shit! Dahlia was supposed to stop by.

“Hello!”

“Open the damn door! I’ve been standing here for over two minutes,” Dahlia whines in my ear. 

“Dramatic much? Coming, coming-sheesh.”

One would think she is standing outside in freezing rain butt-naked and not in an air-conditioned hallway.

I open the door and am greeted with an annoyed glare, followed by a pout. She has one hand on her hip and the other brandishing a fancy shopping bag. 

“You were supposed to be here over an hour ago. I thought you’d changed your mind.”

She frowns and waves her shopping bags under my nose.

“Hello, I went shopping! What are you doing in here? Masturbating? I’ve been ringing the damn bell for eternity.”

“Oh, the drama,” I grin at her.

She pushes past me with an exasperated eye roll. 

“Well, come on in, then.”

“When did you decorate? We need to hang out more often,” she muses, looking around the apartment with an appreciative nod. 

“I hung some wall art after you left last week–hardly decorating or the lack of us seeing each other.”

“Better than what it was before. What did you decide to wear?”

“I was just digging through my closet looking for something.” 

We enter my bedroom, and she kicks off her Jimmy Choo sandals and jumps in the middle of the bed. 

“Alright, let’s see it,” she declares, waving her hands and snapping her fingers like RuPaul.

I roll my eyes and grab two dresses that I threw in the “get rid of now” pile on the floor.

“What’d think? Pink or red?” I smile at her brightly, holding up the two prom dresses I didn’t know I still have.

She glares at me as if I’ve lost my last brain cell. 

“Wanna go to the prom with me?” I fake curtsy.


“The fuck, Lya!” she finally exclaims. 


“But they are perfect!” I sing-song in a high-pitched voice.

“Yep, perfect indeed, if you never want to see a penis again. Who was your prom date - Dreyfus the clown? Why would anyone wear those hideous things? And why do you still have them?”

Pretending to clutch the proverbial pearls, I gasp in shock. 

“They were in fashion back then,” I pout at her.

“Back then? Seriously, Lya, what are you going to wear? Don’t tell me that’s all you could pull out of Narnia. The goal is to be mysterious and sexy on a first date. Not too sexy though-he’ll think you’re easy.”

“Ooooh, I could be easy for Axle Duke. Did you see those eyes?” I giggle, fanning my face dramatically.

“Sure did! And he’ll keep them closed all night if you show up looking like roadkill.”

“Haha - don’t want that! Well, I could wear this little black number or this pale gold one. The gold is my favorite but might be too sexy for a first date.” 

“Hmm, that sure is sexy. Is it Valentino?”

“Yeah- bought it on my last trip to Paris, but never got to wear it, since I have no one to wear it for.”

“Wear it for you. But you’re right. The black one is more suitable for a first date. I have the perfect lingerie set for it–you cannot wear your trusty comfy panties tonight.”

Rummaging through her shopping bags, Dahlia takes out a pair of black lace thongs with a matching lace bra.

“Just in case you get to first base. You can thank me later,” she says with an impish grin.

“I didn’t plan on wearing my cock-blocking panties,” I laugh. “But these will do. Thanks!”

“Seriously though, I know it’s been a while for you, but you shouldn’t sleep with him tonight. Men like Axle don’t come around often. Plus, it’s about the chase–unless you just want a one-nighter.”

Her little speech is unexpected, since less than five hours ago she was telling me that my vagina needs exercise.

“I thought you were going to tell me to skip dinner and jump his bones?”

“Like I said, Axle is not your average Joe with the receding hairline and no personality. If he called you after two months, it must mean that he thinks you're special, Lya.”

“Hmm, fair assessment. There was no receding of that beautiful raven hair,” I reply dreamily.

“How the hell did he get your number, by the way? I don’t remember you talking to him much.”

“Don’t know. I think Stanley gave it to him.”

“Doesn’t matter now, you’ve got a date with a handsome, elusive billionaire, who seems to know how to get what he wants. I love a man who knows how to take charge,” she says with a dreamy look on her face.

“Earth to Dahlia!” 

For the first time in our friendship, I see a look of longing on my friend’s beautiful face. I can tell that she desires a relationship with someone who is respectful of her success and intelligence.

She finally shrugs and smiles wistfully at me.

“Alright, I have to head back, so let’s see the complete outfit.”

I arrange everything on the bed for her to see: dress, strappy four-inch heel sandals, small purse for lipstick and phone, long delicate earrings, perfume, and my belly chain.

“Voila!” I exclaim. 

Dahlia has a confused look on her face.

“Belly chain? Are you going to a belly-dancing class?” she frowns.

“Something different. It’s my thing–you know, an element of surprise–not that he’ll see it tonight–but I like to wear belly chains,” I shrug casually.

“I didn’t know you were the belly chain wearing type of girl.”

“What kind of girl is the belly chain wearing type?”

“Dancers, models, girls who are into kinky stuff...,” she grins.

“Well, I’m none of the above, though I’m not opposed to the kinky part,” I say with a devilish grin.

Her eyes widen in shock at my statement. Frankly, I know nothing about fetishes, but a girl can dream.

“Alrighty then, Miss Freaky,” she grins back at me. “Anyway, got to go–have fun, babes! Call me tomorrow with the deets.”

“Deets? If I didn’t know how brilliant you were, I would question your IQ,” I chuckle and walk her to the door.

“The art of being mysterious, my belly chain wearing friend–everyone doesn’t need to know everything about you.” 

“Point taken. Talk to you tomorrow–and thanks again for the lingerie.”

“No problem, babes.”

We hug, and I close the door and head back to my bedroom to prepare for my hot date. 

Ah, I just need to make it through tonight without falling apart.
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Chapter Four
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There is nothing like a long, relaxing bath, especially when you’ve been jittery all day.

Scratch that! I’ve been a nervous wreck. 

After shaving every strand of hair from my body, I take a shower, wash my hair and head to my bedroom to start my makeup. 

Oh shit! It is already six p.m. I’d better get a move on. Nothing is worse than having to run around putting on the final touches while your date waits. Plus, Axle doesn’t look like the type of man who shows up late for anything.

Alright, where do I start? When you are not a regular dater, you underestimate how long it takes to get dressed.

Oh, my! I’m going on a date with a hot guy! Me, Lya, of the no-sex- in- forever zip code, has a date with a man–an extremely hot man, at that. 

I’m not ugly by any stretch of the imagination, but the blind can see that Axle is out of my league–way out!

I unwrap my head so that my dark chestnut waves can air dry. Hmm? How should I wear it tonight? I need a trim, but it’s still in good enough shape that I can wear it down. I haven’t noticed how long it has gotten. However, work has been so hectic lately that a haircut is way down on my list of priorities.

What to do with the makeup? I dig through my pile of barely worn cosmetics for some foundation-it doesn’t hurt to make a little more effort tonight. I decided on smokey expressive eyes and the palest coral pink, almost nude lipstick. Not bad! Though I was aiming for sultry and sophisticated, not the bright-eyed reflection in the mirror.  

I take a quick selfie and send it to Dahlia. It’s always good to get a second opinion. 

“Ooooh, gorgeous–knock him dead!” she texts back immediately with a thumbs up and a smiley face.

A quick glance at my phone tells me I have less than forty-five minutes to finish getting dressed. The butterflies were fluttering around in my belly again, waiting to take flight.

Breathe, Lya. It’s just a date. 

I grab my favorite perfume, a delicate and cozy skin scent, and give the back of my neck a light spray. This is a little trick I learned from my grandmother, who always sprayed her favorite Chanel No.5 perfume on the back of her neck. She swears that wearing perfume at the back of your neck creates more mystery, especially in intimate situations. 

“When you get older, Lya, you’ll realize that men like to kiss a woman’s neck, but they don’t like to lick perfume off it,” she admonished when I over-sprayed Flowerbomb back in high school. Grandmom was a sassy one, and I miss her feisty spirit every day.

I quickly put some wavy curls in my hair, then shimmy into my dress. Not bad! The moderately low-cut bodice fits like a glove over my ample chest, and the skirt stops just above my knees. Very classy, with a hint of sexiness.

I slip on my shoes and earrings, grab my cell phone and purse, and head to the kitchen for some water. Hopefully, that will help calm the nerves that are getting out of control at this point. I barely take a few sips of water before the doorbell rings. 

Ahh shit! The kitchen clock says seven-fifty p.m. Axle’s early, as I suspected he’d be. 

Taking a deep breath, I walk over to the door. A quick peek confirms it’s him, and I almost lost the water I just drank. I take another deep breath before opening the door.  

Holy fuck! I’m confronted with so much sexiness that time stopped. Jesus, I’m way over my head with this man. I’ve forgotten how hot he is, and being this close is making me second guess all I know to be true. It’s going to be an extremely long night.

He’s wearing a black suit and a white shirt, unbuttoned at the neck. Every inch of him screams sophistication. His hands are in his pockets, and he looks out of place in my small hallway. Our eyes meet, and electric waves shoot from my toes to the top of my head. I am tempted to touch my hair to make sure I don’t look like a mad scientist.

“Hello,” I finally manage.

Why do I sound breathless? I sound like I just purred the word hello-not a good start to the evening.

“Hello, Lya,” he smiles gently at me.

Oh, fuckity, fuck! Earth, open and take me in! I will not make it through the night with his voice sending shock waves to my sensitive areas. 

“Umm, would you like to come in? I just need to get my phone.”

He nods and steps inside the apartment. I walk into the kitchen and get my purse, then take my phone off the charger. When I looked back, he was still standing near the door, watching me intently.

“Ready?” he asks.

“Yes,” I nod, trying not to sound too nervous, but failing miserably.

The elevator ride down is quick, and we exit my building to find a sleek black car, with a serious-looking man casually leaning against it, parked on the curb.

Axle opens the door and motions for me to enter, then gets in beside me. Mr. Serious gets into the driver’s seat and we pull away from the curb. 

“Anders, this is Lya,” he introduces me to the driver.

“Good to meet you, Ms. Lya,” Anders replies, without looking backwards.

Before I can respond, the partition glass closes, and Axle and I are alone.

Inside the car is luxurious. Who needs all these extra adornments in a car? The rich and pampered, I thought as I looked around me curiously.

“You’re quiet, Lya—do I make you uncomfortable?” he asks, shifting his body in my direction.

I glance at him and regret it immediately when I feel my cheeks turning red. I am still trying to get used to the exquisite beauty of his face. Strong jawline with a five o’clock shadow that only adds to his ethereal handsomeness. 

He’s watching me closely with those sexy silver-grey eyes. Does this man show any emotion? 

“Should I be nervous? I usually don’t go on dates with men I barely know,” I reply, my voice quiet, highlighting the involuntary trance I was in. 

Awkward much, Lya? 

“What would you like to know?” he asks with that sexy smirk only a face like his could pull off without someone trying to slap him.

I have a feeling he won’t tell me much anyway, so I ask the obvious.

“We could start with where we are going tonight,” I reply.

“That’s easy enough. We are having dinner at Mosalini's. Do you like Italian food?”

Mosalini is one of the most exclusive restaurants in NYC. Getting a reservation means calling them weeks, sometimes months, in advance. I know, because Stan has tried many times when there is an important client in town, with no luck.

Well, I guess he is no Axle Duke. 

“I do. It must have been quite a feat to get a reservation on such short notice.”

A slight raising of an eyebrow and a non-committal nod is his only response. Just then, his phone vibrates, and he frowns at the screen. 

“Excuse me, Lya, I must take this call.” 

I stare out the window at Manhattan bathed in lights. His voice drifts toward me, and I realize he is speaking an unfamiliar language. I listen in awe while pretending to check my messages. Can this man be any more of an enigma?

The car pulls up to the restaurant, and Axle finishes his conversation just as Anders opens the door. We head inside, and a beautiful hostess greets us; she pretends I don’t exist while batting her lashes at Axle. 

“Right this way, sir,” she purrs. 

At least she’s not on a first-name basis, I thought sarcastically. 

We enter a room that’s lit by candles. Everything, from the paintings adorning the walls to the tables decorated in the perfect shade of deep blue with white napkins piped with gold, screams elegance and exclusivity. Axle fits right in with his aura of mystery, self-discipline, and the underlying current of controlled rebellion.

It appears we have the restaurant to ourselves. Why am I not surprised? The server appears, introduces himself, speaks to Axle briefly, then disappears behind the elegant blue curtains that separate the kitchen from the restaurant. 

“This is beautiful!” I smile over at him.

Now that we are so close and facing each other, I have no choice but to stare at his perfection. 

“You are beautiful, Lya. I’m glad you can have dinner with me tonight,” he replies, his eyes roaming my face before lingering on my mouth.

I blush. Again. I can’t seem to keep it together around him. 


“Thank you! Though I am still not sure why we are having dinner.”


“I like you, and dinner is a good way to get to know someone you like–wouldn’t you agree?”

No bullshit. No excuse. Just straight to my face. I’m not sure if it is cockiness or confidence.

“Perfectly so, but your call was very unexpected, and I do work for a law firm that’s soliciting your company for business. That poses a conflict of interest.”

“Unlikely. Stanley knows that Duke Holdings will not be doing business with his firm,” he says evenly.

“Oh, he does? When did this occur?”

“Last week,” he replies, with a tone of finality in his voice, which tells me he is done with the subject.

The server arrives with our wine - preordered, of course - and fills both our glasses.  

“To beautiful things,” Axle says, raising his glass in a toast.

Ha! How appropriate–because he’s at the top, where all beautiful things are concerned.

“To beautiful things!” I echo and take a sip of my wine. 

“Are you from New York, Lya?”

“No, I’m from a small town in Connecticut. I moved here to attend law school”.

“Where did you study law?” 

Just then, the server brought out our appetizer. Waiters have the worst timing. Calamari sauteed in a sauce that smells heavenly. 

“Cornell,” I say, taking a small bite. “Hmm,” I moan and lick some stray sauce from my lips.

I look up, and he is staring at my mouth with the ghost of a smile playing on his lips. His eyes darkened to a stormy grey, the only indication of any emotion on his perfect face. I imagine that would be their color when he’s angry, or, in this case, aroused. 

I feel like a stalked prey. He is the panther, and I am the scared, unsuspecting deer. Dabbing at my mouth with my napkin, I take another sip of my wine and try to ignore his intense stare.

“Do you live in New York? I thought Duke Holdings had its headquarters in San Francisco.

“It is, but I prefer to spend time in New York City and Europe.” 

“Interesting. Do you have offices in Europe also?”

“Yes, and I also consider it home.”

“Oh, where?”

“The Netherlands.”

“Oh.” I sound like a broken record, but I wasn’t expecting him to say that. 

The head chef, a handsome man with a strong Italian accent, stops by, and he and Axle have a full conversation in Italian before he disappears behind the same curtains as the server earlier.

The main course arrives, and we eat in silence for a while, savoring the delicious food. Everything tastes divine. I may have closed my eyes and moaned one too many times during the meal. No wonder regular Joes can’t get a reservation here.

I glance over at Axle, and he’s watching me with the same faint smile he had earlier. My eyes stay fixed on his sensual mouth. Ah, imagine being loved by those lips. 

“It’s one of the great pleasures of life,” he murmurs, almost to himself. I quickly snap out of my fantasy at the sound of his sexy drawl.

“What is?” I ask, trying to ignore the sudden sexual energy that is palpable between us. 

“Watching– dessert?” he asks in the same breath.

“No thanks. I am quite full,” I reply. 

Truthfully, I cannot eat anything else now, because his smoldering eyes are staring into the depths of my soul.

“Would you like to finish your wine, Lya?”

I look at the glass and decide against it, as I’m on my second glass, and am already feeling lightheaded.

I don’t want to fall over and embarrass myself, so I declined his offer. I can hear Dahlia’s voice telling me to stop while I was ahead.

Axle nods and walks around to pull out my chair. My chest brushes against his hand when I stand up, and he takes a step backwards and promptly shoves his hands into his pants pockets. 

Weird.

His face gives nothing away when I look up at him. 

“Ready, Lya?”

His voice is even and controlled-always controlled.

I nod, not trusting my voice, and follow him outside to the waiting car.

“Did you enjoy your meal, Lya?” He hasn’t spoken much since we got back in the car.

“Yes, it was delicious. Thank you.”

My voice sounded like a contented cat purring, and I attribute it to the wine. The arousal building in my lower belly has absolutely nothing to do with it. 

What now? Axle obviously is not keen on small talk. I can sense that he’s watching me, and it’s making me nervous. I’ve crossed and uncrossed my legs multiple times in the last few minutes while fidgeting with my purse.

“Come closer,” he whispers, as if he could hear my thoughts.

“I’m sorry. What?”

“Closer, Lya. You are too far away.”

His posture screams dominance. The sexual tension between us magnified, and right on cue, my body responded. I feel moisture pooling in my delicate underwear, and I’m afraid to move for fear of him hearing how aroused I am.

While my insides do backflips, Axle simply stares at me with an unreadable expression, as if he’s daring me to disobey. I scoot over on the seat until I am sitting close enough to smell his masculine scent. The most expensive Oud mixed with something exquisite and elusive, just like him. All my senses are on high alert, and I take a deep, audible breath.

“I don’t bite, Lya - unless you insist, of course,” he drawls, his voice sending tremors to my already aroused sex.

Oh shit! This is it! I am going to come from just his voice. My breath is coming out in shallow gasps as I fight to get myself under control.

“You’re aroused, Lya, and I haven’t even touched you. Still too far away. Closer.”

My traitorous body shimmies closer without my permission.

“Better. How wet?”

“Huh, what?” I gasp, more aroused than surprised by his boldness.

“You heard me-how wet?” 

“I don’t know,” I say as I clench my thighs together.

“Let’s find out then. Take off your underwear,” he commands.

“Axle...” I protest weakly.

His name comes out on a moan. My voice is not cooperating. Hell, my whole body is betraying me.

“Take it off, Lya.” His voice is lower now with all the emotions that his face does not show.

I slowly slide off the wispy lace underwear, and he sticks his hand out.

Thanks, Dahlia, I thought as I placed the delicate lace into his outstretched hand.

He puts them in his suit pocket and leans back against the seat. 

“Look at me, Lya.”

I do as he commands.

“Open your legs,” he says huskily.

My legs are shaking, but I refuse to look away from his captivating eyes.

“Touch yourself,” he says, maintaining eye contact. 

I am so aroused that I’ve lost my will to think coherent thoughts and don’t care. I insert my middle finger and wait for him to tell me what to do next.

“Close your legs. Do not move your finger–would you prefer my fingers inside you, Lya?”

I nod my head-my breathing becoming more shallow. The glass partition between the driver and us opens slowly, and I try to remove my finger.

“Don’t,” he orders, still looking at me with eyes that are now mere slits and hidden by long, dark lashes.

Anders’s voice breaks the silence. “Sir, we’ve arrived.”

“Thank you, Anders–close the window.”


“Yes, sir!”


I realize then that he hasn't touched me the entire evening. He lowers his eyes and exhales slowly. And just like that, the spell is broken. This is a man who is aware of his sexuality and knows how to use it.

“Come, I’ll walk you in,” he says with a curt nod.

I remove my finger, and there is an audible pop from all the wetness that had gathered around my finger. It sounded like I’d unplugged a dam. Axle stiffens, and what sounds like a low growl emanates from him, but I am too aroused and embarrassed to care at this moment. 

Just then, Anders opens the door, and we exit into the cool New York night.

The silence is deafening as we ride the elevator up to my apartment. Axle’s demeanor is back to being unreadable and aloof.

When we arrived at my apartment, I opened the door and turned around to say goodnight. There’s a sense of uneasiness–it’s as if what happened in the car was all in my imagination.

“Thanks again for dinner,” I whisper, lowering my gaze, because if I meet his intense stare, this night will end with me sitting on his face and begging him to ravage me. 

With both hands in his pockets, he leans in and slowly trails his nose up my neck to my ear. He pauses for a moment and inhales deeply, as if he’s committing my smell to memory.

“Goodnight, Lya. Sleep well.”

With that, he turns and walks away.

No pretending that he wants to come inside for a drink. 

No goodnight kisses. 

No promises of tomorrow.

Nothing!
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Chapter Five
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I was eye-fucked in the back of a car by a handsome man!

No, I was ... What the fuck just happened? I am lying on my bed, staring up at the ceiling. It’s already eleven thirty–too late to call Dahlia.

With my mind still preoccupied with Axle Duke, I used the bathroom, washed my face, brushed my teeth, and climbed back into bed.

Not in my wildest dreams did I expect tonight to turn out the way it did. What happened to making out at the door or coming in for a drink like in those romance novels? I was putty in his hands, and he could have easily had his way with me.

Fuck, what about a simple touch? I literally melted into a puddle without him even touching me. I would have combusted if he’d kissed me. And what the hell was that neck thing? Oooh, but it felt so good–he smelled so good.

My stomach is in knots, and there is a sense of fear curled up deep inside, but this feels different. The fear is that I’m falling for a man who told me to take my panties off, then had me masturbate in front of him. That’s all kinds of fucked up–or is it? 

Yes! You horny wench, my sensible side admonished. It is fucked up! Nope, it’s not! You need to let that man ravish you in the worst ways possible-my horny side snarks back. 

Three hours later, I’m still awake and mulling over all the questions and innuendos about the past six hours.

“Why me, Axle Duke?” I sigh into my pillow as I give in to sleep in the wee hours of the morning.
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Who is calling this early?

I fight my way to consciousness and pick the ringing phone up off the nightstand.

“Hello,” I croak.

My throat is scratchy, and my head hurts from lack of sleep.

“Oooooh, must’ve been good–you can’t even wake up. Did he sleep over? How was it?”

“Geesh, Dahlia! What time is it?”

“Ten-fifteen, Lya. I can’t believe you’re still asleep.”

“I didn’t get much sleep last night–hold on a sec,” I wince, and stumble into the bathroom.

“Okay, I’m back.”

“I hope you didn’t get much sleep from having wild, toe-curling sex with Mr. McHottie,” she chirps excitedly.

“I wish. We didn’t have sex,” I moan lamely.

“What!? How? Why not? You’re hot, he’s hot, and you didn’t do the dirty? Lya, please don’t tell me you wore the comfy panties, and he saw them and ran–because I told you that would happen if you did.”

“Shut up, Dahlia! You said not to be too easy, remember? And no, I didn’t wear the comfy panties. In fact, he has the lace ones you gave me.”

“Hold up, Lya! I’m confused–he has your panties, but you didn’t have sex?”

“Yep.”

She sighs impatiently before continuing her barrage of questions.

“Yep, just yep, Lya? What happened last night? And don’t even try to leave anything out.”

She’s so quiet while I go over the details of last night that I’m sure she’d hung up.

“Dahlia?”

She’s laughing. What the fuck?

“What’s so funny?” 

“Let me see if I have this correctly,” she hiccups, trying to compose herself. “He eye-fucked you into submission, took your panties, sniffed you, and then bid you goodnight.”

“Yeah, something like that,” I respond with a dejected sigh.

Another burst of laughter drifts down the line.

“Most men can’t pull off that kind of foreplay, Lya. Either you’ll be getting the best sex of your life, or he’s looking for a beard,” she giggles.

“What? Nah, he’s not gay. At least nothing from last night suggested that he was–quite the opposite, in fact.”

“Oooh, you never know. So, will you be seeing him again?”

“I don’t know–plus, I’m not sure I want to get involved with someone so sexually dominant.”

“Aren’t you curious about what he can actually do with his hands if he can make you come with his eyes and voice?” she coos dreamily. 

“Remember what happened to the curious cat?” I quip.

“Seriously though, Lya, men like Axle are not a dime a dozen, and this might be a once in a lifetime opportunity to be
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