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My first boyfriend, Shane, asked to borrow my car one weekend. He didn't tell me where he was going. I knew right away that this wasn't a good idea. I realized over the next week or so that Shane wasn't a good idea. I broke up with him.

This levelheadedness when it came to the opposite sex has served me well. My second boyfriend, Phil, kept eyeballing my sister Francis. I gave him the boot. Phil was followed by Victor. Victor had a good run, but I also knew that the end would come sooner or later. When he left, I was sad, but not devastated.

After Victor came Steve. Steve stole my ATM card one weekend. I testified against him. He's now serving six years on a similar charge.

I, Liv Stenke, am not a foolish woman. I'm not given to falling so madly in love with a man that I can't see his flaws. At the age of twenty-eight, I was determined that no matter how fine a man's body, no matter how earth-shattering the sex, I wouldn't lose my head.

This was before I'd heard of Dante Sugar.

The first time I heard the name Dante Sugar, I was at the county records building on business. I was in the ladies' room, freshening my rock-candy-pink lipstick in the gold-rimmed mirror over the speckled marble sink. Two women who worked in the county assessor's office sat in adjoining stalls, apparently not realizing that I was there.

"Guess who was at the concert in the park last night?" the first said. "Dante Sugar."

I wasn't even sure she'd heard her right. Dante, as in the thirteenth-century Italian poet? Sugar, as in the stuff you sprinkle on your grapefruit in the morning? What kind of name was that?

The second broke out in a lascivious guffaw. "Oh my God," she said.

The first woman chortled. "What's so sweet about Dante Sugar, anyway?"

"Oh my God," said the second woman, apparently of limited vocabulary. "How about his sweet little ass? Or that sweet little sports car he drives around in? You've got to be kidding me. How could you look at Dante Sugar and not just want to ride him until you break it off? How can you even hear his name and not fall totally in love with him?"

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





