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I hate Mondays. Every single one of them. Always. On principle. Is there even one person on this planet who actually likes this day? I doubt it. And yet here I am, sprinting like a lunatic through the streets of Manhattan, a coffee cup in one hand and my phone in the other. 

It takes less than two minutes for me to reach the glass high-rise where I work. The PR-agency Straylight is well-known, highly respected, and offers excellent career opportunities, if only Brian Mitchell didn’t exist. My personal nightmare. 

I shove every thought of him aside, storm into the lobby, greet Josie, our receptionist, in passing, and squeeze myself into the elevator. Even though I feel like a sardine in a designer tin can, I’m in a hurry. The meeting starts in about ten minutes and I’m already dreading it. I rarely see my boss, but when he does show up, he either wants to review the latest projects or approve everything personally. He’s the kind of man who tolerates no weakness and forgives no mistakes. 

When the elevator doors finally slide open on the fifth floor, I march toward my desk, until I realize who’s currently occupying it. 

This has to be the universe’s idea of a sick joke. 

My worst-case scenario with a six-pack is leaning casually against it, like it belongs to him. He’s wearing a black shirt, sleeves rolled up and that grin of his... straight out of a damn commercial. Can someone please punch that smile off his face? I roll my eyes as he takes a sip of his coffee-to-go, like he’s the lead actor in some ridiculous spy movie. Maybe he actually was an actor once. Who knows. Men who look this good should be illegal anyway. Not that I’d ever tell him that, his ego is already the size of the Empire State Building. 

“You’re late, Sunshine.”

I snort, stop in my tracks and size him up. He’s such a... there’s no word that fits, but I briefly consider either firing back a sharp comment or throwing my hot coffee in his face. The image of the brown stain spreading across his stupidly perfect shirt makes me smirk and... Stop. That’s not really good. It stirs my imagination in a direction I refuse to allow myself. Not even for my own sanity. 

“Oh? Is that what we’re calling it now, showing up seven minutes before the meeting starts?” How much I despise him. Can’t he just keep his mouth shut and not drive me insane? No, of course not. That would be asking too much. 

He raises an eyebrow and crosses his arms over his chest. “I thought you’d be here earlier. I’ve been here for half an hour already. You’re slipping, Sunshine.” 

“Good for you.” Who is he trying to impress? I squeeze past him and head to the desk, setting down my bag and coffee. “And another thing... don’t call me that.”

“Oh, come on, Sunshine. Don’t be like that.”

“Like what exactly?” If he thinks I’m going to back down, he’s got another thing coming. I’ve barely been here five minutes and already... ugh. 

“A real ray of sunshine.”

I flash him a saccharine smile, grab the folder for the meeting and my coffee. “And that gives me one more reason to ignore you.” 

“Is that so?” He grins broadly and falls into step beside me. “You’re still talking to me though. How fascinating.” 

I huff, make my way toward the conference room and drop into a seat as far from him as possible. He takes the one directly across from me and only now do I catch his woody scent, almost certainly one of the more expensive colognes, paired with pure masculine arrogance. 

The week is off to a truly fantastic start.  
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The morning drags on like chewing gum stretched too thin. Between briefings, mood boards and a client in a particularly foul temper, I’m running on autopilot. Professional and efficient as always, and yet something is hovering in the air. Brian has been throwing me strange looks all morning. Not obviously or intrusively, just attentive. Too attentive, if you ask me. 

His eyes keep grazing over me, as if he’s trying to avoid me noticing. But I do. Every single time something tightens in my stomach that I can’t quite place. Or don’t want to.

I ignore it, or at least I try to, until my phone vibrates and pulls me out of my thoughts. 

Do you know yet if you’re bringing someone on Friday or should I introduce you to one of Mark’s groomsmen? xoxo 

That’s enough. For weeks I’ve been pushing Jane’s wedding ahead of me like a ticking time bomb. And I know exactly why. There’s simply no one to go with. No steamy affair. No on-off option. No potential plus-one with even a halfway decent social façade. Complete radio silence. Just like my nonexistent love life. 

Before that thought drives me completely insane, I put my phone away and tear myself from my desk. I need fresh air or coffee or a damn baseball bat. Anything to let off some steam. 

Instead, I head to the communal kitchen, brace my hands against the counter beside the sink and stare blankly into space. My shoulders are tense and I’m chewing on my lower lip while running through emergency plans. 

“Are you planning to keep staring into thin air or are you plotting a murder?” I flinch as Brian appears beside me. God, what is wrong with this man? 

“Jesus! Don’t sneak up on me like that. And no, I... nothing.” I shake my head, not even sure what I was trying to say. 

“You? Nothing? Now that’s just creepy.” He grins as if he’s just heard the best joke of the last century. 

I roll my eyes, move over to the counter and make myself another coffee before I’m seriously tempted to throw a mug at his head. “Brian, go away. I’m not in the mood for your nonsense.” Honestly, can’t he find someone else to torment? 

“You’re nervous.” It sounds like a statement, even though it isn’t.  

“What are you talking about? I’m not.” I hate that he can always read me so well. It’s endlessly irritating. He’s getting nothing out or me voluntarily, that much is certain.  

He crosses his arms and doesn’t move an inch. “Yes, you are. Your sarcasm is even worse than usual. So. What’s going on, Sunshine. Talk to Dr. Mitchell.”

“Dr. Mitchell? Seriously?” Ich scoff, because he has just – congratulations – reached a new low on my imaginary blacklist. “It’s nothing.”

“Come on, Sunshine. Something’s clearly on your mind.” He nudges me lightly with his shoulder. I sway inside and out. “Maybe I can help.”

Help? Him? Unlikely. I take a deep breath, close my eyes for a moment and collect myself. As annoying as this is, saying it out loud might actually do me some good. I brace myself. “My best friend is getting married this weekend and I’m one of her bridesmaids. Which means I have to be there and my entire family will be there too. And I... well... looks like I’ll be going alone.” 

He raises an eyebrow. “And that throws you off balance? That’s almost a little scary.” 

I give him the most withering sideways glance I can manage. “I just don’t feel like dealing with the questions, the pity and all that nosy chatter, you know, the whole Olivia, why are you still single? A pretty girl like you routine. All that ridiculous small talk that always surfaces at weddings.”

He does that thing with his lips again. That I’m attractive and contributing meaningfully to this conversation look. Insufferable.  

“Well, if that’s your biggest problem. I’ll come with you. Can’t have anyone saying I left a damsel in distress.” He winks at me and I stare at him, speechless. 

“What?” 

“I’ll be your date.” He says it with the kind of certainty that suggests it’s already been carved in stone.  

“You’re insane. There is absolutely no way you’re going to be my date.”

He shrugs. “Maybe and absolutely, I’m going to be your date. Just think, you’d have an entire weekend to get a rise out of me. Sounds like a pretty solid plan, doesn’t it?” 

I stare at him as if he’s just offered to fly me somewhere in a private jet. This cannot be serious. “What‘s in it for you? Hmm? Why would you do this for me?” 

“Because I feel like throwing you off your game. And this... looks like the perfect opportunity.” He grins, lopsided, but somehow dangerous. Like a predator that’s just spotted its prey. “And I enjoy watching you hold yourself together around me.” 

I stare at him, utterly baffled. “You’re impossible.”

He leans in and rasps with an unusually velvety voice. “And yet you don’t seem entirely opposed to the idea. You’re thinking about it right now.”

I stand completely still, as if someone has briefly paused the world. He grins, of course he does, like he already knows I‘m going to say yes. Sure. Over my dead body.  

“Just so we’re clear,” I say slowly, “you are the last person I would ever take as a date. Honestly. I’d rather bring my houseplant.”

“But you’re taking me.” Brian really can’t help himself, can he?  

“Do you actually listen to yourself when you talk?” With the amount of nonsense he comes out with, I genuinely doubt it. 

“Trust me, I listen to myself constantly. And I’m usually on my own side.” 

I sigh, because Brian will never change. “Fine. You win. You want to go through with this? Be my guest. But so help me God, if you embarrass me.”

“Sunshine, I’m going to be your damn dream man.” I scoff. Who exactly is he trying to impress here? 

“Call me that one more time and I’m going alone.”

He winks at me and I roll my eyes. “As you wish, Sunshine.” 

I slam my coffee mug down on the counter, spin on my heel and march back into the open-plan office, suppressing a grin.  

Brian sees it anyway and I despise him just a little bit more for that. 

God help me make it through this weekend in one piece.  
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