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THOUGH I'M VERY MUCH a frugal gal, I want to throw my new phone against the wall and see it shatter into a million pieces.

After I take several deep breaths and remind myself that my phone's warranty doesn't cover fits of rage, I calm down.

Then I see the photo on the screen again, and the fury nearly consumes me.

Normally, photos of my boyfriend Gabe put a smile on my face. However, this photo is making me want to destroy his car with a sledgehammer. Why? Because his childhood friend Sandra is also in the picture, and he's full-on making out with her in it.

"Just a friend, my ass," I hiss. Since Sandra is one of Gabe's closest friends, I wanted her to like me so badly. But from the second we met, she seemed to loathe my guts. I thought it was because I was a lower-middle-class chick with questionable fashion sense and thus not worth her time. And while I still think she's a rich snob, I guess she mainly loathed me because she wanted to get with my boyfriend.

My blood threatens to boil when I reread the text from Sandra, who oh so kindly sent me the picture.

Guess who realized he needed someone better?

What a bitch.

My phone beeps. My blood reaches 212 degrees when I read the words on the screen.

I'm so sorry, Min. I like you a lot, but I've realized I'm not *in* love with you. I'm in love with Sandra, and I think a part of me has always been. I hope we can still be friends.

What a spineless bitch. Not only did the asshole cheat on me, but he also dumped me over fucking text.

I want to type, You could have told me you were in love with your "friend" yesterday. You know, BEFORE I DROVE 5 FUCKING HOURS TO YOUR DAD'S HOUSE FOR THE LABOR DAY WEEKEND, WHEN I WAS SUPPOSED TO GET TO KNOW THE MAN WHO RAISED YOUR UNFAITHFUL ASS.

Though Gabe's dad's house is a mansion that makes my parents' single-story ranch house look like a condo for ants, I suddenly feel claustrophobic. I need to get out of here. I grab my keys and sprint toward the door.

Just as I wrap my hand around the doorknob, I hear a deep voice behind me ask:

“Where are you going?”

My stomach does cartwheels when I turn around and face Mr. Fleming, the father of my newly ex-boyfriend.

“Um, I need to go,” I say. Impulsively, I lie, “I think I left the stove on.”

A frown breaks out across his face. “You left the stove on? Didn’t you drive here from North Carolina?”

I cringe. Mr. Fleming’s mansion is in Bluffton, South Carolina, which is over 200 miles away from my apartment in Charlotte.

He drawls, “I hate to break it to you, Min, but I think it’s too late for your apartment.” He cocks an eyebrow. “Something tells me there’s another reason for your sudden desire to leave.”

My cheeks burn with humiliation. How can I tell Mr. Fleming that I just found out that his son cheated on me and dumped me over text?

“Min?”

I sigh. “Something tells me that Sandra might be your future daughter-in-law.”

He furrows his brow. “What?”

“Your son just informed me that he’s in love with her, but he hopes we can still be friends.”

To my surprise, he curses up a storm.

“That boy is just like his mother,” he growls.

For a second, I’m confused. Then I recall the reason for Gabe’s parents’ divorce. Their marriage imploded after Mr. Fleming discovered that his wife was having an affair with her stepbrother. Messy shit, right?

“I hope you’re wrong about Sandra becoming my future daughter-in-law,” he says.

“Not a big fan?” The thought of Gabe’s dad disliking his new girlfriend brings me a little too much petty pleasure.

“She’s a little too much like her parents. Elitists who look down on anyone who doesn’t come from old money.”

I’m surprised that anyone can look down on Mr. Fleming, who’s a mega-wealthy tech entrepreneur, but I guess that’s bluebloods for you: our money is superior because we didn’t have to suffer the indignity of actually working for it.

“Anyway, thanks for inviting me here, Mr. Fleming,” I say. “But you only invited me here because I was your son’s girlfriend, and since I’m, well, no longer your son’s girlfriend, I think I should go.”

The corners of his mouth tilt down. “There’s supposed to be a storm coming.”

“Oh, the weather forecast is often wrong, so I’m sure–”

I’m interrupted by the roar of thunder. When I look at the window, I want to groan. It’s pouring.

My phone beeps. My heart sinks when I read the screen.

ALERT: Beaufort County is under hurricane watch. Find shelter immediately.

“There’s no way you can drive right now,” Mr. Fleming says.

Of course, he’s right, but the unbearable awkwardness of the situation makes me glance wistfully at the window.

He says, “Let’s go to the dining room. You must be hungry after the long trip.”

My stomach growls in agreement.

I wince when I hear the wind screaming outside. “Um, are we safe here?”

He gives me an amused look. “You think I would have spent 14 million dollars on a house in South Carolina and not make sure it was a hurricane-proof fortress?”

I almost choke. 14 million dollars?! The information renews my rage. Gabe comes from 14-million-dollar-vacation-home money, yet he uses my Hulu password.

Note to self–change my Hulu password ASAP.

"Come on," he says.

Surprising me, he grabs my hand and pulls me toward the dining room. The contact causes my pulse to flutter.

A voice in my head hisses, Oh my God, you can't develop a crush on your ex-boyfriend's dad.

Despite the voice, I find myself sneaking glances at Mr. Fleming. Gabe inherited his good looks, and I'm looking right at the source. Both father and son have dark blond waves of luscious hair, bright hazel eyes, and effortlessly fit bodies that look damn fine in designer clothes.

My attention is diverted from Mr. Fleming's attractiveness when my nostrils catch the scent of food. I have to close my jaw when I see the spread on the table. There are ribs slathered in barbecue sauce, smoked wings, potato salad, corn on the cob, mashed potatoes, and cornbread. So much cornbread.

"Did you cook all of this?" I ask.

He laughs. "No, I ordered catering from a restaurant in town."

I think, You ordered this much food for 3 people? Gabe told me that it was just going to be us and his dad for Labor Day Weekend. I want to shake my head. Rich folks are excessive.

Welp, now it's just going to be me and his dad, making the spread even more ridiculous.

When I sit down, Mr. Fleming takes the chair next to me. My pulse flutters again as I become acutely aware of how little distance there is between our bodies.

Get a damn grip, Min Wang. For a brief moment of insanity, I imagine hooking up with Gabe’s dad, then telling Gabe, Hey, guess who’s going to be your new mommy?

Christ, heartbreak makes me horny. After my college boyfriend dumped me because I apparently wasn’t “intellectually stimulating enough” for him, I wanted to make out–and a little more–with everyone I saw.

I put some mashed potatoes and cornbread on my plate. When I look at the ribs, I hesitate. I love a good baby back rib, but there’s no elegant way to eat one.

Oh well, it’s not like I’m dating Gabe anymore, so I don’t really need to care about making a good first impression with his father. I grab a couple of ribs, then a few wings as well because why the hell not?

I tear into a rib, undoubtedly getting my hands and mouth messy.

Mr. Fleming’s lips twitch. I flush. I must have barbecue sauce all over my face.

“Do you want something to drink?” he asks.

“Water would be great.”

“You wouldn’t prefer Dom Perignon?”

I widen my eyes. I’m not going to lie, the thought of getting to try some absurdly expensive champagne is kind of appealing, but I demur politely, “Oh, no thank you.”

“Are you sure? Because I’m going to open a bottle of Dom Perignon for myself in any case.”

Oh, why the hell not? “Well, in that case, I suppose I’ll have one glass.”

Three hours later, there are two empty champagne bottles on the table.

More than a little tipsy, I say, “I don’t know if it’s just my unrefined tongue talking, but Dom Perignon
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