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I LOOK UP AT THE TALL glass and steel skyscraper in front of me. It's the Cleveland branch of New View, a life insurance company that is owned by Tim Yakamoto, one of the world's youngest billionaire CEOs.

And my ex-boyfriend.

The first day of a new job is always nerve-wracking, and it's doubly so when your boss's boss's boss's boss is the guy whose heart you broke in high school.

For a long time, I was hesitant about applying for the office assistant position at New View. But then I told myself that it was extremely unlikely I would run into Tim. The headquarters of New View is located all the way in Sacramento, California, over 2,000 miles away from Ohio. Plus, New View has branches in places like Chicago, New York, Miami–cities much bigger and more important than Cleveland.

Also, after I broke up with Tim, he told me that he would "never ever step foot in this fucking shithole of a state again."

And even if there happened to be urgent business at the Cleveland branch, he would probably send someone else to deal with it.

So with that reasoning–and the few dozen rejection emails clogging my inbox mocking me–I applied for the office assistant position at New View. And a week later, I got the job.

After I take a deep breath, I enter the building.

The receptionist in the lobby smiles at me. "Good morning. You must be Allie Chang, the new office assistant."

I raise my eyebrows ever so slightly. I was getting ready to introduce myself, and pull out my offer letter and ID. "Yes, I am. It's nice to meet you..." I check the sign on her desk. "Sharon."

"It's nice to meet you too. You can take the elevator right by the stairs. Your supervisor is expecting you on the 15th floor."

When she resumes typing on her computer, I ask, "Um, excuse me, do you need to check my offer letter or ID?"

She shakes her head. "There's no need. You can just go right up."

A strange feeling creeps into me, but I shake it off as I get into the elevator. Sharon was probably given my name and photo in advance.

When the elevator opens up to the 15th floor, there's no one waiting for me. "Hello?" I look around my surroundings. The strange feeling returns when I notice that all the cubicles and desks are empty.

"Hello?" I say again. "I'm Allie Chang, the new office assistant."

Doing my damnedest to ignore the weird feeling swirling around in my gut, I walk around the floor. If this were a horror movie, I would be the stupid chick who gets killed off in the beginning because she decides to explore the creepy place instead of getting the fuck out of there.

But since this is real life and I'm a chick with very real financial problems, I'm determined to find my supervisor and start working toward that first desperately needed paycheck.

Why is no one here? It's 9 AM on a Monday. People should be working right now.

After ten minutes of walking around in vain, I decide to go back down to the lobby and ask Sharon, "Are you 100% sure my supervisor is on the 15th floor?"

Just as I spot the elevator, a hand grabs my shoulder.

"Hello, Allie," a familiar voice says.

My blood becomes cold. Though it's been years since I've heard the deep voice, I immediately know who it belongs to.

"Aren't you going to greet your new boss?" Tim Yakamoto asks.

With much reluctance, I turn around to face my ex. Damn it, he looks sexier than ever. Appealingly messy black hair, those dark brown eyes you could drown in, and full lips that I know for a fact are soft and taste like vanilla chapstick.

"Hello, Tim," I say. I bite my lip, stopping myself from asking, Shouldn't you be in Sacramento?

As if he's reading my mind, he says, "I bet you're wondering why I'm not in California."

"I confess I wasn't expecting to see you."

"You didn't think I would make sure to give my high school sweetheart a warm welcome?"

His voice is anything but warm, and he says the words high school sweetheart like they're a poisonous phrase.

“Are you supposed to be my direct supervisor?” I ask.

“Yes.”

The job description on the website did not mention that at all. “Okay, I should go then.” Because there’s no way I can work on a daily basis with my ex, who’s clearly still a bit bitter about the way our relationship ended.

He snatches my wrist. “Your dad’s restaurant chain went under a while ago.”

I stiffen. When Tim and I were dating in high school, I was the rich girl whose daddy owned a successful chain of pan-Asian restaurants, and Tim was the working-class boy who lived on the wrong side of the tracks with his parents who worked under the table at a hole-in-the-wall ramen joint. My parents humored my relationship with Tim because they thought I was just going through a rebellious phase, but when Tim asked me to marry him after graduation, they forbade me from seeing him anymore.

Though I loved Tim and wanted to marry him, I also loved my parents and didn’t have the heart to disobey them.

And Tim would never be able to forgive me for that.

During my sophomore year at Oberlin College, however, Tim and I both went through a dramatic reversal of fortune. Due to a major decline in revenue, my dad had to close down most of his restaurants and could no longer pay for my higher education, which meant I had to take out a soul-crushing amount of student loans for my remaining time at Oberlin (student loans I’m still currently years, if not decades, away from paying off).

Tim, on the other hand, basically became a multimillionaire overnight at the age of 21. Though he was only a temp at New View, he somehow caught the attention of Charles Caruthers, the previous CEO. Impressed by Tim’s “gumption,” the 78-year-old Caruthers decided to finally retire and hand the reins of the company to the Japanese-American temp without a college degree.

It sounds like an implausible plot from a silly TV movie. Even crazier, the former temp turned out to not be a terrible CEO and is currently one of the world’s youngest billionaires at the age of 24.

So much for my mom’s prediction about my high school boyfriend amounting to nothing.

“I also know you have a lot of student loans to pay off,” Tim says, still holding my wrist.

I want to snap, All right, I get it. I’m poor, you’re rich, and I made a huge mistake by not marrying you against my parents’ wishes.

Keeping my voice neutral, I ask, “And...?”

“I can help you pay off those loans.”

I narrow my eyes. “Through this office assistant job?” I was glad to get the gig because any job is better than no job, but the position pays 40,000 dollars a year, and my student loans are, well, significantly more than that.

He waves his hand. “The office assistant thing was just a ruse to get you to come here.”

I scoff. “Okay, you played a hilarious prank on me. I assure you, I’m thoroughly embarrassed, and I hope you’re able to sleep easier tonight with the knowledge of your ex-girlfriend’s shame. As I said before, I should go.”

Still, he doesn’t let go of me. “And as I said before, I can help you pay off those loans.”

I look at my ex warily. What does he want from me? I doubt he wants to get rid of my debt for magnanimous reasons.

“I’ll pay off the principal and all of the interest,” he says. “All I ask for is a week of obedience from you.”

I gasp when he pulls my body against him...

And his thick erection.

I flush, with both anger and mortification. “You want to have sex with me.”

“Ding, ding, ding.”

“But you hate me.”

He lets out a breath. “That’s indeed true.”

I already knew that he hates me with a burning passion. Nonetheless, his confirmation stings a little. “So why do you want to have sex with me?”

“I’m still inconveniently attracted to you.”

Alas, I can relate to that.

“And I want to have some practice, so I can better please my next girlfriend,” he says.

Even after all of this time, the thought of him dating someone else produces a little pain in my chest. I hide the pain with annoyance and say, “You’re such an asshole.”

“A wealthy asshole.”

I want to tell him, I’m not going to be your fucking whore.

But then I recall my last student loan statement and the ensuing despair that threatened to drown me.

“How do I know you won’t fuck me without paying me?” I ask.

“I’m not that much of an asshole, Allie.”

“I don’t know about that.”

Are my eyes deceiving me or is that a flicker of hurt on his face?

In a cool voice, he says, “Upon your acceptance of my offer, I’ll wire you an initial payment of 15,000 dollars. Then I’ll wire the rest of the money after the week is over.”

My heartbeat speeds up when he touches the small of my back.

“What’s with the hesitation?” A scowl breaks out across his features. “Do you have a boyfriend?”

I roll my eyes. “Because having a boyfriend is the only possible reason for me to not be eager to prostitute myself to my ex.”

He growls, asking again, “Do you have a boyfriend?”

Now, I know that’s definite jealousy on his face. “Not that you have any right to know anything about my love life, but I don’t have a boyfriend.”

“Good.”

I ask in a soft voice, “Can I have some time to think about this?”

“No.”

Christ, he’s a dickhead. Through clenched teeth, I say, “Fine, let’s have sex. Do you want to fuck me on that desk over there?”

Instead of answering, he takes out his phone.

Unbelievable. Is he seriously going to write a work email right now?

“Check your bank account,” he says.

I
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