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I STARE AT THE CLOCK, willing the hands to move faster. I swear time moves at least three times slower in this office.

A sigh escapes me as I watch the ancient copier take its sweet-ass time to print out a hundred copies. You’d think a multibillion-dollar corporation would splurge on some new copiers that move faster than an aging turtle, but according to Mr. Cunningham — owner of said multibillion-dollar corporation and my dad’s best friend — this copier works just fine.

I was supposed to have a Hot Girl Summer this year. I was going to hook up with a plethora of cute guys, read trashy novels on the beach in a skimpy bikini that bordered on public indecency, and go on impromptu road trips with my girlfriends.

But last month, my dad dragged me to one of Mr. Cunningham’s insufferably boring dinner parties. After an hour of listening to old men talk about the stock market in excruciating detail, I was this close to stabbing my eye out with a salad fork.

Fortunately, I found a way less painful way to relieve my boredom. I locked eyes with a cute caterer, and a few minutes later, we snuck off to a room to make out. Unfortunately, this room contained a priceless Ming vase, which we kind of knocked over and destroyed when our make-out session got hot and heavy.

Mr. Cunningham found us, and of course, he totally lost his shit. Dad appeared a minute later, and he really lost his shit. Unlike Mr. Cunningham, my family is not filthy rich. We would probably have trouble replacing a good-looking knockoff of a Ming vase, let alone a real one that our ancestors might have touched.

So, in order to pay off my debt, I have to work for Mr. Cunningham for the summer. Instead of hooking up with cute boys, I have to deal with Mr. Cunningham scowling at me every day. Instead of reading trashy novels in a skimpy bikini, I have to read financial reports in stiff, work-appropriate clothes. And instead of going on impromptu road trips with my girlfriends, I have to look at pictures of their adventures on Instagram.

“Doesn’t this copier suck?”

I turn my head and have to stop myself from going, Ooh, la, la. There’s a handsome 20-something guy in front of me with golden hair and hazel eyes.

“It does,” I say. “I swear I’m going to age 5 years by the time it’s done making copies.”

He offers his hand. “I’m Troy, one of the new interns.”

“I’m Lixue,” I say, shaking his hand. “I’m...” An indentured servant. “I guess you could say I’m also one of the new interns.”

He lifts his eyebrows, undoubtedly taking note of my phrasing, but he doesn’t comment on it. “Lixue...” He says the two syllables slowly, like he’s trying so hard to make sure he’s pronouncing my name right. And unlike 80% of the boys who I went to high school with, he is. “Hey, I’m going on my lunch break in half an hour. Would you like to join me?”

Before I can tell him, Um, yes, someone behind me says:

“Lixue will be unavailable for lunch.”

I want to roll my eyes. Troy, on the other hand, looks like he’s a drop of water away from pissing his pants.

“Hi, Mr. Cunningham,” he says — or more accurately, squeaks.

“Since your lunch break isn’t for another half hour, might I suggest going back to work?” Mr. Cunningham says in a cold voice. “Or is there a particular reason you have to use this copier instead of the many other ones in this building?”

Troy mumbles some vague apologies before running away.

I glare at Mr. Cunningham. God, talk about a cock-blocker.

“I’m paying you to work, not to flirt with boys,” my dad’s best friend growls.

“You’re not paying me though,” I say.

“Then would you rather give me 5,000 dollars in cash right now?”

Why does my dad’s best friend have to be a collector of fine art? Why couldn’t he be a collector of vases from HomeGoods?

Mr. Cunningham takes a few steps closer to me. My pulse quickens as I detect the scent of his cologne — sandalwood with notes of leather and vanilla.

“You’re taking way too long to make these copies,” he says.

“Don’t blame me. Blame this old machine.” To my annoyance, my voice is coming out a little breathy. Dad’s friend may be a rich jerk who spends obscene sums of money on vases and is twice my age, but I can’t deny that I find him attractive with his messy auburn hair, those dark blue eyes, and the five o’clock shadow on his defined jawline. If he weren’t close buddies with Baba and I were far less acquainted with his personality, I might have hooked up with him.

Okay, I would have definitely hooked up with him.

An inscrutable expression comes over his face. “As soon as you’re done making those copies, come into my office.” He adds, practically growling, “Don’t flirt with anyone else.”

I almost say, Is it just me, or does someone sound jealous? I bite my lip before the words come out. That would sound a little too much like flirting, and I shouldn’t flirt with Mr. Cunningham. Besides, there’s no way he’s jealous. He’s known me for almost all of my life; I’m like a quasi-daughter to him, and he probably has misguided notions about protecting his quasi-daughter’s innocence (little does he know that ship sailed quite a while ago).

“Yes, sir,” I say with a mock-salute.

He scowls at me one last time before walking away.

After the copier is finally done printing, I gather the papers and walk to Mr. Cunningham’s office. On the way, I see Troy sitting at his desk and give him a smile, but he only gives me a curt nod in response. I sigh. Mr. Cunningham must have scared the shit out of him. Can’t say that I blame Troy because Mr. Cunningham must be his boss’s boss’s boss.

“About damn time,” my dad’s increasingly grouchy friend says when I enter his office, which is almost as large as the apartment I share with my parents.

“I don’t think that kind of language is suitable for the workplace,” I say, placing the copies on his desk.

He shoots me a look that conveys, I don’t give a damn because I’m the fucking boss.

I say, “Well, if you don’t need anything else, it’s almost time for my lunch break...” I wonder if I can use my womanly charms to convince Troy to have lunch with me despite his mortal fear of Mr. Cunningham.

“You’re eating lunch here.”

I blink. “Huh? By here, do you mean — ?”

“You’re eating lunch with me in my office.”

He is seriously cramping my style. I say, “Well, let me just get my lunch — ”

“No,” he barks. “If I let you do that, you’ll end up flirting with that damn intern again.”

“I wasn’t planning to do that...” I’m lying, of course.

His eyes turn into slits. “You’re not leaving this room.”

I return his glare. “Am I supposed to go without food for my lunch break then? I should report you to OSHA.”

“Oh please, you probably brought Lunchables. As if that could be considered a proper meal.”

I sniff. “For your information, I brought lasagna.”

“Does the lasagna come in a microwavable tray?”

I mumble, “Maybe.”

He shakes his head. “I’ll order us dim sum from the Purple Chrysanthemum.”

“Uh, isn’t that place really expensive?”

“I’m not expecting you to pay for the food, Lixue.”

“Well, as long as it’s on your dime... Just so you know, I like taro puffs, shrimp rice noodle rolls, and lotus seed buns.”

“I know.”

I feel like shivering when he looks right into my eyes. What is wrong with me? This is Mr. Cunningham.

“Come here,” he says.

I let out a yelp when he wraps his arm around my waist and pulls me onto his lap.

“Uh, I don’t think HR would approve of this,” I say. Lust ignites in my belly when I see how close his lips are to mine. If I moved my face just a few inches, we would be kissing.

Without acknowledging my remark, he says, “I don’t want you dating any guys from work.”

I raise my eyebrows. “Do you normally get yourself involved in your employees’ love lives?”

He repeats, snarling this time, “I don’t want you dating any guys from work.”

So he was jealous of Troy. To be honest, I’m kind of delighted
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