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The puke-yellow envelope sat atop Zita’s desk, with ‘IMPORTANT REQUEST, RESPOND IMMEDIATELY’ written on it in big, blocky letters.


Zita might have been in her thirties, but she couldn’t suppress a groan at the sight. She took a deep breath. She could do this. The asshole sent over a dozen envelopes like this before since she filed for divorce. What was one more? Resolve affirmed, she used the letter opener to slit it open and started reading.


“Dear Mrs. Renford…


…


… Shit.”


Five minutes later, she sat in front of the desk of Jennifer Carmichael, her assistant, the envelope in hand.


“Another one?” Jennifer took it and started reading. “… Shit.”


Zita nodded glumly. “He wants every invoice for the past five years, the bastard. Claims he wants to make sure we didn’t hide the full amount we made on our financials.”


“This can’t be legit, can it? Not even the IRS wants them that far back!”


“It probably isn’t, but we can’t afford the hourly rate to make sure…” Zita sighed and shook her head. “No choice but to do it, is there?”


Jennifer shook her head but remained silent. The portly woman sagged in her chair, visibly deflated. Silence fell, then. “On a lighter note, I’ve got some good news. Remember that community college? Wellington’s? They approved us for an intern this summer.”


Zita made a face. “How is that good news? We bring someone new in who will leave six months later, all while having to deal with this shit. Sounds absolutely fucking wonderful.”


Jennifer gave her a stern look. “Or we could put this in our favor. Think of the positive side. This invoice shit will take up a lot of our time… so we’ll need someone who can cover basic tasks to give us that time. And if we’re lucky, they’ll come back after the internship.”


That… was a fair point. Intellectually, she knew Jennifer was right. Hell, it’d been Zita’s own idea to ask for the intern to begin with. It would mean on-boarding someone new who might not come back, but if she and Jennifer could have a bit of the load off their backs… they might make some real headway for the business rather than scraping every bit of time they could in dealing with her bastard ex’s latest attempt to mess with her.


 “Okay,” Zita said, “what do we know about them?”


Jennifer pulled out the young man’s resume. “His name’s Bob Kensington…”


Zita read along with her. A senior in college in the last year of his degree, with only one previous employer — he was in college, after all — but good extracurriculars. The letter of recommendation from his professor raved about him. One of his classes even included the exact application they used. Yes, this could work. 


A chime at the door, and Jennifer smiled. “And… there he is now.”


“Good. Now, I want you to start finding what we need for this.” Zita slapped the letter. “And I’ll get our new guy set up so he can work on his first assignments."


“Sounds good.”


With everyone in agreement, Zita made her way to the lobby, feeling a bit better. 


Jennifer was right. She needed to think positive. Yes, the bastard might want to ruin her, but no matter how hard he tried, she had Jennifer, and now she had someone else to help, too. And maybe Jennifer was right. Since this Bob fellow was close to graduation, he’d probably want a position right afterward. Then they could start making real headway.


Zita’s reflection in the window showed a small, slender woman. Her mother was a Japanese-American immigrant, and she’d gotten her brown hair and eyes from her. But while those eyes were tired, strength filled them. She’d created this company, and she would continue to create this company. Nobody, especially not her ex, would take that away from her. 


When she arrived at the main lobby, the man had a seat next to the wall, face buried in his smartphone, and a glance showed the logo of her company’s Website: Renford Accounting. Did it show he knew little about them? Or that he took advantage of every last minute he could study? She supposed he could have just coasted. Wellington’s assigned him to her company rather than him applying, so strictly speaking he didn’t need to know anything about them. Yet he researched them anyway. 


Definitely a good thing. Zita cleared her throat. “Mr. Kensington?” 


Bob stuffed the phone into his pocket and got to his feet. “Yes. And you must be Ms. Renford.” He looked her up and down, and his smile widened. “It’s a pleasure to meet you.” The words were polite enough, if with a smooth arrogance to them. Familiar. 


Too familiar. They brought her back to when spring flowers bloomed, when a tall, young man in a perfectly pressed and tailored suit got down on one knee before her. 


“Zita, no other woman could hope to match your beauty and radiance,” came the oily yet sweet voice of a man whose devil may care grin made hope beat joyously in her chest. “It would be such a pleasure if—” 


Zita blinked, and the man from years ago was replaced by the man before her now. Identical to that man… fury burned white-hot in her chest. She shook her head to clear it of the memory and met his gaze. “Yes, now follow me.”


Bob knit his brows together, but said nothing. Following her to the small meeting place that they used for clients. One table, a projector screen, and four chairs. She chose the far chair, and he took the one across from her.


She busied herself turning on the projector and peered at him out of the corner of her eyes. On second look, he wasn’t quite the same. Bob’s hair was a few shades darker, and he stood more stocky than lanky like he had. Still tall, but he didn’t tower over her quite as much. And yet the resemblance was uncanny, especially that smile, that same damn smile, backed with the same arrogance that declared that, logically, he would prove himself better than whatever fool he dealt with.


The same arrogance as the man who’d fucking ruined her life.


No, she told himself firmly. She’d never even met him before. This wasn’t the same man. And as much as seeing his face made her blood boil, she needed his help. Professional. She needed to be professional. “So, Mr. Kensington… Tell me about yourself.”


The man leaned forward in his chair and cocked his head, so damn confident. “Beyond what you’ve probably already read about me? I suppose I should say I’m a hard worker, a real go-getter, and all that. It’s true, but most of all, I’m going to be the best employee you’ve ever had.” He flashed her a winsome grin. “And I look forward to working with a woman like you.”


Was he… was he attracted to her? Of course he was. Of course he fucking was. And objectively, she supposed he wasn’t bad looking. But then again, they never were. The true assholes always looked great, with strong builds, dashing grins, and gorgeous, stormy-gray eyes. Wonderful.


She took a deep breath. She could handle this. He might remind her of him in the worst possible ways, but she could handle dealing with one arrogant snot.


“So,” she said, “I understand you’re familiar with the Microsoft Office suite. We use that, too, as well as…” She went over the systems he’d be using, and explained how they handled basic accounting for clients virtually. Nothing about it too crazy for anyone who’d taken an accounting course before. More about attentiveness than anything complex. Easy work. 


Really, the business should be booming, and it would have if it weren’t for that asshole.


When she finished, Bob flashed a smarmy little grin. “Sounds easy enough. I look forward to exceeding your expectations,” he said. “Tell me, is there a potential for further growth within your company?”


He already wanted more? Really? “We shall see,” she said diplomatically. “It depends on how hard you work and the sort of quality you offer. If you prove to be all talk…”


“Rest assured,” Bob said without so much as the slightest bit of hesitation, “I will show that where I talk, I can even more walk.”


“Of course. I am sure you have all the capability.” Just like him. He’d always claimed he could pull it off, and then just like the bastard he was, he did it too. Her blood boiled in her veins. What she would give to prove him wrong for once. She took a deep breath. “And we will see just how much you live up to your claims.


“Fine by me,” he said. “Now, are we ready to get to it?”


“Of course.” Zita led him to his office, where a sole computer sat underneath a decorative ‘Welcome to the Company!’ Banner. 


His smile widened. “Thank you for the kindness. I look forward to working so closely with you.”


“I look forward to working with you, my dear...”


Zita’s teeth ground together, but she forced herself to count to ten. “Now, here’s what you need to know...” She started showing him the program and all the steps needed to be taken.


To her amusement, while he knew one program, he’d never seen the others. They were excellent programs, but definitely took some getting used to. Multiple times, he stumbled on an entry, and with each one, she had to suppress a smile as she corrected him. Did she show off? A bit, to demonstrate just how far he still had to go. And each time, childish glee sparked in her breast..


Pride always goes before a fall, after all. She paused. Well, almost always.


Still, Bob learned quickly. Despite his early struggles, within a couple of hours, he had a good enough grasp on the application for simple tasks he’d typically handle. Of course, he was still nowhere near her skill level, so she and Jennifer would need to go over his work at first. Still, he could manage what her business required… and the thought felt like acid crawling through her veins.


It’s just for the semester, Zita reminded herself. Once that’s over, you’ll never have to deal with him again. Who knows, you might finish the divorce and never have to deal with him again, either. And wasn’t that a lovely thought? She smiled as she closed her office door. Just had to tough it out a little while longer and she would get the peace she craved.


Her door clicked open just a moment later. Luckily, it was Jennifer this time. “Alright, I’ve gotten a bit of a head-start on the damn invoices project. Luckily, we keep everything we can, just in case, so maybe 95% of them should already be in our systems. It’s just the other five percent.” Jennifer paused. “So… how do you feel about Bob? Think he’ll be a good fit for the company?”


A good fit for the…? Zita froze. That was right. The original plan had been to see if he might join after the internship. And she’d… what? Hoped he’d fail? Hoped he’d be useless to them? “Maybe,” she murmured, half to herself. She’d had such a visceral reaction to him, she’d completely forgotten about their goals. And they needed his help, too. Shit. “I can’t say for sure, yet.”


“Well, it probably is too soon to tell,” Jennifer mused. “If he’s incompetent or doesn’t work well with us, it won’t turn out well.”


Good points, too. “Exactly. He can join our company, but only if he’s ready and capable of it. No point asking if he can’t.”


Jennifer massaged her forehead. “Still, you must have gotten some feel for him so far. Do you think he can manage it?”


Zita bit down the instinctive ‘no’ and gave it some thought. “I think he can manage it,” she finally said. “But the question is more about whether he will manage it. He has some skill, but he’s very arrogant.”


“Ugh,” Jennifer made a face. “Arrogant bastards piss off clients. Even if he’s skilled... Do you think you’ll be able to break him of it?”


Could she? The thought resonated with Zita. It would be good for him, she reasoned. After all, arrogance always held him back. She’d help Bob, help the company, and make him more tolerable to be around. Everyone wins. She smiled slowly. “We’ll see.”


/-/


There was a knock at the door.


Zita stared at it, unblinking. It had been almost a week of daily





























































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































