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I’M STANDING IN FRONT of Mr. Jameson’s house, ready to seduce him.

Okay, maybe not exactly seduce him. I’m really just planning to kiss him, which should be enough to piss off my ex-boyfriend Troy — aka Mr. Jameson’s son.

Why do I want to kiss my ex-boyfriend’s dad, you might be wondering? Well, you see, I discovered that my so-called boyfriend was banging my so-called mother. Messed up, right?

I could just let it go like a normal person. Not forgive and forget — there’s no way in hell I’m going to do that — but I should just move on with my life and forget about them. Living well is the best revenge, right?

Wrong. I’m more of an eye for an eye type of woman. So that’s why I’m planning to kiss Troy’s dad.

Of course, if I were truly doing an eye for an eye, I would sleep with Mr. Jameson. But while Mr. Jameson is pretty attractive, the thought of meaningless revenge sex makes me a little queasy. A revenge kiss, however?

It sounds delicious.

Not for the first time, I stare up at Mr. Jameson’s house in awe. Thanks to a combination of old family money and a successful law firm, he is loaded and has a massive white McMansion. When I was a little kid, I thought he lived in the White House and asked Mom, “Is Mr. Jameson the president?”

Mom laughed, then said, “No, Mengtao, but he is very rich.”

An ache goes through my chest as I think of Mom. She was never a perfect mother, but after Dad ran away with that stripper when I was six, she took care of me and never once complained about being a single mom. Troy’s infidelity hurt, but her betrayal fucking wrecked me.

I let out a breath. Eventually, I’ll forgive her. Right now, I completely hate her, but underneath my hatred, there still exists love. She’s my mother after all.

But Troy? The bastard might as well be fucking dead to me.

I ring the doorbell. After a minute, Mr. Jameson opens the door.

Suddenly, I become very self-conscious, touching the hem of my denim shorts, which barely comply with public decency laws. I’m also wearing a thin white tank top. I thought about ditching my bra, but I decided that would be going overboard. I want to kiss Mr. Jameson; I don’t want to sleep with him.

But the idea of sleeping with him isn’t unappealing. He’s a total DILF. Thick dark brown hair with a few distinguished streaks of gray, green eyes that could probably melt a girl’s panties, and a fit body that’s hard proof of the effectiveness of his exercise regimen.

“Mengtao, what are you doing here?” he asks.

It’s dumb, but I swoon a little every time he pronounces my name. I live in a small town in Ohio, and it isn’t exactly a hotbed of diversity; my mom and I are the only Asian-American people around. Throughout my life, people — especially middle-aged men and women — would struggle to pronounce my Chinese name. Mr. Jameson is an exception. A very handsome exception.

“I left something here,” I say. Of course, the words are utter horseshit. However, when I was with Troy, I would often hang out at the mansion. Although Troy is 21, he still lives with his dad. To be honest, if my mom had a McMansion, I might still be living with her.

But thank God I decided to get my own place after graduating from high school. It would’ve been unbearable to see her every day after her betrayal.

Mr. Jameson waves for me to come in. “Do you want anything to drink?” he asks.

“Water would be great,” I say. My pulse races as I glance at his lips.

As I follow him to the kitchen, he says in a soft voice, “I’m sorry about my son and your mother.”

Something in my chest tightens. “It’s okay. It’s not your fault.”

“If it makes you feel any better, I cut off his credit cards.”

I can’t help smiling. “That actually does make me feel a little better.”

He takes a bottle of Evian water out of the fridge. Troy always tried to tell me that Evian is so much better than tap water, but my commoner tongue honestly can’t taste the difference.

“Thanks, Mr. Jameson,” I say as he hands me the water.

“How many times do I need to tell you to call me Alex?”

“Okay, Alex,” I say, deliberately making my voice low and (hopefully) sultry as fuck.

To my disappointment, he seems totally unaffected by my sultry voice. He just nods and says, “Good. Now was that so hard?”

I look at the crotch of his pants out of the corner of my eye. I wish he was hard.

As I take a sip of Evian — really, it doesn’t taste any better than tap water — Alex says, “Just so you know, Troy gets the cheating gene from his mother.”

I lift my eyebrows. I didn’t expect Mr. Jameson to say that. “I’m sorry about the divorce,” I say. A few months ago, the former Mrs. Jameson ran off with a struggling actor. When I heard the news, I thought that she was crazy. Alex is sexy and rich, while the struggling actor is generically attractive at best and has a filmography that consists of cold medicine commercials and small parts in bad Lifetime movies. Looking at Alex in his McMansion now, I think she’s goddamn insane.

To my surprise, Mr. Jameson shrugs. “I’m not.”

I look at him. He really doesn’t seem to be the least bit sorry. If he doesn’t have any lingering feelings for the former Mrs. Jameson, it should make it easier to seduce him.

Making myself want to cringe, I “accidentally” spill some of the overpriced water onto my tank top. A move from a cheesy porn movie? Undoubtedly.

But it seems to have worked. When my white tank top becomes see-through and the black bra under the cotton becomes visible, Alex sucks in a breath, his eyes right on my chest.

A blush comes over my cheeks. I know I spilled the water accidentally-on-purpose, but I didn’t expect the intensity of Mr. Jameson’s gaze. He’s staring at me like I’m a piece of cake he wants to devour, and it both excites and scares me.

“Oops,” I say. “God, I’m such a klutz.”

He clears his throat. “Let me get you a shirt.”

“Oh, you don’t have to — ”

Before I can finish my sentence, he takes my wrist and pulls me toward the staircase.

As we approach his bedroom, I say, “Seriously, you don’t have to get me a shirt.”

In a low voice that fills me with heat, he says, “I can’t let you go home like that.”

Unsurprisingly, his bedroom is massive, at least twice the size of my apartment. His bed alone is bigger than my kitchen.

When we go into his walk-in closet, I catch my breath. He has an entire wall devoted to ties and watches.

He grabs a white button-down and hands it to me. “Put that on.”

He looks at me expectantly. I should just wear the shirt over my tank top or go into the bathroom and change. That would be the proper thing to do.

But I came here without a single thought of propriety; I came to seduce Mr. Jameson.

His eyes don’t leave my body for one second as I take off my tank top. When he stares at my black bra, I look at the crotch of his pants. He is sporting a definite bulge.

I start unbuttoning his shirt, intending to put it on. But before I’ve even undone the second button, he pounces on me. I gasp as he crushes his mouth to mine and pushes his tongue between my open lips. He tastes like honey and spearmint gum. Sweeter, better than his son.

Then he slides a hand under my bra. When he strokes my nipple, I stiffen. Fuck, I’m in way over my head.

I place a hand on his chest, gently pushing him away. “Wait,” I say, my voice a barely audible whisper.

He frowns. “Is something wrong?”

“I came here because I left something in Troy’s room.”

A laugh escapes his throat. “Sweetheart, you and I both know that’s not why you came here.”

My entire body reddens. “I just wanted a kiss.”

He wraps his arms around my waist. “Mengtao, do you think I would’ve been satisfied with just a kiss?”

My pulse races when I feel his erection against my stomach. “Mr. Jameson, I dated your son,” I
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