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I stare at the tray of leftover shrimp. I should just throw it away. For all I know, the shrimp could’ve been sitting out for hours. I shouldn’t mess with potentially spoiled seafood. Even if I am starving because I’ve spent the last few hours cleaning the office without stopping to eat dinner.

My stomach growls, sounding like a pissed-off old man.

Oh, to hell with it. I grab a shrimp and pop it into my mouth. As I’m alone in the office, I feel free to let out a moan. It tastes so good and — to the best of my knowledge — not spoiled. I pop another shrimp into my mouth.

My pleasure comes to a halt when it occurs to me that I’m spending Friday night alone eating leftover shrimp from an office party I wasn’t invited to. God, I’m the definition of sad.

Nonetheless, I put the rest of the shrimp in a plastic bag and throw the bag into my purse. If I’m going to work Friday nights, I might as well reap the (very minor) benefits.

After I finish cleaning up the table, I stare out the 22nd-floor window of O’Connell, Thompson, and Taylor Enterprises. Though I’ve seen the view dozens of times, it still takes my breath away. From here, I can see all the bright city lights.

I look around the office space full of sleek, modern, not-very-comfortable-looking furniture. In the daytime, it’s full of rich businesspeople who rarely bother to acknowledge me, the lowly cleaning lady.

I don’t mind being ignored, but I do mind this one jerk, an investment broker named Chad. A few times, while looking right at me, he “accidentally” spilled coffee onto the floor and asked with a smirk, “Oh, my bad. Could you please get that?”

Each time, I was tempted to grab the cup out of his hand and spill the rest of his coffee onto his crotch. But because I want to continue being employed, I just forced myself to give him a smile and say, “Of course.”

I grab another shrimp from my bag and throw it into my mouth. Although I’m technically an employee of O’Connell, Thompson, and Taylor Enterprises, I, as a lowly cleaning lady, wasn’t invited to the annual summer party tonight. I, however, of course was asked to clean up afterwards. At least they’re paying me overtime for giving up my Friday night.

Since I’m done cleaning, I should go home. Instead, I find myself walking to the fridge and grabbing one of the bottles of leftover champagne (they ordered a lot of booze for the party). My eyes pop out of their sockets when I look at the label. Shit, it’s Dom Perignon. I should put the bottle back in the fridge. I would get in major trouble if my boss found out I was swiping (very expensive) booze.

Oh, screw it. I go up to the roof with the bottle of Dom Perignon. Why should only the rich business douche-bags get champagne?

I pop open the bottle and take a swig. The bubbly liquid is refreshing and delicious as it goes down my throat. I look up at the sky. Due to the light pollution, I can only see a few faint stars. A wave of homesickness comes over me. Back in Sa Dec, Vietnam, the town I grew up in, I saw so many more stars.

My heart twists as I think of my parents. I miss them so much, and I wish I could go back to Sa Dec. My mom and dad would welcome me back home with open arms, but they need the money I send to them every month.

I sigh. Maybe in a few years, I could get a better job and have them live with me in America. But it’s so hard to get a good job here without a college degree. I take another swig of champagne, wondering if I should enroll in some community college classes.

“What are you doing here?”

I jump at the male voice, almost dropping the champagne. I turn around and pale when I see Mr. Lee, the chairman of the board. Oh God, is he going to chew me out for stealing a bottle of champagne? In spite of my anxiety, I can’t help noticing how good he looks in his black designer suit.

Though this must be the first time that Mr. Lee has noticed me, I’ve noticed him a lot of times since I began working at O’Connell, Thompson, and Taylor Enterprises. My eyes just naturally gravitate toward him. He reminds me of the impossibly handsome actors I see in Korean dramas. And he always leaves at least one button undone on his shirt, revealing a tantalizing hint of his chest.

He glowers at me. “You shouldn’t get drunk alone. And you definitely shouldn’t get drunk alone on the rooftop. Do you want to fall to your death?”

I should be intimidated by him. When I’m sober, I’m terrified of — yet attracted to — him. However, the champagne must have gone to my head because I blurt out, “You’re so freaking hot. I want to have your baby.” Horror fills me. Oh my God, did I really say those words out loud? Maybe I should jump off the roof.

He stiffens. “What did you say?”

“Uh, I have to go.” As I try to run away, I stumble. Before I can hit my head on the concrete, he catches me in his arms.

He clicks his tongue. “You’re drunk.”

I can’t refute his statement. I’m a lightweight, and it didn’t help that I drank champagne on a stomach that only had 3 measly shrimp in it.

He wraps his arms tighter around me. He’s warm, and he smells like sandalwood. I blush, realizing that he’s also, um, hard. I pull myself out of his embrace and try to run away again, but I don’t get very far before — literally — falling into his arms.

“You’re in no position to go anywhere by yourself,” he says.

How can he sound so calm with the boner in his pants? Maybe it’s not a boner. Maybe it’s just a really big pen.

Then my eyelids start to droop. God, I’m tired. I have been up since five in the morning, spent several hours cleaning on an empty stomach, and just drank champagne on a nearly empty one. Mr. Lee’s arms are so warm and comfortable...

I lose myself to sleep.
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WHEN I OPEN MY EYES, I cry out. Where am I? This is definitely not my bedroom. I’m lying on a California king bed with a soft comforter instead of my twin bed with a slightly scratchy blanket. And this room is at least twice the size of my entire apartment. I look down at myself, seeing that I’m still in my work uniform. What happened last night? I remember cleaning, then eating some leftover shrimp and taking the bottle of champagne...

I blanch, remembering how Mr. Lee found me and I told him, “You’re so freaking hot. I want to have your baby.”

Oh my God, oh my God, oh my freaking God.

“Good morning.”

I jump at the sound of Mr. Lee’s voice. He’s wearing a black silk robe and carrying a tray full of food. I redden. I can’t believe that I told the freaking Chairman of the Board that I want to have his baby.

He sits on the bed. “Are you hungry?”

My mouth waters as I stare at the tray’s contents. A stack of blueberry pancakes, two bacon strips, scrambled eggs, and a glass of orange juice.

“Thank you,” I say as he hands me the tray. “Um, so you took me to your apartment?”

“House,” he corrects me.

I bet he has a mansion that could accommodate a few families.

He continues, “I took you here because you fell asleep in my arms and I couldn’t leave you on the rooftop.”

“I’m sorry for inconveniencing you,” I say. And I’m sorry for saying I want to have your baby. I’m too embarrassed to say the second apology out loud.

“You’re not an inconvenience.” He touches my hair, causing electricity to go through my body. Should he be touching my hair like that?

But I can’t deny that a part of me likes him touching me.

He nods at the food. “You should eat before your breakfast gets cold.”

For some reason, he stares at me as I eat. I’m tempted to ask him, What are you looking at? But I don’t want to jeopardize my job any further, so I eat in silence. Fortunately, the food is delicious enough that I’m (mostly) able to ignore him.

After I finish my orange juice, I let out a breath and tell him, “Um, I’m sorry about what I said last night. It was unprofessional, and I hope it won’t affect my employment — ”

“I don’t want you working anymore.”

I blink. “What?”

“I don’t want you cleaning the office anymore.”

Tears sting my eyes. I want to shout curses at him, but he is justified in firing me. I drank stolen champagne on company property. I’m considering going on my knees and begging him to reconsider his decision when he says:

“I can’t have the mother of my children be on her feet all day.”

Huh? Before I can say a word, he embraces me and kisses my neck. I gasp as he cups my breast. When he starts opening his robe, I exclaim, “Wait!”

He lifts an eyebrow. “What?”

“This is moving way too fast.”

“Is it? You said you wanted to have my baby last night.”

I flush. “I was drunk!”

“So are you saying that you don’t find me attractive?”

My blush deepens. “That’s not what I’m saying.”

He traces a pattern on the side of my neck. “Well, I, for one, find you very attractive.”

“But you don’t even know my name.”

“Hoa Vu.”

I widen my eyes. Then I realize that I have a name tag on my uniform. “You just read my name tag
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