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I CURSE UNDER MY BREATH as rain droplets start falling from the sky. Of course today has to be the day I forget to bring my umbrella. Literally on any other day, I toss my umbrella into my backpack, even if the sun is shining and the sky is cloudless. 

But this morning, I was in a rush because I’d slept through my alarm. Last night—or I guess technically morning—I’d passed out at 4 AM after getting drunk while watching Bling Empire with my friends. Normally, I wouldn’t drink on a weeknight, but I needed to do something to get my mind off the fact that my boyfriend—now ex-boyfriend—had cheated on me with a girl who has #HelenKellerIsAFraud in her Instagram bio. I clench my fist. If Geoff was going to cheat on me, couldn’t he have at least slept with a chick who isn’t a total idiot? 

Anyway, I was several blocks away from my apartment when I realized I’d neglected to take my umbrella. I thought about walking back to my apartment, but I was already running late to Intro to Psychology, and besides, there wasn’t a cloud in the sky.

I look up, scowling. Now there are several dark clouds in the sky. Oh well, at least it’s light rain right now. Hopefully, it stays...

Just as I think that, the drops of rain become buckets of rain because of fucking course.

“Should’ve checked the weather forecast before getting out of the house,” a guy wearing a fedora hat says, grinning smugly under his umbrella.

It takes every ounce of my willpower to not throw a rock at his back as he walks away.

I shiver, becoming soaked to the bone within moments. I consider running back to my apartment, but with a sigh, I run to my ex-boyfriend's apartment building. I left my laptop at his place, and my Intro to Psychology paper is due tomorrow.

Because no one is going to notice with the rain, I allow myself to cry a few tears. I didn’t love Geoff—we dated for only a few months—but I really, really liked him. He was funny and cute and nice and the first guy who ever bought me flowers.

Unfortunately, now he’s the first guy who ever cheated on me.

Thankfully, his place isn’t far away, and I arrive at his apartment building in a couple of minutes.

Lacey, the doorwoman, gasps at my appearance. “Oh Lan, you poor child, you’re soaked!”

I give her a wan smile. “I forgot my umbrella.”

She clucks her tongue like a mother hen. “I can see that. Let me get you a towel.”

Before I can say a word, she marches off, a woman on a mission. 

I glower at my lavish surroundings. Geoff lives with his dad in a penthouse apartment that’s bigger than my parents’ house. Though “lives with” is a loose term. His father—who's a billionaire because he created a popular social media app—spends most of his time going on business trips, so Geoff and I usually had the penthouse to ourselves.

Yet despite his father literally being a billionaire, Geoff would ask me for my Netflix password. And because I liked him so much, I would give it to him. Note to self—change my Netflix password ASAP.

When she comes back with a towel, a nice Egyptian cotton one that’s softer than my comforter, I say, “Thanks, Lacey.”

“No problem, honey. Going to Netflix and chill with Geoff tonight?”

I blink my eyes rapidly, trying very, very, very hard to not break out into sobs. Lacey doesn’t need to hear about my relationship drama. After I get my laptop from Geoff’s apartment, it’s not like I'm ever going to see her again. Once I'm reasonably certain I'm not going to subject her to my melodramatic tears, I say, “No, I left my laptop in his room and got a paper due tomorrow.” When I’ve become merely wet instead of sopping wet, I hand the towel back to her. “Thanks again.”

As I ride up in the elevator, I cross my fingers and hope that Geoff isn’t in the penthouse. I don’t think I could handle seeing him right now without drowning in my tears and/or stabbing his eyes with my keys.

On the top floor, I take a deep breath before knocking on the penthouse’s door. When a full two minutes pass without anyone opening the door, I sag with relief and dig out the key to his apartment from my backpack. I guess I need to give back his key. If I were feeling particularly vindictive and psychotic, I would vandalize the shit out of his precious vinyl collection. But lucky for Geoff, I don’t really feel like going to jail.

I head straight to Geoff’s room, which is twice the size of my entire apartment. As I look at his wall of vinyl, my fingers twitch with the desire to smash some of his favorite records. But I force myself to look away from the rare and expensive albums and get my laptop from his desk.

While I’m putting my laptop in my backpack, I notice a cheetah print bra that definitely isn’t mine on his bed. I grit my teeth. Does it belong to Miss #HelenKellerIsAFraud? I find myself glancing at Geoff’s wall of vinyl again, then shake my head. I need to get out of here before I commit a felony.

Before I leave the room, I grab one of my ex-boyfriend's umbrellas. That's the least the asshole owes me.

In my rush to get the hell out of the apartment, I bump into someone. My pulse races. Fuck, I did end up running into Geoff. But I lift my head, and instead of seeing Geoff, I see an older version of him. 

My eyes pop out of their sockets at the sight of Geoff Radell II.

Aka Geoff’s dad. 

He raises his eyebrows. “Who may you be?” 

I swallow, my mouth turning dry. Stupidly, I think, Wow, Mr. Radell is hot. My ex-boyfriend's good looks didn’t come out of nowhere. Like Geoff Radell III, Geoff Radell II has a mesmerizing green eye and an equally mesmerizing blue eye, messy and luscious auburn hair, and a five o’clock shadow on his impossibly defined jawline. 

“Um, hi, I'm Lan Wu, your son’s girlfriend,” I say. To my horror, I begin babbling: “Well, ex-girlfriend. He cheated on me with a girl who thinks Helen Keller wasn’t a real person. I only came here to get my laptop, not to do any revenge vandalism or anything.”

The corner of his mouth quirks up. “Now I think you did come here to do some revenge vandalism.”

Christ, me and my stupid mouth. “I swear I didn’t!”

“I bet you destroyed my son’s vinyl collection.”

“I didn’t! You can check.”

“Isn’t that my son’s umbrella?”

I blush. Of course I grabbed Geoff’s custom Led Zeppelin umbrella. “Sorry, I took it because I forgot to take my umbrella, as you can probably tell from how wet I am.” My blush deepens as I think about how my words could be construed as a double entendre. 

Causing my heart to skip a beat, Mr. Radell comes closer, invading my personal space. I turn a little breathless, catching the scent of his cologne. He smells like spiced apple and musk. It's intoxicating, and it leaves me a little weak in the knees. 

He caresses the collar of my blouse, his touch bordering on inappropriate. I should ask him, What the hell are you doing? But the lizard brain side of me is purring and wishing his fingers would venture under my blouse. 

“Let me give you some dry clothes and make you some tea,” he says. 

“Oh, thank you, but I should—”

“I insist, Lan.”

Though his voice is polite, it’s also firm. As a billionaire, Geoff must seldom take no for an answer. 

“Okay,” I say.

Once the word exits my lips, he grabs my hand and takes me to the biggest closet I've ever seen. My jaw drops. He has an entire wall devoted to suits and jackets. 

When he hands me a white shirt and black drawstring pants, I say, “Thanks.”

“What kind of tea do you like?” 

I pretty much only drink cheap Lipton bags, but for some reason, I say, “Um, oolong?”

He nods. “I have tieguanyin. Would you want that?”

The word is absolutely meaningless to me, though as a Chinese person, I probably should know more about the different types of oolong tea. “That sounds good.” 

For a moment, he stares at me. Is he looking at my mouth? I think he is. Does he want to kiss me? I kind of want him to kiss me. 

“I’m going to make the tea,” he says, his eyes definitely lingering on my lips before he leaves the room.

I mutter a curse. What is wrong with me? I shouldn’t be lusting after my ex-boyfriend's dad. Does heartbreak just make me ridiculously horny? 

Because Mr. Radell is significantly taller and bigger than me, his shirt fits like a dress on me, and I have to roll up the bottoms of the drawstring pants. 

I stand under the doorway, a mix of excitement and trepidation pumping through my veins. I don’t know much about breakup etiquette, but I'm pretty sure it’s weird as fuck to have tea with your ex-boyfriend's (handsome) daddy. It's probably a very, very bad idea.

Nonetheless, I enter the living room, where Mr. Radell is waiting for me on the sofa. 

A smile breaks out across his face at the sight of me. Wait, is he staring at my breasts? I look down and feel my face become hot. His white button-down is sheer, and my black bra is clearly visible under the thin fabric. I cross my arms over my chest and ask, “Do you have another shirt I could wear?”

“No,” he lies shamelessly.

I narrow my eyes. “You do know that I was just in your closet, which is the size of a store and very obviously has more than one shirt in it?”

Ignoring my words, he says, “Sit
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