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    First Edition


	Last night I accompanied my boss to entertain clients. We both drank too much.

	When I woke up, I wanted to die.

	


Chapter 1

	I was hiding under the duvet watching him walk toward me with a glass of water and a small pink tablet, heart pounding.

	"Come on, take your medicine." He was being very gentle about it.

	I reached out with a trembling hand and hesitated.

	He laughed a little at this. "You're the one who asked me to get it. I didn't force anything."

	I still wasn't sure. "And you're positive that if I take this, I won't... win the lottery?"

	"As long as you take it early enough, the odds go way down. The sooner the better."

	I froze. My hands shook harder.

	He seemed very knowledgeable about this. A little *too* knowledgeable for someone who was supposedly caught off guard.

	*He's a repeat offender. Help.*

	I fled the hotel.

	


Chapter 2

	I could escape the hotel. I could not escape work.

	I floated into the office in a daze and was immediately called into his office.

	I pushed open the door. He was sitting at his computer in a perfectly pressed suit, reviewing documents.

	We'd both drunk heavily last night and then engaged in what I could only describe as intense physical activity. He looked completely fine. Like nothing had happened.

	A true master of time management.

	I stood in front of his desk, standing very straight. "You wanted to see me, Mr. Ashford?"

	He looked up, and when those dark eyes landed on mine, my heart did three irregular beats in a row.

	"Still feeling rough?"

	I blinked at the question, then nodded quickly.

	"You probably haven't eaten yet. Here." He slid a croissant and a small carton of milk across the desk toward me.

	*This nice to me?*

	He definitely felt guilty about last night and didn't want to take responsibility.

	Honestly, I was the one who hadn't held myself together. But can you blame me? Have you *seen* him? I challenge any living human being to show restraint.

	I stared at the food and couldn't bring myself to eat it. I was convinced that the moment I finished this meal, he'd fire me.

	I decided to confess first. "Mr. Ashford, I..."

	"What's wrong?"

	"I'm young."

	He nodded. "You are quite young."

	I didn't love the tone of that.

	"I meant my *age*."

	*Infuriating.* My fists clenched.

	"Just eat something first."

	I sighed and accepted my fate. My stomach was doing cartwheels though, and I couldn't manage the croissant. I picked up the milk carton instead, carefully sipping.

	A few sips in, and somehow things got worse. The nausea hit without warning, and before I could stop it — I spit milk directly onto my brand-new shirt.

	I looked at the sky and screamed internally. I'd just bought this shirt. In a fit of frustration, I dropped the milk carton into the trash.

	He rushed over and steadied me into a chair, then handed me tissues. "Here, clean up."

	I took the tissues and was attempting shirt triage when the door suddenly flew open.

	


Chapter 3

	Ms. Green from the finance department burst in.

	She stopped mid-sentence when she saw the milk stain spreading across my collar.

	My scalp went numb. I had absolutely no idea what to do with my body.

	Ms. Green's expression: awestruck. Like someone receiving divine revelation.

	To her credit — seasoned employee, quick recovery — she said "my apologies for interrupting" and immediately backed out of the room.

	She even thoughtfully closed the door behind her on her way out.

	That's it. Ms. Green had formed conclusions. Had modern adult society always been this chaotic?

	I blamed the man standing beside me.

	I scrubbed at my shirt without direction and bolted.

	


Chapter 4

	By the next day, the story had appeared on the company's anonymous confession board.

	Written as though Ryan Ashford and I had conducted, in his private office, some form of indescribable athletic activity.
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