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    First Edition


	Apparently, at the company holiday party, I cornered our newly transferred CEO while completely drunk.

	Attitude included.

	


Chapter 1

	I'd only been renting the apartment for a few months when my landlord decided to sell.

	I came home late after yet another all-nighter at work, and found my luggage sitting outside the locked door.

	Freezing, suitcase in hand, I made an emergency call to my best friend and local lifeline, Ellie.

	"Mia! Why are you calling so late?!"

	"We're getting a new CEO transferred in. Supposedly a complete tyrant. Everyone's been working themselves to death trying to make a good impression before he even shows up."

	"The guy hasn't even arrived and he's already causing chaos," Ellie said. Then, with her signature breezy confidence: "I'm out of town, but go to my place! I'll send you the address and door code."

	I stared at her text with tears of gratitude in my eyes.

	Ellie, you absolute saint.

	Standing in the lobby, though, I genuinely questioned my life choices.

	"Ellie, I knew you came from money, but this is just obscene."

	The apartment was in the most expensive zip code in the city — a sprawling floor-through unit where every single design choice screamed I cost more than your annual salary.

	I sank into the enormous freestanding bathtub with a contented sigh and made a solemn vow: I would absolutely, one hundred percent, find a way to repay Ellie for this.

	After soaking off a week's worth of overtime and being evicted, exhaustion hit like a wall. I barely managed to wrap myself in a towel before stumbling toward the bedroom, eyes more than half-closed.

	Which is why, when I registered a sharply dressed man standing in the living room, it took a full second to process.

	"WHO ARE YOU?!"

	I death-gripped my towel and grabbed a nearby slipper as a weapon. "Breaking and entering is a CRIME!"

	The man had cool, sharp eyes. He looked me over for a long, deliberate moment, and the corner of his mouth moved — barely, like he was deciding whether this was even worth a reaction.

	"I'm the owner," he said, voice low and unhurried. "Would you like me to call the police, Miss...?"

	I wanted to die.

	"I'm SO sorry! The apartment is technically my brother's, but he's basically a workaholic hermit who never comes back, and I had no idea he'd be here today of all days—"

	Ellie's voice on iMessage was absolutely dripping in mortified apology.

	I stood in the middle of her brother's apartment, in a towel, having just threatened him with his own slipper.

	The man's name, apparently, was Adrian Lux. And based on my current track record, the most diplomatic response was probably just to grovel and apologize. I changed quickly and came out ready to throw myself on the sword — only to find that he'd already left. His luggage was gone too.

	I exhaled slowly. Then felt immediately, horribly guilty. Ellie had said he'd just flown in from a fourteen-hour international flight.

	Great. I'd invaded his apartment and driven him back out into the night.

	I'd find a new place tomorrow.

	The vibe at work the next morning was immediately off. I caught the eye of Mrs. Kim, our office manager, and she leaned in with a whisper.

	"Our new CEO is coming in today."

	That explained it.

	Outside, there was a sudden commotion — the VP and a small entourage were ushering someone down the corridor.

	"Good morning, Mr. Lux!"

	I stood with everyone else, ready to be professionally welcoming.

	Then the group stopped.

	A pair of eyes landed on me.

	I slowly looked up — and met a gaze I recognized from exactly twelve hours ago.

	WHY DID NO ONE TELL ME THE NEW CEO WAS ADRIAN LUX?!

	Adrian raised an eyebrow.

	"Get me a coffee."

	Every head in the office turned toward me.

	I smiled through my teeth.

	I'd figured it out. This man held grudges.

	I was done.

	


Chapter 2

	"Did you sleep well last night, Mr. Lux?"

	The VP was tiptoeing around him with careful pleasantries when I brought the coffee in.

	Adrian glanced at me briefly, then looked away.

	"No."

	I...

	I set the coffee down and was preparing to evaporate when the VP turned and waved me over.

	"Mr. Lux, this is Mia — she's been with us less than a year, but her work on the two West District projects was genuinely impressive. Very sharp."

	I watched the VP try to sell me to my own CEO with the energy of someone listing features on a used car. Please, I silently begged, just let me disappear.
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