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    First Edition


	My boss's mother came to find me.

	"Ten million dollars. Seduce my son, then dump him. I want him to get a lifetime's worth of heartbreak out of his system all at once, so he can focus on his career afterward."

	"The brat. It was just a breakup — does he have to fall completely to pieces over it?"

	Me: "???"

	I swallowed. I'm not greedy for money. I simply enjoy helping people.

	"Sure thing, ma'am. I'll go dump your son one more time."

	


Chapter 1

	Mrs. Thorne looked at me with an expression that said, So it was you? I've finally got you cornered.

	"I'm so sorry, ma'am." I gave an awkward little laugh.

	Mrs. Thorne gave a cold hmph. "Oh, you know to be sorry, do you?"

	"I really am sorry." I hesitated, then thickened my skin and said it anyway. "It's just — could we sign a contract first? Something proving the money is a voluntary gift, and won't be clawed back."

	Mrs. Thorne: "So that's what you're sorry about."

	I laughed weakly. "I'm just a cautious person, that's all."

	"We can sign a contract. I don't care about ten million dollars." Mrs. Thorne sat perfectly upright, the whole of her noble and elegant, radiating the aura of a society grande dame.

	"What I'm more curious about is — why did you dump my son?"

	What she actually wanted to ask was: what gave me the right to dump her son.

	True — by the eyes of the world, I had no money and no status. I genuinely wasn't a match for her tycoon son.

	And besides, I'd been the one to bring up the breakup first.

	I sighed and put on the look of someone with a painful, unspeakable burden. "Ma'am, I had no choice either."

	"Enough. I can't be bothered to listen to this polished nonsense of yours. Just hurry up and finish the job. I'll pay you five million up front, and the balance once it's done." Mrs. Thorne's tone was forceful — clearly a woman who got things done.

	"Of course, of course." I didn't have a single objection.

	Mrs. Thorne then had her people draw up a contract and bring it over printed out. We signed our names, and the contract took effect.

	I held out a hand to Mrs. Thorne. "A pleasure doing business, ma'am."

	Mrs. Thorne gave me a cold look and walked off.

	I hadn't even had the chance to ask how she'd tracked me down.

	…

	Once the five million hit my account, I checked it again and again, then transferred the money into another of my bank cards — safer that way — and then I got to work.

	It had only been three days since Sebastian Thorne and I broke up. If I went to find him now, he definitely wouldn't give me the time of day.

	I went to my best friend Frankie for advice, and Frankie shot me a giant eye-roll.

	She asked me, from the very bottom of her soul, "Are you even a human being?"

	I knew what I was doing wasn't decent. But I had my reasons.

	"Even if it weren't me, it'd be someone else. So why shouldn't it be me? Ten million dollars — you wouldn't take it if it were handed to you free?"

	"Ten million, you said?" The righteousness on Frankie's face faded, bit by bit. "Ten million… ten million…"

	There we go. Done.

	"So can you give me advice now?" I added. "Once the money's in hand, I can cut you in for a million."

	Frankie slapped the table. "You wait right there. I'll comb through every trick in the book and come up with a plan."

	That actually gave me an idea. "Can't I just use the seduction play?"

	Frankie scoffed. "You just dumped the man. Sebastian Thorne hates your guts right now. What good is a seduction play going to do?"

	Fair point. So — seduction play, pass!

	


Chapter 2

	The first scheme Frankie gave me was: rattle the grass to startle the snake. Stir things up to flush out a reaction.

	She said, "First, sound out Sebastian Thorne's current attitude toward you, then prescribe the right medicine for the right symptom."

	I couldn't help giving Frankie a thumbs up. "You really are something. From now on, you're my strategist."

	Frankie smiled bashfully. "Oh, it's nothing. It's all the power of money."

	…

	So after work that day, I hunkered down in the parking garage waiting for Sebastian Thorne. I waited until past nine, and Sebastian Thorne finally appeared.

	For crying out loud, money is hard to earn.

	I straightened up, strolled over with a breezy stride, faking a chance encounter, and just as I was about to open my mouth, my stomach let out a loud growl.

	I'd been waiting here so long I hadn't even had dinner.

	Sebastian Thorne just gave me one cold glance and got into his car.

	The car swept past me and away, without a shred of lingering.

	I called Frankie. "That rattle-the-grass move of yours really works. I've sounded out Sebastian Thorne's attitude toward me."

	Frankie asked eagerly, "Well? What's his attitude?"

	"He hates my guts."

	Frankie: "Did that even need investigating?"
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Ten million dollars. One terrible plan.
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