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I STARE AT THE CLOCK, willing the hands to move faster. I swear time moves at least three times slower in this office.

A sigh escapes me as I watch the ancient copier take its sweet-ass time to print out a hundred copies. You’d think a multibillion-dollar corporation would splurge on some new copiers that move faster than an aging turtle, but according to Mr. Cunningham — owner of said multibillion-dollar corporation and my dad’s best friend — this copier works just fine.

I was supposed to have a Hot Girl Summer this year. I was going to hook up with a plethora of cute guys, read trashy novels on the beach in a skimpy bikini that bordered on public indecency, and go on impromptu road trips with my girlfriends.

But last month, my dad dragged me to one of Mr. Cunningham’s insufferably boring dinner parties. After an hour of listening to old men talk about the stock market in excruciating detail, I was this close to stabbing my eye out with a salad fork.

Fortunately, I found a way less painful way to relieve my boredom. I locked eyes with a cute caterer, and a few minutes later, we snuck off to a room to make out. Unfortunately, this room contained a priceless Ming vase, which we kind of knocked over and destroyed when our make-out session got hot and heavy.

Mr. Cunningham found us, and of course, he totally lost his shit. Dad appeared a minute later, and he really lost his shit. Unlike Mr. Cunningham, my family is not filthy rich. We would probably have trouble replacing a good-looking knockoff of a Ming vase, let alone a real one that our ancestors might have touched.
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