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The accounting office is dim when I walk in. It’s after hours—my dad’s best friend’s last-minute squeeze-in before he files tax returns for clients who actually keep their receipts in order. Not like me, with a tote bag full of crumpled smoothie bar invoices and coffee-stained credit card statements. Oops.

I should feel bad about that, but I don’t. Well, maybe a teensy bit. Running Juice Boost for the past year has been a whirlwind of fruity chaos, and paperwork is, like, the absolute last thing on my priority list. Right after “learn to make my own cleaning products” and “actually use that meditation app.”

“You’re late,” comes a deep voice from the inner doorway.

I freeze mid-step, my pulse quickening. His voice is rough—tired, maybe, and that edge hits me low in my stomach, making everything inside me flutter.

Isaac Martin. Dad’s best friend since college. He always looks at me like I’m chaos on two legs when I show up at family parties in too-short shorts and strappy sandals. The short sundress I’m wearing today isn’t going to change his opinion of me. 

God, he’s so hot it should be illegal.

He’s wearing a white dress shirt with the sleeves rolled up, and he’s loosened his tie. His dark hair is slightly mussed, like he’s been running his fingers through it all day. The shadow of stubble along his jaw makes him look untamed.

I give him my brightest smile, the one that usually gets me out of trouble. “Hi, Mr. Martin,” I sing-song, twirling a strand of my hair around my finger. “Thanks for staying late. I promise I’m a quick fix.”

I cross the room and dump my sad little mess of receipts on the corner of his desk. A few flutter to the floor, and I bend to pick them up, fully aware that my short sundress might be riding up in the back and giving him a side view of my upper thigh. I don’t know why, but I hope he’s looking. 

His brow lifts, that stern expression settling onto his features. “You’ve been running the smoothie bar for how long now?”

I blink, pretending to count on my fingers. “Um, thirteen months? Give or take. Time flies when you’re blending kale, am I right?” I laugh at my own joke, but his expression doesn’t change.

“And you haven’t filed once?”

I shrug. “I’ve been busy. The snow melted, so more people are coming to the yoga class next door. People need their wheatgrass, you know. It’s practically a public service.” I flash another smile. “Besides, taxes are so...boring.”

His jaw clenches, and a muscle ticks in his cheek. God, he’s sexy when he looks all stern and disapproving. It makes me want to do something even more irresponsible just to see that look intensify.

“Your dad talked to me yesterday about this.” He gestures to the mess of receipts. “He said you’ve been dodging his questions about your accounting for months.”

“Technically, it’s not dodging if I’ve just been forgetful.” I bounce a little on my toes, making my tits jiggle. Maybe I can distract him so he won’t lecture me about being irresponsible. “Besides, I thought you’d just plug a few numbers in and tell me I owe, like, what—a thousand bucks? Tops?”

It better not be more than a thousand. That’s all I have in my savings account, and I’ve already mentally earmarked half of it for that cute vintage blender I saw online.

He looks at me like I’ve grown a second head, rubbing the bridge of his nose. “You’ve never paid sales tax. You haven’t categorized a single expense. And you think you’ll only owe a thousand dollars?”
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