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I LOOK UP AT THE TALL glass and steel skyscraper in front of me. It's the Cleveland branch of New View, a life insurance company that is owned by Tim Yakamoto, one of the world's youngest billionaire CEOs.

And my ex-boyfriend.

The first day of a new job is always nerve-wracking, and it's doubly so when your boss's boss's boss's boss is the guy whose heart you broke in high school.

For a long time, I was hesitant about applying for the office assistant position at New View. But then I told myself that it was extremely unlikely I would run into Tim. The headquarters of New View is located all the way in Sacramento, California, over 2,000 miles away from Ohio. Plus, New View has branches in places like Chicago, New York, Miami–cities much bigger and more important than Cleveland.

Also, after I broke up with Tim, he told me that he would "never ever step foot in this fucking shithole of a state again."

And even if there happened to be urgent business at the Cleveland branch, he would probably send someone else to deal with it.

So with that reasoning–and the few dozen rejection emails clogging my inbox mocking me–I applied for the office assistant position at New View. And a week later, I got the job.

After I take a deep breath, I enter the building.

The receptionist in the lobby smiles at me. "Good morning. You must be Allie Chang, the new office assistant."

I raise my eyebrows ever so slightly. I was getting ready to introduce myself, and pull out my offer letter and ID. "Yes, I am. It's nice to meet you..." I check the sign on her desk. "Sharon."

"It's nice to meet you too. You can take the elevator right by the stairs. Your supervisor is expecting you on the 15th floor."

When she resumes typing on her computer, I ask, "Um, excuse me, do you need to check my offer letter or ID?"

She shakes her head. "There's no need. You can just go right up."

A strange feeling creeps into me, but I shake it off as I get into the elevator. Sharon was probably given my name and photo in advance.

When the elevator opens up to the 15th floor, there's no one waiting for me. "Hello?" I look around my surroundings. The strange feeling returns when I notice that all the cubicles and desks are empty.

"Hello?" I say again. "I'm Allie Chang, the new office assistant."

Doing my damnedest to ignore the weird feeling swirling around in my gut, I walk around the floor. If this were a horror movie, I would be the stupid chick who gets killed off in the beginning because she decides to explore the creepy place instead of getting the fuck out of there.

But since this is real life and I'm a chick with very real financial problems, I'm determined to find my supervisor and start working toward that first desperately needed paycheck.

Why is no one here? It's 9 AM on a Monday. People should be working right now.

After ten minutes of walking around in vain, I decide to go back down to the lobby and ask Sharon, "Are you 100% sure my supervisor is on the 15th floor?"

Just as I spot the elevator, a hand grabs my shoulder.

"Hello, Allie," a familiar voice says.

My blood becomes cold. Though it's been years since I've heard the deep voice, I immediately know who it belongs to.

"Aren't you going to greet your new boss?" Tim Yakamoto asks.

With much reluctance, I turn around to face my ex. Damn it, he looks sexier than ever. Appealingly messy black hair, those dark brown eyes you could drown in, and full lips that I know for a fact are soft and taste like vanilla chapstick.

"Hello, Tim," I say. I bite my lip, stopping myself from asking, Shouldn't you be in Sacramento?

As if he's reading my mind, he says, "I bet you're wondering why I'm not in California."

"I confess I wasn't expecting to see you."

"You didn't think I would make sure to give my high school sweetheart a warm welcome?"

His voice is anything but warm, and he says the words high school sweetheart like they're a poisonous phrase.

“Are you supposed to be my direct supervisor?” I ask.

“Yes.”

The job description on the website did not mention that at all. “Okay, I should go then.” Because there’s no way I can work on a daily basis with my ex, who’s clearly still a bit bitter about the way our relationship ended.

He snatches my wrist. “Your dad’s restaurant chain went under a while ago.”
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