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My knuckles rapped against the grand, polished mahogany doors of Richard Lowe’s office. The resounding echoes filled the silent hallway, but my heart was hammering even louder in my chest. I couldn’t help but feel a sense of fear and nervousness as I stood outside the door of the notorious Richard Lowe. His reputation preceded him - dangerous, ruthless, and undeniably handsome. A shiver ran down my spine at the thought of his cold, calculating nature. I had witnessed him gun down a man without so much as batting an eye at his own party just two weeks ago - the last time I had been brave enough to step foot in this building.




The man was a slime ball so it didn’t affect me to see him bleeding out on the marble floors of Richards’s party hall. The man made an offensive remark about me and for some reason that made Richard trigger happy.




After the ordeal, Richard told me to leave and that was the last time I saw him until now.




“Please, come in, Jessica,” his deep, commanding voice sent shivers down my spine. I nervously smoothed out my black skirt and adjusted the collar of my crisp white blouse, trying to calm my racing heart.




With trembling hands, I pushed open the heavy doors and took a hesitant step into the room. My eyes immediately landed on Richard Lowe, the most powerful man in the world. He stood behind a sleek black desk, dressed in a perfectly tailored white shirt and sharp black pants. His dark hair was flawlessly styled and his beard immaculately trimmed. Every inch of him exuded power and control.




As I made my way towards him, his hazel eyes locked onto mine and I felt like a mouse being watched by a predator. My mouth suddenly went dry as I tried to stammer out a greeting. “H-hi, Mr. Lowe,” I managed to choke out, avoiding his piercing gaze.




He pointed towards the chair in front of his desk with a slight nod of his head. “Please, have a seat, Jessica,” he said in a cool, collected tone. Without another word, I quickly sank into the chair, feeling small and insignificant compared to this formidable man before me.




It had been two weeks since I last saw him, and so much had changed in that short amount of time. Richard sat in front of me, his chair pulled out from the desk as he leaned forward with his hands interlocked. His handsome features were enhanced by his piercing gaze and stoic expression, making it difficult to read his thoughts.




I couldn’t believe I was sitting here with Richard, my ex-boyfriend’s father who also happened to be my boss. Correction, my ex-boyfriend’s father and my former employer. It was a complicated situation, but one that I couldn’t avoid any longer.




“Do you know why I called you here?” Richard asked, tilting his head slightly as he raised his thick brow. My heart raced with fear and anticipation as I shook my head, unable to form any words. What could Richard possibly want with me? We were from completely different worlds, with me being just an assistant and him being a wealthy businessman. But then a thought flashed through my mind - Tyler, my ex-boyfriend and Richard’s son. Was this about him? Did he want to harm me because I knew too much about their family secrets? Or perhaps because I had caused a scene at their party?




“I heard you and my son broke up,” Richard’s statement made me flinch involuntarily. It was a painful reminder of what I had lost - a cheating boyfriend who turned out to be just like his father.




I lowered my head, trying to blink away the tears that threatened to fall. I didn’t want to cry in front of Richard, not over someone who didn’t deserve my tears. “Yes,” I managed to say in a shaky voice, hoping it would suffice.




“What happened?” His voice was surprisingly soft and gentle, as if trying to comfort me. Taking a deep breath, I lifted my head to meet his gaze, feeling intimidated yet strangely comforted by his presence.




“I found him with another woman,” I blurted out, the pain still fresh even though it had happened after the party about two weeks ago. No matter how fast I said it, the words still stung and caused a knot to form in my throat. And now here I was, pouring my heart out to my ex-boyfriend’s father. Life really had a funny way of throwing curveballs at me.




I had made the trip to visit him, determined to tell him what I had witnessed. I had been at that damn party on his behalf of his son, who claimed to be sick, but when I entered his bedroom, my stomach twisted into knots as I saw a blonde woman bouncing on top of him while he moaned and gripped her hips. It took him a moment to realize I was there, and in that moment, everything came crashing down.




Tyler’s initial reaction was to throw the woman off the bed, scrambling to get out himself as the sheets tangled around his legs. I wasted no time in turning on my heels and walking out the front door. Since then, I hadn’t spoken to Tyler despite his incessant calls and messages filling up my inbox. I couldn’t bring myself to reply, too hurt and depressed over what had happened. Our one-year relationship had just gone down the drain in one night.




And now, here I was, begrudgingly dragged here by Richard’s intimidating goons.




“I called you here to hear it from you, not him,” Richard’s voice cut through my thoughts like a sharp blade. “I knew he would give me some bullshit story.” He leaned back in his chair with a scowl on his face.




“How did you even know we broke up?” My voice trembled slightly as I spoke.




“Nothing gets past me, Jessica,” Richard replied with a smug grin, scanning me with his piercing gaze.




My throat felt dry as I swallowed nervously.




Richard stood up and walked around his desk, coming to stand in front of me. Even seated, he towered over me and I had to crane my neck to meet his intense stare. He casually stuffed his hands into his pockets and leaned against the front of his desk.




“What has you so nervous?” His voice was smooth and low. “I’m not going to eat you,” he chuckled, a rare glimmer of humor in his eyes.




“Unless you beg me to.”




I was speechless, my jaw hanging open in shock.




Richard let out a loud laugh, placing a hand on his chest. “I’m teasing you, Jessica,” he grinned. “I just wanted to see how you were doing. My son can be an asshole.” His tone turned serious as he continued, “So I want you to know that I could treat you so much better,”




My mind went blank as I tried to process what Richard had just said. The Richard Lowe, the man who could have anyone he wanted, was flirting with me? It took a moment for his words to sink in and when they did, a warm flush spread through my body.




“I wouldn’t touch you if you were still with my son,” he spoke in a low voice, his eyes flickering with something that resembled desire. “But you’re not with him anymore, are you?” His tone became even more intimate, laced with a hint of lust.




I nervously chewed on my lip, feeling overwhelmed by his sudden attention. He noticed and frowned slightly.




Gently, Richard slid his thumb over my lower lip, tracing its shape. “Don’t do that,” he murmured. “You don’t know what it does to me.”




Confused, I asked, “What?”




He smiled slyly. “When you bite your lip like that…it’s a sign of nervousness or fear. You did it the first night Tyler brought you over to meet me. And ever since then, I’ve been wondering what it would be like to have those lips wrapped around -”




Before he could finish his sentence, I let out an audible gasp and clutched the armrest of the chair tightly. A surge of heat rushed through my body, pooling in my core and causing a delicious friction against my damp panties.




“You have no idea how difficult it was for me not to drive over to your apartment and fuck you until you were raw,” he admitted with a smirk, sitting up straighter in his seat.




My voice barely above a whisper, I couldn’t help but ask, “Why are you doing this?”




Richard’s eyes darkened with desire as he replied, “Didn’t I just tell you, Jessica? I want you.” He reached down and took my hand, placing it on the side of his hip where his hard cock strained against his pants. My fingers involuntarily tightened around the thick length, feeling its heat and hardness.
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