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“ARE YOU SURE THIS IS a good idea?” I ask. Anxiety courses through my blood as Fred punches a code into the security system.

“It’s totally fine,” Fred says. His hazel eyes light up when the door unlocks. “This is my dad’s jewelry store, so it’s practically mine.”

I want to say, Uh, I don’t think that’s how property laws work. And if ‘it’s totally fine,’ why are we sneaking into your dad’s store in the middle of the night? Also, aren’t you and your dad kind of, like, not speaking right now?

But I bite my lip and refrain from telling my boyfriend what I actually think — as usual.

My heart is threatening to beat its way out of my chest when we go inside. I stiffen, expecting an alarm to go off. Getting into a store with at least a few million dollars worth of diamonds at 2 AM shouldn’t be this easy.

I cringe when Fred carelessly tosses a diamond bracelet into his jacket. “Do you want a diamond necklace, babe?” he asks. “It can be your anniversary present.”

A stolen diamond necklace — how romantic. Then a wave of existential dread comes over me at the reminder of our upcoming anniversary. I’ve been with Fred for almost two years, and I may be with him for God knows how many more.

You might be thinking, Uh, if your boyfriend gives you existential dread, you should probably break up with him, sweetie. Honestly, if I had any other options, I would’ve dumped Fred a long time ago. But if I don’t stay with Fred, I can’t stay in his apartment. And if I can’t stay in his apartment, I have to go back home.

And I can’t go back home.

“Thanks, but I’m good, babe,” I say. Where the hell would I even wear a diamond necklace anyway? Fred’s idea of a romantic date is dining in at McDonald’s.

Fred curses under his breath. Before I can ask, What’s wrong? he runs out the door, leaving me alone and slack-jawed in the store.

What the fuck? Before I can run after my inconsiderate jerk of a boyfriend, a deep masculine voice asks, “Who the hell are you?”

Fear grips me when someone seizes my hands. Oh my God, am I about to be arrested? Did Fred see a police car approach the store? And instead of, oh, I don’t know, telling me, “We should leave, like, now,” he decided to run away by himself and leave me at the mercy of the cops?

Hot anger pumps through my veins. I always knew that Fred was kind of an asshole, but I didn’t know he was this much of an asshole.

Making me catch my breath, the man turns me around. But instead of looking up into the face of a cop, I see Fred’s father.

Though I’ve never met Fred’s dad or even seen a picture of him, I know without a doubt that this man is my boyfriend’s father. He has Fred’s hazel eyes, strong jawline, and thick dark brown hair.

A foolish little voice in the back of my mind whispers, Wow, Fred’s dad is hotter than him. Fred isn’t bad-looking, but he’s a 22-year-old boy while his father is a man. If Fred wore a black suit, he would look like a kid playing dress-up. But Mr. Cain is wearing a black suit now, and the black fabric fits every part of his body nicely.

Very, very nicely.

“I’m asking you again,” Mr. Cain says. “Who the hell are you?”

I swallow. Will my relationship with his son increase or decrease my chances of him calling the cops on me? Fred and his father are currently estranged, but surely, Mr. Cain still must care for his flesh-and-blood...right?

I bow my head. “Hello, Mr. Cain.”

He raises his eyebrows. “You know who I am?”

Mentally cursing Fred for leaving me in this position, I say, “I’m Ellie Wu. I’m your son’s girlfriend.” Potentially ex-girlfriend. “Fred was actually here a few minutes ago before, um...” You showed up, and he ran away like a goddamn coward.

He snorts. “You’re dating my idiot son? You can’t be too smart yourself.”

I feel another rush of hot anger. Without thinking, I say, “You can’t be all that intelligent either since he’s your son and he has your DNA.”

Once the words leave my mouth, I’m overcome by instant regret. Shit, shit, shit. Why the hell did I insult him? Now he’s definitely going to call the cops on me.

To my relief, he doesn’t immediately take out his phone and say, Hey, I would like to report Ellie Wu for theft and being a smart-ass. But when a smile appears on his face, I’m far from reassured.

He touches the corner of my mouth, producing a shudder from me. “I should spank you for insulting me,” he murmurs.

Another shudder from me. But under my fear is a little lust. I have to confess that I don’t find the idea of Mr. Cain spanking me completely unappealing.

Or to be honest, unappealing at all.

“Pervert,” I say with absolutely zero conviction.

I must have insulted him one too many times because he drags me out of the store and says in an ominous tone, “You’re coming with me.”

My pulse quickens under his grip. “Are you taking me to the police station?” The next time I see Fred, I might find myself arrested for his murder.

“No.”

When Mr. Cain doesn’t say another word, I ask through gritted teeth, “Where are you taking me then?”

“I’m taking you to my home,” he says before pushing me into a white Audi.

My eyes pop out of my head. I grab the door-handle, but he locks the car from the inside before I can get out. Futilely, I say, “Let me out.”

“No,” he says, starting the car.

“What are you planning to do with me?” I ask, trying very, very hard not to freak out.

Sounding amused, he answers, “All sorts of perverted things.”

My logical brain hopes he’s joking. My horny moron brain gets excited imagining the perverted things.

“I’m dating your son,” I say with more than a note of desperation.

“Ah, yes, my idiot son. The one who ran away and left you at my mercy.”

His accurate words sting worse than a swarm of bees. I ask, trying and failing to keep my voice steady, “Are you really planning to do all sorts of perverted things?”

Instead of just answering the damn question, he asks, “Do you want me to do all sorts of perverted things?”

I’m not sure. With absolutely no conviction whatsoever, I say, “No.”

He gazes at me, and I think he’s going to say, Too bad. But when he returns his eyes to the road, he says, “Then I’m not going to do that.”

Relief floods me. I refuse to acknowledge that there may be a drop of disappointment in the flood of relief.

“If you’re not going to take me to the police station, you should take me to my apartment,” I say. I’m not looking forward to seeing Fred’s cowardly face again, but I doubt it’s a good idea for me to go to his daddy’s place.

“I assume you live in an apartment with my idiot son.”

“Well, yeah...”

“Then I’m not going to take you to your apartment.”

“But — ”

“These are your two options, Ellie. Option one — I take you to my place. Option two — I take you to the police station. Which option do you want to take?”

No wonder Fred is a jerk. He got it from his dad. Glaring at Mr. Cain, I hiss, “I guess I’ll take option one.” I have no muscle to speak of, am about 5 feet tall, and possess pretty low self-esteem. I know my chances of having a good time in prison, and they are low.

“Excellent choice.”

I have to pick up my jaw from the floor of the car when he parks in front of a massive glass and brick house. Fred mentioned that his dad was well-off, but I thought that meant Mr. Cain lived in a nice condo, not a freaking McMansion.

As if he has the power of telepathy, he asks, “Did my son neglect to mention that he grew up with immense privilege?”

“He said that you were well-off...”

He snorts. “That’s an understatement.”

Why is Fred living in a cramped apartment with a semi-functioning shower when he has a dad who’s richer than God?

“Enough gawking at my ostentatious house,” Mr. Cain says. “Let’s go inside.”

To my chagrin, he scoops me out of the car.

“What are you doing?” I ask as he carries me into the mansion.

“This is to ensure that you don’t try to run away.”

I don’t know if I hate Fred or his father more.

When we enter a bedroom, he puts me down on my feet. In a voice that leaves no room for protest, he says, “You’re going to sleep in here with me.”

I see the sofa in the corner. “I can sleep on the couch.”

“Let me revise my statement. You’re going to sleep in my bed with me.”

I shoot daggers at him, ignoring the pleasure that creeps into me at the thought of being in the same bed as Mr. Cain. “Are you going to try to fondle me in my sleep?”

He lifts his eyebrows. “Do you want me to fondle you?”

Yes. Christ, what is wrong with me? I’m never this lustful around Fred. Why is my body reacting like this in his daddy’s presence?

“Do you wish to take the fifth?” he asks with a smirk.

I roll my eyes, hoping I’m not blushing. “I’m tired. I’m going to sleep.”

He catches me by the waist before I can take a step. “You can’t go to sleep in those clothes. Let me give you a shirt.”

I can’t help noticing Mr. Cain’s cologne and how it
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