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Silver-Fox Billionaire

Chapter 1 — The Interview Disaster
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The first thing Shandiz Farrow noticed about the billionaire’s office was that it smelled like expensive loneliness.

Not leather.

Not whiskey.

Not “rich man” cologne.

Loneliness.

Cold air drifted through the top floor of the Daryan International tower, carrying faint traces of cedarwood and black coffee. Everything was steel, glass, and terrifyingly clean. The kind of place where people probably got fired for breathing too loudly.

Shandiz adjusted the giant headphones hanging around her neck and stared at the receptionist.

“Okay,” she whispered, “quick question before I embarrass myself. Is he the scary billionaire type or the murder-billionaire type?”

The receptionist blinked.

“Excuse me?”

“You know. There’s a difference. One yells about stock prices. The other owns private islands and disappears journalists.”

The woman looked horrified.

Shandiz smiled brightly.

“Scary type. Got it.”

She checked her phone again.

Three missed calls from Mina.

A dozen texts.

YOU ARE LATE.

IF YOU DIE, DELETE MY SEARCH HISTORY.

DON’T FLIRT WITH HIM.

THAT MAN COULD BUY OUR ENTIRE BLOODLINE.

Shandiz snorted.

Too late for the first warning.

She was already twenty-three minutes late.

Not because she overslept.

Because the elevator in her apartment building broke, trapping her between floors with a man carrying two live chickens in reusable grocery bags.

Life simply happened to her aggressively.

The receptionist finally spoke into her headset.

“Mr. Daryan will see you now.”

That sentence sounded less like permission and more like a funeral announcement.

Shandiz straightened her oversized vintage blazer, grabbed her recording bag, and marched toward the office doors with fake confidence.

The doors opened silently.

And there he was.

Shervin Daryan sat behind a massive black desk overlooking the city skyline.

Silver hair.

Dark suit.

Perfect posture.

Fifty-five years old and somehow more dangerous-looking than every younger man she’d ever met combined.

He wasn’t handsome in the soft movie-star way.

He looked carved.

Like someone had sculpted a man entirely from discipline and bad decisions.

His sharp dark eyes lifted from a document.

Calm.

Unreadable.

Deadly.

Shandiz stopped walking.

“Oh,” she muttered before she could stop herself.

One dark eyebrow lifted slightly.

“That bad?”

Her face heated instantly.

“No. Worse.”

Wonderful.

Fantastic.

Excellent start.

His expression barely changed, but she saw it.

The tiniest flicker of amusement.

Shervin leaned back slowly in his chair.

“You’re late.”

“Yes.”

“You don’t seem apologetic.”

“I was trapped in an elevator with emotional-support chickens.”

Silence.

She waited for security to drag her out.

Instead, something shocking happened.

His mouth twitched.

Not a smile.

But close enough to qualify as a historical event.

Shandiz pointed at him dramatically.

“There. You almost smiled. I saw it.”

“I assure you,” he said smoothly, “you did not.”

God, that voice.

Low.

Controlled.

The kind of voice that probably convinced governments to surrender.

Shandiz dropped into the chair across from him and immediately knocked her coffee cup sideways.

“Oh no—”

Coffee splashed across the edge of his desk and dangerously close to his polished shoes.

Shandiz gasped like she’d committed treason.

“I CAN FIX IT.”

She lunged for napkins.

At the exact same moment, Shervin reached forward.

Their hands collided.

Electricity shot up her arm so suddenly that she froze.

His fingers were warm.

Large.

Steady.

Her pulse stumbled stupidly.

His eyes lifted to hers.

And for one strange suspended second, the entire room went silent.

No city noise.

No air conditioning.

No nervous thoughts.

Just those dark eyes holding hers with dangerous focus.

Then she yanked her hand back so fast she nearly fell out of the chair.

“Great,” she muttered nervously. “Now I’ve assaulted a billionaire.”

Shervin sat back slowly again.

“You’re surprisingly calm for someone destroying my office.”

“Oh, internally I’m screaming.”

Another almost-smile.

What the hell?

The internet had described Shervin Daryan as ruthless, icy, impossible to impress.

Yet somehow he looked... interested.

Like she was the first unpredictable thing he’d seen in years.

That realization made her nervous in an entirely different way.

She cleared her throat and scrambled to set up the recording equipment.

“Okay. Professional mode activated.”

“You have one?”

“Briefly.”

He watched her fumble with wires.

“You’re younger than I expected.”

“That’s usually said right before someone asks if I’m qualified.”

“Are you?”

“No,” she answered honestly.

That finally earned a real reaction.

A quiet huff of laughter.

Not loud.

Not dramatic.

But real.

And unexpectedly attractive.

Dangerously attractive.

Shandiz stared.

Oh no.

Old men with power should not have voices like that.

Or hands like that.

Or eyes that looked capable of ruining lives gently.

She clicked on the recorder before her thoughts got more inappropriate.

“Welcome back to Loud Mouth,” she announced into the microphone. “Today’s guest is billionaire hotel emperor Shervin Daryan, who looks exactly like the man women write suspicious comments about online.”

Shervin stared at her.

“You say everything out loud?”

“Unfortunately.”

“You compared me to a crime boss before entering the room.”

“You have villain cheekbones.”

A pause.

Then—

“I’m not sure that’s an insult.”

“It absolutely isn’t.”

His gaze lingered on her face for a second too long.

Something shifted in the atmosphere.

Subtle.

Heavy.

Shandiz suddenly became very aware that they were alone.

That this man was older.

Larger.

Calmer.

And somehow completely unaffected by the chaos she created around herself.

Which only made her want to rattle him more.

“So,” she said, crossing one leg over the other, “what’s it like being absurdly rich?”

“Exhausting.”

That answer surprised her.

“You answered too fast for that to be fake.”

“Most things people envy are exhausting.”

Interesting.

Not defensive.

Not arrogant.

Just tired.

For the first time, she really looked at him.

Not the suit.

Not the money.

The man.

There were faint shadows beneath his eyes. Tiny lines at the corners that suggested stress more than age. A heaviness in the way he held himself, like he carried invisible weight every second of the day.

Loneliness again.

Weird.

Why could she feel it so clearly?

She tilted her head.

“You don’t actually like any of this, do you?”

His eyes narrowed slightly.

“You reached that conclusion quickly.”

“I host a podcast. My job is basically professional emotional trespassing.”

Silence stretched between them.

Then Shervin said quietly:

“You ask dangerous questions.”

Shandiz grinned.

“You invited me.”

“I’m beginning to regret it.”

“No, you’re not.”

That startled him.

She saw it happen.

Tiny.

Brief.

But there.

Men like Shervin were probably obeyed constantly. Managed carefully. Spoken to like expensive bombs.

Nobody teased him.

Nobody interrupted him.

Nobody looked directly into his eyes and challenged him.

And apparently... he liked that.

Which was deeply concerning for everyone involved.

The interview continued for nearly an hour.

It should have been terrible.

Instead, it became strangely magnetic.

Shandiz mocked billionaire routines.

Shervin dryly mocked influencers.

She accused luxury hotels of charging twelve dollars for almonds.

He replied, deadpan:

“They’re imported almonds.”

She laughed so hard she snorted.

And God help him, Shervin smiled again.

A real one this time.

Small.

Crooked.

Transforming.

It changed his entire face.

Without the cold mask, he looked devastating.

Experienced.

Male.

The kind of man who knew exactly how to touch a woman slowly enough to destroy her sanity.

Her brain needed to stop doing that immediately.

“So,” she asked carefully near the end of the interview, “what does a man like you want that money can’t buy?”

The question changed the room.

Shervin went still.

Completely still.

For the first time since entering, she sensed genuine emotion crack through his composure.

Not anger.

Something sadder.

His gaze held hers steadily.

Then he answered in that deep quiet voice.

“Peace.”

No joke.

No performance.

Just truth.

The word settled heavily between them.

And suddenly Shandiz understood something terrifying.

This man wasn’t cold.

He was lonely enough to freeze from the inside out.

The interview ended shortly afterward.

Shandiz packed her equipment awkwardly, suddenly hyper-aware of him watching her.

At the door, she turned back.

“You know,” she said lightly, “you’re much less awful than I expected.”

“How generous of you.”

“I’m serious.”

“So am I.”

Her breath caught.

The intensity in his eyes nearly rooted her to the floor.

Danger.

Dangerous man.

Dangerous chemistry.

Dangerous curiosity.

She forced herself to grin.

“Well. Try not to destroy any economies before the episode airs.”

“I’ll do my best.”

She opened the door.

Then paused.

“Oh, and for the record?”

“Yes?”

“You absolutely smiled.”

For the first time all afternoon, Shervin looked genuinely amused.

“Get out of my office, Miss Farrow.”

She left laughing.

But halfway down the hallway, her smile faded slightly.

Because her heart was beating too fast.

And because somewhere deep in her instincts, she knew with terrifying certainty—

That man was about to change her life.



That night, long after midnight, Shervin sat alone in his penthouse office.

The city glittered below him.

Unread emails filled his screen.

Financial reports waited untouched.

Instead, he replayed a podcast clip on his phone.

Again.

And again.

Shandiz’s voice filled the room.

“You glare at people like a retired mafia king.”

He should have been annoyed.

She was chaotic.

Unprofessional.

Far too young for him.

And completely immune to his reputation.

Yet he found himself staring at the paused screen after the video ended.

At her bright eyes.

That reckless smile.

The way she looked at him like she could see through every expensive wall he’d built around himself.

A dangerous woman.

Shervin leaned back slowly in his chair.

Then, against all logic—

He smiled.
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Chapter 2 — The Unexpected Invitation
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Shandiz was halfway through recording a podcast episode titled Why Billionaires Should Be Forced To Assemble IKEA Furniture Once A Year when her phone buzzed.

She ignored it.

Mina pointed at her from across the tiny recording studio.

“Your face just lit up.”

“It did not.”

“It absolutely did.”

Shandiz frowned at the screen.

Unknown Number.

“That’s either spam or someone suing us.”

“Answer it.”

She sighed dramatically before putting the call on speaker.

“Hello, this is Loud Mouth Podcast, emotionally unstable division.”

A familiar deep voice answered.

“Do you always answer phones like that?”

The room froze.

Mina’s jaw dropped so hard it nearly hit the desk.

Shandiz sat upright instantly.

Oh no.

Why did hearing his voice do that to her stomach?

Shervin Daryan sounded calm as ever. Smooth. Controlled. Rich enough to lower property values accidentally.

“You called me,” she said carefully.

“I did.”

“Should I be worried?”

“Probably.”

Mina silently screamed into a pillow.

Traitor.

Shandiz swiveled her chair away from her friend.

“What can I do for you, Mr. Daryan?”

“I’m opening a new hotel tomorrow evening.”

“And?”

“And I’d like media coverage.”

She narrowed her eyes immediately.

There it is.

Publicity.

Of course.

Men like him always wanted something.

“You already have real journalists for that.”

“I dislike real journalists.”

“And you like me?”

A pause.

Dangerous pause.

“I find you... refreshing.”

Her pulse did an embarrassing little cartwheel.

Absolutely unacceptable.

“Well,” she said quickly, “refreshing people usually come with emotional damage and poor financial planning.”

“I’ve noticed.”

Mina nearly fell out of her chair laughing silently.

Shandiz glared at her.

Shervin continued.

“Will you attend?”

“What exactly would I be doing?”

“Interviewing guests. Recording reactions. Experiencing the hotel.”

“That sounds suspiciously like rich-people propaganda.”

“It’s a hotel opening, Miss Farrow. Not a military coup.”

“Those are exactly the words someone planning a coup would use.”

For the first time, she heard it clearly.

That low quiet laugh again.

God.

Why was that attractive?

Older men should not sound like midnight whiskey and bad decisions.

“I’ll send a car for you at seven.”

“You assume I’m saying yes?”

“You haven’t said no.”

Annoyingly accurate.

Shandiz leaned back in her chair.

“Fine. But if I see tiny decorative towels that cost more than my rent, I’m judging everyone.”

“I look forward to it.”

The call ended.

Silence exploded across the studio.

Then Mina screamed.

“Oh my GOD.”

Shandiz groaned.

“Do not start.”

“You’re flirting with a billionaire.”

“I am antagonizing a billionaire.”

“That man wants you.”

Shandiz snorted loudly.

“He wants podcast exposure.”

But even as she said it, she remembered his eyes.

That impossible stillness whenever he looked at her.

The way his attention felt physical.

No.

Absolutely not.

Men like Shervin Daryan did not fall for women like her.

And women with functioning survival instincts definitely did not fall for men like him.

Unfortunately, Shandiz had never possessed functioning survival instincts.
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