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Chapter 1 — The Billionaire Father
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Omar had built an empire by learning how to control everything.

Markets.

Companies.

Negotiations.

People.

He could walk into a boardroom filled with executives twice his size and half his age and silence the room with a single look. At fifty-six, he was one of the most successful businessmen in the country, the owner of hotels, technology investments, luxury properties, and several companies whose names appeared regularly in financial magazines.

His face had appeared on magazine covers more times than he cared to remember.

Yet there was one thing Omar could not control.

His home.

He stood at the enormous windows of his study, staring across the gardens while the morning sun slowly climbed over the trees.

The mansion was beautiful.

It had been designed by one of the world's most expensive architects. Marble floors stretched through the entrance hall. Original paintings decorated the walls. The garden contained fountains, a swimming pool, and a private playground.

Everything was perfect.

Except for the silence.

Omar glanced at his watch.

Eight thirty in the morning.

He should have been on his way to his office already.

Instead, he was standing in his study because his eight-year-old daughter had refused to go to school.

Again.

A soft knock came at the door.

"Come in."

The door opened, and his house manager, Mrs. Harris, stepped inside.

She was one of the few people who had worked for Omar long enough to speak honestly to him.

"She's still in her room," Mrs. Harris said.

Omar sighed.

"Did she eat breakfast?"

"Half a piece of toast."

"That's not enough."

"I know."

Omar turned toward her.

"What happened this time?"

Mrs. Harris hesitated.

"She asked if the new nanny was coming today."

Omar frowned.

"I told her we weren't hiring another nanny until we found someone reliable."

"That's precisely the problem, Mr. Omar."

He stared at her.

"What does that mean?"

"She doesn't want another nanny."

Omar rubbed his forehead.

For the past six months, his daughter had gone through four nannies.

One had been too strict.

Another had treated the job like a business transaction.

The third had been wonderful on paper but spent most of her time trying to impress Omar.

The fourth had left after three weeks because she couldn't handle the demands of the household.

Omar had begun to wonder whether the problem was the nannies or the entire situation.

Perhaps his daughter simply wanted her father.

That thought hurt.

Because Omar knew he had not been there enough.

"I'll talk to her," he said.

Mrs. Harris smiled gently.

"You should."

Omar left the study and walked upstairs.

His daughter's bedroom was at the end of the corridor.

He knocked.

No answer.

He knocked again.

"Sweetheart?"

Still nothing.

Omar opened the door.

His daughter was sitting on the window seat, wearing her school uniform but with her backpack untouched on the floor.

She was looking outside.

"Are you angry with me?" Omar asked.

"No."

"Then why aren't you going to school?"

She shrugged.

Omar walked over and sat beside her.

"What is it?"

"I don't want another nanny."

He was quiet for a moment.

"I know."

"You always hire a new one."

"I know."

"And then they leave."

Omar looked at her.

"I don't want them to leave either."

She finally turned toward him.

"Why can't you stay home?"

The question struck harder than any business negotiation ever had.

Omar swallowed.

"Because Daddy has to work."

"You always have to work."

There was no accusation in her voice.

That made it worse.

Omar looked down at his hands.

His daughter was right.

He had spent years convincing himself that everything he did was for her.

The mansion.

The security.

The private school.

The vacations.

The financial security that would last for generations.

But none of those things could sit beside her at breakfast.

None could help with homework.

None could listen when she was frightened.

And none could replace a parent.

"I'll try to spend more time with you," he promised.

She looked skeptical.

"You said that before."

Omar had no answer.

After a few seconds, he kissed the top of her head.

"Mrs. Harris says she knows someone who might be different."

His daughter looked at him suspiciously.

"Another nanny?"

"Yes."

"I don't want one."

"Just meet her."

"What if I don't like her?"

"Then we don't hire her."

His daughter thought about that.

"Promise?"

"I promise."

She finally nodded.

"Okay."

Omar smiled faintly.

"Good. Now eat something."

She gave him a small smile.

"Okay."

As he stood, his phone vibrated.

The moment he looked at the screen, the businessman returned.

Three missed calls from his chief executive officer.

Two messages from his lawyers.

A reminder about a major acquisition.

His daughter noticed.

"You have to work again."

Omar looked at the phone.

Then he turned it off.

"Not for the next hour."

Her smile was immediate.

And for the first time that morning, Omar felt that perhaps one small thing had gone right.



By ten thirty, Omar was sitting in his office with Mrs. Harris.

On the desk between them was a folder.

"The candidate's name is Pamella," Mrs. Harris said.

Omar opened the folder.

A photograph was clipped to the first page.

Pamella was young.

Very young.

Omar estimated she was somewhere in her twenties.

Her expression was calm, her smile natural rather than carefully posed.

He looked at the résumé.

Twenty-six years old.

Experience in childcare.

Education in early childhood development.

Excellent references.

No criminal record.

No history of changing jobs frequently.

Omar read the information twice.

"She's twenty-six."

"Yes."

"That's young for this responsibility."

"She's more experienced than most people twice her age."

Omar looked at Mrs. Harris.

"You've already decided you like her."

"I've spoken with her."

"And?"

Mrs. Harris smiled.

"I think she might be exactly what this house needs."

Omar closed the folder.

"She knows what this job involves?"

"Yes."

"She knows whose child she'll be caring for?"

"Yes."

"Does she understand the security arrangements?"

"Yes."

"Does she understand the hours?"

"Yes."

Omar leaned back.

"And she still wants the job?"

Mrs. Harris laughed.

"Apparently."

That caught his attention.

Most people who came to work for Omar knew exactly who he was.

Some were intimidated.

Others were fascinated by his wealth.

Some wanted access to his world.

Pamella's résumé gave no indication that she cared about any of those things.

"How soon can she come?"

"Today."

Omar checked his schedule.

"I have a meeting at eleven."

"Then perhaps after lunch?"

He nodded.

"Three o'clock."

"I'll arrange it."

Mrs. Harris stood.

Before leaving, she stopped.

"Mr. Omar?"

"Yes?"

"Don't interview her like you're hiring a CEO."

He raised an eyebrow.

"I'm not?"

"No."

She smiled.

"You're hiring someone to take care of your daughter."

Then she left.

Omar looked down at Pamella's photograph again.

There was something about her expression he couldn't explain.

She looked comfortable with herself.

Not impressed.

Not nervous.

Not eager to please.

Omar wondered what would happen when she walked into his mansion and discovered the kind of life he lived.

Would she be like everyone else?

Would the money change the way she looked at him?

He didn't know.

But at three o'clock, he intended to find out.



Pamella arrived precisely at three.

Omar was standing in the entrance hall when the front door opened.

She stepped inside wearing a simple cream blouse, dark trousers, and modest shoes.

No designer handbag.

No excessive jewelry.

No attempt to look glamorous.

She carried a small folder in one hand.

She looked around the entrance hall briefly.

Then her eyes settled on Omar.

"Mr. Omar?"

"Yes."

"I'm Pamella."

"I know."

He extended his hand.

She shook it.

Her handshake was firm.

"Thank you for meeting with me."

Omar studied her face.

She seemed remarkably calm.

Most candidates became visibly nervous within seconds of entering the mansion.

Pamella didn't.

"You can call me Omar," he said.

She smiled politely.

"Thank you."

He gestured toward the sitting room.

"Let's talk."

They walked inside.

Omar sat across from her.

Pamella placed her folder on the table.

He began with the usual questions.

Her experience.

Her education.

Her references.

Her availability.

She answered everything clearly.

Then Omar asked, "Why do you want this position?"

Pamella looked at him for a moment.

"Because I enjoy working with children."

"That's it?"

"No."

Omar waited.

"I also think children need consistency."

He leaned forward.

"What do you mean?"

"They need adults who show up. Not just physically. Emotionally."

The answer made him pause.

Pamella continued.

"Children notice when someone is distracted. They notice when someone promises something and doesn't follow through."

Omar felt as though she had somehow seen through the walls of his carefully protected life.

"Are you saying parents don't do enough?"

"I'm saying every family is different."

Her answer was diplomatic.

"I don't judge families. I simply try to give children stability where I can."

Omar nodded slowly.

"And what would you do if my daughter refused to listen to you?"

"I would try to understand why."

"Suppose she continued refusing."

"I'd remain patient."

"And if patience didn't work?"

Pamella smiled.

"Then I'd call her father."

Omar almost smiled.

"You wouldn't handle it yourself?"

"She's your daughter."

The answer was simple.

"But I'm hiring you."

"To help care for her. Not to replace you."

Omar stared at her.

Something shifted inside him.

He had interviewed executives who gave him complicated answers to simple questions.

Pamella had given him a simple answer that somehow felt more important than anything he had heard all day.

Before he could respond, a small voice came from the doorway.

"Daddy?"

Omar turned.

His daughter was standing there.

She looked at Pamella.

Pamella smiled.

"Hello."

The girl didn't answer immediately.

She looked at Omar.

"Is she the new nanny?"

Omar glanced at Pamella.

"She's here for an interview."

His daughter walked into the room.

She studied Pamella carefully.

Then she asked the question Omar had been expecting.

"Are you going to leave too?"

Pamella's expression softened.

She didn't make a promise.

She didn't say something artificial.

Instead, she said, "I hope I won't."

The girl looked surprised.

"Why?"

"Because I'd like to get to know you."

A small smile appeared on the child's face.

Omar noticed it immediately.

It was the first real smile he'd seen that morning.

Pamella smiled back.

And Omar suddenly understood why Mrs. Harris had been so confident.

Perhaps this woman really was different.

Perhaps she was exactly what his daughter needed.

And, although he couldn't possibly know it yet, Pamella was about to change far more than his daughter's life.

She was about to change his.
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