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The glass walls of the Bennett Tower shuddered following the rumble of thunder that echoed through the sky. The stormy scene that unfolded on the other side of the glass mirrored the chaos consuming Jonathan Bennett’s world. As the CEO of one of the most dominant corporations in New York City, he had always been the symbol of success and power. But now, his empire staggered on the edge of collapse after yet another one of his scandals went public, sending unrecoverable shockwaves through the financial markets and the stocks of JBex Systems.


Jonathan stood tensed in front of the floor-to-ceiling windows of his huge lavish office. His chiseled jaw was clenched in frustration and his eyes pierced through the cold glass like lasers. His dark disheveled hair seemed even messier than usual, and his shirt underneath his expensive blazer was unbuttoned down to his mid-chest, his appearance mirroring the chaos within him. The view of the city skyline outside his window, which had always managed to wash him over with peace, seemed invisible behind the storm as if the universe was personally taunting him.


The door to his office swung open, and Roger Bennett, Jonathan’s intimidating father, and chairman of JBex Systems, strode in with determination and an aura of disappointment. 


“Jonathan, we need to talk,” he said, his deep voice laced with concern.


Jonathan turned to face his father, his piercing blue eyes flaming with defiance. “Save your breath, Dad. I know why you are here. Let me guess. You’re here to tell me that we need to do damage control, right? So that we can salvage what’s left of my—no, our reputation?”


Roger’s expression softened, tinged with a hint of disappointment. His only son used to be so innocent and mild until he became CEO. After that, he lost all control, and even though Roger was angry, he couldn’t help but feel guilty that he had watched him change in front of his own eyes. Now, he feared that there was no turning around.


“We’ve been down this road, again and again, Johnny Boy. You know the consequences of your actions, and yet, you keep on doing it. Why?” Roger asked as he reached out to grab onto his son’s shoulder.


Jonathan stepped back and looked away. “I don’t know, okay! Ever since Mom passed, there’s been an empty abyss within me, and nothing I do seems to help fill it and make it whole. Instead, I choose to have fun with others who want to have fun. What’s the harm in that?”


“What’s the harm? Damn it, Jonathan! You were snapped by a paparazzi stumbling out of a nightclub, drunk beyond your mind! And you didn’t stop there! You punched the bouncer for trying to help you stand straight. Had the driver not come there in time, you would have continued fighting with someone who was only trying to help you! Why do you always do that?!” his father shouted as he slammed his palm on the mahogany table.


Jonathan gulped hard, realizing the truth in his father’s words as guilt twisted his insides. Yet, he was a proud man and refused to humble himself despite his mistakes. 


“So, what? Apologies have been conveyed, and a contribution has been made to the club and the bouncer. It’s done,” the young CEO replied with a casual wave of hand as he strolled over the glass windows, away from his enraged father. 


Roger refused to back down, his son’s casual disregard for his reputation only fueling his rage and disappointment. “Jonathan Lucas Bennett, you know as well as I do that our corporation’s survival depends on restoring the faith of the public in our leadership. Your actions have now caused catastrophic damage to our shares and our standing in the market!”


The proud CEO took a seat in his chair and swirled it away from his father, facing the drenched glass windows. His father’s words echoed in his ears in a taunt, but it wasn’t the first time he had heard them.


Frankly, he was growing rather tired of being pointed to as the culprit of everything wrong that happened to the company. Being just 28 years old, Young Jonathan believed that he was still in the prime of his life. But, instead of experiencing adventures and creating memories that would last for a lifetime, Jonathan felt as if he was a captive, stuck between the walls of his reality as the CEO of a thriving company. It was not that he didn’t work hard to get where he was or that he didn’t like owning a company, but Jonathan felt as if his shift from his teenage years to adulthood had been robbed way too early. Hell, he had never even been truly in love. 


Roger Bennett took off his spectacles and pinched the bridge of his nose in frustration. He was torn between guiding his son in the right footsteps as a future leader of a legacy and comforting his motherless son. 


“Johnny Boy, we need to show people that we are stable and that we are serious about becoming a corporation they can trust in. And you know as well as I do that comes with a suitable partner by your side,” he explained as he abruptly swirled Jonathan’s chair to face him. 


Jonathan’s frustration boiled over, his control slipping. “I have told you a million times, Dad, I’m not interested in finding a wife and settling down right now! Why won’t you let me live my life and enjoy my bachelorhood?! I deserve that decency!”


It was the truth; young Jonathan could barely keep his life in one piece and enjoy life. On top of that, his father wanted him to marry, and Jonathan knew that it was not because he thought his son needed someone to have and to hold but so that the outside world could see him as a married man and hence, label him as stable. Jonathan found this fact to be ridiculous, and from that moment on, he just couldn’t endure it anymore. 


“Jon—” Roger tried calling out to him in a comforting tone, but his son raised his hand to stop him. 


Shaking his head, Jonathan Bennett turned his chair around and stared outside at the calming storm. “That’s enough, Dad. No more, please. I have a lot of work to do now.”


Roger opened his mouth to plead with his son again but judging by the aura of stubbornness that radiated from him, Roger decided against it. With a loud disappointed sigh, he headed to the door to leave. However, Roger turned around to look at his son before leaving and wondered if Jonathan would be that way if his mother was still alive. 


Once he was finally alone, Jonathan let out a groan as he leaned back in his chair. Frankly, he was tired of hearing his father say the same thing every time he screwed up, just like a broken record.


Slowly, his hands moved to run through his hair, and just before he could tug at it in frustration, a soft knock echoed through the room. 


“What is it, Dad?! Haven’t you done enough?!” Jonathan roared, infuriated at his father’s annoying persistence. 


However, instead of the gray-haired man, a young brunette peeked her head through the slightly open door. Instantly, the room lit up, chasing away the dark cloud that loomed over the young CEO.


“Mr. Bennett? It’s me, Lily.” The minute the soft familiar voice reached his ears, Jonathan’s muscles relaxed, and he exhaled in relief. 


Sitting up straight in his chair, he adjusted himself before replying, “Oh, it’s you, Lily. Come on in.”


“Is everything okay, Mr. Bennett? You seem distraught,” she asked Jonathan politely as she strolled into the office, her medium-height heels tapping the floor softly. 


Jonathan nodded slightly and cleared his throat. “Yes. Everything is fine. Can I help you with something?”


“I just wanted to bring you this,” she answered as she placed a coffee cup and a small box on his table. “It’s your favorite Caramel Macchiato and two plain sugar donuts.”


A smile curled Jonathan’s lips instantly, and he chuckled in amusement. “Ho…how did you know that this was exactly what I needed?”


“I know you, Mr. B. The minute I heard you yelling earlier, I ordered them because I know that it’s the only thing that can calm you down,” she replied, much to Jonathan’s surprise. 


After taking a sip of his coffee, a smirk curved his lips as he looked at his secretary with gratitude and awe. “Thank you, Lily. Truly.”


Nodding respectfully, she turned around and left Jonathan alone with only one thing running in his mind as he took a bite of the donut. “It’s funny how you know me better than myself and my family, Lily.” 

* * *

“What now, Dad?” Jonathan demanded as soon as the elevator opened on the 16th floor, the floor that held the biggest meeting rooms in the building.


Roger looked around before approaching his son uneasily. “It’s the board. They want to meet with you.”


“But why? And why did they not inform me about it? Why are you telling me this?” the CEO questioned as his eyes scanned the empty floor.


Letting out an exhale, Roger looked directly at his son with furrowed brows. “They hoped that I would advise you to do the right thing. They want me to convince you to seriously consider getting married and settling down.”


“Are you kidding me?! Who are they to tell me what I should do with my life? The choice of getting married is my choice! Not yours and certainly not theirs!” Jonathan retorted as his fists clenched at his sides.


Roger’s voice grew stern. “This is not a choice, Jonathan. It’s a necessity born out of your own reckless actions! The board of directors demands it, and frankly, I support their decision.”


Jonathan’s entire body riled up in anger, and without a single word, he stormed off in the direction of the boardroom. The minute he pushed open the doors, an immediate air of power and authority surrounded him, grounding Jonathan and his burning anger. His gaze swept across the stern faces of the board of directors, realizing how much each of them was judging him and yearning to meddle in his life. Determination burned in his eyes as he prepared to confront them, his voice steady and resolute.


“Enough is enough,” Jonathan declared, his tone commanding the attention of the room. “I’ve had it with the constant interference and questions about my personal life. My focus should be on steering this company toward success, not appeasing your curiosity. On top of that, you try to go over me by using my father to convince me? That is too far!”


Several board members exchanged uneasy glances, realizing the weight of Jonathan’s words. But one of them, a veteran director with a reputation for being particularly vocal, couldn’t resist pushing further.


“Jonathan, we are only concerned about the stability of the company,” the director, Mr. Smith, insisted, his voice laced with a hint of patronization. “We need assurance that you are committed and capable of leading in these challenging times, challenging times that you have steered us into.”


Jonathan’s fists tightened, and he prepared to storm forward, but Roger quickly held him back skillfully. “Jonathan, what Mr. Smith is referring to is the deal with Japan. Mr. Hinata is in town, and he happened to read the paper that highlighted your incident. He is now uncertain if he wants to move forward with us.”


“Yes, exactly. So, you see, Jonathan, what we are asking for is not baseless. We can’t just stand aside and watch you do things that would jeopardize this corporation. Show us that you are serious and committed, or else we might lose faith in you.” Mr. Smith’s words, laced with mockery, echoed through the boardroom and seeped doubt into the minds of the other board members. 


Jonathan’s jaw tightened as he felt his patience growing thin. He took a step forward, his presence dominating the room. “Fine! If commitment is what you seek, then rest assured, you don’t have to worry. Not that it’s any of your business, but yes, there is someone in my life.”


Gasps and murmurs filled the boardroom, the unexpected revelation stirring a mix of shock and curiosity. As the board whispered among themselves, Jonathan turned to look at his father and found Roger Bennett in a state of shock, although there was a spark of doubt in his piercing gaze. 


“It shouldn’t be surprising to any of you. I chose to have a discreet proposal. It’s my personal life and I didn’t want to make it public until the right time,” Jonathan expressed, his voice heavy with authority. “But since it seems to matter so much to all of you, let it be known that Mr. Jonathan Bennett, CEO of JBex Systems, is engaged.”


“What? To whom?” Roger blurted out, his eyes widening with the increasing depth of his son’s revelation.


Looking around the room, Jonathan gulped hard, clearly unprepared for the question
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