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Taking in the stunning view of the clear blue sky from the wall-to-wall window of a skyscraper office tower in Melbourne CBD has been her childhood dreams. The sight of the vast expanse of blue above the bustling city always filled her with a sense of wonder and joy. She aspired to be a prosperous entrepreneur, envisioning herself at the helm of a multi-million-dollar business and working from the most luxurious office within the company she built. Occasionally, her imagination ran high as she visualised herself gracefully sitting at a grand mahogany desk, delicately holding a cup and sipping her favourite Peppermint tea, letting the soothing aroma envelop her senses, and a gentle smile of fulfilment gracing her lips. 

Currently standing in the middle of the massive office, her dream, in a way, had been realised. 

Except for one problem. 

This was not her office room. No fancy titles or big accomplishments whatsoever. She was not a business owner nor a high-ranking position at a company. She was just a regular admin girl.

After her endless shudders for a few hours in the room, another silent prayer whispered in her heart, wishing this ordeal could come to an end soon. She gazed blankly at the only other presence in the room, watching him lay on the floor in a state of helplessness. His head was gently elevated, supported by a cushion she grabbed from the couch. His right leg was supported by another cushion, with the upper thigh tied with a messy ribbon from his torn shirt sleeves. Seeing his poor shape intensified her fear as the cloth and the cushion got soaked up more and more with his blood. 

His eyes were closed, and his breathing sounded steady. It was hard to tell if he was sleeping or in distress. But he looked so calm and peaceful. What currently befell them was mind-blowing. Although he was the last man she would have wanted to be stuck in a room with, the thought of him dying would be the last thing she had in mind. She hoped both of them could escape from this place unharmed.  

Turning away from the miserable sight, her gaze returned to the skyscraper view outside the window. The beautiful sight brought her some comfort. Her lips drew a bittersweet smile, marvelling at the irony of life. 

Ever since she graduated from college, she had dreamed of working in a multinational corporation. This dream inspired her to swiftly earn her degree at university. She landed her first dream job as a junior officer in business operations. Life continued to unfold beautifully with marriage to her high school sweetheart and the motherhood of a pair of gorgeous children. She was fortunate to work for a supportive line manager as his Executive Assistant before he retired. 

Things turned out a bit patchy when she returned from her maternity leave. She was assigned to different departments until she landed her current EA role with a man who was infamously known for his ruthless demands. It was supposed to be a temporary role filling in for the actual EA, who was on vacation for six weeks. However, the past month had been a real challenge for her. 

The man who was possibly lifeless on the floor was the one who had tormented her. Just a little while ago, before they were in the current state, she had imagined being the one curled on the floor, weeping for her fate. 

Until a gun unexpectedly exploded, releasing a deafening noise as the bullet penetrated the air, and he stumbled and fell to the ground.  

Chaos ensued. A hysterical scream echoed through the air. The fire alarm blazed. The hallway outside the room became dark and full of smoke.  Fear and shock washed over her. But witnessing his fall at her feet, her first instinct was to shut the door and lock it. Whatever that overtook her mind at that time, she had no idea. With all her might, she dragged his body away from the door.

His ugly cursing and growl reverberated in the room. Everything became blurry, and his voice was like a distant echo. Her brain was racing as her heart pounded hard, unable to wrap her head around what was happening. Then suddenly, a deep, dark, sinister male voice boomed from the central tower speaker. The office building had been hijacked. That was the last thing she could imagine working in such a prestigious place. 

After the hijacker made his demands known, a heavy silence crept in. A wave of numbness washed over her, met with the grimace on his face as sweat sheathing on his forehead. Eventually, like a defeated beast, he grew quiet and rested his head with hazy eyes staring at the ceiling. She knew that was not a good sign. He seemed to be in a lot of pain and could even be on the brink of death.

Recalling the first aid course she was delegated to, she did her best to comfort him with whatever was available in the room. Although she was not anticipating any gratitude, she could tell he was too tired to express it even if he wanted to. Sitting quietly beside him, her gaze returned to the window. Her only wish was that they could get out of here. Staying positive, remembering her family was her rock and motivation. They were the light at the end of the tunnel that she held onto tightly.

The sound of throat clearing from the central speaker jolted her. His eyes snapped open from what apparent to be only his peaceful sleep. 

“Ladies and gentlemen, it’s time to settle our scores!” 

They exchanged curious glances, both pondering what the words mean. 

“First of all, there is a man whom I want to meet. Mr Tyler Fraser! I’m pretty sure you’re still alive. Open the door and show us what you can do to save your company.” 

The hijacker talked about him. His lips curved into a bitter loop as if he had already anticipated it. He was an essential figure in the company. It would not be a surprise if the hijacker hunted him.  He nodded at her, signalling her to open the door as instructed. She took another shuddering breath, unsure whether this would be a good idea. With full of hesitancy, she stood up and slowly made her way to the door. 

She glanced another look at him before touching the door handle and was met with his affirmative nod. However, her hand was left hovering in the air. 

“He only wants me. He will let you go.” His weak voice finally pierced the silence between them. “Besides, I believe you want me gone from your life.” 

His grin appeared on the corner of his lips. A wolfish smile that had been haunting her for the past weeks and always sent a disgusting churn in her stomach. The moment of what he almost did to her before this ordeal, flashed in her mind and ignited an ire in her chest. Yes, she wanted him gone from her life. But not by sending him to his demise. 

His impatience was the answer to her doubt. He lurched forward, twisted the lock and flung open the door. 

There he was, his potential murderer, standing outside with both arms on the chest and feet planted firmly on the ground. Dressed in a suit reminiscent of a soldier, the hijacker’s tousled fringe fell slightly on his forehead as he tilted his head. His gaze landed on her first before he put on his fierce mask to glance at his prey. 

“Are you alright, Amanda?” 

She held her breath as her name was called. The person she saw as the hijacker made her question if her brain was playing tricks on her. However, his rich baritone voice was not foreign to her ear. His gentle voice was her routine morning short lullaby every time she stepped into the printing room on her office floor. He would greet her with his polite smile, and their friendly chit-chat for a couple of minutes followed. The same man now stood tall, with a tight jaw on his face and a weapon on his arm. It was like a nightmare she couldn't wake up from.

And yet, a lump in her throat wobbled as she found a way to breathe. 

“Ben?” 
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The Past - 48 hours earlier

Caffeine. Caffeine. Caffeine. 

That was the only word hanging in Amanda’s head as she stepped into her work desk. The time showed 8 o’clock in the morning, and the office floor was only halfway full. From the half-opened double door of her new boss’s office room, she let out a sigh of relief that she had beaten him in.  In just a matter of minutes, Mr Tyler Fraser, the VP of Fraser & Co would enter his office and start to bestow her with a daily nightmare. What she needed to focus on now was getting a cup of his favourite latte on his desk before she could sip her own espresso. 

Another long day, she thought. She filled in this role three weeks ago and had probably been working twelve hours daily. Fortunately, it was only a temporary role. But she did not recall Megan – the real Mr Fraser’s EA warned her about his demanding boss. Perhaps it was her fault to trust Megan naively. Bitching around fellow EAs was common in a big corporate firm. No exception in this case. If she were underperforming, she would look bad, while Megan would shine. Besides, she should be aware when taking up this job, that her main role was to provide unwavering support to a high-profile person, the son of the founder. 

Her heart questioned whether the sacrifices of her demanding job were truly worth it. The pay was bloody good, but her precious time with her family was irreplaceable. For at least six weeks, she had foreseen she could not see her children every day. Hamish and Isla were still in dreamland when she left for work and fast asleep by the time she got home. One thing she could cherish was watching their peaceful sleeping faces before crawling into her bed. 

Amanda valued the importance of family. With her parents living far away in regional Victoria, without Sean’s parents’ help, none of them would have time to run  errands for the kids. She owed her in-laws a great deal. Whenever she felt like giving up, she reminded herself that this hectic time was only temporary. Hopefully, she would find a better work-life balance in her next role. 

A gentle chime from her mobile phone caught her attention. Spinning her head around, she had not sighted any sign of Mr Fraser’s appearance. Her fingers moved speedily to check her message—a text from Sean. 

Bad News. I just received a redundancy announcement. 

Amanda took a deep sigh. Sean worked as a technical engineer in a global automotive manufacturer for the past ten years. He already knew the ins and outs of the company and weathered a couple of restructurings in the past. But it never crossed their mind that this time it would be his turn. 

Placing a quick glance at the clock, she still had a bit of time. No sign that her boss was coming, Amanda called her husband. 

“What happened?” Her weak voice echoed as she shoved her side straight brown hair in dismay. 

They had been married for eleven years. Sometimes it made her wonder whether their way of talking to each other became a bit too casual, lacking any hint of affection. They began their relationship as a friend before it escalated into romance. After the birth of two children within two years, they seemed to slip back into friend mode. Their conversations mostly revolved around kids' schedules, surviving household chores and work routines. Definitely, it was something they needed to work on. 

Sean let out a deep sigh, mirroring her wary voice. “We had a town meeting this morning and it looks like my position is impacted by the changes. I've only got six weeks left here." 

“Any chance you could potentially be redeployed?” 

Though she could not physically see him, Amanda could visualize Sean shrugging his shoulder. 

“No idea. I'll see if I can chat with some folks from different departments to see if any opportunities pop up." 

“Did you see this coming?” 

“Kinda.” Another deep sigh from Sean. “You've been so wrapped up in things lately. We haven't really had a chance to catch up."

His tone was filled with disappointment. Amanda closed her eyes briefly as a twinge of remorse hit her.

“I’m sorry. It’s been hectic in the office.” That was all she could say. Her eyes hawked around to ensure no one was within her earshot. “My new boss is horrible.” 

"How long are you filling in this role for?"

“Six weeks. I’m just filling in for his EA who is on vacation.” 

“You’re only in your third week.” 

Amanda chuckled at her husband’s discouraging remark. “Right. And I’m dying.” 

“Hang in there. We only have six weeks to survive.” 

Amanda could not deny the reality of the situation. Once Sean was unemployed, and her career was up in the air, they would be left without any income. She had been fortunate so far, bouncing between different departments with only short breaks in between. At least it ensured the continuity of her income stream. 

The chime of the lift door opening made her heart skip a bit. That could be Mr Tyler Fraser! Craning her neck to get a better view, her breath hitched at the sight of the formidable figure of her boss. Mr Tyler Fraser, currently sitting at the third for Fraser & Co’s throne, made his way to his office room with his usual air of confidence. Perhaps that was how a leader was supposed to be, Amanda thought. 

Apart from the unfriendly no-nonsense mask that he put on his face, in his mid-thirties, Amanda could not resist labelling him as awfully handsome. The girls who had been working on the same floor have always seemed to be captivated by his presence.  His dark suit was always immaculate, creaseless, glistening from luxurious brands. His dark brown hair perfectly complemented his deep lid brown eyes and eyebrows. He was cleanly shaven most of the time, especially when there were meetings. Yet, when he showed up with a hint of stubble on his chiselled jaw, the whispers between the girls were even louder. 

As a fresh face on the floor, Amanda had not had much time to form close connections. She only had time to exchange quick hellos with a couple of people whom she passed by on her way to her desk. How could she have time to speak with them, when most of her time was occupied with ceaseless demands from her boss? 

Mr Tyler Fraser could be classified as an unreasonable demanding boss. Since her first day, Amanda shifted uncomfortably under the scrutinization of his eagle eyes. Her initial interview was with Megan, hence her first day was also marked the first encounter with Mr Fraser himself. The first few minutes of their meeting were full of his interrogation of her family life. Amanda was not offended by the questions. Building a rapport was as just as important as the job itself. However, the heat of his gaze on her sent a shiver down her spine.

As if he wanted to maul her. 

She shook off the awkward feelings and reminded herself to stay professional.  Man with power and position like Mr Fraser would tend to be intimidating. He handed her a long list of work to do, from preparing documents, sending emails and letters, travel arrangements, and meeting appointments, to taking care of his personal stuff, including organising his kids’ school pick-up and getting birthday presents for his daughter’s friend. It made her reminisce about the glorious time when she worked with her now retired wonderful favourite boss Mr Malcolm who never burdened her with his personal stuff. He was truly a rare find. 

“I’ve got to go. My boss is here.” Her quick whisper was responded to by Sean’s soft grunt. The word ‘bye’ was exchanged briskly, and then she hung up at the right time before Mr Fraser reached her desk.

“My office.” He gestured his head to his office door. 

Amanda restrained herself from rolling her eyes. No single morning greetings were even exchanged. She had accepted the fact that this would be a habit she had to endure for six weeks. She followed him to his room and closed the door behind her, anticipating he would begin ranting with the list of jobs he wanted her to do. 

That was exactly what happened for the first twenty minutes of their meeting. Amanda could literally feel the adrenaline coursing through her veins as her brain switched on what she needed to prioritise. Nevertheless, she could not help but feel a bit queasy whenever she looked up. Unsure whether it was by coincidence or not, their eyes would clash, and her breathing became shaky to be the recipient of his hawking. 

“I heard about the restructuring in your husband’s company.” His unexpected statement, though it sounded casual, caught her off guard, and brought their work topic into a sudden change. 

Amanda blinked in confusion. He seemed to find her reaction amusing, with a small smirk playing on his lips. 

“Um... How did you...?” she stuttered. 

He seemed to anticipate what she was about to ask. “You must have forgotten who I am. Getting this kind of insider info is a piece of cake for me, especially when it involves one of my employees." 

“Oh...” Her lips parted as she processed the news. Her thoughts raced, debating whether it was typical for an employer to be so well-informed. But instead of dwelling on it, she decided to push those thoughts aside and not overthink the situation.

“I suppose that means you will have to put in extra effort, Amanda. For your family. Your husband will be out of work soon.” He continued with an unreadable facial expression that made Amanda swallow the lump in her throat. Thousands of questions swirling in her mind. What were those words supposed to mean? The crease on her forehead did not go unnoticed by him.  A slight smirk played on his lips. 

Unsure whether she should respond to the comment, Amanda forced a timid smile. “Yeah, I guess so,” she murmured. 

Mr Fraser raised his eyebrows. “When was the last time you had a holiday?”.

Amanda felt the question was meant to mock her. Though inevitably, she felt a hard pinch in her chest as the word holiday had not reached her ears for ages. She could not even remember when she last took one.  With the economic inflation and high mortgage interest rates, the fact that she was in between jobs, she and Sean were focused on saving every penny for the kids' education and activities like music and sports. The anxiety over finances was always lurking in the back of her mind whenever she needed to spend.

With a sheepish smile, she shook her head. “I have no idea, Mr Fraser.”

Mr Fraser leaned hard on his majestic leather seat as he threw his gaze to the window. The sky was cloudy since morning, and the forecast only mentioned showers throughout the day. 

“Isn't it summer in Paris right now? Wouldn't you rather escape the wet winter here?" 

The question only puzzled Amanda even more, and she perceived it as his poor jest. However, as her working brain squeezed in, she wondered whether this was a test of some sort. From the top of her head, she did not recall that Mr Fraser had any business trip schedule. 

“I’m sorry, Mr Fraser. But I don’t recall you are planning to go to Paris.” She quickly wrote down her note. “Could you please tell me the dates you’re going?” 

An unnatural silence settled over the room instead. No sound from Mr Fraser. Amanda glanced up from her note, only to find Mr Fraser’s unwavering stare at her. It made her nervously rub her sweaty palms on her work pants. His expression appeared dark and intense, possibly displeased that she had overlooked his schedule.  

Amanda braced herself, swallowing hard. “I..I can get the details later on. You have a meeting coming up in fifteen minutes. Is there anything else you need in the meantime, Mr Fraser?”  

She was unsure whether it was her imagination or not, Mr Fraser’s face softened, and a flash of a mischievous smile tugged at the corner of his lips. 

“You forgot my coffee,” he answered flatly. 

Amanda cursed inwardly, visualising slapping her own forehead. Her hands gripped her pants as she berated her forgetfulness. With a sheepish smile and murmured apology, she hurried over to the coffee machine tucked away in the corner of the room. 

For the next couple of minutes, the room was filled with the gentle sounds of clinking coffee cups and saucers as she worked. Despite trying to stay focused on her task, she could feel the hair on her nape standing up, sensing the unceasing heat of Mr Fraser’s eyes on her. She tried to push away the discomfort and directed her mind on her task, eagerly anticipating the moment when she could finally leave the room and take a deep breath. 

She had to be proud that not a single drop of the coffee spilled on the way to Mr Fraser’s desk. Her hands were not shaking though they perspired. But the moment she placed the cup on the desk, Mr Fraser’s hand immediately reached for it, causing friction between their hands. 

Amanda’s pure thought was assuming it was an accident. She pulled her hand away and tucked them behind her back. Somehow she expected a soft murmur of gratitude out of politeness. But there was nothing. Mr Fraser took the cup and sipped it, but his eyes never left her. Amanda could not wait to leave the room. 

“I’ll be at my desk if you need anything else, Mr Fraser.” Then with a slight bow, she twirled away to be halted by the soft thud on the carpeted floor. Her head snapped around in reflex, searching for the source of the sound. Something fell, and her eyes caught an elegant black ballpoint rolling on the carpet for a mere second before it stopped just behind her shoes. Stepping back slightly, she bent down to pick it up. 

A squeaking sound of Mr Fraser’s chair echoed as Amanda could sense Mr Fraser also stepping out from his desk at the same time as the item in her hand. She straightened up her spine and twirled around to return the item to its owner but held her breath as her palm inevitably landed on the broad chest of Mr Fraser. His earthly masculine scents immediately invaded her senses. 

Amanda’s mind went blank for a second as such proximity was unexpected. Her first reaction was to move away, but to no avail, as his strong arms encircled her. Her heart skipped a beat, her lips parted, as she fell into the consuming gaze of Mr Fraser.

Amanda could not recall when the last time she was in a man’s arms, specifically her husband’s, especially with the hecticness in her life recently.  The warm embrace became so foreign that it immediately prompted her to wriggle away. But when Mr Fraser squeezed tighter, it set off alarm bells in her head.

This is not right! 

Mr Fraser seemed to have a great time watching her struggle. His lips curled in amusement, and his eyes sparkled with mischief. Their imbalance wrestle caused her to be pushed further until she was trapped between his herculean frame and the wall. Being his entertainment intensified her panic. However, her 165 cm petite figure was powerless compared to his 180 cm broad shoulder build. 

“Let me go.” She was almost out of breath, practically panting hard. She could feel Mr Fraser’s face drawing near as his warm breath tickled her ear. Feeling a bit helpless, she stopped struggling for a moment to catch her breath. 

“Don’t worry, Amanda,” he whispered. His voice was hoarse full of desire. “I can take care of you.”

“Mr Fraser. I ...” She attempted to push him away, but he was still unmoved like a big rock pressing on her. “Please let me go.” 

"If you just follow my lead, everything will be okay."

Amanda's stomach churned with sickness as those words sunk in, intensifying her horror. The gut feeling that she had been ignoring turned out to be true.  A wave of guilt and fear tightened her chest, sending a prick of tears in her eyes. She should have been more on guard. How could she be so naïve?

“I...I don’t want this.” She managed to say, mustering all her strength to fight back.

Her vision started to blur as her shoulder-length wavy French Roast hair fell messily around her face. Her whimper became louder as his rough palm kneaded her breast and his lips nibbled her neck. Her mind screamed.  Her hands frantically tried to push him away, but it seemed the more she tried, it fuelled him to be stronger. Then, for one second, when she was on the verge of giving up, a sudden mobile ringtone broke them apart. 

The splash of cold air on her face was like a breath of fresh air. Without looking back, she scampered towards the door. One pull of the door was fruitless as the door was locked. With sweaty trembling hands, she turned the key around and swung the door open. 

She probably looked like a maniac as she dashed out of the room. Once she was outside, she was suddenly reminded where she was. To her surprise, most of the cubicles on the floor looked empty. Mr Fraser’s office was slightly tucked away in the corner, with a heavy wide double timber door. Meanwhile, her desk was just outside his office in a little nook. Therefore, it would not be a surprise if no one noticed anything unusual or heard any commotion from inside.  

She was standing in the middle of the floor for a moment with her whole body shaking. Glancing back at Mr Fraser’s office, the door was tightly shut as if nothing had occurred.  A few coworkers in distant cubicles were engrossed in their screens, oblivious with their headphones on. Not one person seemed to notice or acknowledge her presence, even though she stood there with messy hair and smeared makeup. A wave of self-doubt crept into her mind, wondering if what she experienced was an illusion. 

But she was sure she had not lost her sanity despite her recent work exhaustion. What Mr Fraser just did to her was undeniably real. She was assaulted. 

As if just being defeated, she took a deep breath and decided to fix herself in the restroom. Passing through the printing room, a gentle voice called her name. She stopped in her track and was met by a genuine friendly face that she desperately needed at this moment. 

“Good morning, Amanda.” 

Ben – the building’s facility staff- who had been working for the company for thirty years, smiled at her.  The man was probably in his late sixties with white hair, a thin frame, and a slight hunch. His smile slowly faded as he took a closer look at her. 

“Are you alright?” 
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​The Past 

Feeling like his leg was weighed down by heavy timber and sticky mud, Tyler felt helpless as he was immobile. A sharp scent of copper filled his nose as he struggled to open his eyes against the throbbing pain coursing through his body. After a couple of attempts, he finally managed to look up at the cream-white ceiling of his office. His mind slowly became clear as he recognised where he had been lying. A slight breeze of relief washed over him, knowing he was still living and breathing on Earth. The sight of a woman curled up on the floor a half meter from him with her arms wrapped around her knees, was another solace he did not wish to let go of. 

Amanda... 

Shame and guilt flooded over him. What he had done to this woman was truly unforgivable, but in a strange twist of fate, she was the only person he could cling his life to at this moment. If he were to die today, he did not want to be alone.

Tyler had no idea what consumed him on the day he tried to overpower her. Women for passing pleasure were common in his life. He did not need to invite them, those women would come to him voluntarily. His marriage to the mother of his two children was merely a business arrangement. He was young and short-minded, attracted by the beauty his wife offered. Why did he have to reject the marriage arrangement when all the outcomes looked positive? Their business network expanded, wealth strengthened, they had perfect offspring, and they exhibited a beautiful picture of an ideal family. However, there was something that still left a hole in his heart. 

A true meaning of a relationship. 

As time went by, children grew up, things started to make more sense.  Janine was a perfect wife and mother for the sake of vanity. However, they were too similar. Their strong head character, ambition and lifestyle.  Too similar to the point they became predictable to each other. No one wanted to back down and always became the winner. Somehow, as if they had an unspoken agreement, Janine would find her own pleasure outside, and he was likewise. They had been great parents to their children, and they hid their secret affairs pretty well. 

Tyler chose not to stick to one mistress. Why did he only invest in one when he had options for many? Sleeping with his EA Megan was strictly off-limit. She was too old for him, suited better to be his aunt.  He valued her for her capability and constant subtle admonishment. But when Amanda Johnston stepped into his office as his temporary EA while Megan was away on vacation, something intrigued him. 

Nothing was striking about Amanda’s appearance. She dressed in old-fashioned business attire and presented herself in dull dark grey business pants and low heels. Her dark winding hair was cascaded down with a couple of pins on her side fringe. The make-up on her face was soft, too subtle in Tyler's opinion for most women who worked in the building. Even her pink lips looked dry and pale.  However, there was an aura of purity in her mannerisms and speech as she moved through the room.

She appeared gentle and compliant, vulnerable and easily manipulated.  And that was exactly what he did—exploiting her as much as possible with plenty of tasks and unreasonable demands. Sometimes when he caught the glistening tears in her almond-shaped eyes, a triumphant drum roll would beat in his chest. The desire to coerce her further got stronger and escalated into a lust to have her beneath him. 

Physically beneath him, so he could be all over her, hearing her whimpering plea and moaning. 

Tyler had a conviction that she would be easily tamed. Her dedication to work was unquestionable but reading her weary facial expressions because of the work pressure and hecticness of her personal life, somehow, his gut feeling told him that her marriage was cold like his. All it would take was a crack in her emotion, and then one move from him would make her melt in his hand. 

However, it seemed like he had underestimated her. 

Two days ago, she demonstrated her resilience when he attempted to overpower her. The urgent call from the senior Mr Fraser, aka his father, helped her to escape. Growling in frustration, he had to calm himself from the heat in his core before returning his father’s call. Afterwards, the endless back-to-back meetings and urgent interstate trips kept him separated from her physically. However, they kept communicating through phone calls and messages. He applauded her for maintaining professionalism, carrying on as if nothing had happened. 

Or, that was a sign of her desperation to keep her job since her husband was soon on the edge of unemployment.

Tyler’s chest expanded, feeling he had the upper hand. This morning when he stepped into the office, the sight of Amanda Johnston sent a hot swirl throughout his body. She avoided looking him directly in his eyes, and a hint of blush was on her pale cheeks. He lowered his face to hide his victorious grin. 

“Don’t you realise what I can give you?” he asked her.  

They reviewed the agenda for the day as usual, and when she stood up to leave the room, he intercepted her, trapping her against the wall. 

She shook her head and avoided his gaze. “I..I d’don’t understand what you mean, Mr Fraser.” Her gaze darted towards the door just a foot away. “I really need to get back to my desk and wrap up some work." But she could not budge as his hand leaned firmly to the wall, blocking her path. 

Tyler was unsure whether he had to laugh or be mad with the pretence mask she put on. She was definitely not that naive and understood well what he was up to.  The urge to tease her further was as strong as ever as he leaned closer to sniff her flowery scent that reminded him of baby powder. She froze up as he gently touched her cheek, closing her eyes and letting out a soft whimper.

She looked like a frightened kitten backed into a corner by a fierce bulldog.  It gave him a sense of satisfaction. 

He whispered in her ear as her shuddering breath touched his cheek. “You understand me perfectly, Amanda. I'm really fond of you. We can have fun together.” 

“I’m...” She turned her face away but stayed unmoved. “I’m married, Mr Fraser. This is inappropriate.” 

“Your husband doesn’t have to find out. You need your job, do you?” 

Her eyes blazed with anger as she shot him a look of disgust. 

“You cannot make me do this,” she hissed. 

He could not figure out where her strength came from. She shoved his hand away and set herself free from his prison. With her head held high, she strode towards the door. But Tyler was not a man who could be easily deterred. With his long stride, he reached the door before her and blocked her way. 

“Are you sure, Amanda? I would think you will be wiser,” he smirked. It was rare for him to engage in this playful back-and-forth with women, but it was oddly satisfying. 

“I am certain,” she replied with trembling chin. He noticed her hands tightly clutching the side of her vintage business pants. 

He arched his eyebrow with a slight twitch in his lips. “Are you sure you're willing to risk losing your job? Tsk..tsk..tsk, Amanda.” He shook his head in mocking disbelief. "Think about your family - no income means no food on the table for your little ones. Why take such a risk when you could easily have peace of mind by doing me a favour?"

Tyler could feel the drumbeat on his chest as he witnessed the lump pass through Amanda’s throat. Her face was full of hesitancy and fear, precisely like what he expected from the effect of his words. 

“What...what do you want?” Her voice sounded weak, and he could tell she was on the edge of crying. “If you are asking me to be your sex slave....”

He quickly shook his head, placing a finger on his lips, hushing her to stop. "Those aren't very nice words to use, Amanda."

She pursed her lips, still eyeing him warily. 

“As I mentioned before, we can have a good time together.” 

“But I don’t want to have a good time with you, Mr Fraser!  I’m here to work.” She gritted her teeth. “How dare you threaten me if I turn down your request?”

The growing frustration on Amanda’s face only fuelled Tyler’s smugness. He chuckled lightly as he reached for the door handle. He could win over any woman he desired, and the women would come to him voluntarily. Amanda Johnston would not be an exception.  He had laid his offer on the table. Now all he had to do was wait for her to take the bait and come to him willingly.  He opened the door and tilted his head playfully, daring her to take his challenge.  

“The decision is yours, Amanda. Be wise.” 

The trepidation on her face only emboldened him further. He was certain she would give in soon. 

Until the worst thing that probably ever happened in his life hit him. 

A loud bang rang out, followed by a searing pain in his right thigh. Amanda’s terrified scream resonated in the room. His vision began spinning as he collapsed to the floor. Just as he was trying to make sense of what was happening, Amanda shut the door and locked it frantically. Rushing to his side, she pulled him away from the door with a determined groan. 
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​Chapter Three
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The Past - 24 hours earlier

The glowing crimson of the sunset peeking through the massive glass window by Amanda’s office desk was the cue for her to pack up and head home. She had been so caught up in her work lately, that she had not even noticed nature's gentle reminder to take a break and go home. Since experiencing the malicious intention of Mr Tyler Fraser yesterday, she had been enduring the suffocation for staying in the office longer than she could stand. 

Today ended up being her lucky day, as Mr Fraser had to take an urgent interstate business trip. She had been dragging her feet to get to the office in the morning. However, the short message from Tyler Fraser about his change in work agenda was like a light at the end of the tunnel, though she was fully aware that this was only a temporary reprieve. Nevertheless, she was determined to take one day at a time, dodging Mr Fraser as much as she could until she could find a new job soon, away from Fraser & Co. 

There was a sense of achievement for completing most of the work with minimum interruption from Mr Fraser. She grabbed her handbag and quickly dashed to the lift, leaving the office with much lighter limbs. Her mind was full of the list of things she needed to prioritise for kids and, most importantly, to get a new job. Her chest was also inflated with the hope of having a glimpse of Sean. They did not have a chance to speak last night since he went out with Tom. Amanda figured her husband needed someone to listen to his worries about potentially losing his job soon, and Tom had always been his go-to guy since college. She understood that a good chat between men could be really beneficial.

The playful banter between her eleven-year-old Isla and nine-year-old Hamish greeted her like a sweet melody as she walked through the door. It felt like forever since she last made it home in time for dinner. 

“Mummy!” 

The wide smile and excited squeal, followed by their cuddle, were something Amanda yearned to treasure forever. Despite the anxiety of her work life, her children would be the source of her strength. She had a conviction that she would find a new job soon, away from the clutches of Mr Fraser. 

“It’s great to see you home early.” Sean planted a light kiss on her cheek. Amanda shut her eyes for a moment, savouring the gentle brush of his stubble against her skin. She blinked to realise that it had been quite a while since they had such an intimacy. The thoughts of Tyler Fraser's aggressive advances suddenly sprang in, but she quickly dismissed it as a passing thought. Maybe her body just needed some affection from a man. But she reminded herself that only Sean, her loving husband and soulmate, could truly make her feel safe and loved. 

“The advantage when the boss is away,” she muttered with her mind muddled about whether she should share what happened in the office with Sean. Her husband deserved to know, and she just had to find the right time. 

“Hope he’s away for quite a while.”

“Unfortunately, he’s not,” sighed Amanda. She also wished the same. “He’s due back tomorrow.” 

The sound of Sean’s exaggerated disappointed groan echoed in the room. 

“How’s work?” Amanda inquired, hoping to steer the conversation in a different direction. Work talks only reminded her of Mr Fraser. Besides, they were at the dining table, she just wanted to enjoy this rare family dinner moment. It was a special moment that she wanted to cherish. Her question about works out of sheer habit.

Sean shrugged his shoulder with downturn lips. “Nothing much. You know.” 

Yeah, of course, she knew! Amanda let out a quiet sigh and muttered a curse under her breath. Thankfully, Isla and Hamish kept up their lively chatter throughout dinner, saving her from any further stress.  Once all the dirty dishes were stacked in the dishwasher, the children tucked in their bed, quietude finally slipped in. Amanda was looking forward to a relaxing bath and wished to have a meaningful moment with her husband. 

She was completely undressed when Sean unexpectedly entered the ensuite. He looked taken aback but wordless. 

Although she was now thirty-three years old, Amanda still felt great about her body. Her breast was still firm and curvy after two years of breastfeeding. Some weight in her tummy due to her pregnancy had been shed over time, leaving only a few faint lines of post-natal cellulite. She thought this night could be a moment for them. They had not been intimated for quite a while, overwhelmed since the birth of their two children. Even until now, they were busy with work and kids' routines. Amanda believed a short weekend getaway would be just what they needed, and she was sure Sean's parents would be happy to help out with the grandkids. However, their recent work news only made the plan harder to be realised. 

As Sean approached her, Amanda noticed a slight widening of his eyes before they quickly settled back to their usual state. There was something in his gaze that made Amanda’s heart sink.  Gone was the twinkle light in his eyes that she used to receive when they began their relationship. It became only a vacant stare. He moved closer to her, noticing the bathtub filled with warm water, and gently kissed her temple.

"Looks like you've had a long day. A nice warm bath will do wonders,” he murmured as wrapping his arm around her waist. Her bare skin pricked against the thick layer of his flannelette shirt. 

"Wouldn't you like to come along?" She snuggled into his neck. Even as she asked, she couldn't help but see him getting ready in his cozy flannel shirt, jeans, and puffy vest - his go-to winter outfit.

“Sorry, I
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