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			Chapter 1

			Camila Evans pressed her forehead to the cool glass of her town car’s window while the skyscrapers of New York rolled by unseen, her mind occupied with pilot pitches.

			She had spent another late night at her television studio. The clock struck nine as she finally stepped out of the car into the warm summer air and entered the lobby of her apartment building. Her heels clicked on the marble floor as she made her way over to the elevators and pressed the button for the penthouse.

			As always, she was impatient to be home, to get back to the son she knew would already be tucked in bed, fast asleep.

			She hated missing Jaime’s bedtime and tried to limit her late nights at work—which wasn’t always easy to do, being at the helm of a television network.

			She had been told more times than she could count that it wasn’t possible to be a good mother while having a successful career.

			Jaime hadn’t been planned, but he was a beautiful, perfect being in a world filled with bitterness and hate, and Camila loved him with all her heart and soul. Every time she looked at him, every time she heard him laugh, she just became more determined that she could have it all, would have it all, and not a damn thing was going to stand in her way.

			She couldn’t do it alone, though, and Camila was glad she had a nanny who kept an eye on Jaime for her so he wasn’t forced to spend long days in her office.

			Camila tried not to worry, but it was difficult. Amelia was no Eleanor, though she was the best so far of the nannies Camila had hired and fired since Eleanor had left to care for her sick mother. Still, Amelia was a pretty recent hire, and Camila was eager to get home and see how well she had had gotten on.

			Inside her apartment, the lights were dim and the television echoed from the living room. Camila kicked off her heels in the foyer, but her greeting to Amelia quickly morphed into a squeal when a glance over the back of the couch revealed a bare ass bobbing up and down in the air.

			“What the hell are you doing?!” Camila’s voice cracked with anger. It was loud enough to startle the pair on the couch into action. The owner of the ass scrambled off the woman that Camila had entrusted to look after her son.

			“You didn’t put the chain on the door?” Amelia’s boyfriend asked, ignoring Camila entirely as he yanked up his jeans.

			“I didn’t think I needed to!” Amelia’s voice was high, her cheeks pink as she pulled her dress down into place. “And anyway, you could have done it when you—”

			Camila’s mouth dropped open at what she was hearing. She saw red, snapping her fingers to draw their attention. “Are you two quite finished?”

			“I…I’m sorry, Ms. Evans.” Amelia at least had the grace to look apologetic, but it did nothing to ease the fury pulsing through Camila’s veins. “I didn’t think you’d be back yet.”

			“Clearly.” Camila injected her voice with as much disgust as she could manage. “Get out of my sight, both of you.”

			The boyfriend, only too happy to obey, scurried for the front door.

			“Ms. Evans—” Amelia started, but Camila held up a hand.

			“Oh, save it,” Camila snapped, and Amelia quailed under her glare. “Is this the first time you’ve invited him over here? Actually,”—Camila decided she didn’t want to know—“don’t answer that.”

			“I waited until Jaime was in bed—”

			“Because that makes it better?” Camila asked, exasperated. “For God’s sake, what if he woke up and wandered out here?” She’d never been more relieved that her son was a heavy sleeper. “Just get the hell out of my apartment, Amelia. And needless to say, you’re fired.”

			Amelia dropped her head as she skirted around Camila and headed for the front door.

			“And I’ll be docking the cost of the dry cleaning bill from your pay!” Camila called after her, eyeing the white leather with distaste—she certainly wasn’t planning to sit on it for a long time, that was for sure.

			She wished that had been the first time she’d walked in to find someone with their pants down in her apartment.

			She made her way down the hall with a sigh and cracked open the door of Jaime’s bedroom. He was sleeping peacefully, blond curls spread out across his pillow, completely oblivious to the drama that had just taken place.

			She tiptoed over to the side of his bed and leaned down to kiss his forehead, inhaling the scent of his shampoo. He never failed to calm her down even after the most trying of days. She watched him sleep awhile before she continued down the hall to her study because, even now, her work for the day was no longer complete.

			She needed to hire a new nanny.

			* * *

			Emily’s phone rang just as she was about to shove the last bite of her breakfast croissant into her mouth.

			She scrambled for the buzzing device, cursing when she got pastry crumbs all over the screen. When she saw the unknown number she frowned but pressed the green button anyway. “Hello?”

			“Emily Walker?”

			The voice was unfamiliar, and Emily wondered if the caller was just another person trying to sell car insurance. She hovered her thumb over End Call. “Yep, speaking.”

			“I’m calling about a nanny job.”

			Emily gasped—she’d only been in New York City for two weeks and hadn’t expected any calls about a job so soon.

			“You sent in your résumé. My boss would like to talk to you about filling a position.”

			“Seriously?” It sounded too good to be true—she was living in her dream city just two streets over from her sister and she was already being considered for a job she was reasonably sure she wouldn’t hate.

			Maybe she would have graduated from college earlier if she’d known this was waiting for her on the other side.

			“Seriously.”

			Emily heard the smile in the other woman’s voice.

			“Would you be willing to meet for an interview the day after tomorrow? Say, eleven o’clock?”

			“Absolutely,” Emily agreed. “What’s the address?”

			“The CEBC building, floor thirty.”

			Emily’s stomach flipped. “CEBC as in the CEBC building? As in Camila—”

			“Evans?” The woman filled in. “That’s correct. The interview will be with her.”

			“The job ad never mentioned that…” She definitely would have noticed—Camila Evans had been Emily’s celebrity crush since she was a teenager.

			“As a precaution,” the woman explained. “Is that a problem?”

			“N-no, not at all.”

			“Excellent. When you arrive, let them know at the front desk what you’re there for, and if there are any problems, call me back on this number.”

			“O-okay.”

			“See you then!”

			The line clicked. Emily pulled the phone away from her ear and stared at it, wondering if it was all a dream. Because surely, surely there was no way that Camila Evans would have read her résumé out of the countless others she must have gone through, and decided that she was the one for the job.

			Her.

			Emily Walker.

			Camila Evans could probably hire the most expensive, experienced nanny in the city, so why was she interested in her? And tomorrow she was going to meet the woman herself—to potentially work for the woman herself, the woman who had been her idol when she was growing up, the woman who had almost singlehandedly helped Emily realize she was gay when she was fourteen when Camila herself came out as bisexual in a time when few in the public eye would have dared and—oh God, she was going to throw up.

			Camila’s talk show had been the highlight of Emily’s weekdays when she was younger, and it was no surprise to anyone when the woman went on to found and run her own television network. She should probably do some research before the interview tomorrow. Her laptop sat on the breakfast bar. Emily opened it with trembling fingers and typed Camila’s name into the search bar. Almost every article that popped up was about her messy divorce from her third husband in twenty years. Emily sighed. Camila ran a television empire, but the only thing the news focused on was her relationship with a man.

			She clicked on an article about Camila accepting an award, taking in the sight of her wearing a black dress that clung to every curve. Her blonde hair curled around her shoulders and her green eyes sparkled under the bright lights. She was gorgeous, and Emily was pretty sure she was going to make a fool out of herself tomorrow morning.

			Her front door opened, interrupting her reverie. Emily turned and grinned at her sister Cassie and her girlfriend Maia striding into the apartment wearing matching smiles, their hands clasped.

			“You eat pastries for breakfast?” Maia asked as she looked down at the croissant Emily had abandoned on the dining table. “And still manage to be that skinny? That is so not fair.”

			“I’m waiting for it to catch up with her in a few years,” Cassie said, bumping her hip against Emily’s. “One day she’ll wake up huge.”

			“I will not.” Emily rolled her eyes, but she smiled. Seeing the two of them together always made her day. Cassie had spent so many years guarded and alone before Maia lit up her life, and Emily couldn’t be happier for them.

			“Will so,” Cassie argued, then glanced at Emily’s computer screen. “Why are you stalking Camila Evans?” she asked, and Emily’s cheeks warmed at being caught with Camila’s photo on-screen. “Is it still 2010?”

			“Oh, shut up,” Emily muttered, quickly closing the cover.

			“You think you might have a shot with her now that she’s divorced?”

			“No!” Emily’s cheeks burned, and when she glanced up, Maia was watching the two of them bicker with an amused smile. “If you must know—remember those résumés I sent out about nanny jobs last week? Well, I just got a call from a woman who’s presumably Camila’s assistant. I have an interview with her tomorrow.”

			“No way. You have a job interview with the woman you’ve had a crush on since you were fourteen?” Cassie grinned. “You couldn’t even write this. Oh, my God. You’re going, right?”

			“Duh.”

			“There is no way you can keep your cool in an interview with her.” Cassie’s grin changed to a wicked smirk. “Not without stammering and blushing every five seconds.”

			“Can so.”

			Cassie raised an eyebrow, and Emily huffed before reaching for the coffee she had forgotten about. It was lukewarm, and she set the mug down.

			“That’s crazy, though. You used to watch her show every day.” Cassie turned to face Maia. “And I do mean every day. It was all she talked about. ‘Did you hear what Camila said yesterday?’ ‘Camila is so clever’ ‘Camila looked so good to—’”

			“Cassie!” Emily slapped a hand over her sister’s mouth. “Stop embarrassing me in front of your girlfriend.”

			“But that’s no fun.” Cassie said when Emily let her go. “Half the fun of having a girlfriend is that now I have someone to tease you with.”

			“I don’t know, Cass.” Maia looked at the sister with affection. “I’m with Emily on this one. Camila Evans is hot.”

			Cassie covered her mouth in mock horror, and Emily snorted before sliding off of the stool to brew a fresh pot of coffee. She had inherited a fancy Black & Decker coffee maker from Cassie—along with the entire apartment—when her sister and Maia made the decision to move in together.

			She had always loved this apartment. It was small for a one-bedroom, but the open-plan layout and minimalist furniture made the space seem larger, and the wooden floors lit up in the soft glow of the morning sun trickling through the large windows that offered a view of the Hudson River. She was incredibly lucky to call this place home.

			“You think Camila’s hot?” Cassie asked.

			“Well, not as hot as you, obviously,” Maia draped her arms around Cassie’s shoulders, kissing her cheek. “But I do have eyes. And she was my crush growing up too, Emily.” Maia turned her head. “I get it.”

			“I can’t believe you’re siding with Emily instead of teasing her mercilessly about this.”

			“Hey, I’m new to the family. I gotta keep your little sister on my side.”

			“Wanna know who Cassie’s crush was when we were growing up?” It was only fair for Emily to get her own back. She grinned as Cassie’s eyes widened in horror. “’Cause that’s a real doozy.”

			“Emily, don’t you dare—”

			“I also have six years’ worth of embarrassing childhood stories saved up, Maia, if you’d like to hear those. Oh!” She glanced at the stack of boxes she had yet to unpack. “And I have an album full of photos right over there.” Emily grinned as she grabbed three coffee mugs.

			“Now that I would like to see,” Maia said, and they both laughed as Cassie groaned and thumped her forehead onto the bar.

			* * *

			“Ms. Evans?” Jessica knocked lightly on Camila’s open office door and hovered, waiting to be acknowledged.

			Camila wasn’t an easy boss, firing assistants quicker than she fired nannies of late, but Jessica was up to the challenge and eager to please.

			“Yes?”

			“Two things. First of all, I reviewed the résumés you gave me and set up four interviews for tomorrow morning.”

			“Thank you, Jessica.” Camila waited. Whatever was coming next, she probably wasn’t going to like it.

			“And second of all”—Jessica looked down to avoid Camila’s eyes—“Sophie is on the phone, and she needs to speak to you immediately.”

			Camila groaned. A call from the head of human resources could only mean bad news. “The internal investigation?”

			She had suspended production of one of her newest shows after allegations of misconduct had surfaced against the leading actor. She had been waiting for the results of the investigation ever since.

			“I think so.”

			“Wonderful.” Camila pressed her palms to her temples. A PR disaster was the last thing she needed right now.

			Jessica’s eyes fell on Jaime. “Do you want me to keep an eye on the little one?” Jaime had entertained himself for most of the morning watching cartoons. He was old enough not to need constant supervision, but it couldn’t be fun for him, cooped up in her office all day while she worked. Jessica would be able to keep him entertained.

			“Would you mind?”

			“Not at all.”

			Jaime followed Jessica out of the office, and Camila watched them go before lifting the phone to her ear.

			“Sophie. You have the results?”

			Camila listened. The allegations were true, which meant that she had yet another employee to fire, not to mention a major recast, possible reshoots, and a statement for the media to draft. She was going to have a much busier day than usual, and as she watched Jaime giggling at something Jessica was doing, she knew she couldn’t ask her assistant to babysit for the rest of the afternoon.

			Reluctantly, she dialed her ex-husband, tapping her foot as she waited impatiently for him to pick up the phone.

			“Camila. What an unpleasant surprise.”

			Camila was used to his acid tone—their relationship hadn’t exactly ended amicably after Camila had walked in on him screwing his secretary.

			“What do you want?”

			“Can you watch our son this afternoon?”

			Jaime had not been planned. Camila was fairly certain one of the reasons Chris had married her was because she didn’t want kids, and when she found out she was pregnant, he wasn’t exactly thrilled by the news. Which wasn’t to say that he didn’t make an effort to be a father to Jaime. He might be an asshole, but at least he tried. Still, Camila was amazed that he hadn’t bolted as soon as Jaime was born.

			“That’s short notice even for you, Camila. And this is the second time this week.”

			“Oh, because God forbid you spend time with your son when it’s not on your terms,” Camila snapped. She wasn’t in the mood to deal with him today. “Can you do it or not?”

			“Yeah,” he sighed, after hesitating a moment. “I’ll take him. But I can’t keep doing this, Camila.”

			“I’m interviewing for the nanny position tomorrow, so you won’t have to.”

			“You know, if you’d let me help you look—”

			Camila scoffed, cutting him off. She knew that if she let him within an inch of those résumés, he’d choose the first girl under twenty-five. “What, so you can start screwing the nanny now that your secretary resigned?”

			“She didn’t resign.” Chris’s voice turned cold. “You forced her out.”

			“Then maybe you shouldn’t have bent her over the kitchen table,” Camila hissed.

			“I’m not doing this again.” Chris sounded weary. “I’ll have my assistant swing by and pick him up within the hour. I can work from your apartment, if you’d like.”

			Their custody arrangement had been the easiest part of the divorce: Jaime was to live with her and have the occasional weekend with his father. So far he hadn’t spent any time with Chris outside of the penthouse apartment they used to share, and that suited Camila.

			“Fine. I don’t know what time I’ll be home.”

			“I can hang around until you get there.”

			“Thank you,” she said begrudgingly.

			“I mean it though, Camila. This is the last time.” He hung up without giving her the chance for a comeback. Camila dropped the receiver back on the phone.

			The tasks of the day loomed endlessly in front of her. Camila retrieved her son, knowing that a quick cuddle with him would soothe her.

			* * *

			Camila finished work well after seven, her mood sour. She stepped out of her town car onto the sidewalk outside her apartment and glanced up. The sky was clear, not a cloud in sight as the sun began its descent on the horizon. Soon the stars would twinkle brightly.

			It was the perfect night for stargazing, one of Jaime’s favorite activities. Camila decided to take him out onto the balcony before putting him to bed. She couldn’t wait to see the look on his face whenever he looked up at the sky, wide-eyed and amazed, like he was seeing it for the very first time. It was the kind of childish innocence that made Camila fall in love with him all over again. Jaime made her want to be something more, something better than the cynical and jaded person she had become.

			She tapped her foot impatiently as she rode the elevator up to the penthouse, ready to be home so she could wrap Jaime in her arms once more. The elevator doors opened, and she walked the few steps down the hall to her front door.

			Before she slipped her key into the lock, though, Camila paused and took a deep breath.

			It was a routine for her, a way to let go of the cool, calm—and some would say cold-hearted—woman who had built up a television empire and allow herself to become the mother that Jaime needed.

			This time she was also preparing herself for the sight of the man she’d once agreed to spend a lifetime with, the man she could now only look at with contempt. They had been happy once, but Camila’s devotion to her work had pushed him way. Chris was unable to deal with competing for her time—an issue that was exacerbated once Jaime had been born, dividing her attention even more—and she knew he blamed her for driving him into the arms of another woman.

			Sometimes Camila even agreed with him.

			As she unlocked the door and pushed it open, Camila reminded herself that she didn’t need Chris or any other spouse. She had her network, she had her son, and that was enough for her.

			She had barely slipped out of her coat before her beautiful boy ambushed her, bounding toward her with a grin on his face and his favorite action figure clutched in one hand.

			“Mama!”

			“Hi, sweetheart,” she said as she bent down to sweep him into a hug and kiss the top of his head. “Were you a good boy for your father?”

			“He was perfect,” Chris called from the living room. Camila kicked off her shoes and stepped inside to find him on the couch, watching a football game on TV. He stood up and stepped toward her to ruffle Jaime’s hair. “Weren’t you, big guy?”

			He looked at their son with affection. He might not have wanted Jaime but he did try with him, one of the things about him that Camila was grateful for. It was moments like this when Camila saw the man she had fallen in love with seven years ago. But then he locked eyes with her and his expression changed, hardening to become the man that Camila now knew.

			The one who couldn’t stand her.

			“Thank you for today,” she told him, hoping he could see that she meant it.

			“No problem,” he replied, already reaching for his coat. “But—”

			“—this is the last time,” Camila finished. “I know.” She vowed that it would be, that she would find a solution sooner rather than later—one that worked for them both. “You can stay for dinner, if you want.” It was a half-hearted offer because she knew he wouldn’t accept, but she asked anyway for the sake of her son, a little worried what effect their fractured relationship might have on him.

			“I already ate,” he said, and Camila was relieved. “And I should really get going.”

			She didn’t ask why. She didn’t want to know if he was running off to meet a woman—she might not love him anymore but she still didn’t want to think about him with anyone else.

			He kissed Jaime before he left, leaving her in an apartment that felt too quiet, too empty.

			Camila played with her son until it was dark enough to take him outside to look at the stars, completely in love with the pure joy on his face. Afterwards, she put him to bed, and then she sat at the breakfast bar, picking at her warmed-up food, the TV on too loud, trying to feel less alone.

		

	
		
			Chapter 2

			Emily paused on the sidewalk to glance up at the impressively tall CEBC building, the logo visible on the side of one of the upper floors. Her stomach fluttered. She swallowed hard, wracked with nerves, wondering whether she was cut out for this job after all.

			How could she possibly impress a woman like Camila Evans? A woman who worked in a building like this probably lived in a penthouse where a single day’s rent was more than Emily paid in an entire year for her apartment.

			She already felt like a fish out of water, and she hadn’t even set foot inside.

			“Wow.” Cassie, who had agreed to walk with her so she wouldn’t get lost, stopped beside her and let out a low whistle. “I know you can see this building from nearly anywhere in the city, but it’s even more impressive up close. Are you sure you wanna work for someone in there?”

			“Pretty sure.” Emily nodded, trying to convince herself. “I can do this, right?”

			“Yeah, you can.” Cassie bumped her shoulder into Emily’s. “You’ve got this.”

			“You think?”

			“For sure. Just, you know, don’t think about how hot she is.”

			“So not helping my nerves.” Emily groaned.

			“Right. Sorry.” Cassie wrapped an arm around Emily’s shoulders and hugged her. “But seriously, you’ll be fine. She’d be crazy not to hire you; you’re great with kids.”

			That was true. She had earned the money for a car from babysitting jobs in high school, and it had been her main source of income in college too.

			“I don’t know how you do it.” Cassie scrunched up her nose, and Emily grinned—she and Cassie had very different opinions about spending time around children.

			“Kids are great.”

			“Kids are messy. They’re messy and they scream and I just—” Cassie shuddered. “I don’t know how you do it.”

			“You work as a CSI,” Emily reminded her. “Your job literally involves dead people and analyzing bodily fluids.”

			“While wearing protective clothing. And speaking of work”—Cassie glanced at her watch—“I should be heading back to the lab. You gonna be okay here?”

			“I’ll be fine,” Emily assured her, though her stomach flipped whenever she remembered she was about to meet Camila Evans.

			“You wanna meet for lunch? You can tell me how the interview went.”

			“Yeah, sounds good,” Emily agreed, because at least then she had something to look forward to if the interview was a disaster.

			“Place down the street from the station?” It was Cassie’s regular haunt, being so close to where she worked. She and Emily had met for lunch there a number of times.

			“Sure. One thirty, right?”

			“Right.” Cassie pulled Emily into a tight hug and kissed her cheek. “Good luck.”

			“Thank you.” Emily squeezed back just as hard. “I’ll see you later.” She watched Cassie make her way back to the moped she had parked down the street earlier, waving one last time as Cassie slipped onto the seat.

			That was her cue to move. She turned back to face the imposing building and, taking a deep breath, forced herself to push through the revolving doors and step inside.

			The cavernous lobby was bustling with activity. Emily felt like she was out of her element, but she gathered her courage and weaved her way through the harried workers to approach the front desk. She almost expected the receptionist to look at her in her bright blue dress and tell her she must be in the wrong place, but instead he smiled pleasantly. Emily rested her hands on top of the counter, barely refraining from bouncing on the balls of her feet.

			“May I help you?”

			“I have a job interview with Camila Evans.”

			Was that a look of pity that flashed across his face?

			“The nanny job? Well, I hope you do better than the girl who went before you because she came back crying.”

			Well, that didn’t settle her nerves.

			“Elevators are there.” He indicated the left side of the lobby with a grand sweep of his arm. “Thirtieth floor. The receptionist there will show you to Ms. Evans’s office.”

			He smiled. Emily almost wanted to ask for more details about the crying woman but decided it was better if she didn’t know.

			She squeezed onto an already full elevator, clasped her hands in front of her, and tried not to tap her foot nervously as the floors slowly ticked by, people trickling out at each stop. She was the last person on the elevator when it got to the thirtieth floor.

			She stepped out and faced another long counter. The bored-looking receptionist waved Emily down the hall when she explained why she was there. The wall along the outer hallway was glass, offering her a glimpse inside executive offices, and Emily looked around wide-eyed, taking it all in.

			It was a world away from the labs of her college days. She dodged people rushing up and down the hall as she approached the door at the end. A plaque on the wall beside it bore Camila Evans’s name.

			Camila’s office walls were glass too, although they were frosted to give the illusion of privacy. But the door was open, revealing a pair of black leather couches on either side of a glass coffee table and a plush white rug stretched out across the center of the room.

			The huge wooden desk was dominated by a row of four monitors. Emily glimpsed Camila between two of them. Her dress was a mix of different shades of red, a statement necklace hung around her neck, her hair was perfect, as it always was, and oh, she was even more gorgeous in person than anyone had a right to be.

			Emily’s knees wobbled, butterflies erupting in her stomach.

			“Where is my eleven o’clock?” Camila called, voice carrying clearly through the open door. Emily’s mouth was dry because Camila looked and sounded annoyed as if being ten minutes early was late in her book.

			Maybe this hadn’t been such a good idea after all.

			She almost turned around and bolted, but at the last minute, she straightened her spine and stepped into Camila’s office.

			* * *

			“Where is my eleven o’clock?” Camila asked again, well aware that it wasn’t yet eleven, yet entirely convinced that when her next appointment showed up, she could pierce them with a withering glare and berate them because, as the saying went, early was on time, and on time was late.

			Her first three interviews had all been disasters, and Camila was in a sour mood. She almost felt sorry for the last unlucky soul who had interviewed. She was starting to wonder if she was going to have to give up her search and keep bringing Jaime to work with her. At least it was only another year before he started school, and she could probably make it work, if she had to.

			She just didn’t want to.

			She didn’t want to spend another second interviewing a terrible candidate either. She was about to ask Jessica what the hell she’d been thinking selecting these goons when a young blonde woman stepped through the door.

			“Ms. Evans?” She sounded so chipper, a bright smile and a goddamn spring in her step. And she looked barely old enough to be out of school herself.

			Camila stared at her and almost dismissed her out of hand. It was childish, she knew, but she was just so tired, and there was no way in hell this woman was the right nanny for Jaime.

			“Auditions for the next season of Love Island are two floors down.” Camila waved the woman away and reached for her tablet to check her emails.

			“I…I’m not here for that.” Camila glanced up again. The girl looked a little uncertain, her smile slipping from her face, and Camila wondered if this would be the second candidate to burst into tears and flee the room in the space of ten minutes.

			She wouldn’t be surprised. The girl was so bright and sunny that it would take no effort at all to dash her hopes and dreams, and then Camila could go about the rest of her day.

			“I’m here for the interview. For the nanny position.”

			Camila studied the girl for another moment. She may as well give her a chance, seeing as she was there.

			And she was early.

			“Okay, then,” she drawled, leaning back in her chair and adopting a bored-looking expression. “Tell me why you want this job. What can you offer me?”

			“Well, I’m a hard worker, and I’m reliable, and—”

			“That’s all very well.” Camila cut her off, folding her arms across her chest, her eyes never leaving the girl’s face, impressed when she didn’t look away. “But I didn’t ask for your résumé. I already have that. Why are you here?”

			“I just… I want to be useful, Ms. Evans.”

			The girl fiddled with her hands, as if to stop her fingers from trembling. She looked terrified, which was a trait she normally relished in a potential employee but not in someone who was going to spend a lot of time with her son. She needed someone confident enough to communicate with her, not someone who might sidestep.

			“And I think I could be useful to you. I would like to be useful to you. I’m new to town, and I saw the job advertised, and I thought a nanny position would be a worthwhile way to spend time while I save up for my master’s degree. I think I can do this job and do it well, if you’ll take a chance on me.”

			The girl’s sincerity piqued Camila’s interest, but she didn’t want to make it too easy for her.

			“Look”—she squinted at the name on the résumé—“Emma, I—”

			“It’s Emily, actually, Ms. Evans.”

			The correction was timid, but it was there, and Camila reappraised her original assessment—maybe she had a backbone after all. For the first time, she studied Emily fully, tried to look past the hideous sweater, glancing up into brilliant blue eyes, and tried not to think that the woman was beautiful because that would be dangerous.

			“Oh, my gosh!” Emily cowered under Camila’s scrutiny. “That was so rude. I’m so sorry—”

			Camila raised her hand to silence her rambling and studied her with renewed interest.

			“Perhaps I underestimated you, Emily.” No one interrupted her or stood up to her, ever, and it was—well, it was kind of exhilarating. “Look, I’m not going to lie to you. I expect complete and utter devotion to this job, to my son. I’m a busy woman. I work long, sometimes unpredictable hours, and I expect you to do the same. As you can tell, I am also not an easy woman to work for. You need to think carefully about the kind of commitment I’m expecting before we go any further.”

			“I have thought about it,” Emily said firmly. “I knew who you were before I came here, Ms. Evans. I know what you do and I know you’re busy. I can’t imagine how hard you must work, but I’m willing to put in the time, if you’ll give me a chance.”

			“Even if it means having no life of your own?” Camila asked. “You’re young—how old are you, exactly?” She didn’t look old enough to have graduated from college.

			“Twenty-three. I graduated a few months ago, but I took a year off to do some charity work in Africa before my senior year.”

			Of course she did—the girl was practically a Girl Scout.

			“And like I said, I’m new to town. I don’t have much of a life to speak of at the moment. I want this job, Ms. Evans.”

			“What do you have in the way of experience?”

			“I’ve never been a full-time nanny,” Emily said. “But I…I spent some time in the foster system”—Emily looked away briefly—“and I spent a lot of time looking after younger children, keeping them safe and out of trouble. I also did a lot of babysitting in high school and college.”

			“Mm.” Camila stroked her chin thoughtfully, but she had already made her decision. “Very well. I’m going to give you a chance, Emily. And you only get one”—her warning cut Emily off in mid-squeal—“so use it wisely.”

			“I won’t let you down, Ms. Evans,” Emily gushed.

			Camila held up a hand. “Don’t get carried away,” she said, and reaching for a piece of paper, scrawled her address on it. “You need to meet my son first. He’s with my assistant right now, but I’d prefer you meet him in an environment that’s familiar to him. I need to get to know you a little better too, make sure you’re the right person. Can you come over for dinner tonight?”

			“I…I’d love to.”

			“This is my address,” Camila waved the paper at Emily. “I’ll notify the front desk that you’re coming, and they’ll let you up. Be there at seven sharp.”

			“Yes, Ms. Evans,” Emily said, turning to leave.

			“And Emily?”

			Emily turned around.

			“Let me be clear—if my son dislikes you, you’re out. Understood?”

			“Yes, Ms. Evans.” Emily nodded meekly before sprinting from the room.

			Camila pursed her lips, watching her go, unsure what to make of her.

			Emily was eager to please, a quality that Camila appreciated in new hires, and she’d shown that she was not afraid to stand up for herself when push came to shove.

			But she was also bubbly and so very, very young. Camila wouldn’t be surprised if she buckled under the pressure a few days in.

			She hoped that wouldn’t be the case. There was something about the way she had surprised Camila that made her want Emily to succeed.

			It didn’t hurt that she was nice to look at too. She could be a swimsuit model if she stopped hiding behind those god-awful sweaters.

			Camila shook her head—it wasn’t appropriate for her to think of Emily like that, not when she was potentially about to hire her, not to mention the fact that she was half her age.

			Satisfied with her decision, Camila went in search of her son, hoping that her days of bringing him to work with her would soon be over.

			* * *

			“So,” Cassie asked the second she dropped into the booth opposite Emily, “how’d the interview go?”

			“No Maia today?”

			Cassie was a crime scene investigator for NYPD and Maia was a detective. The two of them usually had lunch together, and Emily didn’t want to start telling Cassie about her interview if she was just going to start over when her sister’s girlfriend arrived.

			“Nope. She’s out investigating a lead for one of her cases. Come on, Em, I’m dying here. How was it?”

			“Um… Okay,”— Emily’s voice wavered a little because she really had no idea how she had done. —“I think.”

			“You think?” Cassie’s lips twitched with amusement. “How can you only think it was okay?”

			“Because Camila Evans is hard to read and more than a little scary.”

			Cassie chuckled. “Not got a crush on her anymore, then?”

			Emily vehemently shook her head. “Oh no, I definitely still do.” Emily thought again about Camila in that dress and sighed. “She can be scary and hot. Scary hot. Anyway. We got off on the wrong foot. I’m pretty sure she’d already written me off before I even opened my mouth.”

			“Ouch.”

			“Yeah.” Emily took a sip of her iced tea. “So then she called me the wrong name, and I corrected her—”

			“You corrected Camila Evans”—Cassie looked at her wide-eyed—“and lived to tell the tale? Damn.”

			“I think it impressed her.” Emily had seen the flicker of interest in Camila’s eyes when she had stood up for herself. “Or something did because she said she’d give me a chance.”

			Cassie raised an eyebrow.

			“I’m having dinner with her tonight so I can meet her kid. If he likes me, then I’m hired.” She paused. “I think.”

			“What?! Congratulations!” Cassie grinned. “Why aren’t you happier about this? You’re having dinner with your long-time crush.”

			“I know. But it’s still—I have to impress her. Camila Evans. How the hell am I going to do that?”

			“Just be yourself,” Cassie told her, reaching across the table to squeeze Emily’s hand. “That’s all. You go in there, and you charm the hell out of her, and you make that little boy fall in love with you. She won’t be able to turn you down.”

			If only she had Cassie’s confidence. But she hadn’t made a fool out of herself earlier, and now she just had to get through dinner with Camila.

			Alone. In her apartment.

			She felt like she was going to be sick.

		

	
		
			Chapter 3

			If standing in front of the CEBC building had been intimidating, it was nothing compared to standing on the sidewalk outside of Camila’s apartment block.

			Emily squinted up at the top floor, the penthouse where she would be spending her evening, and let her breath out slowly, wondering when going from one skyscraper to another had become her life.

			This lobby wasn’t quite as busy as the CEBC building, but it was still intimidating, and Emily approached the security desk hesitantly.

			“Emily Walker?” Emily looked at the guard suspiciously at the familiar greeting. “Ms. Evans gave me your description,” he explained. Emily wondered what that description was—probably nothing complimentary. “You need a key card to get to the penthouse floor. I’ll swipe you in for now, and we’ll get you a card if things go well. Follow me.”

			She stepped into the elevator when it arrived and watched him press PH. “Good luck,” he said as the doors closed.

			The elevator whizzed to the top of the building, and the doors slid open to reveal two doors, one on each side of the hallway. Emily checked the time. She was ten minutes early, but she didn’t think Camila would have a problem with that, so she rapped on the door.

			When it opened, Camila stood in the doorway wearing black jeans and a fitted red sweater. Emily held her breath, thinking the sight of a dressed-down Camila might be the death of her.

			“Emily. Come in.” Camila stepped aside to let Emily pass. She wandered uncertainly into the apartment, trying to act cool as she took it all in.

			Camila’s apartment was an open-plan living room slash dining room slash kitchen with floor-length windows that looked out onto the concrete jungle beyond. The sun had just started to descend on the horizon, lighting the whole city with an orange glow.

			It was beautiful, just like the woman who came to stand beside her.

			Emily felt like she should say something. “This place is really nice.” She thought she heard Camila hum, maybe in agreement, but she couldn’t really read her. Maybe she’d get better at it the more time they spent together.

			As Emily turned to take in more of the apartment, her eyes fell on Camila’s son sitting cross-legged in the corner wearing pajamas covered in tiny spaceships. He stared up at Emily.

			“I thought I’d get dinner ready while you spend some time with Jaime. Do you like carbonara?”

			“Sounds great.”

			“Jaime.” Camila addressed her son. He shifted his gaze from Emily to his mother. “This is Emily. She’s going to visit with you while I make dinner.”

			He looked back at Emily shyly. She was going to have her work cut out for her to coax him out of his shell.

			“New nanny?” he asked, looking back at Camila. His voice was soft but his words were clear.

			“Yes, sweetheart.”

			Emily approached Jaime, sitting on the floor opposite him. The corner of the room was set up as a play area with a tiny table and chair, paper and crayons on top, a stack of books and a dozen toys scattered around it.

			“I’ll be in the kitchen if you need anything.” Camila glanced at Emily, leaving the unspoken “I’ll be watching your every move” hanging in the air.

			Jaime eyed Emily warily without returning her smile. He wouldn’t be the first kid she’d had to win over.

			“Hey, buddy. I’m Emily. And you’re Jaime, right?”

			He blinked.

			“Okay.” Her first task was to get him to speak. “I’m really excited to meet you, Jaime. I like your pajamas.”

			Still nothing, just a withering stare that reminded Emily of his mother.

			“Can I see some of your drawings?” she asked, nodding toward the stack of paper on the table behind him. “No? Okay, then.”

			He was proving to be a tough nut to crack, but she would have expected nothing less from Camila Evans’s son.

			Jaime turned around and crawled over to the chest of toys in the corner. Emily glanced inside and spotted some familiar shapes. The kid had just handed her a lifeline.

			“You like dinosaurs, huh?”

			Jaime’s hand closed around a T. rex. He turned his head to look at her, letting on that he was interested.

			“I like them too. What’s your favorite?”

			Silence.

			“Mine is the stegosaurus. Do you have one of those?”

			Again no answer, so Emily glanced over his shoulder and reached past him into the toy chest. Jaime watched her the whole time.

			“This is a stegosaurus,” she told him.

			“I know.” The words were so unexpected and came out so haughtily, so undeniably reminiscent of his mother, that Emily broke into a wide smile.

			“You know, huh?”

			He nodded.

			“Do you also know that, even though they were really big, they had really tiny brains?” She watched him struggle—half of him wanted to ignore her and wanted her gone, the other half really wanted to know more dinosaur facts.

			“Really?” he asked eventually.

			“Uh-huh. You know what they ate?”

			“Plants.” He answered quicker this time.

			“That’s right, they were herbivores.”

			“Herb-vore,” he repeated, and he was so cute that Emily wanted to cry. “So is that one.” He pointed at another dinosaur by Emily’s knee, a diplodocus.

			“Yeah, it was. You’re good at this.”

			Jaime smiled uncertainly.

			“They used their tail as a weapon.” She demonstrated, knocking over a different dinosaur with the diplodocus’s tail, and Jaime giggled. “And their brains were small too.”

			Jaime pointed at another dinosaur, then another. Emily felt like this was a test, and she was glad her own childhood obsession had prepared her for this moment. After she’d gone through his entire collection, he watched her thoughtfully before crawling closer to her and holding out the dinosaur he’d been clutching since she first sat down.

			Emily took it gently from him as if it were an honor.

			“Favorite,” he said, and crawled onto her lap.

			“So what else do you like, buddy?” she asked him. She spoke softly, afraid she might startle him, make him run away and not come back. She peered at the stack of books. “Space?”

			“Yeah!” It was his most enthusiastic response yet. “I wanna be an astronaut!”

			“You do?”

			He nodded, completely serious.

			“It’s a lot of hard work, you know. I have a friend who’s training to be an astronaut.”

			Jaime’s eyes grew wide. “Really?”

			“Really,” she confirmed.

			He looked at her, amazed. “Can they take me into space?”

			“That’s not really how it works.” She laughed, then seeing his disappointment added, “but maybe she could come and talk to you about it one day.”

			Jaime beamed at the thought.

			“I’m sorry to interrupt.” Emily jumped at the sound of Camila’s voice because she hadn’t heard the other woman approach. “Dinner’s nearly ready, and Jaime”—she turned to her son—“it’s nearly time for bed.”

			Jaime thrust out his lower lip in an impressive pout.

			“Can Emily read my bedtime story?” he asked, and Camila blinked.

			“Oh, I wouldn’t want to overstep,” Emily said, but Camila waved her off.

			“Nonsense. This is why you’re here.” Camila leaned down to help Jaime out of Emily’s lap. It was the closest she had been yet to Camila, and Emily reminded herself to keep breathing. “Jaime’s room is this way.” Camila headed toward the hallway with Jaime in tow, and Emily followed. “Let’s brush your teeth while Emily picks out a book for you.”

			Jaime’s bedroom was identified with his name on the door in brightly colored letters. Emily stepped hesitantly inside. The room was plastered with his drawings, and his bed was shaped like a rocket. Emily made her way to the bookshelf against one wall, easily identifying Jaime’s favorite books by the worn spines. She chose one at random.

			A moment later, Jaime darted past her, Camila close behind. Emily watched Camila tuck her son into bed with a devotion that screamed how much she loved him.

			“He’s all yours,” Camila told Emily as she straightened up, nodding at the chair beside the bed. “I’ll go finish up dinner.”

			Emily opened the book and began reading. She was barely three pages in before Jaime’s breathing slowed, and she looked up to see him fast asleep.

			She smiled and closed the book, leaving it on the chair, and padded silently from the room, butterflies back in full force at the thought of having dinner with Camila without Jaime there as a buffer.

			* * *

			Camila returned to her kitchen, amazed and unbelieving at how quickly Emily had won over her son.

			She had watched the two of them closely as they played and had nearly dropped the pasta on the floor when she saw Jaime crawl onto Emily’s lap.

			With Amelia, Jaime had cried for two weeks whenever Camila left the apartment, and yet fifteen minutes with Emily Walker and she was his new favorite person.

			What was it about the girl that was different from the ones who came before her? Even Eleanor, Camila’s wonder nanny, had a difficult few days before Jaime had accepted her in his life.

			It was like a dream.

			She had expected Emily to be good, but not this good, and it was a little disarming. Camila wondered if Emily would continue to surprise her and hoped that she did.

			“He’s out for the count.”

			Emily reappeared, looking a little nervous now that Jaime wasn’t with her—she was a different person with her son than the woman Camila had met that afternoon.

			She finished dishing up the carbonara. “He never did have trouble sleeping.” Even as a baby, Jaime slept through the night more often than not. “Here, sit.” She gestured for Emily to take a seat at the breakfast bar; it would be less formal than sitting at the table. Camila placed a bowl of pasta in front of her. “Would you like something to drink?”

			“Just water is fine.”

			Even though Emily looked wildly out of place in her apartment, it was nice to have someone to share the space with. Camila filled two glasses with water, forgoing her usual red wine, then sat next to her new hire.

			“Thank you for having me over, Ms. Evans. The carbonara looks amazing.”

			“We’re going to be spending a lot of time together. You should call me Camila.”

			“Okay. Thank you. Camila.”

			It sounded good to hear Emily say her name.

			Camila gave Emily a few minutes to eat before she started her next round of questioning.

			“So how was it for you spending time with my son?”

			“Pretty great.” Emily smiled brightly, and Camila had to look away. “He’s a really great kid.”

			“I know,” Camila answered coolly. “You made quite an impression on him—he rarely warms to people so quickly. Should I be concerned about your extensive knowledge of dinosaurs?”

			Emily nearly choked on her food.

			“I was a dinosaur nerd growing up.”

			“Mm. And do you really have a friend who’s an astronaut in training, or was that just something you said to get my son on your side?”

			“I wouldn’t lie to him,” Emily said earnestly. “Although technically it’s my ex-girlfriend, but still. I know a few others too, but not anyone I’d call a friend. Comes with the territory.”

			“Of?”

			“Did you even read my résumé?” Emily teased. It was the most relaxed that Camila had seen her yet.

			“I did, along with several others. The details get a little fuzzy.”

			“I studied astrophysics at Yale.”

			“Wow.” Camila was surprised, though she tried not to show it. “And that’s what you want to get your master’s in?”

			“Yeah. And maybe a doctorate, but I’m not sure. Haven’t really decided yet.”

			She’s so young, Camila thought. She’s still trying to figure out her career path, her future.

			“That’s impressive.”

			“It’s just what I’m good at.” Emily shrugged. “And apparently it comes in handy when I want to charm five-year-old boys.”

			“Yes, well, Jaime’s quite enamored by you already. I imagine he’ll fall completely in love if you keep talking to him about space. He likes stargazing, but I’m not very good at pointing out the constellations.”

			“I’m sure you don’t have much time to learn, considering your job.”

			Camila quirked an eyebrow.

			“Your occupation isn’t exactly a secret; you’re pretty well-known in this city.”

			Camila well knew what was written about her, especially now that her marriage had fizzled out so publicly.

			“Mm. So I’m sure you’ve heard what a hard-ass I am, and you’ve experienced it yourself today. So I’ll ask you again: are you sure you want this job?”

			“Of course I still want the job,” Emily replied, setting down her fork. “And for the record, I don’t listen to idle gossip, especially about women. I admire you, Camila—”

			Emily’s blue eyes met hers, and Camila saw her sincerity. And she wondered if perhaps there was a little hero worship too, and she basked in the attention.

			“—and I have a little experience with what it’s like to succeed in a male-dominated field.”

			“Astrophysics isn’t popular with the ladies?” Camila asked, surprised to hear teasing in her voice. Maybe Jaime wasn’t the only person in the apartment who Emily was winning over.

			“Not really.” Emily smiled.

			“Well, the job is yours if you want it—subject to an extensive background check.” Camila doubted if it would reveal anything outside of a parking ticket. “It’s standard procedure for a prospective employee, especially for someone I’ll be trusting in my home and around my son,” Camila explained. “So if there’s anything I should know, now would be the time to tell me.”

			“I…I don’t think so.” Emily paused, thinking. “I already told you I was in foster care. My parents died in a car crash when I was eleven.” There was pain in her eyes at the memory.

			“Oh, Emily, I’m so sorry.” She knew Emily must have heard the same words hundreds of times before, but she smiled gratefully all the same. “You ended up in a good foster home?”

			“The best.”

			“Good. So,” Camila said, changing the subject, “the job is yours. It goes without saying that it’s Jaime who comes first. You looked pretty cozy with him, but should that change—”

			“—I’m outta here,” Emily finished. “I get it.”

			“Excellent. I have a contract in my study that I used with previous hires. Take it home with you and read it over. Follow me and I’ll get it for you.”

			Camila led Emily down the hall and into the study. She rummaged through the papers on her desk, and when she turned with the contract in hand, Emily was frowning at one of the framed photographs on the wall.

			“What are you doing?”

			Emily jumped at the sound of Camila’s voice, looking sheepish. “I just… I recognize most of the other photos.” She pointed at the one on the opposite wall. “Like that one, when you won your first Emmy. It must have been special.”

			“It was my first show,” Camila said, a little touched. “You really recognize all the others?”

			“I meant what I said before,” Emily said with a shrug, looking down at her shoes. “I admire you. I was a fan of yours growing up.”

			“Well, that just makes me feel old,” Camila replied, wrinkling her nose.

			Emily flushed.

			“That’s not what I meant! I just—”

			“It’s all right, Emily.” Camila cut her off, trying not to enjoy how easy it was to make the girl blush. “I know what you meant. Here.” Camila held out the contract. Emily raised her eyebrows at the weight of it. “Take your time looking through it. If everything is okay, bring it by my office tomorrow afternoon, say two o’clock. You can spend more time with Jaime while you’re there.”

			“Sure. I can spend the rest of the week watching him at your office, if you want, so you can see how we’re getting along before you leave him with me here. I know it’s difficult to trust someone new with your kid.”

			“Especially when they’re barely an adult themselves.”

			“Hey,” Emily protested as Camila led her back to the front door. “Twenty-three is adult. It’s like mid-adult. Five years into adulting.”

			“The word ‘adulting’ really makes you sound mature,” Camila told her, smiling. “I’ll see you tomorrow, Emily. Call me if you change your mind—my number is on the contract.”

			“Thank you.” Emily slipped the document into her bag before stepping out into the hallway.

			“Would you like my driver to give you a ride home?”

			“Oh no, that’s okay. I can take the subway.”

			“All right, then. But you are not to take my son anywhere near that germ-infested thing, understood?”

			“Is that in the contract?”

			“Absolutely. Goodnight, Emily.”

			“Goodnight, Ms. Evans—Camila.”

			Camila shut the door, pleased at how the evening had gone. Emily was great with Jaime, and he would be overjoyed when he learned he would be spending more time with her tomorrow.

			She returned to her study with a spring in her step. She had barely settled into her chair before the phone rang. She smiled when she saw the name on the screen.

			Camila didn’t have many friends—she was prickly and didn’t let her guard down easily—but Jenny Hall was one of the few who had stuck by her over the years.

			To the media, they were enemies at each other’s throats, owners of rival networks on opposite coasts, but behind closed doors it was a different story entirely.

			“Well, this is a surprise,” Camila answered, relaxing back in her chair as she waited for her laptop to boot up. “Is it time for our annual phone call already?”

			“Oh please, you know you miss me.”

			Camila did, but she’d never admit it. Jenny was one of the few people that she did miss about LA from her internship days. She had never made quite the same connection with anyone in New York, had never found anyone here who had her back in this male-dominated industry. “I miss you like a hole in the head,” she said.

			“Just thought I’d check in to see how you’re doing.” Without a doubt, Jenny was sitting in her own office at home, just as much of a workaholic as Camila.

			“After the divorce,” was unspoken, and Camila appreciated the concern. “I’m okay. Just trying to keep myself busy.”

			“That misconduct case doing the trick?”

			“Don’t remind me,” Camila said, groaning. “The media’s been on my case since the news broke this morning. You don’t know any decent actors available for a main role on very short notice, do you?”

			“If I did, I wouldn’t be letting you poach them.”

			Camila grinned. “It was worth a shot.”

			“Yeah, yeah. And how’s that gorgeous godson of mine?”

			“He’s as wonderful as always. I think I found his new nanny today.”

			“You fired another one?”

			“She rather forced my hand when I came home to find her and her boyfriend in flagrante delicto.”

			“Oh, my God, I would’ve paid to see your reaction to that.” Jenny cackled loudly. “Well, I hope the next one doesn’t disappoint.”

			“Me too.”

		

	
		
			Chapter 4

			“This is the most ironclad contract I have ever seen,” Cassie said the next morning as she flipped through the pages of Emily’s contract. “I think you’re good to go, though. It’s mostly to do with privacy. There’s a non-disclosure agreement…”

			Emily nodded. She had expected no less. “So I’m not selling my soul?”

			“Only signing your life away.” Cassie grinned, dropping the contract onto the coffee table and reclining on the couch, setting her feet on Emily’s lap. “To Camila Evans. Although considering your giant crush, that’s not much of an issue.”

			“Shut up.” Emily swatted at Cassie with a cushion.

			“So how long are you gonna wait till you ask her out?” Cassie asked, wiggling her eyebrows.

			“I am not going to ask her out!” Emily said. “She’s my boss.”

			“I was joking. Although plenty of people date their bosses. It’s not like you work with her directly. You’re not her assistant or someone else that would cause a scandal.”

			“Pretty sure the headline ‘Well-Known Celebrity Businesswoman Sleeps with Her Younger Female Nanny’ would be a scandal,” Emily said.

			“Well, you might have a point there. Just gonna torture yourself by working in close quarters, then?”

			“That’s the plan.”

			Cassie patted her leg sympathetically.

			They watched a movie until Cassie left for work. Emily spent the rest of her morning unpacking the few boxes that still littered her apartment. She was so focused that she lost track of time and practically had to sprint from the subway station to the CEBC building.

			The long elevator ride gave her a chance to catch her breath, and by the time she reached the thirtieth floor, her heart rate had returned to normal.

			She approached Camila’s office hesitantly, wondering if there would ever be a time when she felt completely at ease around the other woman. She hovered in the doorway until Camila glanced up and waved her in. She had left two buttons undone on her white blouse, and Emily struggled not to stare at the exposed pale skin.

			“Good afternoon, Emily. I’m glad to see you haven’t changed your mind.” Camila graced her with the barest hint of a smile, and Emily wondered if it had already been a long day.

			“Not at all, Ms. Evans.” It felt wrong to call her Camila in her office. “Here’s the contract.” She reached to hand it over, but Jaime sat on the floor in front of Camila’s desk playing with a redheaded woman whom Emily hadn’t seen yesterday. He sprung to his feet when he spotted her in the doorway.

			“Emily!” He collided with her legs, wrapping his arms around them in a hug. Emily laughed and ruffled his hair, setting the contract down on the couch for the time being.

			“Hey, buddy.”

			The redheaded woman’s jaw hung open in amazement.

			“You having a good day?”

			“Yeah!” He stared up at her, his eyes bright.

			“He’s been talking about you all day,” Camila said, looking fondly at her son. “You made quite the impression last night.”

			“I’ll say,” the other woman added, and Emily recognized her voice. It was the woman she had spoken to on the phone to set up the interview. “I think I’ve been replaced as his second favorite person.”

			“Emily, this is my assistant, Jessica. Emily is the new nanny. Jessica will show you around so you can acquaint yourself with the layout here. Come back here when you’re done, if you like.”

			“Can I go too?” Jaime asked his mother, still hanging onto Emily’s legs.

			“Of course you can, sweetheart.”

			Jaime reached for Emily’s hand.

			“Behave yourself,” Camila called after them, but Jaime had already shifted his attention.

			“I’ve never seen him this animated,” Jessica said to Emily. “He really likes you.”

			“Well, that’s good because I really like him too.”

			Jessica led the way around the floor, pointing out her desk on the other side of the hall from Camila’s office. She showed her the nearest bathroom, and then took her to the breakroom, which was empty at this time in the afternoon, despite the number of people still working.

			“Coffee?” Jessica asked. Emily nodded, noting where the mugs were kept.

			“Am I right in thinking you’re the reason I got this job?” Emily asked, keeping an eye on Jaime as he explored the room. “’Cause I get the feeling that if Camila had arranged the interviews herself, I wouldn’t have been on the list.”

			“Guilty,” Jessica admitted, leaning against the counter, and Emily decided then and there that she liked her. “I may have orchestrated things to give you a shot.”

			“Why?”

			“You’re different from the people she usually hires.” Jessica turned away to pour the coffee, then brought the mugs to the large table in the center of the room. “I thought you’d be good for her—and him.” She nodded at Jaime, who scurried back to Emily when someone new entered the room. “I wanted her to give you a chance.”

			“Oh.” Emily paused to process that information. “Well, thanks.”

			“Emily.” Jaime tugged at her jeans. “We play now?”

			“Sure, kiddo. Let’s go.” She nodded at Jessica, picked up her mug, then took Jaime’s hand and let him pull her out the door.

			“Are you sure we’re okay to be in here?” Emily asked when they reached Camila’s office. “I don’t want to distract you.”

			“It’s fine.” Camila waved a hand. “I’m used to blocking things out when I need to. Or you can go out onto the balcony if you like. Jaime likes the view.” From what Emily could see, the view was incredible.

			Jaime had already gathered some toys, so Emily decided to stay in the office for the time being. She sat on the floor next to him instead of on one of the couches—she was terrified she might dirty it—and set her coffee on the nearby coffee table.

			Jaime was in a superhero mood, and he made Batman save the day over and over. Emily settled for Wonder Woman, and the time flew by.

			After an hour or so, Jaime started to yawn. Soon his eyes were drooping until he was almost asleep on Emily’s knee.

			“He didn’t sleep too well last night,” Camila explained, her voice soft. Emily glanced up to see her watching them, her glasses perched on her nose. “Sometimes he has nightmares.”

			“And now he’s worn himself out.” Emily smiled down at him and ran a gentle hand through his hair. “I think you’d be more comfortable on the couch.” She settled him carefully onto the couch and draped a blanket over him, then turned to tidy up the toys strewn around the room.

			“You don’t have to do that,” Camila said.

			Emily shrugged. “I don’t mind. It’s not like I’m doing anything else.” Her task finished, she settled on the arm of the couch. “So, uh, what are you working on? If I’m allowed to ask.”

			Camila leaned back in her chair. “I’m looking over budget reports.”

			Emily made a face. “Sounds thrilling.”

			“Such is the life of a CEO. Not as glamorous as you think.”

			“Do you ever regret it?” Emily asked. “Do you wish you’d just stayed a producer?”

			Camila considered. “Yes and no. I don’t regret building up this network—it’s the second best thing I ever created.” Jaime was clearly the first. “And I’m proud of what I’ve achieved here. But…sometimes in the middle of a board meeting, or when my eyes are bleeding from looking over financial statements, or when employees suddenly don’t know what they’re doing and I have to do their jobs on top of everything else when all I really want to do is go home and be with my son, then yes, I almost wish I’d never created CEBC in the first place. But I wouldn’t change it for the world.”

			“What you’ve done here is incredible.” Emily struggled to keep the admiration out of her voice.

			“You have the job, Emily,” Camila said, smiling slightly. “You don’t have to suck up to me.”

			“I’m not,” Emily insisted, shaking her head. “I mean it. You’re an inspiration.”

			Camila’s smile disappeared, and Emily flushed, worried she had said too much.

			“I…I mean to a lot of people. Not just me.”

			“Yes, well, thank you.” Camila cleared her throat. “I should probably get back to work.”

			“Right, of course.” She gestured to the balcony door. “May I?” Camila nodded.

			The day was bright, the sky clear, and the air warm. Emily curled her hands around the railing of the balcony and peered over the edge, looking at the ground below and then at the city stretched out in front of her. The view left her breathless.

			Camila must feel like a queen surveying her empire when she when she stands out here, Emily thought.

			She settled herself into one of the two patio chairs, then reached into her bag to pull out a sketch pad and a pencil. She liked to sketch in quiet moments.

			She started by drawing the city skyline and was just starting to fill in some details when the door opened. Camila stepped through leading a sleepy Jaime.

			“I brought you a present.” Camila let go of her son’s hand, and Jaime padded over to Emily. She helped him up onto the chair beside her.

			“Pretty,” he mumbled, pointing at her sketch pad.

			“You want to see some more?” she asked him. When he nodded, she flipped through her sketch pad, hyperaware of Camila behind her.

			“You’re very talented,” Camila said after Emily had gone through them all. Her cheeks warmed at the praise.

			“Thank you.”

			Jaime reached for her pencil. “Do you want to draw something?” she asked him.

			“Yeah!”

			“Oh no, Emily, don’t let him draw in there,” Camila said when Emily turned to a fresh page. “I’ll get you some paper.”

			“It’s fine,” Emily said, holding the sketch pad in front of Jaime. “I don’t mind. I’ve got a dozen of these, and half of them are filled with doodles from kids I’ve looked after in the past. It’s nice to look back through them.”

			Jaime was holding the pencil over the paper, his face scrunched up in concentration. “What do you wanna draw, buddy?” Emily asked him.

			“You and Mama!” His eyes lit up with the idea, and he began working, the pencil scratching over the paper.

			“I’ll leave you to it,” Camila murmured, and turned back toward her office.

			“We’ll come and show you when it’s finished.”

			* * *

			“I think Mama will like this one.” Camila smiled at the sound of Jaime’s voice. His head was bent over what must be his third drawing of the day. The pair had come back in the office and were perched side by side on her couch.

			“I think she will too, buddy.” Emily smiled as she looked down at Jaime. Camila thought that must be what she herself looked like whenever she gazed at him, and she wondered if it had taken only two days for Emily to fall in love with him too.

			Camila couldn’t stop stealing glances at Emily and Jaime, even though she was supposed to be finalizing the schedule for the upcoming season.

			She couldn’t believe how well she was doing, how utterly captivated Jaime was. She didn’t know what it was that had her son so engaged. That morning she thought that perhaps last night had been a fluke, that Jaime would be standoffish and wary like he usually was around new nannies, but as soon as Camila told him that Emily would be by later, he had talked about nothing else all day.

			It was…astounding.

			She couldn’t figure out what it was about Emily Walker that made her so special.

			She just was.

			And it was maddening not being able to pinpoint why.

			Having Emily around was supposed to help her productivity, but it had the opposite effect. But Camila had seen enough—Jaime was perfectly at ease around her, and one more day in the office wouldn’t hurt before she let her loose in her home, trusting that the girl wouldn’t burn it down. And then she’d be able to concentrate again.

			Camila tried to ignore the sound of Emily and Jaime quietly talking. She pulled her focus back to her laptop screen and the schedule in front of her. When she finished, she sent it off and relaxed back in her chair. Her work was done for the day—barring an emergency, of course.

			“Are you finished working, Mama?” Jaime asked, turning to her eagerly, and when she nodded, he scrambled off the couch, struggling to carry the sketch pad that was almost as big as him. Camila laughed. When he reached her, she picked him up and set him down in her lap. “This is you!” he said excitedly, pointing at the page in front of him.

			Camila’s breath caught. Jaime had colored in the sketch using a mishmash of his favorite colors, but the sketch itself was done by a more expert hand.

			And it was… Well, it was a sketch of her. Emily must have finished it quickly, but it was still detailed, a beautiful depiction of Camila as she sat behind her desk, glasses on the edge of her nose, eyes focused on her computer screen.

			“I…I hope it’s okay. He asked me to draw you and I… Well, he can be very persuasive.”

			Camila glanced up. Emily was hovering across from her desk but refusing to meet her gaze.

			“It’s fine, Emily.” In fact, the drawing was flattering, highlighting her cheekbones and her piercing eyes, and if that was how Emily saw her… Well, it was nice to be admired by someone so young and beautiful herself. “I think it’s wonderful.”

			“Y-you do?”

			“Yes, I do.” She turned back to her son. “And you did wonderful coloring, sweetheart.” She kissed the top of his head, and he beamed. “What else have you drawn today?” Jaime pointed to previous pages showing stick figures of what must be the three of them. “My, my, you have been busy, haven’t you? Have you enjoyed yourself today?”

			“Yeah!”

			“Had fun with Emily?”

			“Emily’s the best!”

			Camila chuckled. She was glad that Emily’s charm had not worn off. “Yes, well, Emily can go home now.”

			His face fell, bottom lip trembling, and Camila recognized the beginning of a tantrum. That was new. Until now, the only person he had thrown a fit over leaving him had been her.

			“But—”

			“But nothing,” Camila told him gently. “She’ll be back tomorrow, and until then you can spend time with me.”

			“Okay.” He seemed momentarily placated by that. Then he asked, “Is it tomorrow yet?”

			“No, buddy.” Emily laughed. “Not yet, but it will be soon.”

			“Promise?”

			“I promise,” she said, then asked Camila, “Do you want me to come here a little earlier, get to know his usual routine?”

			Camila had been thinking the same thing. Emily had read her mind. “How about eight thirty? Though I’ll need you earlier than that when you come to the apartment next week.”

			“Of course. Eight thirty is fine.”

			I’ll see you tomorrow, Ms. Evans. And you too, Jaime.” She waved, and he waved back. “Have a good night!” she called over her shoulder.

			Camila and Jaime watched her go.

			“You like her, huh, Jaime?” Camila asked. Jaime nodded enthusiastically. “You know what’s crazy?”

			He shook his head.

			“I think I do too.”

			Emily was…refreshingly different from the nannies who had come before her, different even from anyone else in her life. She seemed to constantly surprise and impress Camila, and it had only been two days.

			She wondered what the future held.

		

	
		
			Chapter 5

			The night before her first day going to Camila’s apartment, Emily set her alarm for six thirty. She groaned when it went off. She had never been a morning person, and it took some effort to drag herself out of bed and into the shower.

			Still not awake, she picked up a coffee on her way to the subway, and by the time she stepped into Camila’s building at a quarter to eight, she felt a little more alive.

			She was nervous about spending the day alone with Jaime for the first time. Even though the kid already adored her and she had looked after countless other children before, it was always nerve-wracking the first time.

			She had the key to the elevator that Camila had given her the week before. The security guard clearly knew she was coming because he nodded politely at her as she pressed the elevator button.

			She also had a key to the front door, but Emily decided to knock instead this first time. From inside Camila yelled, “Just come in, Emily!”

			Camila was standing in the kitchen with her hands on her hips. Jaime sat in the middle of the floor with a stubborn look on his face, still wearing his pajamas. He brightened when he saw Emily.

			“Jaime,” Camila said to Emily through gritted teeth, “decided that he was not going to get dressed or eat his breakfast until you got here.”

			“I missed you.” Jaime looked up at her. Emily tried to be stern as she knelt down to look him in the eye.

			“Are you being naughty for your mom, little man?”

			“I wanted you to help”—he looked up at her, his lower lip protruding slightly—“because I missed you.”

			“Okay, well, how about this: I’ll help you get ready this morning, if that’s okay with your mom, but I want you to behave better tomorrow, all right?”

			“Okay.” Jaime sighed dramatically.

			“Why don’t you go to your room and Emily will join you in a minute,” Camila suggested, and he scurried off down the hall. Then she turned to Emily. “Thank you.” She looked tired before the day had even really begun.

			“I didn’t overstep there, did I?” Emily always worried about crossing the line from nanny to parent.

			“Oh no, by all means. Whatever it takes to get him to listen, you should do it.” Camila’s phone rang. She looked at the caller ID and sighed. “I have to take this. Can you get him ready and I’ll meet you back here in a few minutes?”

			“Sure.” Emily found Jaime in his room. “What do you want to wear today, buddy?”

			“You pick.”

			“All right. Where do you keep your clothes?” He pointed to the chest of drawers, and she riffled through to find a pair of jeans and a T-shirt with a dinosaur on it.

			Once he was dressed, he ran back to the kitchen to show off his dinosaur shirt. Camila hoisted him up to sit at the breakfast bar where she had set out a bowl of cereal.

			While Jaime ate, Camila showed Emily around the apartment. “It goes without saying that my bedroom is off-limits, and so is my study. Help yourself to anything in the kitchen. I shouldn’t be late home, but it looks like it’s already a crazy day. If it gets late, please eat here. I have a chef who prepares meals that I freeze and eat throughout the week. I told him to make double portions of everything from now on, so please take anything you want.”

			Emily’s mouth watered at the thought of eating professionally cooked food.

			“And as for Jaime’s meals, I made this for you.” A chart on the refrigerator listed days of the week and meals for lunch and dinner. “You don’t have to stick to it exactly; it’s just to give you an idea of his usual foods.”

			“I appreciate it.”

			“What else…?” Camila tapped a finger against her lips. Emily caught herself staring and quickly looked away. “Feel free to leave the apartment too; you’re not locked in here. There’s a park down the street that he likes, and there’s a coffee shop across from it. Just…just be careful.”

			Emily recognized the apprehension that flickered in Camila’s eyes; she had seen it countless times before.

			“We’re going to be fine, Camila.” It still felt weird to call her that. “I can text you hourly updates, if you like. Photos and everything, so you know he’s doing okay.”

			“You don’t have to do that.”

			“I know, but I also know that it’ll reassure you.”

			Relief washed over Camila’s face.

			The clock in the kitchen caught Emily’s eye. Eight fifteen. “Aren’t you going to be late for work?”

			“Shi—oot!” Camila turned to Jaime at the breakfast bar. “All right, sweetheart. You be good for Emily, you hear me?”

			“I will,” he promised.

			She kissed the top of his head and turned back to Emily. “Let me know if you have any problems.” She shrugged into her coat, and Emily reached for the bag sitting on the breakfast bar, holding it out to her.

			“Will do. And I’ll send you updates. Have a good day, Camila.”

			“You too.” Camila looked at Jaime once more, then stepped through the front door. It was the first time Emily had seen her hesitate. The door clicked shut a moment later, leaving her alone with Jaime.

			“So, buddy”—she lifted him off of the stool and set him down on the floor—“you ready for our first full day together?”

			“Yeah!” He clapped his hands, then reached for Emily and dragged her toward his toys.

			* * *

			It was a busy Monday at CEBC. What got Camila through the day was the hourly pictures Emily sent of Jaime beaming at the camera. The photos chronicled their day together—their first true test, and Camila marveled at how happy and at ease her son looked in every single one.

			She finished working at six, a record of late. She collected her things with a spring in her step and took the elevator down to her waiting car.

			She arrived home to the sound of laughter. Camila shrugged out of her coat with a smile, kicked off her shoes, and stepped into the living area to find Emily helping Jaime off the couch so he could greet his mother. She bent down and swept him into a hug.

			“Did you have a good day, sweetheart?” she asked him, although she already knew the answer.

			“The best!” he said with a smile so wide it lit up his face. God, she loved seeing him so happy, even if she wasn’t the cause of it.

			“What did you do?”

			“We played lots, and I made you some more drawings—come look!” He took her hand and led her to his craft corner. Camila glanced at Emily, who was watching him fondly.

			Jaime showed her the pieces of paper he had doodled all over. Camila told him to pick his favorite to stick it on the fridge. As he bounded away, she turned to Emily.

			“How did it go, Emily?” she asked with the unspoken hope that it had been a good day for Emily too. Camila wanted her to be happy here. She wasn’t sure what she would do if Emily decided not to stay.

			“It was great.” Emily looked as happy as Jaime. “He was an angel.”

			Jaime, back from displaying his artwork on the refrigerator, overheard her and beamed, then crawled back up on the couch, sitting so close to Emily that he was practically in her lap.

			“I’m glad he behaved.”

			“Well, I should probably get going,” Emily said. Jaime instantly stuck out his lower lip. “Let you guys spend some time together.”

			“You could stay for dinner, if you like.” The words seemed to escape from Camila’s mouth on their own, but there was something about Emily that drew her in, and it had been nice the other night to have a real person for company rather than a glass of wine. Although she was surrounded by people every damn day, not a single person really knew her or even liked her. She knew what her employees said behind closed doors, knew she wasn’t an easy boss, but no one ever became CEO without stepping on a few toes. It was different having someone in her home, someone to gush about her son with, someone she could talk to about things other than work.

			Emily looked surprised at the offer. “I… Are you sure?” Emily still hesitated around her. Camila hoped that would change the longer she was here.

			“I wouldn’t offer if I wasn’t.”

			“Okay, then. Thank you.”

			“I think it’s lasagna tonight. Is that all right?”

			“Sure. Do you want any help?”

			“No. Stay here. Keep this one occupied.” She gently ruffled Jaime’s hair. The movie paused on the TV was one of Jaime’s favorites; Camila had watched it with him countless times. “Finish your movie.”

			Jaime bounced happily on the couch when he heard that, and Camila turned to the kitchen as Emily pressed play. She smiled listening to Jaime’s giggles and Emily’s laughter, smiled at the sheer warmth that flooded the apartment.

			It was something she could get used to.

			As Camila served up their food, Emily started another movie for Jaime before setting the table. Camila noticed that the two settings were next to one another, positioned so they could both keep an eye on her son.

			“So, Emily,” Camila began. She wanted to get to know the girl a little better. “How are you finding New York so far?”

			“It’s good,” she answered, her mouth full of lasagna. She managed to swallow before continuing. “It’s a lot busier than New Haven and the small town in Massachusetts where I spent my teenage years. But I grew up in Chicago, and it’s nice to be back in a big city again.”

			“Why did you come here instead of Chicago?”

			“My sister’s here,” Emily explained with a shrug. “She came for college and liked it so much she stayed.”

			“I didn’t know you had a sister.”

			“Well, foster sister, technically. But she was my rock, after”—her eyes darkened briefly—“after everything that happened with my parents. We didn’t get along very well at first, but pretty soon we were inseparable. I had a hard time when she left for college.”

			“Did you want to follow her here?”

			“That was the original plan, but then I got a scholarship from Yale, and Cassie said if I even thought about turning it down she’d never speak to me again.” Emily’s eyes shone when she talked about her sister. “I loved coming to visit her here, so it just made sense to move here after I graduated.” Emily pivoted the question back to Camila. “How about you? Why did you decide to settle here?”

			“I wanted a fresh start, and there’s no better place if you want to make it big in the world of television. Plus it was on the other side of the country from my mother, and the greater the distance between us, the better.”

			“You don’t get along?”

			“That’s the understatement of the year.” Camila hadn’t been face-to-face with Charlotte Evans in quite some time, and she couldn’t even say that she missed her. Her mother been cold and cruel when Camila was growing up. Even as an adult, she never stopped telling her what a failure she was, despite everything she had accomplished.

			“Does she see Jaime often?”

			“I keep him away from her as much as possible.” Camila wanted to protect her son from her own childhood experience. “She barely even remembers she has a grandson. Even if we lived closer, I doubt she’d want to spend any time with him.”

			“That sucks.”

			“He’s better off without her.” Camila heard the bitterness in her voice, so she cleared her throat and changed the subject. “Do you get on well with your foster parents?”

			“Uh, it’s only one foster parent now. Cassie’s dad died a few years ago.”

			Camila sucked in her breath. She couldn’t imagine what it felt like to lose both parents, find a foster family, then lose one of the parents who had taken you in. She wondered how someone who had been through so much loss could still shine so brightly.

			“But my foster mom, Sarah, has been amazing. I don’t know what I would have done without her. Despite everything else that’s happened to me, I’ve been lucky.”

			Camila would have hated that kind of unadulterated optimism from anyone else, but somehow it didn’t bother her coming from Emily, and she wondered how she had gotten under her skin so easily.

			They finished eating, and Camila waved away Emily’s offer to help clear the plates, nodding instead at Jaime, who had jumped off the couch at the sound of chairs being pushed away from the table. He tugged on Emily’s hand.

			“Can we go see the stars?” he asked. Camila nodded and watched as Jaime led Emily toward the balcony door. After tidying the kitchen, she joined them, pausing in the open doorway to take in the sight of them: Emily lay back on one of the lounge chairs, Jaime in her lap. Her arms were wrapped gently around his middle. Every few seconds, he pointed up at the sky above and listened with rapt attention as Emily patiently answered each and every question.

			“What’s that one?” He gestured wildly up at the sky. Camila wondered if Emily even knew where he was pointing to because she herself would have had no idea.

			“Leo,” Emily answered without missing a beat.

			“That one!” Jaime pointed again, and Emily followed his finger.

			“Orion.”

			“This one!”

			“Hercules.”

			“Now you’re just making them up,” Camila teased, unable to help interjecting. Emily jumped at the sound of her voice, turning to face her.

			“I am not,” she protested. “Most of the modern constellations have their basis in Greek myth.” Then she seemed to notice the look on Camila’s face. “And you’re totally teasing me.”

			Camila grinned. “You make it too easy.”

			“Mama, come sit!” Jaime was sleepy but still excited, and when Camila sat in the lounge chair next to them, he moved to her lap instead, and she wrapped him in a tight hug. “Emily’s teaching me.”

			“I can see that.” She kissed the top of his head. “You really know your constellations,” she said to Emily.

			“Yeah, well.” Emily shrugged. “When I was a kid and couldn’t sleep, my dad used to take me into the backyard and tell me about the stars.” Her eyes shimmered in the moonlight. “After my parents died… I’d always try and find the stars in whatever foster home I was in that night because that was something that never changed, you know? They were constant, unlike everything else around me.” She paused, and Camila wanted to tell her she didn’t have to continue, but she couldn’t find the words and maybe didn’t want to, maybe didn’t mind that Emily was opening up to her after being so timid.

			“When I went to live with the Joneses, I still had nightmares. They moved me into Cassie’s room so I wouldn’t be alone, but then I just kept her up too. Once we were both awake, I’d tell her about the constellations. My foster parents even painted a galaxy of glow-in-the-dark stars on our ceiling.”

			“Is that why you went into astrophysics?”

			“It was definitely where it all started for me. I’ve always loved space, and my dad, both my foster parents, and Cassie are all scientists, so I guess it runs in the family.”

			“Wow.”

			“Yeah. We’re real fun at parties.” Then nodding at Jaime, she said, “I think someone’s tired.” Camila looked down. Jaime’s eyes were drifting closed.

			“I think it’s bedtime for you, young man.” Camila said. Jaime didn’t protest.

			Emily glanced at her watch. “I should probably be heading home. It’s getting late.”

			“Of course.”

			“Here, I’ll help you get him inside.”

			Emily lifted Jaime easily and carried him to his bedroom. He was small for his age, but he was heavy. She must be strong to make carrying him look so effortless.

			“You gonna wake up, buddy?” Emily asked as she gently set him down on his bed. He blinked his eyes open long enough for Camila to help him into his pajamas and tuck him in.

			“I’ll be back to read your bedtime story after I show Emily out.”

			“Okay,” he replied, yawning. “Bye, Emily.”

			“Goodnight, buddy. I’ll see you in the morning.” Emily ruffled his hair gently before following Camila to the door. “Same time tomorrow?”

			“Of course.” She handed Emily her coat. “Hopefully he’ll be dressed by the time you get here. Oh, and before I forget—there’s a gala dinner I have to go to on the fifteenth.” She hated the damn things but she had to show her face and rub shoulders with others in the industry. “Can you stay late that night? I’ll pay you double.”

			“Yeah, sure. No problem.”

			“You’re a godsend. I know you’ll say no, but do you want me to call my driver for you?”

			Emily shook her head. “It’s fine. Goodnight, Camila.”

			“Night, Emily.” Camila shut the door behind her and went to read Jaime his bedtime story, although he was asleep before she read the first sentence.

			She returned to the kitchen for a glass of wine and retired to her study. The apartment seemed too quiet and empty, intensifying her loneliness. She shook it off. She needed to get some work done before she went to sleep.

			* * *

			The rest of Emily’s first week with Jaime was uneventful. They played in the apartment or went out to explore the city. Sometimes they dropped by Camila’s office at lunchtime so that she could have a few minutes with her son.

			Camila didn’t ask her to stay for dinner again, and Emily tried not to be disappointed—she loved spending time with Jaime, but she also loved any time she got to spend with Camila. She was a fascinating woman, and Emily’s crush wasn’t fading.

			If anything, it was only growing in volume. The more she got to know Camila, the more she saw the real person, the woman behind the persona she showed the world. Camila was soft and warm with her son (she looked at him like he was her whole world, and Emily nearly melted every time she saw it); she was kind and funny and all kinds of beautiful—and Emily was definitely screwed.

			Because it was Camila Evans that she was thinking of like that, her boss, she needed to stop before she got fired, but she just… She didn’t know how to look away when Camila stood in front of her and asked Emily about her day.

			Friday afternoon, as she and Jaime were on the floor drawing at the coffee table, Emily’s phone buzzed with a message. She set down her pencil and reached for it, careful not to bump Jaime’s hand as he frowned with concentration, orange crayon held tightly.

			 

			My ex-husband is coming around to pick up some mail from the apartment. Usually he gives me a bit more warning, but I’m sure he wants to check out the new nanny without me there. If he’s there too long, feel free to kick him out.

			 

			Emily grinned as she read the text. She could hear the words in Camila’s voice, imagined her exasperation, and even saw the eye rolling behind the message.

			Emily had barely sent a reply when the front door clicked. Jaime looked up at the noise expecting to see his mom, but his face fell when he saw it wasn’t her, and he turned his attention back to coloring.

			Chris Wright was exactly the kind of man that Emily expected someone like Camila to marry. He was tall and handsome with impressive cheekbones, blue eyes that sparkled a little too much, and brown hair just starting to gray. Camila had told her he was a lawyer with a well-known firm, and she thought from his pressed Armani suit that he wanted the rest of the world to know who he was.

			“Hi.” He stepped into the room. “I’m Chris, Jaime’s dad. You must be the new nanny.”

			“Emily Walker.” She stood up to shake his outstretched hand.

			“Hi, Daddy.” Jaime tore his attention away from his drawing long enough to glance up at his dad.

			“Hey, big guy.” Chris ruffled Jaime’s hair affectionately. “You having fun? What are you working on there?”

			“It’s a picture of me and Mama and Emily.”

			Emily felt awkward about being in the family drawing when Chris was not, and she could tell from the set of Chris’s jaw that he wasn’t pleased.

			“You gonna make me one too?”

			“Do you want one?” Jaime peered up at his father curiously.

			Chris swallowed, his Adam’s apple bobbing.

			“Of course I do, Jaime.”

			“But you’re never here anymore,” Jaime said softly.

			“I know, big guy.” Chris sighed and moved around the coffee table to sit on the couch behind where Jaime worked.

			Emily felt like she was intruding. She retreated into the kitchen to give them some semblance of privacy in the open-plan apartment and busied herself with cleaning up the dishes she and Jaime had used for lunch, though she could still hear every word Chris and Jaime said.

			“You remember why I left, right? Because your mom and I weren’t getting along anymore.”

			“Yeah.”

			“I might not come over here as much anymore, but once I’ve got your bedroom set up in my new place, you can come over whenever you want, okay?”

			“Okay.”

			Emily was surprised at the affectionate tone Chris had with Jaime, and she wondered if she had judged him too harshly—but then she remembered the affair that had led to Camila divorcing him and the way he had not-so-subtly checked her out earlier. She decided he could still be an asshole.

			“I have to get back to work now, but I’ll come and see you again soon, okay?”

			“Bye, Daddy.”

			Chris ruffled Jaime’s hair one last time before standing up to leave. “It was nice to meet you,” he called out to Emily. She waited until the door closed before padding back into the living room and sitting on the floor across from Jaime again.

			They finished drawing and then Emily made him dinner. When Camila called to say she wouldn’t be home until late, she gave him a bath, and afterwards, when he was in his pajamas, they curled up together on the couch for a movie.

			Jaime was asleep with his head on Emily’s lap when Camila finally arrived home. The stress and exhaustion of her busy day melted away when she looked down at her son.

			“Was your day okay?” she asked Emily, settling down on the couch by Jaime’s feet.

			“Better than yours, judging by the time,” Emily replied. “I, uh, I already ate, but I heated up something for you too. It’s still in the oven.”

			“You didn’t have to do that.”

			“I know, but it was no trouble.”

			Camila smiled, and Emily’s heart skipped a beat.

			“Did Chris come by?”

			“Yeah.”

			“Did he hit on you?” Camila asked. Emily shook her head. “Huh. That’s a surprise.”

			“He checked me out at some point, but that was all. He sat with Jaime for a little while. I…I think he misses him.”

			“He is easy to miss,” Camila conceded, glancing down at her sleeping son. “Chris never wanted kids, but he is good with Jaime. Sometimes…sometimes I worry that our strained relationship will have a negative effect on him. I never wanted him to grow up in a broken home.”

			“It might have done him more damage if you’d stayed together.” Emily was a little amazed that Camila was talking about something so personal.

			“Oh, there was no way we were staying together after I caught him with his secretary,” Camila replied, her eyes darkening. “He was lucky I didn’t throw the pair of them over the balcony railing.”

			“Wow.” Emily couldn’t comprehend why someone would cheat on a woman like Camila. “You deserve better than that.”

			“Yes, well, I can’t say I was entirely blameless.” Camila gazed off into the distance, a million miles away. “When we got together, CEBC was just getting started, but as it grew, I focused more on that than my marriage.”

			“Still no excuse for what he did,” Emily said a little uncertainly. “He’s an idiot.”

			Jaime stirred on Emily’s lap, interrupting the conversation.

			“I think it’s time we got you to bed, buddy.” Emily gently nudged him awake. Jaime blinked sleepily for a minute before he realized that he and Emily weren’t alone on the couch.

			“Mama!”

			“Hi, sweetheart.” Camila chuckled as Jaime roused himself to wrap her in a hug. “Had a good day?”

			“Yeah.”

			“Ready for bed?” she asked him, and he nodded, rubbing his eyes. “Say goodbye to Emily, then.”

			“Bye, Emily.”

			“Bye, Jaime. I’ll see you on Monday.”

			Emily gathered up her things, smiling at the sight of Jaime already falling asleep again on Camila’s shoulder.

			“Have a good weekend, Emily,” Camila called out as Emily made her way to the front door.

			“You too, Camila. Goodnight.”

		

	
		
			Chapter 6

			“I know I’m a poor substitute for Cassie,” Maia told Emily as they mounted the steps of the American Museum of Natural History. “She told me she’s been promising you this outing since her college days.”

			“Don’t be silly.” Emily was only too happy to spend time with Maia. “Crime scenes don’t run on a nine-to-five schedule. Besides, she’s going to join us later.”

			“So how have your first couple of weeks been, Em? Are you enjoying it?”

			“Yeah, it’s really great.” Whenever she thought about her job—and Jaime—she smiled, barely believing how lucky she was to have a job that made her so happy and one that paid so well. “It doesn’t even feel like work most of the time. Jaime’s a great kid, and spending my days in that apartment isn’t exactly a hardship.”

			She loved the view from the balcony most of all—it was her favorite place to sit. She and Jaime spent much of their time out there, Emily sketching the city skyline while Jaime tried his best to imitate her. And at night the view of the stars was breathtaking.

			“I would kill to see the inside of that place.” Maia sighed wistfully. “I’d love to see how the other half lives.”

			“If I could sneak you in without Camila finding out, I would.”

			Maia grinned. “I’d be scared to touch anything.”

			“So was I, for the first few days,” Emily admitted. “And then I broke a vase. Camila was actually pretty cool about it—didn’t seem to care at all, even though it probably cost a lot.”

			“And how’s your hopeless crush?” Maia asked, though her face suggested she already knew the answer.

			“Getting more hopeless by the day.” Emily sighed. “But at least Camila hasn’t figured it out yet”—she paused—“I don’t think. If she has, she hasn’t mentioned it.”

			“Well, I envy you—your boss is smoking hot, you get to play all day, and your office is a fancy apartment. It beats the bullpen at the precinct.” Maia wrinkled her nose. “I swear half of the cops I work with don’t own deodorant.”

			“At least if you get one of them for Secret Santa, you’ll know what to buy.”

			“I like the way you think, Em. So where to first?” Maia asked as they stepped into the entrance hall. “I’ve never actually been here before.”

			“As my tour guide, you probably shouldn’t admit that.”

			“Hey, I got us here, didn’t I?” Maia shoulder checked her, and Emily grinned.

			“That’s true. Dinosaurs first?” Emily suggested when she saw the sign pointing toward the exhibit. “I have to warn you: I’m a giant nerd.”

			“Cassie already briefed me. She—”

			“Emily!”

			The screech from behind startled them both, and Emily turned to see a familiar mop of blond curls sprinting toward her. Jaime collided with her legs, nearly bowling her over.

			“Hi!” He gazed up at her adoringly, and Emily’s heart melted.

			“Hey, buddy. Where’s your mom?”

			“Jaime!”

			Camila materialized in front of them a moment later, her mouth in a thin line.

			“I said you could go and say hello, not tackle her to the ground.”

			“Sorry,” Jaime mumbled against Emily’s knee. “Got excited. I missed you.”

			“You saw me yesterday!”

			“Long time ago,” Jaime replied solemnly. “Did you miss me too?”

			“Of course I did, bud. You here for the dinosaurs?”

			He nodded, and she leaned down to whisper “Me too!” like it was a secret. He giggled.

			“Come with us?” he asked. Emily looked at Camila, not wanting say no but sure Camila would prefer to spend some quality time alone with her son.

			“Sweetheart, maybe Emily wants to spend her day off with her…friend.” The pause was noticeable, and Emily wondered if Camila thought this was a date. She almost laughed out loud at the thought.

			“She can come too!” Jaime declared. Emily glanced at Maia, who was stifling a smile.

			“Jaime…” Camila’s voice sounded a warning, which made Jaime clutch Emily tighter. If there was a tantrum coming, she really did not want to be at the center of it.

			The building tension was diffused when Emily’s and Maia’s phones chimed in unison. Emily glanced at the group message. It was Cassie. She was outside and wanted to know where to meet them.

			 

			Babe, get in here now – Camila Evans is here and you’re missing the show!!!!

			 

			Emily closed her eyes. She would kill both Maia and Cassie if they embarrassed her in front of her new boss.

			“Hey.” Cassie’s voice echoed loudly in the antechamber of the museum. Emily wondered if she had run, but her sister casually approached Maia not even remotely out of breath, slung an arm around her shoulder, and kissed her cheek. Camila watched them closely. “How’s it going?”

			“Camila, this is my sister, Cassie.” Emily ignored Cassie’s elbow digging into her side. “And this is her girlfriend, Maia. Guys, this is Camila, and this”—she squeezed one of Jaime’s shoulders—“is Jaime.”

			He looked up at them shyly, and when Cassie waved at him, he hid his face in Emily’s legs.

			“Nice to meet you,” Cassie said. “We’ve heard a lot about you.”

			Emily glared at her sister.

			“I was talking about Jaime, obviously.”

			Emily narrowed her eyes, a look that said “I am going to kill you.”

			“I’m sure.” Camila smiled, amused. “Anyway, we won’t take up any more of your day. Come on, Jaime.” She held out her hand. “Let’s go.”

			“But I want Emily to come too!”

			“Emily can bring you back another day.” Camila told him, which seemed a fair compromise, considering how much time they spent together.

			“No! I want both of you to come!”

			“You know, Emily, you can go, if you want to.” Cassie’s shit-eating grin told Emily she was very proud of herself. “It’d actually be nice for Maia and me to spend some time together.” She pulled Maia closer. “Work’s been so busy lately.”

			Except that Emily knew for a fact that Cassie and Maia had both taken the entire previous week off to sort out their new apartment.

			“Oh, I wouldn’t want to intrude,” Emily said to Camila, still glaring at her sister.

			“You wouldn’t be intruding,” Camila said. “It would actually be nice to walk through a museum with someone who isn’t under the age of six. You don’t have to, though.”

			“I…” She hesitated. Camila’s offer seemed sincere, and Emily really didn’t want to turn down the offer. “I’d love to.”

			“Yay!” Jaime yelled before taking Emily’s hand and trying to drag her away.

			“Hang on a sec, buddy.” She laughed, pulling him back and handing him over to Camila so she could step away to say goodbye to Cassie and Maia.

			“You’re welcome,” Cassie said after Camila had moved out of earshot.

			“I hate you. I’m not coming over for dinner later.”

			“Yes, you are,” Cassie admonished her. “You’re coming so you can give us every detail of your date.”

			“This is not a date!” Emily hissed, trying to keep her voice low.

			Maia laughed, tugging at Cassie’s arm. “Stop teasing her or she’s going to explode.”

			“You are just as bad,” Emily rounded on her, hands on her hips in mock effrontery. “If you hadn’t sent that text, none of this would have happened.”

			“Oh please, stop acting like you’re not delighted to spend more time with Camila,” Cassie said. “Now go, enjoy yourself. And be at our place by seven.”

			“I’m not coming!”

			“Yeah, you are. Maia’s making quesadillas, your favorite. And there’s a chocolate cheesecake in the fridge with your name on it.”

			Emily huffed. She couldn’t say no to either of those things.

			“We’ll see you later. Love you!”

			Emily was still muttering as she made her way back to Camila and Jaime. She couldn’t stay mad when she thought of stealing a few hours with Camila, especially in her well-fit black jeans. The undone buttons at the collar of her white blouse revealed the pale skin of Camila’s collarbones, and Emily worked hard to avert her eyes.

			“You ready to check out some dinosaurs, Jaime?”

			“Yeah!” He reached for her hand again and took Camila’s at the same time, pulling them both toward the exhibit.

			“I’m really sorry to intrude” Emily leaned close to Camila so Jaime wouldn’t hear. She was close enough to smell her perfume, and when Camila turned her head to respond, Emily almost drowned in the green of her eyes.

			“You’re not intruding,” Camila said, holding Emily’s gaze. “Really. I’m happy you’re here. And he is too.”

			Jaime’s grin filled his whole face, and Camila was smiling. Emily’s heart pounded in her chest, thudding against her ribcage.

			It would be a miracle if she survived the day.

			* * *

			“This one’s my favorite!” Jaime was on Emily’s shoulders, her hands holding onto his legs. He stared up at the enormous T. rex skeleton, and Camila laughed at the wide-eyed look on his face.

			“I thought triceratops was your favorite.” Emily said. Camila loved that Emily listened to him, that she remembered tiny details, that she made so much of an effort and even gave up her Saturday to keep a five-year-old happy.

			She chattered away with him, answering questions that Camila would never have been able to without her phone. And as much as Emily had apologized for infringing on their day, Camila actually enjoyed watching the two of them together and seeing Jaime so happy.

			Emily wasn’t bad to look at either. Camila scolded herself for gazing at the bare legs that extended from her skirt. It was inappropriate and she knew it, but she couldn’t help it—Emily was gorgeous and completely unaware of her looks and the effect she had on other people. That only made her more endearing.

			She would never know how Camila felt, though. As good as she was at getting her to open up, Camila would keep her feelings close to her chest because she didn’t want to do anything to jeopardize Emily’s budding relationship with Jaime.

			She was a godsend, Jaime was completely in love with her, and Camila would do nothing to ruin it, especially after her recent bad luck with nannies.

			“This one’s cool too!” Jaime’s voice cut through her thoughts. “Don’t you think so, Mama?”

			“It’s very…impressive.” Camila had absolutely no idea which set of fossils Jaime was looking at, and Emily knew it, judging from her grin.

			“Wanna go play in the fun part of this place?” Emily asked, and when Jaime nodded she led him toward the interactive exhibit where excited children were chattering. “Where do you want to start?”

			The room was filled with a variety of puzzles, and Emily waited for Jaime to choose one. Camila arrived to help him, so Emily leaned back to watch, her hands tucked into her jacket pockets.

			After the museum, they went for lunch in a nearby café. Camila was reluctant to say goodbye to Emily. She had had fun today too. As much as she loved her son and tried to reserve her weekends just for him, she got lonely sometimes not having another adult to talk to.

			She had few friends in the city, and she was startled to think that Emily might become one because, as much as Camila knew this was only a job to Emily, she suspected that it might become more than that.

			It was obvious from the way she smiled brightly when she walked into Camila’s apartment in the morning, the way she put Jaime first without hesitation, the way she brought him to Camila’s office because she knew it cheered her up.

			They were all simple, tiny gestures, but they were above and beyond what the job required. She knew that Emily was already besotted with Jaime, and even though it had only been a couple of weeks, Camila had no idea how she had ever coped without her.

			“Thank you for doing this,” Camila said softly once they were seated and Jaime was preoccupied with the crayons the waitress had given him. “You really didn’t have to. Even if he had thrown a tantrum, he would have gotten over it once we got to the dinosaurs. I’ll pay you for today, of course.”

			“No way.” Emily brushed her off. “Honestly, it’s fine. It didn’t even feel like work, and I’m happy to spend more time with you guys.” Her cheeks turned pink as soon as she said it.

			“Even though you were planning to spend time with your sister?”

			“I’ll see her later.” Emily shrugged. “Besides, it’s always fun taking kids around museums, especially if they haven’t been there before. They get so excited about everything.”

			“So do you,” Camila teased, and Emily’s cheeks flushed darker. Camila was enjoying this moment. “I’m glad you were there, though. There’s no way I could’ve answered even half of his questions as well as you did.”

			“I’m sure you would have managed.”

			“Not nearly as well as you.”

			Their food arrived, and Emily lit up at the sight of her burger and fries. She shook her head when Camila started on her salad.

			“What?”

			“It’s just leaves.”

			“It is not just leaves. There’s also dressing.”

			Emily grinned, and Camila focused on her salad so she wouldn’t think about how beautiful Emily looked, even under the café’s awful fluorescent lighting.

			After they had eaten, they went their separate ways. As she and Jaime watched Emily walk away, Camila felt lighter than she had felt in a long, long time.

			“I really like her, Mama,” Jaime said, looking up at her.

			Camila ruffled his hair gently. “Me too, Jaime. Me too.”

			* * *

			Cassie and Maia’s new apartment was only a few blocks away from their old one, and Emily had been there several times already. It was a bigger apartment with a second bedroom and a much larger kitchen, but the layout was the same.

			“So how was your date?” Cassie pounced on Emily as soon as she was through the door. Emily rolled her eyes as she set a bottle of wine on the breakfast bar.

			“It was not a date!”

			“Okay, how was your not date?” Cassie corrected, jumping up to sit on the counter next to where Maia was preparing the quesadillas.

			“It was… It was actually really fun.”

			“See? Aren’t you glad we interfered?”

			“I think the interfering was all yours, babe,” Maia said.

			“You didn’t stop her,” Emily pointed out, and Maia shrugged. “And if either of you ever do something like that again, I swear I will stop talking to both of you.” She tried to look stern, but the warning melted when Cassie grinned. “But yeah, I guess.”

			“I’ll try to behave.”

			That was probably the best Emily could hope for.

			“Seriously, though, you look happy. Do you still think you’ll never make a move?”

			“Yeah, because she’s still my boss, a fact that isn’t going to change anytime soon, so can we just drop it? Please?”

			“All right,” Cassie said, sulking.

			“Thank you. So what did you guys do today?”

			“We went to that new tapas bar for lunch. We’ll have to take you there one day because the menu is amazing,” Maia answered. “Then we shopped for a few things we needed to make this place more homey.”

			“We got a new rug,” Cassie added, stealing some cheese from a plate on the counter when Maia turned back to the stove. “Isn’t our life exciting?”

			“I don’t know.” Emily looked at them wistfully. “It sounds pretty perfect to me.”

			She had always ached for this kind of domestic bliss—the apartment and the girlfriend, someone to come home to after a long day at work, someone to cook with, someone to decorate with.

			“You’ll have this one day.” Cassie seemed to read her mind. “I promise.”

			Emily hoped she was right.

		

	
		
			Chapter 7

			Camila breezed into her apartment on the night of her gala dinner with five people in tow, all laden with heavy bags. Emily watched wide-eyed as they filed down the hall and into Camila’s bedroom.

			“My team of stylists,” Camila explained as she paused in the living room to greet Jaime. “To transform me into something beautiful.”

			“They won’t have to work very hard.” The words slipped out before she could stop them, and Camila raised her eyebrows. Emily looked away, knowing she was blushing again. “Just ’cause, you know, you’re already…” Emily willed herself to stop talking before she dug herself in deeper. “You know.”

			“Well, thank you, Emily. Let’s hope my date for the evening is as complimentary.”

			Emily tensed at that new information. It hadn’t occurred to her that Camila might have an escort for the night, but it made sense. Camila was newly single, after all, and she was probably expected to have someone at big events.

			“If he’s early, would you mind letting him in?”

			“Of course.” Whoever he was, he was a lucky guy, and Emily was going to be jealous of him for the whole damn night.

			Camila disappeared into her bedroom to get ready. Emily and Jaime carried on their battle with his favorite cartoon superhero figures.

			When someone knocked at the door a while later, Emily got up to admit Camila’s date, a good-looking man with a charming smile dressed in a tuxedo. She smiled woodenly at him.

			“I’m Emily, Camila’s nanny. Come on in. She’s just about ready.”

			“Thanks.” He stepped over the threshold. “I’m Stephen.” He shook her hand awkwardly, and she led him inside, where he hovered uncertainly near the couch.

			“You can sit, you know,” Emily said, trying to put him at ease as she sat back down next to Jaime.

			“Sorry.” He sat on the edge of the couch. “I guess I’m a little nervous.”

			Emily could understand that—if she was about to go on a first date with Camila, she would be too.

			“Who’s this little guy?”

			Jaime was watching Stephen warily.

			“This is Camila’s son. He’s a little shy around strangers.” Emily wrapped an arm around Jaime and pulled him closer until he relaxed a little.

			“Me too, sometimes,” Stephen whispered, and Jaime smiled uncertainly.

			They both turned at the sound of heels clicking on the hardwood floor. Camila swept into view wearing an emerald green dress that brought out her eyes. The neckline plunged to reveal smooth, pale skin that Emily ached to trace with her fingertips. The skirt was shaped to Camila’s hips, and Emily imagined herself standing behind her, slowly unzipping the dress. Her makeup was subtle, delicately accentuating her features, her hair brought out the shape of her face, and she was just… She was the most gorgeous woman Emily had ever seen.

			“Wow,” Stephen said, rising to his feet, “you look—”

			“—beautiful.” Emily said it so quietly that no one else heard it. But her lips formed the word, and Camila must have seen it, must have noticed the awestruck look on Emily’s face; if Camila had been oblivious to the effect she had on Emily before, she sure as hell was aware of it now.

			Emily dragged her gaze away from Camila to look down at her feet.

			“You look great,” Stephen finally choked out, and Emily almost scoffed because was that really the best he could come up with?

			“Thank you.” Camila’s eyes were still on Emily, she could feel them, but when Emily looked up, Camila was at Stephen’s side. “Are you ready to go?”

			“Sure.”

			“Be good for Emily, sweetheart.” Camila leaned down to press a lipstick kiss to his head. “And I’ll see you tomorrow.”

			“Night, Mama.”

			“Have a good night,” Emily said, and Camila waved as she and Stephen moved toward the door, the team of stylists close behind.

			Emily watched until the door closed behind them, then fell backward onto the floor. Jaime snuggled up next to her, and they stared up at the ceiling together for a moment. All she could think about was Camila in that dress, and she wished more than anything that she was the one by her side.

			She had to get over this before it killed her.

			* * *

			The second Camila arrived at the gala, she wanted to leave.

			She hated events like this, rubbing shoulders with the city’s elite, people she knew would gossip about her as soon as she turned her back.

			But it was a necessary part of her professional life and she only attended a few every year, so if she made it through this night, she’d have a few months before the next one.

			She had hoped that Stephen would keep her entertained, but she realized pretty quickly that he wouldn’t. He was nice enough; she’d known him for a while, met him at a dinner like this a few months ago, so when he asked if she wanted to go with him to this event, she had readily agreed. But she hadn’t realized that he had the personality of damp cloth.

			He was a banker and seemed incapable of talking about anything other than work, which Camila might have found interesting if his stories weren’t so boring. Even after three drinks, his personality was still so bland that Camila couldn’t wait to be home and never see him again.

			Home, where Emily was waiting.

			Camila let her mind drift to Emily whenever Stephen droned on. The look on her face when Camila had stepped into the room… God, it haunted her.

			Because Camila wasn’t stupid—she knew that Emily had a bit of a crush on her. The girl didn’t exactly hide it, and Camila had caught her staring on more than one occasion. She had to admit that she enjoyed the attention; Emily was young and striking, and the fact that she thought Camila was attractive was flattering—and appealing.

			But now she wondered if it was more serious than a harmless crush, judging from Emily’s reaction that evening. Emily had called her beautiful, and her own heart had beat a little faster when she saw desire flash across Emily’s face. It had sent a thrill through her, like a bolt of electricity straight to her core.

			It was then that she started to wonder if maybe her own attraction was growing into something more.

			And that could be dangerous because Emily was… Well, she was so young and innocent and far, far too good for her. Camila blackened everything she touched, and she would never touch Emily’s sweet young heart, no matter how much she might want to, because she refused to ruin Emily Walker.

			Especially considering how much Jaime loved her.

			So she lingered a little longer at the gala than she wanted to, let Stephen talk her ear off all night, and when she got back to her apartment, she invited him upstairs, even though she had no intention of letting him stay the night.

			But Emily might think otherwise, and it was the gentlest way to let her down. The look in Emily’s eyes when she spotted Stephen over Camila’s shoulder drove a knife into Camila’s chest, but it was better to do it now rather than later. If Emily saw her with someone else, maybe it would get her to move on.

			“Everything go okay?” Camila asked as Stephen helped her out of her coat.

			“Yeah. Jaime went to bed fine. He tried to sneak out a couple of times, but he eventually stayed put. Did you, uh”—Emily fidgeted, eyes flicking between Camila and Stephen—“have a good night?”

			“Wonderful,” she lied.

			“Great.” Emily smiled tightly, and Camila’s resolve almost broke. “Well, I’ll, um, leave you guys to it.” She reached for her coat, and Camila tried not to look at her shaking hands. “See you tomorrow.”

			“Goodnight, Emily.” Camila watched her go, her heart heavy but knowing this was for the best. The girl would bounce back, any ideas she had about Camila forgotten, and Camila would have to push her own thoughts about Emily somewhere deep, deep down until she forgot too.

			Not that that was likely. She hadn’t known Emily for very long, but it was long enough for Camila’s world to have been turned upside down, and she didn’t know how to ignore the way her heart pounded when she saw Emily with Jaime. It made her ache for a family, for a partner, for someone to share her life with—and God, how had Emily with her disarming smile torn down her carefully constructed walls so easily?

			She needed a drink.

			She made one for herself and one for Stephen, tried to chase away the memory of the sad look in Emily’s eyes with the bitter taste of scotch, but it didn’t work.

			Stephen turned to kiss her, and Camila let him—it had been a long, long time—but it felt wrong, and she quickly pushed him away.

			“I think you should go,” she told him. He didn’t argue, just shrugged, and then he was out the door, leaving Camila alone with her thoughts.

			She sat in Jaime’s room for a while, watched his chest rise and fall, listening to his heavy breathing. It calmed her but didn’t distract her, and when she finally made her way to bed, she wished more than anything she had someone to share it with.

			* * *

			Emily didn’t sleep well that night.

			She couldn’t stop thinking about Camila in that stupid dress. She had probably spent the night with that guy, and she wished she had been the one to drag that zipper down Camila’s back, to kiss every inch of her skin, to fall into her and never let her go.

			Her thoughts burned, kept her up, invaded her mind, driving her mad until, finally, at five o’clock, she threw off the covers and headed to the nearby gym.

			It was busier than she expected, and as she pushed herself on the treadmill, trying to outrun her thoughts, she wondered whether everyone around her was haunted too, because she was pretty sure no one would be there that early if they had a choice.

			After thirty minutes, she felt better—a little.

			Wiping the sweat off her face, she headed for the weight room. She normally avoided lifting because the room was full of guys who thought they were God’s gift to women. Sure enough, as soon as she stepped inside several guys blatantly checked out her ass.

			She shrugged it off, smiling instead at the only other woman in there, a brunette with killer abs and sparkling blue eyes. Emily wouldn’t mind if she checked her out.

			She warmed up with some basic stretches before she moved toward one of the benches. Just as she laid back, a shadow fell over her, and she sighed, prepared to hear someone mansplain how to do a bench press.

			But when she glanced up, it was the woman who was grinning down at her. “Need a spotter?” she asked. “It’s cool if not, but I thought I’d offer before one of these know-it-alls did.”

			“That’d be great, actually.” She did a few reps, feeling the burn in her muscles as her arms tensed and flexed. She set the bar down when she was done and sat up, shaking out her arms. She was going to be sore tomorrow morning. “I’m Emily.”

			“Megan.” She held out a gloved hand to help Emily up, and they swapped places. Megan increased the weight, and Emily watched the muscles in her arms work as she raised the bar above her head.

			She was hot, and she was strong, and when Megan caught her staring, Emily blushed and looked away.

			“So how come I haven’t seen you around here before?” Megan asked, reaching for her water bottle. “You new in town?”

			“Pretty new,” Emily answered. “I moved her a few weeks ago. I’ve been here before, usually at night, though.”

			“Not a morning person?”

			“Not really, but this morning I just felt like a change,” she lied, deciding that Megan didn’t need to hear about her real reason for being there. She realized it was the first time she had thought about Camila for a while—maybe coming to the gym had been a good idea after all.

			“Well, I hope it’s a change you keep making,” Megan said, and Emily wondered if she was flirting. “It’d be nice to see you here again.”

			She was about to reply when her phone buzzed in her pocket. She fished it out, prepared to press ignore if it was her sister—Cassie would definitely understand if she saw Megan—but it was Camila.

			“Sorry, it’s my boss,” she said to Megan. “Hello?”

			“Emily, sorry to call you so early, but something’s come up. Can you come over a little earlier this morning? Or pick Jaime up from the office?”

			“Uh, sure,” Emily answered. “I can actually come over right now if you want me to.” She glanced down at her sweaty workout clothes. “Although I’d need to use your shower and maybe borrow some clothes. I’m at the gym,” she added by way of explanation. “I can pick him up from your office, if that’s easier.” She wished she had said that first—what if Stephen was still at Camila’s apartment?

			“No, the apartment is fine. Of course you can use the shower.”

			“Then I’ll be there as soon as I can.”

			“Thank you, Emily.”

			She slipped her phone back in her pocket, unsure if she was prepared to see Camila again so soon.

			“Have to go?” Megan asked.

			Emily nodded. “Unfortunately. Maybe I’ll see you around?”

			“I sure hope so.”

			When Emily reached the door, she turned to see Megan watching her go. Instead of blushing at being caught, Megan winked, and Emily smiled. She walked to the subway with a spring in her step.

			When she got to Camila’s apartment, she was in the kitchen on the phone, hand on her hip. When she saw Emily, she stopped midsentence and stared at her for long moment. Emily wondered if she had imagined Camila’s call and she wasn’t actually supposed to be there, but then Camila blinked and carried on talking like she had never even stopped.

			She hung up a moment later and turned back to Emily. “Sorry to drag you out here so early.”

			“It’s fine, honestly.” Emily shrugged out of her jacket and draped it over the back of a chair, and she could have sworn Camila was staring again. She wondered if maybe she should have kept her jacket on to cover the fact that Emily was just wearing a sports bra under it. Maybe Camila thought that was inappropriate, but it wasn’t like she’d planned this. She felt like she needed to apologize and folded her arms across her stomach to cover herself. “Sorry. I didn’t bring any other clothes with me.”

			“That…” Camila dragged her eyes slowly down Emily’s figure and—wait, was Camila checking her out?

			Was Camila flustered by her lack of clothing?

			Was she dreaming?

			“That’s quite all right.”

			Emily dropped her arms back to her sides, watching Camila swallow as she glanced at Emily’s abs before clearing her throat and looking away.

			“You can use the shower in my bathroom.” Camila recovered quickly, ruining Emily’s fun, and led her down the hall. “I’ll find something for you to wear.”

			Emily braced herself when Camila opened the door to her bedroom, half expecting to find Stephen inside, but the room was empty.

			It was the first time she’d been inside, and it looked exactly like she expected: expensively decorated, spotlessly tidy, framed pictures of Jaime dotted across the walls.

			Her gaze lingered briefly on Camila’s bed as she imagined Camila lying in it, naked, her hands twisted in the white sheets, Emily’s lips on her skin.

			Camila pointed out the bathroom before she disappeared. It was the fanciest shower Emily had ever used. She had no idea what half the buttons did and only dared adjust the water temperature to make it hot enough to ease the ache of her tired muscles.

			She didn’t know what to do with the idea that Camila might be attracted to her—at least to her body. All night she had tried not to think about her because there was no way anything could happen between them—except now she wasn’t so sure.

			But just because Camila was physically attracted to her didn’t mean she wanted to act on it. And all of her reasons for not getting involved were still valid—Camila was her boss, she loved this job, and she loved Jaime, and she didn’t want to do anything to jeopardize that.

			So nothing had changed, not really.

			Except she could be happy about the idea that Camila thought she was hot, at least when she was wearing workout clothes.

			Maybe she should do it more often.

			When she emerged from the shower, wrapped in a fluffy towel, she opened the bathroom door to find a stack of neatly folded clothes.

			The sweatpants (that Camila Evans even owned a pair of sweatpants surprised Emily) were a snug fit and stopped halfway down her calves, but she managed to get them on, and she was reasonably certain she could bend over in them. The sweater was also a little tight, but it beat spending the rest of the day in her sweaty gym clothes.

			She returned to the kitchen where a sleepy Jaime, still in his pajamas, waited for her at the breakfast bar. Camila was almost ready to leave.

			“Sorry about the clothes,” Camila said, her gaze lingering on Emily a little longer than strictly necessary. “It was either those or some of Chris’s clothes. If you prefer, I can get you something of his.”

			“No, these are fine,” Emily assured her. “Would it be okay if I got my sister to swing by with some of my own clothes later, though? I don’t really want to wear these on the subway.”

			“Of course.” Camila laughed. “I’ll let the doorman know you might have a visitor.” She glanced at her watch. “I should really get going.”

			“Is everything all right?”

			“Oh yes.” She leaned down to kiss Jaime on top of his head. “Just the latest fire to put out. I wish people would think before they tweet. I’ll try not to be too late tonight, but no promises. I’ll see you both later.”

			After Camila left, Emily turned to Jaime.

			“Hey, buddy. You ready to get dressed, or do you want breakfast first?”

			“Food!” he declared, and Emily laughed, lifting him onto a stool at the breakfast bar.

			“What do you want? Should we make pancakes?” She was hungry too, and Camila had always told her to cook anything she wanted. Jaime nodded enthusiastically, and Emily stood with her hands on her hips and studied the multiple cupboards. “Okay, well, help me out here, buddy. Do you know where your mom keeps the mixing bowls?”

			“In there!” He pointed to one of the lower cupboards.

			“Well done, Jaime.” She grabbed one of the large plastic bowls and a frying pan from another cupboard. “Now, do you know what goes into pancakes?”

			“No.”

			“No? Your mom never made them for you?”

			“Yeah, but I forget.”

			Emily grinned. “Okay, well, we’ll make the easy kind because I’m a terrible cook, so we just need flour, eggs and milk.” She gathered the ingredients and quickly made up a batter while the pan heated on the stove.

			Pancakes was one of the few things she felt confident enough to cook for Jaime without giving him food poisoning, and before long there was a stack ready to eat. They both dug in.

			“What do you want to do today, little man?” she asked him as he helped her put the dishes in the dishwasher. “You want to go to the park?”

			“Okay!”

			“I’ll have to get some clothes first.” She remembered her current attire. “Let’s get you dressed, then I’ll call my sister. Are you okay with my sister coming over? She’s really nice, I promise.”

			She took him to his room and picked out some clothes, then called Cassie.

			“Hey, Emily.”

			“Hey, Cass. You’re not working until this afternoon, right?”

			“Uh-huh. What’s up?”

			“Will you do me a favor?”

			“Depends what it is and what I get out of it.”

			“I need you to go and pick up some clothes for me and bring them to Camila’s place. And what you get out of it is the chance to see the inside of her apartment.”

			“Sold!” Cassie said immediately. “But why do you need clothes? Oh, my God! Did you stay over last night? Did you sleep with her?”

			“No!” Emily snapped back, then lowered her voice, conscious of Jaime in the room with her, pulling on a pair of black jeans. She lowered her voice. “I did not sleep with her. I was at the gym this morning when she called to ask me to come over early, so I didn’t have time to get a change of clothes.”

			“A likely story.”

			“You are impossible.”

			“And yet you still love me. I’ll bring your clothes, calm down. Anything in particular?”

			“Whatever you grab is fine. Do you need the address?”

			“Nah, I already stalked where she lives. I’ll see you in about half an hour. Oh man, Maia’s going to be so jealous.”

		

	
		
			Chapter 8

			Emily went to the gym again on Sunday morning accompanied by her sister and Maia.

			Her stomach fluttered in a way it hadn’t in a long, long time at the thought that she might run into Megan again. It was nice to think of someone romantically besides Camila, someone she might actually have a shot with.

			After half an hour with no sign of Megan, she decided to check out the weight room.

			“Why would you want to do that?” Maia asked when Emily told them where she was going. “It’s full of dudes who think they know better than you.”

			“No reason.”

			“There’s a reason.” Cassie was onto her immediately. “There’s a definite reason.”

			“No, there’s not.” Emily was a terrible liar.

			“Then we’ll come with you.”

			“What?” Maia protested. “Ew, no. Why would we do that?”

			Cassie ignored her protests and followed Emily down the stairs.

			“You owe me for this, Jones.”

			“I’ll buy you dinner,” Cassie promised.

			Emily glanced around the weight room; Megan was nowhere in sight. She was disappointed but decided to do some reps on one of the machines anyway. Now that she was there, she might as well get something out of it.

			Plus she enjoyed confusing her sister, who seemed to be desperately trying to work out why Emily was there.

			“Oh hey.” She heard a familiar voice behind her, and Emily turned to see Megan. “You came back.”

			“I did.”

			“And you brought friends?” Megan glanced at Cassie and Maia, who were staring openly at Megan. “Was I not a good enough spotter for you?” Megan teased.

			Emily felt her face get hot. “What? N-no, you were great.”

			Cassie covered her face with her hand, and Emily hoped that Megan hadn’t noticed.

			“This is my annoying sister, Cassie, and her girlfriend, Maia. And this is Megan. We met the other day.”

			“Wanna be workout buddies again?” Megan asked, and Emily nodded. She needed to get her away from Cassie as soon as possible, for one thing, and for another, she was definitely not terrible to look at. “Awesome.” Megan’s graced her with a dazzling smile and led her to one of the machines. Emily looked straight ahead, refusing to look back at her sister.

			“Your sister and her girlfriend make a cute couple,” Megan commented as Emily did a bench press.

			“Yeah, they do. I’m glad they found each other.”

			“And what about you?” Megan asked. “You have someone waiting for you at home?”

			“Nope.”

			“Seriously?” She raised an eyebrow. “A girl as cute as you?”

			Emily pressed again, hoping the effort would explain the flush on her face.

			“Why the hell not?”

			“New to town, remember? I haven’t had a chance to meet anyone yet. Well,” she added, “except for girls at the gym who think I’m cute.”

			Megan grinned. “Hey, I just call it like I see it.”

			They traded places, and God, Megan had great arms. It felt good to flirt with a hot girl.

			“I feel like we’re being watched.”

			“Oh, my God.” Emily looked up to see Cassie and Maia lounging on the machine opposite, completely obvious to the fact that they were spying. “I am so sorry.”

			“It’s cool.” Megan laughed. She set the bar down and sat up. “Is there a reason?”

			“Because their only goal in life is to embarrass me in front of attractive women.”

			“You think I’m attractive?”

			“Have you seen you?” Emily asked, her voice rising, and Megan grinned again. “I’m going to tell them to leave.” She marched over to Cassie and Maia. Cassie gripped Emily’s arm.

			“Um, excuse you,” Cassie whispered. “Why the hell didn’t you tell us about the hot woman you met at the gym?”

			“Because I knew this would happen!” Emily hissed. “You two are unbelievable.”

			“We are unbelievable?” Cassie asked. “Us? What about you? How could you hold out on us? Good God, Emily, look at her!”

			Emily instinctively turned her head. Megan was watching them, amused.

			“If you don’t ask her out, I’m going to do it for you.”

			“I was getting there, and then she saw you both staring. Now go away and stop being creepy.”

			“I want every detail as soon as we get home!” Cassie called out as they left, loud enough for Megan to hear. Emily stared after her with daggers in her eyes.

			“Again, sorry,” she said when she was back at Megan’s side.

			“It’s fine. This is the most entertainment I’ve had in ages. And to be honest, if my sister were here, she’d be doing the same. She also enjoys embarrassing me in front of gorgeous women.”

			Emily’s face grew hot for the umpteenth time that day.

			“So, um, do you maybe want to grab a drink one night? See each other outside of a room full of sweaty dudes?”

			“I thought you’d never ask.” Megan’s eyes crinkled at the corners when she smiled.

			“Next Saturday?” Emily suggested.

			Megan pushed her lower lip out. “I have to wait almost a whole week to see you again?”

			“My job is kind of unpredictable. I never know what time I’ll finish, and I wouldn’t want to mess you around if it ended up being late.”

			“Okay, that’s fair,” Megan said. “But what’s wrong with tonight? Or do you already have plans?”

			“I’m supposed to have dinner with my sister, but believe me, she will be delighted if I cancel on her for this. So tonight is good.”

			“Great,” Megan replied. “Gimme your phone.”

			Emily handed it over. Megan typed in her number and sent herself a message.

			“I’ll text you and we can sort the details.”

			“Sure.”

			“See you later.” Megan kissed Emily’s cheek and walked away.

			Cassie and Maia ambushed her right outside the door.

			“Tell us everything,” Cassie demanded.

			“Well, I have a date tonight…”

			Megan glanced back at the sound of squealing, a smile on her face.

			* * *

			“Are you nervous?” Megan asked later that night, sitting opposite Emily in a booth at the back of a bar. The leather seat was cool on Emily’s bare legs, and she fiddled with the tiny umbrella on the rim of her glass as she decided whether or not to tell the truth.

			“Yes.” There was no point in lying.

			“Why?”

			“Because you make me nervous!”

			“What?” Megan cocked her head. “Why?”

			“Because I haven’t been on a date in ages, and you’re very pretty, and your confidence is a bit intimidating.”

			“Can I tell you something? I’m nervous too.”

			“You are not.”

			“I am! Because this is also my first date in ages, and it’s with a pretty woman who finds me intimidating.”

			“I didn’t say being nervous was a bad thing!” Emily was surprised at how much she was enjoying herself. “Is this really your first date in a while?”

			“Yeah.” Megan stared off into the distance. “I, uh, got out of a relationship not so long ago, and I’m only now getting back into dating. I’m not really looking for anything serious right now—I thought I better say that sooner rather than later in case you are.”

			“Not really.” Emily shrugged. “My last relationship was…well, kind of a mess.” Which was an understatement. “So casual is good. Probably what I need right now.”

			“Then I’m glad we’re in the same place.”

			Emily was too. She wasn’t ready for a relationship, but some casual fun might get her mind off Camila.

			“So tell me more about yourself, Emily. You said you had an unpredictable job.”

			“Kinda. I’m a nanny to a very cute five-year-old.”

			“Oh, cool. Full time?”

			“Yeah. His mom is pretty busy, and his dad is… absent. But it’s a great job. He’s a sweet kid.”

			“I can tell by the way you talk about him,” Megan said. “So was being a nanny always the plan? Are you going to take on another kid when he goes to school?”

			“I’m actually hoping to go back to school,” Emily replied, sipping her drink. “I want to get my master’s, maybe even a doctorate, and teach.”

			“What field?”

			“Astrophysics.”

			Megan blinked.

			“That’s the blank face I always get whenever I say that. It’s usually the end of the conversation.”

			“Now I’m intimidated by you. That’s incredible.”

			“It’s just what I’m good at.”

			“Well, I will not be able to keep up with you if you talk about anything physics- related because I nearly failed it in high school.”

			“What do you do?”

			“I have two jobs at the moment. I’m a barista during the day, but I’m also a personal trainer. Oh, and I teach martial arts too.”

			“Nice. I have a black belt in karate.”

			“Maybe we could spar some time.”

			“I’d like that.”

			Megan was easy to talk to, and Emily quickly found herself relaxing.

			“You said before you have a sister. Are you close?”

			“Yeah. There’s only a year’s difference between us, so growing up she was my best friend. I feel like you probably know what that’s like.”

			“Cassie is actually my foster sister,” Emily explained. “I went to live with her family when I was thirteen, and she was not happy to have me there at first.” Cassie had been a moody teenager who was furious at having to share a room. “I grew on her after a while, though, and we became inseparable.”

			“You lost your parents?”

			“Yeah, in a car crash.”

			“I’m sorry.” Megan’s hand closed around the back of hers and squeezed gently. “I lost my mom when I was fifteen. I don’t know what I would’ve done if I’d lost my dad, too.”

			“It was hard, but I’m lucky I ended up with the Joneses. Does your sister live nearby?”

			“Nah, she’s actually serving overseas,” Megan answered, fiddling with her straw. “She followed in Dad’s footsteps and joined the military—she was deployed a few months ago.”

			“That must be difficult.” It had been hard enough for Emily when she and Cassie were at different colleges—she couldn’t imagine being separated by continents, especially if Cassie was in the military.

			“Yeah, but she calls as often as she can. I’m looking forward to having her back, though.”

			“I’ll bet.”

			They talked awhile longer before calling it a night. They both had to get up early in the morning.

			“Let me walk you home?” Megan asked, pulling open the door to the bar.

			“Only if it’s not out of the way.”

			“Nah, I only live a few blocks away from you.” Megan fell into step beside her, their shoulders brushing as they walked. “I wish it wasn’t cloudy,” Megan said, peering up at the sky. “I was planning on asking you to show me the stars.”

			“Maybe next time.”

			“Presumptuous.”

			“O…oh, sorry, I just—”

			“Relax.” Megan cut her off with a laugh, her eyes sparkling under the streetlights. “I’m kidding. I just like seeing you blush. I’d love to see you again.”

			“Really?”

			“Yeah. I had fun tonight.” Megan leaned into Emily as they walked, her body warm against the night air. She was disappointed when they arrived at her apartment building; she wasn’t ready for the night to end. “I’ll text you so we can make plans.”

			“Okay.” Before she could change her mind, Emily reached out and pulled Megan into a kiss. Her lips were soft and warm, and it was nice, but she resisted the temptation to invite her inside. “I’ll see you soon.”

			“Bye, Emily.”

			Emily waited until Megan was out of sight before ducking inside the building. She was still smiling when she stepped into her apartment, feeling lighter than she had in ages. Peeling off her jacket and dropping onto the couch, she reached for her phone, knowing Cassie and Maia would be waiting for an update.

			* * *

			Wednesday was another hectic day, and it was complicated by a scheduling conflict that kept her from walking through her front door until ten after eight.

			It was the third night this week of not putting her son to bed. She didn’t see him enough during the day as it was, but she had made a promise to herself that she wouldn’t miss their nights, that she wouldn’t become a distant mother, leaving everything to the nanny.

			She worried that Jaime would resent her, that their relationship would turn sour, like Camila’s relationship with her own mother. Was she a terrible parent? Was her focus on work going to ruin things with her son? Was she doing a good enough job?

			She needed to do better. She needed to be home to feed him every night, not just to put him to sleep, but her job made late nights unavoidable, and as terrible as it might seem to others, she didn’t think she could ever give up her work.

			“Hey.” Emily emerged from the balcony, her sketch pad in one hand. Camila’s breath caught at the sight of her framed in the moonlight.

			She had changed clothes since that morning, into black jeans and a red blouse with a deep V-neck that showed off the sharp lines of her collarbones. And she was more heavily made up than Camila had ever seen her.

			She looked gorgeous.

			“You look nice,” Camila told her, trying to minimize the impact Emily was having on her. “Have you got plans?”

			“I have a date.”

			“Oh.” It shouldn’t surprise her—Emily was young and attractive, and of course it made sense for her to date. She certainly had no right to be jealous. “I haven’t made you late, have I?”

			“No, not at all. I should be right on time.”

			“Good.” Camila smiled through tight lips. “Everything go okay today?”

			“No problems to report. We went to the park. He played with a couple of other kids.”

			“He did?” That was unusual for Jaime—he usually kept to himself, even on the playground.

			“Uh-huh.” Emily glanced at her watch. “I should probably get going.”

			Camila waved her off. “Go, have fun. You deserve it. She’s a lucky girl, whoever she is.” Camila wanted to be happy for her, but all she could think about was Emily with another woman while she spent the evening alone.

			“Are you okay?” Emily asked.

			“I’m fine, just tired. I’ll see you tomorrow. Have a good night.”

			The door clicked shut, and Camila sighed heavily before padding down the hall to check on her son.

			He was sleeping peacefully, so she made her way to the kitchen and poured herself a scotch, then grabbed the bottle and retired to her study to numb her mind, to chase away thoughts of Emily. Always, always Emily. Camila couldn’t escape thinking of her, couldn’t wish that she wasn’t in her life, that she’d never hired her because she was so damn good at her job.

			Drinking didn’t work; it never did. It just left a bitter taste in her mouth, and when she eventually fell asleep, she dreamed of blonde hair and blue, blue eyes.

			* * *

			Emily was still thinking about the sad look in Camila’s eyes when she stepped out of the subway station.

			Megan was already there waiting for her, leaning against the wall, looking at her phone, and Emily stopped to admire her. She wore a floaty blue dress with matching heels, a leather jacket thrown over her shoulders.

			Emily tried to clear her mind of Camila as she approached Megan, not wanting to ruin their night together, determined to give them a shot.

			“Hey,” Emily called out when she was a few steps away. Megan lifted her eyes from her phone, slipped it into her pocket, and kissed Emily’s cheek. “You look…amazing.”

			“You don’t look so bad yourself,” Megan replied, scanning Emily appreciatively. “Good day at work?”

			“Yep, and I even finished on time.”

			“Lucky for me. Come on.” Megan linked her arm through Emily’s and guided her down the street. “Have you got your dancing shoes on?”

			“You should probably know that while I agreed to go to a dance class with you, I have absolutely no sense of rhythm, and I’m probably going to embarrass you.”

			“It’s a good thing I’m not easily embarrassed, then, isn’t it?” Megan said as she pulled open the door of the dance studio. “But don’t worry—it’s a mixed class, and you can’t be worse than some of the other beginners.”

			“You haven’t seen me yet,” Emily muttered, but she braced herself and stepped inside.

			A few people were already milling around, but none of them gave her a second glance as she followed Megan to a corner of the room. She shrugged out of her jacket and draped it behind one the chairs that lined the wall.

			“You look like you’re about to pass out,” Megan said, laughing at the apprehension on Emily’s face. “We don’t have to stay—there’s still time to escape if you want to go somewhere else.”

			“No, it’s fine.” Now that Emily was there, she was determined to see it through. “I’ve got this.”

			“You’ll be fine.”

			Megan pulled her into dance position as the instructor stepped to the front of the room. Emily tried to follow the steps, but it felt like she was watching the movements on fast forward, and she was lost after the first five minutes.

			Megan didn’t seem to mind, though. Her eyes were twinkling, and she laughed when Emily stepped on her toes for about the tenth time. After a while, Emily relaxed, worrying less about what everyone thought and more about having Megan in her arms.

			“Still think I’m not the worst one here?” Emily asked during a break, trying to catch her breath before she drank from her bottle of water.

			“Well, I agree you have no sense of rhythm,” she replied, grinning at Emily’s fake outrage, “but you’re not that bad. You’re getting better already—we’ll make a pro out of you in no time.”

			“How did you get into this?”

			“I used to dance a little in high school, but I stopped after I went to college. When I moved here, I thought it might be a good way to meet people.”

			“Pick up women, you mean?”

			“I thought that was what the gym was for.”

			“Speaking of the gym, I’m pretty sure I’m going to be sore tomorrow. This is working muscles I didn’t know I had.”

			“You’ll just have to take it easy. Don’t throw the kid around. Or maybe you could teach him some dance moves.”

			“That’s actually not a bad idea.” Jaime would probably love standing on her feet as she whisked him around the room.

			She was still thinking about Jaime when the instructor clapped her hands to signal the end of the break. As Emily faced Megan again, placing one hand on her shoulder, her mind wandered to Camila. She wondered what she’d be like as a dance partner, if she’d move with Megan’s easy grace, if her hands would gently correct her form.

			“You okay?” Megan asked, bringing her back to the moment. “You look like you’re a million miles away.”

			“Sorry.” Emily shook her head, mortified that Megan had noticed. “Got lost in my thoughts.”

			“Is this getting to be too much work for you?” Megan teased, and Emily looked down guiltily because here she was with a gorgeous woman in her arms, thinking of someone else.

			Emily tightened her hold on Megan’s waist, pulling her closer, and tried to chase all thoughts of Camila from her mind.

		

	
		
			Chapter 9

			The next Sunday morning, Emily was woken up by the incessant buzzing of her phone on the nightstand. Groaning, she rolled onto her side and reached blindly, wondering who was calling her at eight o’clock.

			She answered quickly when she saw Camila’s name flash across the screen.

			“Emily, thank God.” Camila sounded relieved. “I’m sorry to bother you on a weekend again, but… Well, my mother’s in town and wants to have lunch, and I’d really rather not take Jaime with me. Is there any way you could watch him?”

			“Uh—” Emily, still blinking sleep out of her eyes, took a moment to process the request. “Yeah, I can.”

			“Are you sure? You can say no.”

			“No, no, it’s fine.”

			“You don’t have any plans?”

			“My sister and her girlfriend are coming over to my place later today, but that’s about it. And we can always reschedule.”

			“No, you shouldn’t have to do that.”

			“It’s fine, honestly.”

			“How about…” Camila trailed off. “Perhaps I could bring Jaime over to your apartment and you can keep him there for the day.”

			“Is that okay with you?” She knew that Camila trusted Emily with her son, but it was different taking him to a place that Camila herself wasn’t familiar with. “My apartment isn’t exactly childproof.”

			“I trust that you’ll keep a good eye on him. Are you sure it’s okay?”

			“Yeah, yeah, it’s fine.” She rattled off her address, but when Camila told her she’d be there within the hour, she panicked because her apartment was messy and she needed a shower.

			Oh yeah, and there was a woman in her bed.

			“Everything okay?”

			Emily hung up the phone and turned to see blue eyes looking up at her. After another date with Megan last night, Megan had walked her home, and Emily had invited her in.

			It had been fun and casual, exactly what she needed, and it didn’t hurt that Megan was a good lover.

			“Yeah, fine.” She liked seeing the other woman in the morning, her hair a tangled mess. “Turns out I have to work today too.”

			Megan was scheduled for the afternoon shift at the coffee shop. “You weren’t kidding about your job being unpredictable.”

			“Nope. So I have”—she glanced at the clock—“about fifty minutes to shower, get dressed, and make my apartment tidy enough for a five-year-old.”

			“Piece of cake.” Megan grinned, and Emily leaned over to kiss her.

			She showered, leaving her hair to air dry, and returned to the bedroom to find something clean to wear. As she pulled on sweats and a loose sweatshirt, Megan slipped into the bathroom for her own shower.

			She tidied up quickly: threw clothes into the hamper, washed and put away dishes, and cleared some space on the coffee table in case Jaime wanted to color later. Then she surveyed the place, looking for anything that could be dangerous to a curious child. When she found nothing, she let out her breath and made her way to the kitchen to brew a pot of coffee.

			Moments later, there was a knock on her door. Emily opened it and was almost bowled over by a mop of blond curls.

			“Hey, buddy,” she laughed. “How you doing?”

			“Good because I get to see you!”

			“That’s sweet.” Camila stood in the doorway, a harried look on her face. “You look like you’re not doing so good.”

			“I’ve had better Sundays. I really am sorry about doing this to you again.”

			“Honestly, it’s fine. We’re gonna have a good day, aren’t we, Jaime?”

			He nodded enthusiastically.

			“Is it okay if we hang out with my sister and Maia? You met them at the museum. Maia’s a policewoman.”

			“She is?” Jaime asked, wide-eyed.

			“Uh-huh.”

			“That’s cool! Is this where you live?” Jaime looked around the apartment. “Can I go look at your stuff?”

			“Of course you can.” She took his hand, not wanting him to go too far—she didn’t know if Megan was dressed yet. “Do you want to come in too? I just brewed a fresh pot of coffee.”

			“I’d like th—oh.” Emily’s bedroom door opened. “I didn’t realize you had company.” Emily watched Camila silently appraise Megan. “You should’ve said something.”

			“Oh, it’s fine.” Megan reached for her leather jacket that had been thrown over the back of the couch. “I have to be at work soon anyway.” She turned to Emily. “I’ll call you later.” She kissed her cheek as she passed, closing the door behind her.

			Emily turned back to Camila. “Coffee?”

			“No, thank you,” she said coolly. “I should probably get going.” Then to Jaime, “You be good, young man.”

			“I always am!”

			“I’ll let you know when I can escape. Here are some of Jaime’s things.” Camila handed over a full bag. “It should keep him occupied.”

			“Thanks. I hope it isn’t too awful.”

			Camila grimaced, then waved at Jaime before turning away.

			Emily closed the door behind her, then showed Jaime around the apartment. He lit up when he saw her canvas and paints, and Emily chuckled, knowing how they’d be spending their morning.

			* * *

			Camila’s mind was still reeling when she walked into the five-star restaurant her mother had chosen for lunch.

			She knew that Emily was dating someone, but knowing that and walking in to see them the morning after were two different things. Camila was going to have the image of another woman kissing Emily’s cheek burned onto her eyelids for the rest of the day.

			She had to shake it off before she met with her mother. She could only survive lunch with Charlotte Evans if she went in with walls high, showing no trace of vulnerability, lest she be ripped apart.

			Her mother was sitting at a table in the corner, and she watched critically as Camila approached. She wore a simple black dress covered with a white jacket. Her dark hair was carefully styled, as usual, and her glasses were perched on her nose.

			“Camila, darling.” Charlotte rose to her feet when Camila reached her, giving her a kiss on each cheek. “I almost thought you weren’t coming.”

			“I’m ten minutes early, Mother,” Camila said. She sat opposite from Charlotte and reached for a menu.

			“Exactly.”

			Camila pursed her lips.

			She ordered a steak, testing if her mother would comment about Camila’s weight, but Charlotte only looked at her disapprovingly before ordering a salad for herself.

			“So, Camila,” Charlotte began after the server took their order. Camila braced herself. “I was disappointed to hear that you and Christopher didn’t work things out.”

			“Yes, well.” The server brought Camila a glass of wine, and she took a hefty sip as soon as it was set down in front of her. “It’s hard to patch things up after walking in on him fucking his secretary.”

			“Language,” Charlotte admonished, glancing around. Camila rolled her eyes—God forbid she ruin her mother’s perfect reputation. “Are you sure you didn’t drive him away?” she asked. “You do spend an awful lot of time at that silly little network of yours.”

			“That ‘silly little network’ of mine is the third most successful network in the United States.” Camila ground out the words through gritted teeth. She ought to be used to her mother’s opinion of her career, never mind that she was one of the most successful women in her field.

			“It’s not number one, though, is it?”

			Camila took another sip of wine.

			“Another divorce doesn’t look good, Camila,” Charlotte continued, “especially at your age. Think of your image.”

			“My image is just fine, Mother.”

			“Is it?” Charlotte asked. “Have you not seen what they’re writing about you? They say that you’re an ice queen, that you’re—”

			“I don’t care.” Camila interrupted her. She knew very well what the gossip rags said.

			“Perhaps you should.” Charlotte said. “When you married Chris, I thought you would settle down. But you pushed him away, like all of the others.”

			The words hit their target, and Camila hated that her own thoughts echoed her mother’s disapproval—not that she would ever tell Charlotte that.

			“Are you seeing anyone else? The longer you’re single, the longer—”

			“I’m not.” Camila signaled the server for another glass of wine. “I’m happy being single, Mother.”

			“Are you?” Charlotte asked. “You’re not lonely by yourself in that big apartment?”

			“No.”

			It was a lie, and Charlotte’s raised eyebrows told Camila that she knew it.

			“If you’re looking for a date, Camila, you only need ask. I’m sure I could find you someone suitable.”

			“Suitable” was code for a middle-aged white man whose family had money, not someone that Camila would choose.

			“I’m perfectly happy with the way things are, thank you.”

			The tone of her voice was intended to end the conversation, and her mother would have pressed on if their food had not arrived. She was relieved when they finished eating so she could escape, and she prayed, as Charlotte kissed her goodbye, that it would be a long time before they saw one another again.

			Her driver took her back across town to Emily’s apartment, and Emily greeted her with arms full of Jaime. Camila’s anger melted when she saw her son, and she gathered him in a fierce hug, setting him down when he wriggled.

			“Did you have a good morning?”

			“The best! Come see my painting!” He took her hand and tugged at her, but Camila held back.

			“Oh, I wouldn’t want to intrude.”

			“It’s fine,” Emily said. “Come in. Stay for a bit, if you like.”

			Her first thought was “bad idea,” but when she glanced at Emily’s worn couch, surveyed the cozy apartment, and listened to Cassie and Maia talking, she decided it would be nice to have some company to take her mind off her mother’s scathing words.

			“I—”

			“Please, Mama? I don’t want to go home yet.” Jaime looked up at her with puppy-dog eyes, and Camila relented.

			“Very well. If you’re sure it’s okay.”

			“Absolutely. Come on in.” Emily took her coat and Camila kicked off her shoes. Jaime pulled her over to the easel in the corner where the paint was still wet on a canvas.

			“You did this?” she asked, looking down at her son. He nodded. “It’s wonderful.”

			“He’s a natural.” Emily appeared next to her. “You’ve got an art maestro on your hands.” She turned to whisper in Camila’s ear. “He might want to take it home.” Camila shivered to feel Emily’s breath so close. “But I told him he had to ask you first.”

			“I can find somewhere to hang it.” When she was a child, the things she made never ended up on the walls—her mother never thought them good enough—and she wanted Jaime to be filled with pride whenever he saw his drawings in their home.

			“I’ll bring it over when it’s dry.”

			Camila watched Jaime wander over to the couch and climb up onto Maia’s lap.

			“I’ve been replaced as his favorite.” Emily mock sighed. “I think it was because she let him use her handcuffs to chain me to the table. He didn’t release me for ten minutes.”

			Camila laughed.

			“Do you want something to drink?”

			“Do you still have some coffee?”

			“The first batch is all gone because my sister is a caffeine addict, but I can brew another pot. How was lunch?”

			“Awful,” Camila answered as she followed Emily to the kitchen.

			“That sucks.”

			“Yes, it does.” Camila waved her off, momentarily distracted when Emily reached for a mug, her shirt riding up to reveal skin at the small of her back.

			Camila longed to touch the area. At least she wasn’t wearing leggings and a sports bra again. The sight of her toned arms and her firm abs had knocked her speechless. It was the first time Camila had seen her arms—usually they were hidden by a sweater—but Emily had serious muscles, and that had always been Camila’s weakness.

			She was a little ashamed to admit to herself that after that day she had called Emily over to her place early twice more in the hope that she would see her in a similar state of undress, but both times she had been disappointed.

			Camila looked up quickly when Emily turned back around—it wouldn’t do to be caught staring—and accepted the steaming mug that was handed to her.

			They returned to the living area. Camila sat on the armchair, leaving Emily to squish next to Maia and her sister on the couch.

			“It’s nice to see you both, though it seems I’ve interrupted your day again.”

			“It’s all good,” Cassie assured her.

			“Mama, can Emily take me trick-or-treating for Halloween?” Jaime’s voice was eager. Camila had forgotten how close Halloween was.

			“Only if you can’t take him,” Emily added quickly. It was apparent to Camila that Emily still worried about overstepping, not wanting Jaime to prefer spending time with her instead of his mother, and it made Camila all the more grateful.

			“No, you can take him.” Camila couldn’t promise she would when she didn’t know if she’d be working late, and she didn’t want him to miss out on a childhood event because of her job.

			“Yay! I’m going to be an astronaut!”

			Camila decided to stop at a costume store on their way home.

			“What are you going to dress up as?” he asked Emily.

			“I have no idea.”

			“Please go as a pumpkin again.” Cassie grinned at the memory in her head. “God, that was a good year.” She turned to Maia. “She only just fit through our front door.”

			“I didn’t think it through,” Emily admitted.

			“Is there photographic evidence?” Maia asked.

			“Hmm.” Emily frowned. “Maybe. One sec.” She went to the bookshelf and ran her fingers across the spines of the photo albums. “Cassie, do you remember what year it was?”

			“My senior year, I think.”

			Emily selected one of the albums and leafed through it, laughing at some of the photos.

			“Bring it here. I wanna see.”

			Emily stalled. “Let me see make sure it’s the right one first,” then showed Camila the photo of Emily as a gangly teenager grinning in a round pumpkin costume. Cassie stood next to her dressed as the Grim Reaper.

			“That is…quite the costume,” Camila said.

			Cassie jumped up and snatched the album out of Emily’s hands, then returned to the couch to share the photos with Maia and Jaime.

			“Does Camila Evans have any embarrassing photos of her in full costume?”

			“Probably,” Camila admitted. “I didn’t dress up much for Halloween when I was a kid, but in high school… Well, let’s just say I wore a few things that scandalized my mother.”

			“Were you a rebel?”

			“Mm, not really. I only acted out when I lived at home, and since I got packed off to boarding school after my dad died, I didn’t have much opportunity. I bet you were a Girl Scout.”

			“She was,” Cassie confirmed. “She got detention once and she cried.”

			Emily picked up a cushion to smack her sister with, but Cassie batted it away. “It was your fault! You texted me in the middle of class.”

			“You should’ve had your phone on silent.”

			“You shouldn’t have texted me!”

			“It was important.”

			“The fact that you were bored during biology was not important.”

			“It was to me,” Cassie said in a solemn voice, and Emily scoffed. It seemed like they had had this same argument many times.

			Camila interrupted. “Looks like we tired the little man out.” Jaime was curled up against Maia, sleeping peacefully.

			“Should we move him to your bed or something?” Maia asked. “I don’t wanna wake him.”

			“Uh, yeah.” Emily got to her feet. “I’m just gonna go change the sheets.”

			“Emily Walker,” Cassie said, eyes on her sister’s flushing face. “Did you have a girl over here last night?”

			Emily’s blush deepened.

			“Oh, my God, you did! Was it the hot gym girl?”

			“She has a name.”

			“Was it Megan, then?” Cassie clarified, and when Emily moved toward her bedroom, she was hurried after her. “Excuse me, where are you going? I need details.”

			They disappeared into Emily’s bedroom before Camila could hear more, and she clenched her jaw at the memory of the scene she had witnessed that morning. She knew she was being stupid—she had no right to be upset. If anything, she should be relieved that Emily wasn’t obsessing about her.

			But still, it stung.

			She glanced up to see Maia watching her with a curious look on her face. Camila cleared her throat, trying to neutralize her expression.

			“So how long have you and Cassie been together?” It seemed like a safe question and a way to steer her thoughts away from Emily and keep Maia from wondering about what she must have read on Camila’s face.

			“About two years. We met at work.”

			“Emily said you’re a police officer?”

			“Yeah, detective.”

			“That’s impressive,” Camila said, thinking she looked young to be serving as a detective. “And Cassie? Emily mentioned that she’s a scientist.”

			“She’s in forensics. I worked for Boston PD for a while, then transferred here. On my first day, at my first crime scene, Cassie cussed me out for the way I was handling evidence.”

			“Because you were doing it wrong!” Cassie said, reentering the living area with Emily right behind.

			“Yeah, yeah.”

			“So it was love at first sight,” Camila teased, and the two looked at each other fondly.

			“Something like that,” Maia said softly. Jaime shifted against her. “Do you want to move him?” she asked Camila.

			Camila gathered Jaime in her arms. He was heavy, and she shifted him a little so she wouldn’t drop him, but he never stirred. From the corner of her eye, Camila saw Maia beckon Cassie over, and the two of them whispered together animatedly.

			She followed Emily to her small bedroom. It was dominated by a double bed. The design on the duvet was a galaxy, something that Jaime would appreciate when he woke up.

			“I’m going to see what they’re up to while you get him settled,” Emily said, and closed the door behind her, leaving it open a crack.

			Camila laid Jaime down and pulled the duvet over him, kissing the top of his head. She started back to the living room but paused when she heard raised voices.

			“What do you mean, ‘You’re leaving?’”

			“Exactly that, and keep your voice down or she’s going to hear you.” Camila leaned in, wondering what she wasn’t supposed to hear. “Don’t you want to spend more time with her?”

			“That’s not the point!”

			“Yeah, it is.” Camila imagined that Cassie was rolling her eyes. “Look, Maia said she seemed upset about you sleeping with Megan.”

			Camila cursed under her breath. She thought she was better at hiding her emotions. But that had changed on the Tuesday morning that Emily Walker had come into her life.

			“So?”

			“So,” Cassie continued, “if she’s jealous of Megan, then it means she might have feelings for you.”

			“She doesn’t,” Emily snapped back. “And even if she did, it doesn’t change anything because—”

			“Because she’s your boss, yadda yadda yadda.” Camila wondered how many times Emily and Cassie had had this conversation. “But she’s not going to be forever.”

			“But she is right now, and that’s all that matters.”

			Camila leaned away from the door, not wanting to hear any more. Emily was right—Camila was her boss, and a relationship would never be as easy for them as it would be for her and the woman that she had spent the night with.

			But staying away from Emily wouldn’t be easy either, because Emily had already wormed her way into her heart and wasn’t going to leave anytime soon. But she might be able to fool herself a little longer.

			She heard footsteps followed by the front door opening and closing, and quickly moved to study the framed photos on the wall.

			Most of them were of Emily and Cassie smiling widely at each other. In one, a woman who resembled Cassie stood with her arms around both girls. Her eyes were sad, and Camila concluded that she was Emily’s foster mother. In another, a much younger Emily stood with a couple who must be her birth parents. Her eyes were bright and full of innocence, completely unaware of the tragedy yet to come.

			“Hey. Cassie and Maia had to leave to go help a friend.”

			Camila tried to look surprised at the thin excuse.

			“Do you want a drink?”

			Camila thought she should decline, thought about shaking Jaime awake and taking him to get that Halloween costume, then spending the evening curled up with him on the couch watching his favorite movies.

			But Emily looked at her hopefully, and Camila was powerless to resist.

			“Sure.”

		

	
		
			Chapter 10

			“I don’t actually know what I have to drink,” Emily said after she had made the offer. “My liquor cabinet contains only whatever housewarming gifts anyone got me.”

			“Water will be fine.” Camila followed Emily into the kitchen, stopping to lean a hip against the counter.

			“I think I can conjure up something less boring than that.” Emily opened up a lower cupboard and crouched to peer inside. “Uh, I have”—she reached in and pulled out a small selection of unopened bottles— “Vodka, gin, or scotch.”

			“You drink scotch?” Camila sounded surprised.

			“I do not, but the neighbor across the hall gave it to me when I moved in. I think he was trying to impress me. Needless to say, it didn’t work.” She glanced back at Camila. “Neat?”

			“Please.”

			Emily filled a glass with the amber liquid, and handed it to Camila, trying not to blush.

			Camila took a sip. “Not bad,” she said, handing the glass to Emily so she could taste it.

			She gagged, almost spraying Camila. “God, that’s disgusting. I’ll stick with gin and tonic.”

			Camila laughed.

			Drinks in hand, they returned to the living room. Emily was a bundle of nerves. It wasn’t like she’d never been alone with Camila before, but then again, those times had always been early in the morning, or at the end of the day when she was ready to leave. She never lingered, not wanting to overstay her welcome.

			And she wasn’t used to being alone with Camila in her own apartment, had never thought for a second she would ever be a visitor in her home, and now that she was there, she was edgy. From the way Camila’s fingers tapped an errant rhythm on her glass, Emily thought she might be edgy too.

			The TV still played the children’s network from earlier. Emily reached for the remote, surfing through the channels before settling on the news, wondering how to break the awkward silence.

			“So, do—”

			“Your—”

			They looked at each other, and Emily laughed nervously. The curve of Camila’s lips made her wonder what it would be like to kiss her, whether she’d enjoy scotch more if she tasted it on Camila’s tongue.

			Emily set her glass down on the table. She probably shouldn’t drink too much if her mind was going to go there. “What were you going to say?”

			“Just that your apartment is nice,” Camila said, glancing around the space.

			“Oh. It’s small compared to your place.” Emily shrugged. “But it’s home. It used to be my sister’s apartment, but when she moved in with Maia, she signed the lease over to me.”

			“How long has she been in the city?”

			“Cassie? About eight years.”

			“Do you get lonely living alone?”

			Emily startled at the question, and she wondered if maybe Camila was lonely in her big empty apartment. “Sometimes, but I’m not really here all that often, usually only nights and weekends. And I spend most of my free time with Maia and Cassie. Sometimes it’s hard to see how happy they are together. It makes me want that.”

			“You’ll have it one day.” Camila’s voice was certain, and Emily wished she could be as confident. “Maybe with your friend… Megan, was it?”

			“Oh, things with Megan are just casual,” Emily said. “She’s still hung up on her ex, and I…” She trailed off, deciding what to say besides “and I’m hung up on you.” “I don’t know if I’m ready for anything serious right now.”

			Camila stared into her drink.

			“What about you?” Emily asked, picking up the thread. “Have you, um, seen Stephen again?”

			“Are you really asking me about my love life?” Camila asked, raising her eyebrows. Emily shrugged. “No, I haven’t. He was… Well, he was so incredibly boring. Dating at my age is…unappealing. I think I’m going to give it up.”

			“Don’t you want to find someone? Someone who treats you better than your ex-husband?”

			Camila looked at Emily, surprised that she would mention Chris. “Honestly, I don’t know if there is anyone out there for me.”

			“There’s someone out there for everyone,” Emily said.

			Camila smiled, but without joy. “That’s very idealistic, Emily, but…I’m not so sure it’s true. It’s all right, though.” Camila drained the last of her scotch. “I don’t need anyone else.”

			Emily didn’t believe her.

			Camila shifted her gaze to Emily’s bookcase and changed the subject. “You have quite a collection of games.”

			In fact, her bookcase had almost nothing but games. She didn’t own many books, and most of those she did own were still in a box under her bed.

			“Oh yeah. I’ve built it up over the years. When me and Cassie were teenagers, we played a lot of games, especially after my foster dad passed away. It kept our minds occupied,” she said, recalling the dark days. “And I played games with my roommates in college.”

			Camila was scanning the collection.

			“Do you, um, want to play something?” she asked, not expecting Camila to say yes.

			“How about Scrabble? Or Catan.”

			“Either one. Let’s start with Scrabble.”

			Not surprisingly, Camila was very good, and she won the two games they played. Feeling defeated, Emily suggested they move on to Catan. She was usually a formidable opponent.

			But Camila was better.

			“No fair,” Emily whined when Camila flipped over a card for the winning point. “Rematch?”

			Before Camila could agree, the bedroom door creaked, and Jaime wandered into the room, rubbing his eyes.

			“Hi, sweetheart. Did you have a good nap?”

			He nodded, and Camila lifted him up onto the couch to sit between them. “Hungry,” he said after a few minutes. Emily grinned; the kid had his priorities straight.

			“Should we get you home for some food?”

			“Want to stay here.”

			“I don’t know if I have any food for you here, bud,” Emily told him. She wasn’t actually sure what was in her cupboards. Maia often cooked dinner for her and Cassie, horrified that between them they could barely fry an egg.

			“Can we look?” Jaime asked.

			“If Emily doesn’t mind.”

			Emily carried Jaime to the kitchen, setting him on the counter, Camila following behind.

			“So full disclosure. I don’t even know what food I have.”

			“How can you not know what’s in your own kitchen?”

			“Um…because I don’t cook,” she said sheepishly.

			“Then what do you eat?”

			“Well, the nights when I don’t eat at yours”—a perk of the job she was going to miss whenever she moved on—“I usually end up at Cassie’s place. Maia cooks. Sometimes she cooks here. If I have anything here to fix, that’s why.”

			“What if no one’s around to cook for you?”

			“Um, takeout. Usually. It’s not that I don’t want to cook, I’m just really terrible at it. I set off the smoke alarm. A lot.”

			“Well, let’s see what I can teach you that’s relatively easy.” Camila reached for a packet of penne. “We’ll make pasta for Jaime. Can you at least boil some water?”

			Her eyes sparkled with the tease. Emily stood close enough to see flecks of gold in green. Camila’s perfume invaded her senses, and she was so, so beautiful that it almost hurt to look at her.

			“I’m not completely inept.” Emily pretended to be offended as she grabbed a pot.

			“Hmm. You do usually feed my son, right?”

			“Yes.”

			Jaime was less sleepy now, perked up at the thought of food. Emily gave him paper and crayons to keep him occupied.

			“What are we having?”

			“I’m thinking risotto. Although that would depend on you having vegetables, which seems like a long shot.”

			“Excuse you, I own multiple vegetables. They are just frozen.”

			Camila looked in the freezer and nodded. She dug out two pans, dumped broccoli and carrots in one and rice in the other.

			“Do you want me to do anything?” Emily asked. She felt useless, standing in her own kitchen while Camila did the work.

			“No, it’s all right. I wouldn’t want you to set off the smoke alarm.” She was smiling, clearly in high spirits.

			Emily stared, pretending that she was interested in what Camila was making, but in truth she was simply mesmerized, unable to look away. She barely listened when Camila explained what she was doing.

			She dreamily reveled in the domesticity of Camila in her kitchen cooking her dinner while Jaime colored nearby. It was something she desperately wanted, wished she could have every day, and the surprising depth of that desire took her breath away.

			Her thoughts were cut off by her phone. If it was Cassie, she was going to ignore it. But it was Megan, and Emily mouthed an apology to Camila as she turned her back and pressed the phone to her ear.

			“Hey.” She felt almost guilty for imagining life with Camila when this morning she had woken up next to Megan. She wasn’t doing anything wrong—she and Megan were casual and would never be more—but it didn’t sit right.

			“Hey. So this totally sounds like an excuse to see you again, but did you notice a pair of keys at your place? I can’t find mine, and I think they might’ve fallen out of my pocket last night.”

			“Oh. Um, hold on, I can look.” She kept her phone in her hand to keep Camila from seeing Megan’s name on the screen and checked around and under the couch where Megan had tossed her jacket. The glint of a keyring caught her eye. “Got them.”

			“Great. Could I swing by and pick them up later? I’m with clients until eight. If that’s too late, I can try and get there earlier.”

			“No, eight is fine.”

			Camila should be long gone by then, and Emily thought maybe she and Megan should talk because she didn’t know if she could keep up casual sex when she clearly had feelings for Camila.

			“Okay, I’ll see you later.”

			“Everything all right?” Camila asked. Emily nodded.

			“Yeah, someone lost their keys.” She held them up, relieved that Camila didn’t ask whose they were.

			Dinner was delicious, and then they played a couple of rounds of Uno with Jaime until he started yawning.

			“Thank you for today,” Camila said, lingering at the door. If this had been a date, it would be the moment for a goodbye kiss. “I had fun.” She said it like she didn’t usually have fun, and Emily’s heart broke a little for her; Camila must not have anyone outside of Jaime, not really.

			“You’re welcome any time,” Emily said, and she meant it, because she had had fun too, and wouldn’t mind more weekends like this. “I’ll see you in the morning.”

			Emily settled in front of the TV to catch up on some Netflix shows. Precisely at eight, there was a knock on her door.

			“Hey.” Megan smiled warmly, and Emily tried to return it, but she must have failed because as Megan walked in, she asked, “Everything okay?”

			“Yeah, I just… Can we talk?” She hated that phrase because nothing good ever came after it. Megan’s eyes widened slightly.

			“Sounds serious.”

			“It’s not,” she quickly reassured her. “There’s just…a few things on my mind.” They sat side by side on the couch, Megan right on the edge, like she might bolt at any moment. “I wasn’t really honest with you the other day. I said I wasn’t ready for anything serious after my last relationship—which was a mess. I didn’t lie about that.” Emily hadn’t really planned this conversation; her thoughts were jumbled, and she struggled to make some kind of sense. “But I, um, I’m kind of hung up on someone else. I thought if I went out with someone who was smart and cute and funny that it might…help get my mind off of her, but it didn’t. So I don’t know if I can do this”—she gestured between the two of them—“anymore. I’m really sorry.”

			“Why are you sorry? I mean, don’t get me wrong, I had a lot of fun last night and I’m kinda sad it won’t happen again, but don’t be sorry. You haven’t done anything wrong.” Megan reached out and squeezed her hand. “As long as we can still be friends, because God knows I could use a few more in this city.”

			“Me too,” Emily admitted.

			“This woman you’re hung up on—it’s your boss, isn’t it?” Megan asked.

			“Is it that obvious?”

			“A little,” Megan said. “Plus you kinda looked like you’d been caught with your hand in the cookie jar this morning. I don’t blame you for being hung up on Camila freaking Evans.”

			Emily flushed.

			“And for what it’s worth, she didn’t look happy to see me this morning, so maybe there’s something there.”

			“Maybe.” She didn’t want to think too much about that, though, not tonight, so she changed the subject. “Want to stay a while and watch a movie?”

			“I actually promised my roommate I’d be home for dinner tonight. Raincheck?”

			“Sure.” Emily saw her out, and they hugged at the door. She was glad that, although things hadn’t worked out romantically, she at least had another friend in the city that was starting to feel like home.

			* * *

			Camila slammed the door when she arrived home on Monday night. Jaime’s head was on Emily’s knee and there was a movie on TV, but it wasn’t quite loud enough to drown out the edge in Camila’s voice. It sounded like she was on the phone with her ex-husband.

			“Are you fu—”

			Emily clamped her hands around Jaime’s ears.

			“—cking kidding me?” Camila hadn’t moved from the hall, but Emily could still hear every word. “And you couldn’t reschedule? Did you even try?” A pause, then, “Oh, save it.”

			Emily glanced over the top of the couch. Camila rested her shoulder against the wall, eyes cast down, but then she took a breath and forced a smile as she made her way toward her son.

			“Hi, sweetheart.”

			“Go hug your mom,” Emily whispered in his ear, helping him off the couch. He scurried over to her, and Camila scooped him up. He yawned.

			“Are you tired?”

			“Wanted to see you before bed. Will you read me a story?”

			Camila’s squeezed him a little tighter. “Of course I will.” She glanced at Emily.

			“I’ll tidy up a little.”

			“You don’t have to.”

			“I know, but you look like you’ve had a long day.”

			“Thank you.” Camila took Jaime down the hall, and Emily collected the toys that were scattered across the room.

			She was emptying the dishwasher when Camila padded back into the living room.

			“Everything all right?” Emily asked. Camila answered by reaching for a bottle of scotch and pouring herself a generous amount.

			She drank deeply from the glass. “It’s my useless ex-husband,” she sighed, and sat at the breakfast bar, gesturing for Emily to sit beside her. “Every December I spend a few days at the CEBC offices in London. They’re the headquarters for our Europe operation, and I like to check in, make sure everything is running smoothly.

			“Usually Christopher comes with me—he has family in England, so he takes Jaime to spend time with them. He assured me he would go this year, except now he’s decided that he has to go to a conference that week instead. So now I have to find childcare at one of the busiest times of the year, on top of everything else I’ll have to deal with.”

			“Wow. That’s really shitty.”

			Camila turned to look at Emily, surprised.

			“What? It is.”

			“I know, but I didn’t think that word was in your vocabulary.” Camila smiled.

			“I can watch him, you know,” she offered—it was her job, after all. “While you’re gone.”

			Camila gazed at her thoughtfully, and Emily wondered if she had overstepped.

			“If you wouldn’t mind me staying here, that is. I could take him to my place, but I don’t have anywhere for him to sleep. I could take the couch, I guess, or—”

			“Emily.” Camila held out a hand, stopping her mid-ramble. “It’s not that. Of course you could stay here. It’s just… I’ve never been away from him for that long,” she said, her voice low. “He’s still so young, and it’s the holidays, and I…I don’t want him to think that he’s not important.”

			“He knows he’s important to you,” Emily assured her. “He does. Can’t you take him with you? Could your assistant keep an eye on him? He seems to get along well with her.”

			“I’ll need her with me. And there’s no one else to take, unless—” Camila appraised her, and Emily sucked in her breath under her gaze. “No.” Camila shook her head. “No, that’s a ridiculous idea.”

			“What is?”

			“I thought…” Camila’s voice trailed off again. “I thought perhaps you could come too.”

			Emily’s eyes widened.

			“I’d pay for everything, and you’d also be paid regular wages, of course, but—”

			“Yes.” Emily didn’t even need to think about it: an all-expense paid trip to London with her favorite tiny human—and Camila?

			She couldn’t think of anything better.

			“Yes? You’re sure? You don’t need time to think about it?”

			Emily shook her head. “My answer’s not going to change,” she said. “I’d love to come. If you’d like me to.”

			“I would like that very much.” Camila held her gaze for a long moment. Emily held her breath. Then Camila blinked and looked away. “And I think Jaime would too.”

		

	
		
			Chapter 11

			Wednesday was Halloween, which marked the start of the holiday season, Emily’s favorite time of year.

			“Can I put my costume on now?” Jaime asked the second Emily arrived, and she laughed at the look on his face.

			“I think it’s a little early yet, buddy,” Emily said. “Let’s give it a few hours, okay?”

			“I give it two before you cave,” Camila said, leaning down to kiss the top of Jaime’s head. “I’ll pick him up from your apartment later tonight.”

			“Perfect.”

			“How about now?” Jaime asked as soon as Camila left. Emily made it until after lunch before letting him change. She sent Camila a text showing a triumphant Jaime in his astronaut costume.

			“Are you excited, buddy?” Emily asked as they made their way to her apartment building.

			“Yeah!” He looked around at the dozens of kids already out trick-or-treating. He held his own little pumpkin-shaped basket tightly in his hands.

			Emily was dressed as a witch. She wore a black floaty dress and a pointy hat, Halloween-themed tights covering her legs.

			When they arrived, she let Jaime loose on the first floor. It wasn’t long before his basket was nearly overflowing with candy.

			“Do you want some?” Jaime asked, when they returned to Emily’s apartment. He held the basket out to her.

			“You sure, buddy?”

			“Yeah, wanna share.” He curled up on the couch beside her, and they watched Hocus Pocus, her favorite Halloween movie, ate candy, and waited for Camila.

			She arrived just as the movie ended. Emily answered the knock and let Camila in.

			“You have Halloween decorations?” Camila took in the props and cutouts scattered around Emily’s apartment. “Do you decorate for every holiday? If I came over for Thanksgiving, would I find turkeys hanging from the ceiling?”

			“Would it really surprise you if I said yes?” Emily asked.

			“No, I suppose not.”

			“And, um, you could come over for Thanksgiving, if you want.” Emily didn’t really think before extending the offer, and Camila blinked in surprise. “It’s at my sister’s, and you don’t have to, but you’d be more than welcome to join us. If…if you wanted.”

			If it was inappropriate for her to ask, it was too late—the words were already out there.

			“I… Maybe,” Camila said, and she was saved from elaborating by an enthusiastic astronaut thumping into her legs. “Hi, Jaime,” she laughed. “Did you have fun tonight?”

			“The best! I got so much candy! Come look!” He took Camila’s hand and pulled her over to see his basket.

			“I hope all those wrappers aren’t yours, young man.” Emily sheepishly gathered the pile of empty wrappers and threw them into the trash.

			“Most of those are mine,” she admitted, “but you didn’t mind sharing, did you, buddy?”

			Jaime shook his head.

			“I tried to keep him from eating too much,” she told Camila. “I didn’t want him to be too hyper for you.”

			“Thank you.” She turned to Jaime. “Shall we get going, sweetheart? I’m sure Emily has plans.”

			“Only watching a stupid scary movie at my sister’s place.” She saw Jaime yawn from the corner of her eye. “He’s probably ready for bed, though.”

			They left, but not before Jaime emptied out half of his candy haul onto her coffee table. Emily changed out of her costume and walked over to Cassie and Maia’s place.

			The three of them flopped on the couch, Emily holding a cushion in case she needed to hide her eyes. She was forbidden from holding popcorn because the last time she had watched a scary movie with them, she had jumped so violently that popcorn was still littered around the room three weeks later.

			Emily was on edge the whole time, and she smacked Cassie with the cushion for laughing at her reactions. When her phone buzzed in her pocket, she nearly jumped out of her skin, much to her sister’s amusement.

			When Camila’s name appeared on the screen, she opened the message. There was Jaime, fast asleep in his astronaut costume.

			 

			He wouldn’t take it off. I thought it might take your mind off the movie, if only for a little while.

			 

			It was a small thing, but it was so, so sweet, more so to know that Camila had thought of her when she wasn’t around. She smiled so wide, her cheeks hurt.

			“What are you smiling at?” Cassie asked, eyeing her suspiciously, but Emily simply typed a quick It did, thank you with a heart emoji before putting her phone away.

			“None of your business.”

			The movie didn’t seem so scary after that.

			Much to Cassie’s disappointment.

			* * *

			When Camila went to get Jaime up the next morning, she was surprised to find him already awake—he was usually difficult to rouse—and she was quick to worry.

			And with good reason, because as soon as Camila stepped into his room, he said, “Mama, I don’t feel good.”

			“You don’t?” Camila smoothed his sleep-tousled hair away from his face and pressed a hand to his forehead. “What’s wrong?”

			“My tummy hurts.”

			“Maybe you ate too much candy last night.” It was a logical explanation, but he did feel a little warm. She hurried to get the thermometer out of the bathroom.

			His temperature was higher than normal—not enough for a call to the doctor but enough to have her concerned.

			“When did it start?”

			“I don’t know.” He looked miserable. She hated when he got sick, felt useless that she couldn’t to do anything to help him. “When I woke up.”

			“All right, sweetheart. I still want you to eat something for breakfast, okay? Even if it’s not a lot.”

			She coaxed him out of bed and wrestled him out of his costume and into pajamas before she led him to the kitchen. He didn’t eat much cereal, but he drank the water she gave him. She was still fretting when Emily let herself into the apartment.

			“What’s wrong, buddy?” she asked. Camila loved how well the girl knew her son, how she paid attention to him.

			“Don’t feel good.” Camila led him to the couch, wrapped a blanket around him, and set up his favorite morning cartoons.

			“I didn’t break him, did I?” Emily whispered, looming over Camila’s shoulder. “With the trick-or-treating? He’s not allergic to anything, is he?”

			“No, nothing.” Camila chewed her bottom lip as she looked down at him. “I thought maybe it was the candy, but…it doesn’t seem like that.”

			“I didn’t think I let him eat that much.” Emily frowned, furrowing her forehead. Camila reached out to rest her hand on Emily’s arm, trying to ignore the warmth of Emily’s skin. Being so close to her had her heart racing like a greyhound, in a way it hadn’t raced in years.

			“It’s not your fault.” Camila squeezed her arm gently, and oh, those muscles were even better up close, and she had to move her hand away before she did something stupid. “I don’t think it’s the candy. I think it’s something else. A stomach bug, maybe.”

			“It could be. Has he been sick?”

			“Not yet.” Camila’s phone vibrated. She was about to be late for her first meeting that morning.

			“What do you want me to do?” Emily, as always, said exactly the right thing. Camila hated to leave when Jaime was feeling bad, but she knew he was in capable hands.

			“Just keep an eye on him. Keep checking his temperature and let me know if anything changes.”

			“Okay. I’ll send you regular updates.”

			“Thank you, Emily.” She kissed Jaime on the forehead, pausing in the doorway to look back. Emily was looking down at her son with care and concern, and it was enough to get her out the door. He would be safe with her.

			Camila’s first meeting—a contract negotiation with the lead actor of her top-rated show who seemed reluctant to sign on for two more seasons—dragged, as did the budget meeting that followed. She resisted the urge to check her phone every five minutes, something that she usually shut down if she saw any of her employees doing it.

			By the time she checked it, her heart nearly stopped when she saw that she had missed a text from Emily asking her to call.

			She cleared everyone out of her office. Emily picked up after two rings.

			“Is he all right?”

			“He’s getting worse,” Emily replied, and Camila’s stomach twisted. “He’s thrown up a few times. I gave him fluids but he can’t keep them down. Do you want me to call someone?”

			She gave Emily the number of Jaime’s pediatrician and listened impatiently to Emily’s half of the conversation.

			Emily came back on the line. “He said it’s most likely a stomach bug, and all we can do is keep him hydrated and wait it out.”

			It was good news that it wasn’t something more serious, but bad news that there was nothing they could really do for him.

			“Call me back if he gets worse.”

			“Of course.”

			Camila struggled to focus on work after that, but Emily sent her regular texts. Jaime still wasn’t feeling better, but he wasn’t getting worse either.

			As much as she wanted to get home to look after her baby, there was a fuck-up in production, and she was stuck in the office until nearly seven.

			She called Emily as she logged off her computer and threw things into her bag, “I’m so sorry. I had to put out a few fires before I could leave.”

			“It’s all right.” Emily sounded subdued, not her usual chipper self.

			“Is everything okay?”

			“Jaime’s fine. Well, not fine,” she said. “He’s still feeling pretty bad, but he’s keeping water down now, so I think he might be over the worst of it.”

			“That’s good.” Camila was relieved to hear it. “But that’s not exactly what I asked. Is everything all right with you?”

			“Um”—Emily paused—“not really. Jaime’s over the worst of it but I’m not.”

			“You’re sick?”

			“Kinda.”

			“Why didn’t you say anything?” Camila said, marching toward the elevator.

			“Because I knew you were busy and I didn’t want to bother you, and—oh God, I need to hang up now.”

			“I’ll be home in ten minutes,” she promised, getting in her car.

			She made it there in eight. She stabbed impatiently at the button for the penthouse as though she could make it move faster by sheer force of will.

			“Emily?” She stepped into her apartment but saw no sign of either her or Jaime.

			“In here.” Camila followed the sound of Emily’s voice.

			Emily and Jaime were in the bathroom adjourning Jaime’s bedroom. Emily was slumped against the wall, looking paler than Camila had ever seen her, and Jaime was curled by her side, wrapped in blankets.

			“Oh, Emily.”

			Jaime looked up, though he didn’t move.

			“Don’t come in,” Emily waved her arms. “You’ll get sick.”

			“If I was going to catch it, I probably would have this morning.” Camila reasoned that while she may not have been around Jaime for as long, she had certainly been close to him. “And if I get sick, I get sick.” Camila shrugged. “Meanwhile, someone needs to look after both of you. You make a sorry sight.”

			“We made a nest,” Jaime said weakly.

			Camila chuckled. “You certainly did. How are you feeling, Jaime?”

			“Better,” he replied, nodding.

			“Good. Have you eaten?”

			Emily groaned at the mention of food, but Jaime shook his head.

			“Okay. I’m going to make you some soup. And you”—she pointed at Emily—“have you been drinking fluids?”

			She shook her head.

			“Emily,” Camila said, “you have to look after yourself as well as my son.”

			“He’s more important.”

			“You’re both important,” Camila insisted. She left to heat up a can of soup and poured it into two bowls, though she suspected only one of her patients would actually eat.

			When she went to retrieve them from the bathroom, Jaime wobbled to his feet, but Emily staggered when she tried to stand. Camila reached out to steady her.

			“Thank you.” She was so pale, skin warm to the touch, and once Camila had wrestled them onto stools at the breakfast bar, she handed the thermometer to Emily.

			“Seriously?”

			Camila raised an eyebrow, and Emily sighed, then stuck it in her mouth. Camila frowned when she saw the result.

			“You’re running a fever.”

			“Really? ’Cause I feel great.”

			Camila rolled her eyes.

			“Do I have to eat this?” She glanced at the bowl in front of her. “Because I don’t know if I can.”

			“Try.”

			She sipped at a few spoonfuls, then pushed the bowl away. Jaime had long since finished.

			“You were hungry,” she said, and he nodded. “You can have some more, if you like.”

			“Can I go draw? I want to make Emily a picture to cheer her up.”

			“Of course you can, sweetheart.” Camila watched him scurry over to his crafts table before turning back to Emily. “You should eat some more.”

			“I really don’t think I can.”

			“You must be ill,” Camila teased, and Emily managed a weak smile. “Do you want something to drink? Water? Tea?”

			“Camila, you don’t have to—”

			“Yes, I do.” Camila waved her off. “You looked after my son all day, even when you were ill yourself.”

			“But I should get going—”

			“You’re not going anywhere like this,” Camila told her sternly, folding her arms across her chest. “Stay the night. Let me keep an eye on you until you’re feeling better. Please.”

			“I”—Emily grimaced—“really need to use your bathroom.” She stumbled off the stool.

			A few minutes later, Camila knocked on the bathroom door. Emily merely groaned, so she left a bottle of water on the floor outside and went to sit with Jaime, who was drawing yet another picture of the three of them together.

			“I wish you and Emily would get married.” Jaime tossed out the words carelessly, his head bent over the page, but Camila froze, stunned into silence.

			“I’m afraid that’s not going to happen, Jaime,” she said eventually, but the words stuck in her throat.

			“Why not?” He looked up from his drawing, frowning. “Girls can marry other girls. It’s in one of the books that Emily read to me.”

			“I know they can, sweetheart.” Camila smiled at the education Jaime was getting.

			“Then why not? Don’t you want to marry her?” Jaime asked. “She makes me happy. She’s nice and funny, and she makes you happy too. More than Daddy did.”

			The fact that Jaime had noticed her strained relationship with Chris shocked her, and she felt guilty.

			“Do you like her?”

			“Of course I do, Jaime.”

			“Then you should get married.” He nodded, firm in his belief.

			If only everything could be that simple.

			“I don’t think Emily would want to marry me, sweetheart.”

			“Have you asked her?”

			“I… Well, no.”

			“Then how do you know?”

			“I just do.”

			Jaime looked skeptical, but before Camila had a chance to explain further, she heard Emily clear her throat.

			She hovered a few feet away, looking like she’d been caught doing something she shouldn’t. Camila wondered how much of the conversation she might have heard—it wasn’t really incriminating, all things considered—but she didn’t dare ask.

			“Feeling better?”

			Emily grimaced.

			“I’ll take that as a no.”

			“Thanks for the water.” She waved the half-empty bottle, then sat in the armchair nearest the couch. “Are you sure about me staying here? Because I can call my sister and she can probably come get me.”

			“Probably?”

			“She’s on the night shift this week.”

			“Then that settles it—you’re staying. You shouldn’t be at home on your own.”

			“You’re staying?” Jaime turned around hopefully from where he was drawing.

			“She’s not staying to play with you.” Camila told Jaime gently. “Emily is staying to rest.”

			Jaime pouted, but he quickly perked up. “Want to see my drawing?”

			Emily nodded, and he got up from his table to show her his work.

			“Do you like it?”

			“I love it, buddy. I’m gonna hang it up on my wall.”

			“Really?” he asked, beaming.

			“Really. Go put it somewhere safe for me, okay?”

			He found the sketch pad that Emily had given him and placed the drawing carefully inside. Then he climbed on the couch, cuddling up against Camila.

			They watched TV until Jaime started yawning. Camila put him to bed. When she returned to the living room, Emily had her eyes closed. She looked miserable.

			“Are you going to be okay?”

			“I hate being sick.” Emily said. “I’m not very good at it.”

			“Me either,” Camila admitted, and she was glad that she had so far escaped the illness. “Would you like to play a game to take your mind off it?”

			“You just want to beat me again, don’t you? Way to kick a girl when she’s down.”

			“You might win.” Camila lightly touched her shoulder as she walked by on her way to the cabinet where she kept a few games. “Think how much that’ll cheer you up.”

			“Okay, we both know that’s not going to happen.”

			“Not with that attitude,” Camila replied. “What do you want to play? We can have a Scrabble or Catan rematch.”

			“Both, if I can stay up long enough.”

			Camila set both boxes down on the coffee table and pushed the armchair—with Emily in it—closer to the couch so she could play comfortably.

			They played Scrabble first, and Emily pouted when she got soundly beaten both times. She was clearly a sore loser, and Camila found it adorable.

			And the more time Camila spent with her, the more adorable she became.

			She learned new things about her, like when she was concentrating, she chewed on her bottom lip and pinched her eyebrows. When she had a good word, her eyes lit up.

			It was a miracle Camila won, considering she spent as much time studying Emily as she did the board. She couldn’t seem to look away.

			She was getting in deep, perhaps too deep, and she didn’t know how to stop it, didn’t know if she even wanted to, because her heart flipped whenever Emily glanced up and caught her eye. It was the kind of exhilaration that she never thought she’d feel again.

			They moved onto Catan. Camila won the first game, but barely. Emily was getting to know her strategy, and she beat her the second game.

			“Yes!” Her victory cry was a whisper, considerate as always about not waking the sleeping child down the hall (and God, she made it so easy to fall for her). She stretched and waved her arms above her head, and Camila chuckled. “You didn’t let me win, did you?” Emily asked suspiciously, narrowing her eyes at Camila.

			“Of course not,” Camila scoffed. As if she ever would, no matter how deeply Emily might be embedded in her heart.

			“Sure?”

			“Yes, Emily, you beat me fair and square. How are you feeling?”

			“Better, thank you.” She smiled warmly, her eyes bright, and Camila had to look away. “I can probably make it home—”

			“You’re staying, Emily,” Camila said in her sternest no-nonsense tone. “Just accept it.”

			“Okay. Thank you.”

			“It’s no trouble.” It wasn’t—it was nice having someone else there. “Are you tired?”

			“A little,” Emily admitted. “Could I, um, use your shower before I go to bed? I feel gross.”

			“Of course. Would you like to borrow some clothes again?”

			“Please.”

			Camila found the clothes she had given her last time, adding a large T-shirt to the pile for Emily to sleep in.

			“Uh, do you think I could”—Emily shifted her weight, fiddling with her hands—“maybe borrow some underwear?” The words rushed out, like she had to say them fast or they wouldn’t come out at all. “I don’t think there’s any point in going back to my apartment in the morning when I’m already here, and I don’t—”

			“It’s fine, Emily,” Camila cut her off with a wave of her hand. “Go look in the top drawer of my dresser while I get you a clean towel and a spare toothbrush.”

			She returned to find Emily staring a little dumbstruck at Camila’s collection of lacy underwear, and Camila wondered if the poor girl’s brain had short circuited.

			She bumped into the door to alert Emily that she was back. Emily hastily grabbed the closest pair and stepped away.

			Camila handed her the towel and toothbrush, and Emily made a beeline for the bathroom. While she showered, Camila readied herself for bed and tried very hard not to think about Emily naked and wet less than ten feet away from her. When Emily emerged, Camila tried to keep her expression neutral, knowing that her thoughts were probably written all over her face, but it was hopeless.

			Because Emily was framed in the light from the bathroom, her face in shadow but her eyes bright, her damp hair curling at the nape of her neck, and she was wearing Camila’s clothes, clothes that were too tight, that clung to every muscle in the most delicious way, and maybe she had some clothes in her closet that would have fit Emily a little better, but no one needed to know that.

			She was so beautiful. Camila could hardly believe that she was real, that she was there in her apartment, that Emily was in her life, and yet she couldn’t have a taste of what she so desperately wanted.

			“Feel better?” Camila asked, because she had to say something, because she had definitely been staring just a few seconds too long.

			“Much better, thanks.” Emily’s face was flushed from the hot shower, and Camila wondered what she looked like first thing in the morning. “Should I leave this in the bathroom?” She was still holding the towel.

			“I’ll take it,” Camila replied. She stepped toward Emily, trying to ignore the way she dropped her gaze to take in Camila’s black silk slip, her teeth dragging across her bottom lip, and oh, Camila thought how easy it would be to reach out and kiss her.

			The air between them was electric, and when she reached to take the towel, their fingers lightly brushed. It almost made her shiver.

			“Do you know where the guest bedroom is?” she said to break the spell. Emily nodded, and she breathed, “Goodnight, Emily,” in a voice too low, too obviously affected by her closeness.

			“Sleep well.”

			Camila knew she wouldn’t, knew that she’d be tortured by visions of Emily just down the hall, knew she was in for a restless night, but she appreciated the sentiment all the same.

			“You too.”

			The guest bedroom door clicked shut a moment later, and Camila let out a long breath.

			God, she was so screwed.

		

	
		
			Chapter 12

			Emily woke early the next morning and slipped out of bed to use the bathroom. She was careful so as not to disturb the sleeping boy who had crawled in beside her in the middle of the night.

			When she noticed that the light in the kitchen was on, she changed course. Camila stood at the counter, mug in hand as she waited for the coffee to finish brewing. She wore a huge fluffy dressing gown over her sleepwear and slippers on her feet. She had not yet made up her face. The image made Emily wish for her sketch pad so she could memorialize it.

			Because bathed in the glow of the rising sun coming through the window, Camila was stunning, a vision so utterly captivating that Emily could not look directly at her.

			“Emily.” Camila turned, and Emily hoped that she hadn’t been caught staring. “You’re up early. Are you feeling better?”

			“Much,” she said, and grateful for it. Yesterday had been brutal, and she didn’t want to feel that way again anytime soon. “Thanks for letting me stay here.”

			“You’re welcome. Do you want some coffee?”

			“I think I’ll pass on the coffee,” she said, retrieving a bottle of water from the refrigerator instead.

			“I assume my son is in your room?”

			“Oh yeah.” Emily looked sheepish. “He knocked on my door early this morning, said he had had a nightmare. I couldn’t say no.”

			“He can be very persuasive,” Camila agreed. “You can wake him, if you like.” The coffee machine beeped, and Camila filled her mug. “I’ll go get ready for the day ahead.”

			Emily got dressed, painfully aware of the fact that she was wearing Camila Evans’s underwear. Then she gently roused Jaime and helped him into his clothes before ushering him into the kitchen for his breakfast.

			They were eating cereal when Camila reappeared, dressed in a sinfully tight pencil skirt and blouse. Emily tried not to stare.

			“Do you have a busy day today?”

			“Mm. I have a thrilling day of viewing pilots. We need to decide which shows should be made into series.”

			“That actually sounds kind of fun.”

			“The novelty wears off after a couple of hours. At least the seats are comfortable.” Camila reached for her handbag, then leaned down to kiss Jaime’s head. “I’ll see you later, sweetheart. Have a good day, Emily.”

			“You too.”

			Camila’s heels clicked down the hall, the front door shutting a moment later. Emily gathered up the breakfast dishes while Jaime bounced impatiently on the stool behind her.

			“So, buddy,” she said when she was done, “what do you wanna do today?”

			* * *

			Jaime spent the next Saturday morning with Emily while Camila promoted her network’s upcoming shows on a local television program. She called Emily as soon as she was back in her car.

			“Hey.” Emily answered breathlessly, and Camila ignored the way it made her heart flutter. “You all done?”

			“I am. I can come pick Jaime up now—are you at your apartment?”

			“Uh, not exactly.”

			Camila heard Jaime whoop gleefully in the background.

			“We’re at the gym near my apartment, but if we head back now, we can meet you there.”

			“No, it’s okay. I’ll come to you.”

			It sounded like Jaime was having fun, and she was curious to find out what he was doing at the gym. Besides which, Camila couldn’t resist the opportunity to see Emily in her workout gear again.

			“Are you…are you sure?”

			“What’s the address?”

			Emily texted her where to find her when she got there, and though the receptionists at the front desk eyed her curiously, they made no move to stop her. She pushed open a door that led to some kind of training room.

			One wall was mirrored, and the rest had weights and gym equipment pressed up against them. The wooden floor was partially covered by thick mats, which is where Camila found Emily.

			She was doing push-ups with a giggling Jaime on her back. Her arms were bare, and God, Camila couldn’t look away from the muscles tensing and flexing as she raised herself up again and again.

			Camila was staring and she knew it, but she didn’t know how to stop because Emily was always beautiful, but in leggings and a tank top that clung to her in all the right ways, sweat glistening over her skin—that was something else entirely.

			She managed to look away when Jaime noticed her, and he scrambled off Emily with a cry of “Mama!” and raced toward her as fast as his little legs could move, a huge grin on his face.

			Then she realized there was someone else in the room. Leaning against a punching bag a few feet away, a stopwatch in her hand, stood the brunette who had been in Emily’s apartment the other day. Camila had just been caught staring by Emily’s girlfriend.

			Wonderful.

			“Twenty-three in just under two minutes,” Megan called out as Emily climbed to her feet, breathing slightly labored. “Not terrible.”

			“Not terrible?” Emily feigned outrage. “I’d like to see you do any better.”

			“Okay.” Megan shrugged. The two of them were clearly competitive, and when she beckoned to Jaime, Camila didn’t know how to feel when he trotted over to the other woman. “You ready, kiddo?”

			“Yeah!” He climbed onto Megan’s back, crossing his legs and holding tightly to her shirt.

			“Okay, go.” Emily clicked the stopwatch, and Camila watched Megan energetically start her push-ups. Emily came to stand by Camila, though her eyes never left Megan and Jaime. “I hope this was okay. Megan texted this morning and said her client canceled, which meant the room was free if I wanted to come by and train. I said I had Jaime but when she suggested I bring him too, I thought it might be fun for him.”

			“It’s fine, Emily—he looks like he’s having the time of his life.”

			Jaime giggled uncontrollably, easing the pressure that had been in Camila’s chest ever since she spotted Megan nearby.

			“I’m sorry to interrupt your day with your girlfriend.”

			“Megan’s not my girlfriend,” Emily said quickly. “We’re not dating anymore—she’s just a friend.”

			“Oh. Sorry to hear that.” Although it didn’t look like there was any animosity between them.

			“It’s fine.” Emily shrugged, and just as Camila was about to ask her why it ended, the stopwatch beeped and Emily called out for Megan to stop.

			“Twenty-six,” Megan sang, and the pout on Emily’s mouth told Camila that Megan had counted correctly, and she shouldn’t think it was cute how much of a sore loser Emily was, but she did, and she’d already fallen so far she didn’t know how she’d ever surface again.

			“You lose.”

			“Shut up,” Emily muttered, scowling, and both Camila and Megan laughed. The scowl disappeared when Jaime bounded up to her.

			“Can you flip me again?” he asked, his eyes bright and excited. Camila would have been alarmed if she didn’t know that Emily was as careful with Jaime as Camila was. “That was fun!”

			“All right, bud. You remember what I taught you before?”

			He nodded vigorously. Emily led him to the center of the mat and knelt down in front of him. In one quick movement, Jaime was flat on his back and laughing loudly, Emily balancing herself carefully above him.

			“Again, again!”

			Emily used a couple of different moves on him before he had enough, and Camila couldn’t stop smiling as she watched the two of them together—she loved seeing Jaime so open and unguarded, so happy that he was practically bursting.

			“One sparring session before we finish?” Megan suggested, once Jaime was back at Camila’s side. “Give the kid a show?”

			“Is that okay with you?” Emily asked, glancing toward Camila.

			“By all means,” Camila replied. Emily swigged some water from her bottle. Camila watched a bead of sweat slide along Emily’s neck as she tipped her head back, and she wanted to trace the same path with her tongue.

			They circled one another, hands raised. Megan moved first, and Camila tensed as the swing came in, but Emily dodged it easily.

			They were evenly matched and it was absolutely breathtaking to watch them dance across the mat, both of them maneuvering to gain the upper hand. Emily’s muscles rippled whenever she moved, her strength even more impressive when Camila considered how meek she had been when they first met. At one point, Emily did a backflip, her shirt riding up, and good God, the sight of those abs nearly stopped Camila’s heart dead in her chest.

			The image of Emily in black workout clothes, sparring fiercely and slick with sweat, was going to haunt her, waking and sleeping, for days and weeks to come.

			They called it quits after a while, and when Jaime applauded, Camila was tempted to join in too, because what a show that had been.

			“You enjoy that, buddy?” Emily asked, ruffling his hair as she stepped in closer. Camila felt the heat radiating off her and allowed herself a brief fantasy of Emily pressing Camila hard against a wall, lifting her up so she could wrap her legs around her waist and—

			“Camila?”

			Emily was looking at her with concern, and she hoped that was the first time Emily had tried to get her attention.

			“Would that be okay?”

			“Hmm?”

			“If I taught Jaime some karate. I have a black belt and I used to teach kids when I was in college, so I know what I’m doing.”

			“Oh.” She glanced down. Jaime was looking up at her hopefully. “Of course, as long as you’re careful.”

			“Always.”

			“Yay!” Jaime bounced up and down. “You’re the bestest. Can we start now?” He asked Emily, his eyes pleading.

			“I don’t think so, bud—we gotta leave here soon.” She glanced at her watch. “Now, in fact.”

			“Oh shoot, is that the time?” Megan frowned as she checked her phone. “I’m meeting a friend in, like, ten minutes, and I need to shower.” She slung her bag over her shoulder. “I’ll see you around, Walker. Nice to see you both again.” She waved at Camila and Jaime before disappearing out the door.

			“Anything else planned for today?” Camila asked as Emily gathered up her own things.

			“Nah.” Emily shrugged, leading Camila back the way she had come. “Probably just catch up on chores I’ve been neglecting for too long. A real fun day ahead. Don’t grow up, buddy,” she whispered to Jaime as if it were a secret. “It’s really boring.” She turned to Camila. “What about you guys?” She looked stunning in the midday sun as they stepped outside, and Camila quickly looked away.

			“Whatever this one wants to do,” Camila replied, nodding at Jaime.

			“Ice cream!” Jaime exclaimed.

			“Ice cream it is.” Her car arrived from around the corner, stopping in front of them. “Do you want a ride back to your apartment?”

			“No, it’s only a couple of blocks away.”

			“All right, then. I’ll see you on Monday.”

			“Have a good weekend—and enjoy your ice cream!” She waved to Jaime, waiting until they were in the car, then turned and walked away.

			* * *

			The next week passed quickly and without incident. Despite Jaime’s newfound excitement about karate, the two of them managed not to break anything in the apartment during their lessons. But when Emily arrived on Friday morning, Camila looked more stressed than usual, her mouth pinched into a thin line and her fingers tapping on the counter where she stood nursing a cup of coffee.

			“Everything okay?” Emily asked when Camila didn’t greet her. Camila startled at the sound of Emily’s voice, like she hadn’t even noticed the front door opening. Her coffee sloshed over the side of her cup and onto the counter. “Oh shoot, sorry.”

			“It’s all right, I was miles away.” Camila batted away Emily’s hands as she tried to clear up the mess but acquiesced when Emily held her burned hand under the tap.

			“What’s wrong?”

			Jaime was coloring at the breakfast bar, too engrossed to pay them any attention.

			“It’s nothing,” Camila said, though she sighed heavily. “Chris wants to take Jaime for the weekend.”

			Emily understood then—Camila was facing a weekend without her son for perhaps the first time since he was born. That couldn’t be easy.

			“I think he feels guilty about London, realizes he’s been an absent father lately.” Emily squeezed her shoulder sympathetically.

			“I’m sorry.”

			“Oh, it’s fine.” Camila tried to brush it off but her eyes were troubled. “He’s entitled to see his son, and Jaime should have his father in his life. It’s just…not something I wanted—to have him split between two homes.” Her love for Jaime was clearly written on her face. “But we’ll just have to adapt.” Her phone buzzed, and Camila scowled at it. “Well, I’d better get going. Chris should be picking him up at seven—I hope I’m back before then, but in case I’m not, I’ve packed his overnight bag. It’s in his room, if you think of anything else he needs.”

			“Of course.”

			Camila glanced at her gratefully before gathering up her things. She managed to tear Jaime’s focus away from his coloring long enough to say goodbye.

			“Have a good day, Camila.”

			A moment later, she was out the door.

			Emily peered over Jaime’s shoulder to see what he was working on. It was mostly squiggles and splotches of color, but Emily could make out the outline of a dinosaur.

			“Do you like it?” Jaime asked, peering up at her.

			“It’s really good, buddy,” she told him.

			He gave her the drawing when he was done, and she slotted it into the giant folder she had of his drawings, ready to present to Camila at Christmas.

			“You want to go to the park today? And maybe the library too?”

			“Yeah!”

			She threw some things into a bag along with the books he had finished since their last trip to the library.

			The chill of fall was in the air. The leaves had started to drop off the trees, littering the sidewalk, and Jaime stomped through them, delighting in the crunch they made.

			As early in the day as it was, the park was already filled with children and their caregivers. Jaime quickly claimed one of the swings, squealing as Emily pushed him higher and higher. Next, he raced over to the jungle gym, Emily watching lest he fall, knowing Camila wouldn’t forgive her if he hurt himself.

			After that it was on to the slide. Jaime zipped down several times before bounding to her, almost colliding with her legs.

			“Hey, little man, you had enough, or do you want to play awhile longer?”

			“Li-bary!”

			“All right, bud.” She led him out of the park. “Let’s go get you some books.”

			“Back again?” The librarian greeted them as they stepped inside. Emily dropped Jaime’s finished books into the return slot. “You’ve been a busy boy! We have a couple of new books I think you’ll like—they’re on that shelf over there.” She waved to one side. Emily barely had time to say “thank you” before Jaime dragged her over to them.

			Jaime found some books on space and dinosaurs, and one with a dragon on the front. Before they checked out, they curled up on cushions in the kids’ reading corner to read one together.

			When they were done, they returned to the apartment to spend the time playing and watching cartoons. The afternoon soon fell away, and when her phone buzzed, Emily knew that it was a text from Camila and what it was going to say.

			 

			Won’t be home by seven. Kiss Jaime goodbye for me.

			 

			Emily made a quick decision. She found Chris’s phone number and typed it into her phone.

			“Hello?”

			“Hi, this is Emily Walker, Jaime’s nanny.”

			“Oh right. Emily. Hi. Is everything all right?”

			“Everything’s fine,” Emily assured him. “I was wondering if you’d mind picking Jaime up from Camila’s office instead of the apartment.”

			“Oh. Uh, yeah, all right.”

			“Thanks. See you later.” She hung up before he had a chance to say anything else. Then turning back to Jaime, said, “You wanna go visit your mom?”

			“Okay!”

			Emily threw a few more things into Jaime’s travel bag and double checked that his favorite teddy and blanket were in there.

			She called Camila’s driver to pick them up to save time, and they were in the CEBC elevator before the clock hit six thirty.

			“I hope your mom doesn’t hate this surprise,” Emily muttered as they stepped out of the elevator.

			Jessica intercepted them, her creased forehead relaxing. “Oh, thank God you’re here,” she said, wrapping her hand around Emily’s arm She lowered her voice. “She’s been on the warpath all day, and when she found out she wouldn’t be home early, it was…not pretty.”

			“Well, maybe we can fix that.” Emily glanced toward Camila’s office. She sat at her desk, frowning at her monitor, her glasses perched on her nose and fingers pressed to her temples. “Are we all right to go in?”

			“Please.”

			Emily tapped on the door before cracking it open.

			“I thought I was clear that I didn’t want to be disturbed.” Camila’s voice crackled with fury, her eyes never leaving the monitor. In that moment she wasn’t the woman Emily had come to know. She wasn’t even Jaime’s mother. She was Camila freaking Evans, the woman Emily had met at her interview, and it stopped her in her tracks.

			“Um…”

			Camila’s head snapped up so fast, her glasses slipped off her nose and fell onto the desk. “Emily?” Camila blinked. “What on earth are you doing here?”

			“I knew you’d wanna say goodbye to this little guy.” She let go of Jaime’s hand, and he trotted over to Camila, raising his arms to be picked up. “So I thought I’d bring him by. I called Chris to ask him to come here.”

			“You…you did? I…I don’t know what to say. Thank you. And I’m sorry I snapped at you.”

			“It’s all right.” Emily dropped Jaime’s bag beside the couch.

			She slipped out onto the balcony so Jaime could tell his mom about his day. The lights of the city were impressive at night. When Camila’s phone rang a few minutes later, Jaime came out to join her, returning inside when they heard Camila complete the call.

			Chris arrived right at seven. Camila stood up, waving him inside.

			He greeted his ex-wife, nodded at Emily, then turned to Jaime, sitting next to Emily. “Hey, big guy. You ready to go?”

			Jaime shook his head vigorously, and Emily wondered if there was a tantrum brewing.

			“It’s all right, sweetheart.” Camila scooped Jaime into a hug. “You’re going to have a nice weekend with your daddy.”

			“Want to stay with you.” He clung tightly to Camila, and Chris’s mouth twisted with displeasure.

			“I’ll see you on Sunday.” Camila kissed the top of Jaime’s head. “It’ll be here before you know it.”

			Jaime allowed Chris to take his hand.

			“Everything he needs is in here.” Camila’s voice went ice-cold as she addressed her ex-husband. “You’ll call if you have any trouble?”

			“I know how to look after my son, Camila.”

			“That’s not what I—” Camila took a deep breath. “Just call if you do, will you?”

			“All right. Shall we get going, Jaime?”

			Jaime said nothing.

			“Say goodbye to your mom.”

			“Bye,” he mumbled, and Camila leaned down to give him one last kiss.

			“Goodbye, sweetheart.”

			Emily waved as Jaime disappeared from view, then turned to face Camila, whose shoulders had dropped in defeat. She walked over to the bar in the corner, poured herself two fingers of scotch, and threw it down like it was water.

			“Drink?” she asked Emily, who shook her head. “I have water too.”

			“I’m good.”

			Camila set her glass down, her hand trembling.

			“Are you all right?”

			“I will be,” she said, and Emily wondered if that was a lie.

			“How much longer do you have to stay here?” she asked as Camila returned to her desk. Emily hovered in front, fingers resting on its surface.

			“Well, I have nothing to be home for now, so…” Camila trailed off, shrugging.

			“But it’s Friday,” Emily protested. “You can’t stay here all night.”

			“It’s not like I haven’t done it before,” Camila said.

			“That doesn’t mean you should.”

			Camila leveled a stare at her.

			“Okay, well, if you insist on working late,” Emily said in her best disciplinarian voice, as if she were talking to Jaime, “you need to eat at some point, so come on.” She held out a hand.

			“What are you doing?”

			“Making sure you look after yourself.”

			“I wasn’t aware that was in your job description.” Camila folded her arms across her chest. “You’re supposed to look after my son, not me.”

			“Part of looking after Jaime is making sure his mom is all right.”

			Camila tilted her head, considering.

			“You don’t have to eat with me, just…take a break, okay? You work too hard.”

			“Very well.” Camila pushed herself up from her chair. “Let’s go.”

			“Really?”

			“Mm-hmm, before I change my mind.”

			Emily pressed her lips between her teeth to hide her smile, then followed Camila out.

			“Jessica, I’m leaving for a bit. Finish whatever you’re working on and go home. I’ve just been informed that because it’s Friday, we can’t stay here all night.”

		

	
		
			Chapter 13

			Camila watched Emily over the rim of her water glass.

			They were in a booth at a restaurant down the street from the CEBC building, and Camila was just as surprised as the hostess that she was there.

			Emily was just…well, persuasive, for a start, and nice to look at, and pretty great company tonight when she had been dreading the thought of returning to an empty apartment.

			It was certainly better than spending the night in front of a computer.

			She knew she was staring, but she couldn’t put her finger on it, couldn’t figure Emily out, because what she’d done—bringing Jaime to her and then making sure she ate—was probably the kindest, most considerate thing anyone had done for her in a very long time.

			And she’d done it because that was who she was: selfless and caring and wonderful.

			“Do I, um, have something on my face?” Emily squirmed under Camila’s gaze, self-conscious and absolutely adorable.

			“No.” Camila tore her eyes away and cleared her throat. “Just lost in thought. Trying to figure out a problem.”

			“Oh yeah? Anything I can help with?”

			Probably, Camila thought, given that the problem is you and what to do with the way you make me feel.

			But she couldn’t say that, so she shook her head and changed the subject.

			“While we’re here”—her gaze settled on Emily again—“I’d like to check in with you. You’ve been Jaime’s nanny for a couple of months now. Is everything still okay? Anything you’d like to bring up?”

			“I didn’t mean for this to be an employee review,” Emily said, but she was smiling. “But no, no issues. And everything’s great. If anything, I fall more and more in love with this job every day.”

			“The hours don’t bother you?”

			“I knew what I was signing up for,” Emily pointed out. “You warned me, and it’s been fine.”

			“Good, good. And Jaime still sings your praises, so I know he’s happy. How are the college applications going? You’ll warn me if I need to start searching for someone else?”

			She tried not to dwell on the thought of Emily no longer being in her life and the effect that would have on both her and Jaime, but it was always in the back of her mind that this wouldn’t last forever and her bubble would pop sooner rather than later.

			“Of course.” Emily looked offended. “I’ve sent off a couple, but the deadline for most colleges is a ways off yet.”

			“Where are you applying?”

			“NYU has a pretty good master’s program,” Emily answered, “so you don’t need to start looking for a replacement anytime soon.”

			“Glad to hear it.” That was an understatement. “And Jaime will be too. He’s rather fond of you.”

			“The feeling is definitely mutual.” Emily smiled, and Camila’s heart filled with warmth at how completely the other woman cared for her son.

			After their food arrived, Camila picked at her pasta and Emily inhaled her pizza.

			“Hungry?” Camila asked as Emily stuffed the last crust into her mouth and settled back in her seat.

			“Always.”

			When the bill arrived, Emily tried to pay because Camila wouldn’t be there if not for her, and after a brief argument, Camila agreed to split it.

			She agreed because she knew Emily wouldn’t back down, not because of those eyes that seemed to peer into her soul.

			They made their way outside the restaurant, Camila ready to go back to work.

			“Anything planned for the rest of the night?”

			“I didn’t until my sister messaged. She wants to know if I want to go see some band play in a dive bar downtown.”

			“God, I haven’t done that in years.” She had when she was younger, of course; she had spent most of her later teenage years and early twenties going to hear local bands.

			“Really? I can’t picture you in a place like that.”

			“Because you can only picture me as I am now,” Camila pointed out.

			“Well, you can join us, if you want. It’d be nice not to be a third wheel.”

			She knew she should say no.

			The line between employer and employee was already blurred, had almost crossed into being friends, and it would be a terrible idea to spend the rest of the evening with Emily.

			She should say no, but Emily looked at her with her head tilted to one side, and when she opened her mouth to say no…

			She said yes instead.

			* * *

			Emily hadn’t expected Camila to agree, but half an hour after Cassie’s text, she was slipping through a side door and into a packed bar with Camila by her side. Emily wanted to pinch herself.

			Camila was still in her work clothes, but somehow she fit right in as they weaved their way through the crowd toward the bar.

			“Is your sister already here?” Camila leaned in to be heard over the din of people talking and the sound check. Emily shivered at the warm breath against her ear and the feel of her body pressed up close.

			“I think so.” She scanned the room and found Cassie waving at her from the other side. She and Maia had managed to claim a table by the wall. “They’re over there.”

			“Drink?”

			“I’ll get them.” She ordered a scotch for Camila and a beer for herself, then followed Camila as she cleared a path over to Cassie and Maia.

			“Camila.” Cassie greeted them when they reached the table and sat down. Her sister better behave because when Emily had sent a text that Camila was coming too, the reply had simply been a line of exclamation points. “Good to see you again.”

			“You too.” Camila sipped her scotch and turned around to look at the stage. The dim lighting cast shadows across her face, and God, she was gorgeous.

			Once the music started, it was too loud to talk. When Cassie and Maia threaded into the crowd to dance, Emily and Camila moved to the other side of the table so they could watch the band. Emily stole glances at Camila every few minutes until Camila caught her, their eyes meeting. Emily quickly looked away, back to the band on stage.

			They weren’t great, but they weren’t terrible either, and it wasn’t the worst Friday night she’d ever had, especially with Camila by her side.

			When the people at the next table got up, they jostled Emily, and Camila steadied her with a hand on her waist. Her fingers slipped under Emily’s jacket, brushing against bare skin, the music drowning out her gasp.

			“Are you okay?” Camila tilted her head back so she could look Emily in the eye. Her fingertips still burned against Emily’s side.

			“I… Yeah.” It was a miracle she could form words at all with Camila touching her, and Emily didn’t know whether to curse at the guy or thank him when he knocked into her again, pressing her even closer to Camila until she was practically pinned to the wall, surrounded by the Camila’s perfume. “I…I’m sorry.”

			“It’s okay.” Camila spoke softly as her eyes dipped to Emily’s lips. Her pulse hammered at the side of her neck when she swallowed.

			The whole night felt like a date, and if it were, this would be the moment when, with Camila’s lips so achingly close to hers, Emily would lean over to kiss her. She struggled to remember why that was a terrible idea.

			The sudden applause as the band finished a song made Emily jump. She had lost herself completely in Camila’s eyes. Camila removed her hand from Emily’s waist to clap.

			“I…I’m going to go get us another drink.” Camila cleared her throat and walked away, leaving Emily alone at the table, too dazed to respond.

			She was still processing what had happened, wondering whether the look in Camila’s eyes had been longing or if that was just what she wished it was, when a woman with dark hair and brown eyes approached.

			“Pretty good set, right?” she asked, raising her voice to be heard over the next song.

			“Yeah, they’re all right.”

			“They’re a lot better than some of the bands they’ve had in here. This your first time? I think I’d remember if I’d seen you here before.” She leaned in closer. She was pretty, but she was nothing compared to Camila.

			“Uh, yeah, this is more my sister’s scene than mine. I’m just tagging along.”

			“Can I buy you a drink?”

			People coming on to her made her feel awkward, it always had, and she shifted her weight from one foot to the other.

			“I actually have one on the way.” She gestured vaguely toward where Camila had melted into the crowd.

			“Oh, sorry. Is the blonde your girlfriend?”

			“Uh no, definitely not.” Only in her dreams. “But I’m not really looking for one right now.”

			“Who said anything about a girlfriend?” the woman said with a suggestive smile, and Emily flushed.

			“I, um…” She trailed off as she caught a glimpse of Camila over the woman’s head—she stood frozen, a drink in each hand, her face dark, but as her eyes met Emily’s, her expression shifted. She downed her drink in one gulp, then set Emily’s on the table.

			“Sorry to interrupt,” she said to the brunette, though she didn’t sound sorry at all. “Emily, I think I’m going to go home. I still have work to do, after all.”

			“Camila, wait—” But Camila slipped away, and Emily took off after her without even offering the brunette an apology. She caught up with her outside, where she stood with her phone in hand, foot tapping impatiently, no doubt waiting for her driver. “Camila, what’s wrong?”

			“Nothing.” She didn’t look up from her phone, her face impassive. It was like staring at a brick wall. “I have work to do, and you should be talking to attractive women who want to sleep with you.”

			“But I…I don’t want to do that.” Emily reached for Camila, brushing her fingers against her bare forearm. Emily’s touch made Camila look up, but her expression was unreadable. Even under the horrible neon lights flashing the name of the bar, she was beautiful. “I wanted to spend the evening with you.” She spoke the heavy words softly, probably revealing too much, but it was too late to bite them back. “I…I thought we were having fun.”

			“Emily…” Camila’s voice sounded pained, but Emily kept her hand on her arm. Camila ran her tongue along her bottom lip. “You should really go back inside.”

			“I don’t want to,” Emily said, shaking her head, emboldened by the alcohol running through her veins and the fact that Camila had not yet moved away. She wanted Camila to understand that she didn’t want to be with anyone that wasn’t her.

			“What do you want, Emily?”

			Oh, that was a dangerous question, and Emily suspected from the glint in her eye and the way she tilted up her jaw that Camila knew it too.

			If it was a dangerous question, the answer was even more dangerous, and before she could talk herself out of it, Emily leaned down and brushed Camila’s lips with hers. It was brief, chaste, and she felt Camila kiss her back for one quick second before she remembered what she was doing. She stiffened, and Emily stepped away.

			“Shit, I’m sorry.” Emily put her face in her hands, absolutely mortified. “I—”

			“It’s quite all right, Emily.” Camila cut her off as she smoothed down her blouse. “Let’s just blame the alcohol, shall we?”

			Emily opened her mouth to reply, but Camila held the floor.

			“I think… I think there’s been some confusion in our relationship. And I’ll admit we’re both at fault. But you’re my employee, nothing more.”

			Emily winced as if she’d been struck.

			“In the future it might be better if things remained more…professional between us.”

			“Oh. I… Okay.” Emily swallowed hard around the lump nestled in her throat. At least Camila wasn’t going to fire her outright. “If that’s what you want.”

			“I think that would be best.” Camila’s car pulled to a stop in front of them. “It’s best not to muddy the waters. For Jaime’s sake.”

			“R…right.”

			“I’ll see you on Monday.” Camila slipped into the waiting car.

			Emily stood staring at where the car had disappeared, tears stinging her eyes. How she could have been so stupid? They had been having fun, but now everything had come crashing down, and she feared her relationship with Camila would never be the same.

			She didn’t realize she was crying until Cassie and Maia found her. Cassie’s hands tugged at her shoulders, forcing her to look away from the empty street and into her sister’s worried eyes.

			“Emily? What’s wrong?”

			Maia stepped closer as Cassie wiped the tears from Emily’s cheeks. “Why are you standing out here? Where’s Camila?”

			Emily forced herself to speak through her tight throat, her words shaky and soft enough to be snatched away in the breeze. “She’s gone.”

			“What do you mean, she’s gone? She left? And that’s why you’re upset?”

			Emily shook her head.

			“Then what’s wrong?”

			“I ruined everything.” The words were filled with anguish, and a flicker of understanding crossed Cassie’s face.

			“All right.” Cassie rubbed her hands up and down Emily’s arms—she hadn’t even noticed she was shivering. “Come on, let’s get you home.” Cassie wrapped an arm around her back to steer her down the street, Maia taking the other side of her.

			They took her back home with them because their apartment was only a few minutes away and Emily didn’t have the strength to argue.

			It was pathetic to be that upset. She and Camila had never even had anything, and it wasn’t like she was never going to see her again, but the thought of Camila being distant, of keeping things “professional,” made her stomach twist.

			“We don’t have any ice cream,” Maia said as she unlocked the door, “but I’ll whip up some hot cocoa.”

			“You don’t have to.”

			“I know.” Maia headed for the kitchen, leaving Emily and Cassie on the couch together. Cassie pulled her into a tight hug.

			“You want to talk about it?”

			She waited for Maia to return with steaming hot mugs overflowing with cream and marshmallows before she told them what had happened.

			“I can’t believe you kissed her.” Cassie looked dumbstruck.

			Emily groaned. “I don’t know what I was thinking. God, I’m such an idiot.”

			“You’re not an idiot,” Maia told her, squeezing her arm sympathetically.

			“Did you not hear the part about where I kissed my boss out of the blue?”

			“I wouldn’t say it was out of the blue,” Maia replied. “We both saw the way you two were looking at each other all night, and we saw how jealous she seemed to be over Megan. Sounds to me like maybe Camila’s just scared. Maybe she realizes that she’s thinking of you as a friend or even something more, and she knows it’s unprofessional, given the fact that you work for her and you’re younger than her. Maybe she’s just trying to put some distance between the two of you.”

			“And that’s a good thing because…?”

			“Well, I didn’t say it was a good thing, just that it doesn’t make you an idiot. But it probably means that she’s got feelings for you too, or she’s starting to.”

			The suggestion might have made her happy if she wasn’t so miserable.

			“And if keeping you at arm’s length doesn’t work, then it’s only a matter of time before something happens.”

			“And if it does work?”

			“We’ll get you through it,” Cassie said. “Ready for bed?”

			“I’ll go back to my place. I don’t want to—”

			“Nope, you’re staying here. We’ve already decided.” Cassie cut her off with a no-nonsense tone. “So come on.”

			Emily didn’t argue. She washed up and put on the spare pajamas she kept stashed in the guest room for nights like this.

			When she went to say goodnight to Maia and her sister, Cassie beckoned her inside and lifted up the covers. Maia patted the space between them. “Get in. We’re making a sister sandwich.”

			“But—”

			“No arguing.”

			She climbed in and was immediately squished between the two of them. She laughed in spite of herself. “I love you guys.”

			“We love you too,” they said in unison, and it warmed her heart to have both of them in her life. Maia didn’t seem to mind her being a complete mess and needing her big sister, and she went overboard to make sure Emily knew she would always be there for her too.

			Once upon a time, she thought she’d never have a family again, but here she was in the middle of the two best big sisters she could ever have dreamed of, and she knew that, no matter what happened, she was going to be okay.

			* * *

			Camila slammed the door, grabbed a bottle of scotch, and stalked into her study.

			How could she have been so stupid to let herself get in this deep? When she saw that woman with Emily, smiling with enough charm to make her blush, it had felt like a knife through her heart.

			Because Emily should have that, should flirt with gorgeous women on a night out with her sister, should have someone her own age, someone who wasn’t old and jaded, someone who didn’t work such ridiculous hours that it was hard to have a life.

			She and Emily could never have the kind of easy relationship that started with eyes meeting across a crowded room, but pushing Emily away after that kiss had hurt almost more than Camila could bear.

			She didn’t want to think about that fleeting kiss and how easy it would have been to pull Emily closer.

			She didn’t want to think about how much she had wanted to.

			She had been stupid, so unbelievably stupid, for not putting a stop to the spark that flickered to life whenever she and Emily were alone, but at least now it was done. She had seen the pain in Emily’s eyes before she turned and walked away and knew that things would be different, colder, from now on between the two of them.

			Camila sat at her desk, holding her head in her hands because she realized she might be falling in love, and she wasn’t supposed to, not again, and damn Emily with her bright smile and sunny personality, damn her for bulldozing the walls that Camila kept around her heart because she didn’t think she’d ever be the same again.

			If Jaime were there, she could at least go and watch him sleep, kiss his head, and inhale his scent, letting him calm her racing heart and mind.

			But then if Jaime were there, Camila wouldn’t have spent the evening with Emily in the first place, and she wouldn’t even be in this mess.

			Which was Chris’s fault, so fuck him, because it was a hell of a lot easier to blame him than admit that she had let Emily get too close, let her believe there was a chance at something for the two of them, and now she had crushed the girl’s heart in the palm of her hand.

			Emily would be all right, Camila told herself. She was young, she was beautiful; she would have no trouble finding someone new.

			Camila, on the other hand, would not, but her heart had been broken enough times to know that she would survive, even if she had to leave a piece of it behind.

			* * *

			Emily spent the weekend with Cassie and Maia, who did everything they could to keep her mind off Camila.

			It worked—most of the time.

			And when it didn’t, she found ways to keep herself occupied. But Sunday night, back in her own apartment, she slept fitfully, stomach knotted over what would happen when she went to work in the morning.

			Her routine didn’t change—groan when the alarm went off, hit snooze and hide under a pillow until it went off again, drag herself into the shower, dress with her eyes half-closed, and sip her coffee and munch on a piece of toast while she caught up on the news.

			Only this morning one of the headlines was “Camila Evans Spotted Cozying Up with Mystery Woman.” Emily clicked on the link, wondering if Camila had been seeing someone this whole time.

			The page opened to show two grainy photos, one of Camila guiding Emily to the restaurant exit, her hand on Emily’s back.

			The photo had been taken from far enough away that only Camila was recognizable, and the second photo that showed them leaving the restaurant didn’t show her face. The article speculated on the mystery woman’s identity and on whether Camila was having a midlife crisis. Emily closed the link before reading the rest of it and, stomach churning, set her mug down.

			She was grateful they hadn’t followed them to the bar—or memorialized the dramatic exit.

			She wondered if she should mention the article to Camila, wondered if that classified as unprofessional, hated that she now had to speculate about what she could and couldn’t say around her.

			By the time she got to Camila’s apartment, she had decided to wait and see how Camila reacted to her first.

			After hesitating a moment—should she knock this time?—she walked in like she usually did, unlocking the door with her key, kicking off her shoes, and padding into the living room.

			Camila was in the kitchen typing something on her phone. Jaime was eating his cereal in his usual spot at the breakfast bar.

			“Good morning, Emily.” Camila kept her eyes on her phone, and Emily told herself that her cool greeting didn’t send a shard of glass through her heart.

			“Good morning, Ms. Evans.”

			Camila looked up at the formal greeting but didn’t say anything, returning her attention to her phone.

			“Emily!” At least Jaime was happy to see her. She stepped in close and ruffled his hair.

			“Hey, buddy. You have a good weekend with your dad?”

			“It was okay.” Jaime scrunched up his nose.

			“What did you do?”

			“I rode a pony!”

			“You did? Did you like it?”

			“It was too tall.”

			Emily chuckled. “Maybe you can try again when you’re a little bigger.”

			Jaime nodded and turned back to his cereal.

			Emily tapped her fingers on the bar. She felt more anxious now than she had her first time there.

			“Is everything all right, Emily?” Camila looked at her, a challenge in her gaze, as if daring Emily to bring up what happened the other night.

			“Have you, um, read the weekend news?”

			“I had other things to do.” Camila’s curt response let Emily know she should know that already, that it was a stupid question that she shouldn’t have asked.

			If Camila was going to be petty, then so was she. “Right. Never mind. I’m sure you’ll see it eventually.”

			Camila opened her mouth to say more, but Emily had already turned away from her, focusing instead on Jaime, who had finished his breakfast and was climbing down from his stool.

			He dragged her over to play with his action figures. Emily glanced back at Camila, who was watching with her jaw clenched. Emily had thought it would feel good if Camila felt as miserable as she did, but it only left her feeling empty.

			“I shouldn’t be back too late tonight,” Camila said as she shrugged into her coat before leaning down to kiss Jaime goodbye.

			“All right. Have a good day, Ms. Evans.”

			Camila’s mouth tightened, but she didn’t respond. Emily sighed when the front door closed.

			Well.

			That had gone just about as she had imagined it would.

			* * *

			Camila paused in the hallway after closing the door. She took a deep breath and let it out slowly, gathering herself.

			The morning had gone like she’d expected—stilted and awkward—and when she had seen Emily’s face, it had almost been enough to make her crack, to say that she’d been drunk on Friday night, that she had said things she didn’t mean, and could things just go back to the way they were?

			But her resolve had held, she had been as cold and distant as she swore she would be.

			As soon as she had settled in the backseat of her car, she reached for her phone to find whatever news Emily had been talking about.

			She typed in her name and cursed when she saw the headline and photos of her and Emily.

			She was annoyed with herself for not noticing someone watching them, and it didn’t sit well with her that Emily had been photographed without her permission, that she’d been exposed in such a way. She should be glad that at least the photographer hadn’t got a clear shot of Emily’s face.

			She toyed with the idea of putting out a statement that it was a work dinner, nothing more, but decided that would just bring the story to the forefront, throw more fuel on the fire. It hadn’t been picked up by any major news outlets, and she was confident that it would die down and be forgotten. And she wasn’t going to be photographed with Emily again.

			If she needed to, she could arrange a date with someone high profile, make that the story instead, to keep Emily’s name out of the limelight.

			But for now, she would do nothing. She would say nothing about it to Emily, and the two of them could keep on pretending that everything was just fine.

		

	
		
			Chapter 14

			The next two weeks were…difficult.

			Emily and Camila settled into their new dynamic rather quickly, all things considered. Emily focused her primary attention on Jaime and she and Camila—Ms. Evans—didn’t really talk much anymore, unless it was about him.

			And it was fine.

			Except that it wasn’t. It was anything but fine. Sometimes when she looked at Camila, she was desperate to say something, anything, to get her exterior to crack, to get her to open up, to just look at her the way she used to, with eyes that weren’t wary and guarded or, worse, utterly disinterested, but this was what Camila wanted, what Camila thought was best, so Emily played along, even though sometimes she thought it might kill her.

			Camila left for work almost as soon as Emily arrived, and Emily left to go home as soon as Camila got back. They hadn’t been in a room alone together for longer than thirty seconds since that night.

			Camila hadn’t been working as late—or maybe she was just leaving her office early and working through the night in her study instead. Her makeup couldn’t hide the bags under her eyes, but Emily couldn’t ask her what was wrong or if she was taking care of herself, so she just bit her tongue. With Camila coming home earlier, Emily found she was home earlier too, with too much free time on her hands.

			She tried to keep herself busy, spending time with Megan at the gym, with Cassie and Maia, or finding ways to get out and make more friends in the city.

			She even joined a cooking class, which was a bit of a disaster, made the teacher despair, but now she could make three basic dishes, and neither Cassie nor Maia had died of food poisoning when she cooked for them last week.

			Cassie dragged her to a bar one Saturday night, promising to be her wing woman. She didn’t go home with anyone, but she danced a few times and got a few phone numbers, and Cassie had been pestering her ever since to message one of them.

			She hadn’t—yet—but the possibility of dating someone was there, and that was something, a small victory, evidence that she could come out the other side.

			Eventually, she managed to fill her schedule until she was busier than she had been since graduating from college, but a part of her still felt empty, like she wasn’t complete, no matter how hard she tried to fill the void.

			* * *

			Camila’s nights were lonely again. She hadn’t realized how nice it was to come home and have someone to talk to, and she missed the easy conversations with Emily. Things were still awkward between them, but it was for the best, and Camila made no effort to go back to the way it was before.

			The night before Thanksgiving, Camila’s phone rang. It was her friend in LA, Jenny.

			“I have a surprise for you,” Jenny said as Camila kicked off her shoes at the entrance to her apartment.

			“A surprise?” Camila asked. Emily and Jaime were sitting together on the couch, and she waved, phone pressed to her ear. “Do I even want to know?”

			“I’m going to be in the lobby of your building in…ten minutes.”

			“You’re what?”

			“You heard me. Put on a nice dress. I’m taking you out for a drink.”

			“You can’t just…show up here without any warning and expect me to be free.”

			“Oh, so you have plans?” Jenny asked skeptically.

			“No, but I have a son. I can’t leave him alone, and the nanny is about to leave. Can you—”

			“Um, Ms. Evans?” Emily’s voice was timid as she interrupted Camila. Turning, she found Emily watching her, biting down on her bottom lip. “I don’t mind staying late.”

			“Emily, you don’t have to do that.” Given how eager Emily was to leave the apartment whenever Camila arrived home lately, she was surprised that she offered to stay longer. “Perhaps the neighbor could—”

			“Absolutely not.” Emily said firmly. “Honestly, it’s fine.”

			“I… Are you sure?”

			“Yes, she’s sure,” Jenny affirmed as Emily nodded. “I’ll be right there!”

			“Thank you, Emily.” Camila leaned over the back of the couch to kiss the top of Jaime’s head—he was already half-asleep—and hoped Emily wouldn’t be bored without Jaime to entertain her.

			She barely had time to slip into her black dress, touch up her makeup, and run a brush through her hair before Jenny arrived. She hurried to answer the knock. Emily followed Camila with her eyes, and she tried to pretend that she didn’t notice.

			“What, no hug?” Jenny asked when Camila opened the door. “Anyone would think you weren’t happy to see me.”

			“When am I ever happy to see you?” Camila said as Jenny walked in and kicked off her shoes.

			“Where’s my favorite godson?” Jenny asked, and grinned when Jaime’s head appeared over the back of the couch.

			“Hi, Aunt Jenny!”

			“Hey, kiddo. How are you? Your mom treating you all right?”

			“Yeah!”

			“Good.” Jenny’s eyes shifted to Emily with interest, and Camila almost groaned. “And who is this?”

			“This is Emily, the nanny. Emily, Jenny.” Camila took Jenny’s arm to steer her out of the apartment before she said something else. “I shouldn’t be back too late. Jaime, be good.”

			“I will.”

			Camila ushered Jenny out the door.

			“Jesus Christ, Camila,” Jenny said as they waited for the elevator. “That’s the new nanny you hired? Eye candy?”

			“Don’t be ridiculous,” Camila muttered, stabbing at the button again in the vain hope that it would bring a quick end to this conversation. “I hired her because she was an excellent candidate.”

			“That was the only reason? Seriously?” Jenny arched an eyebrow as they stepped into the elevator. Camila’s car was waiting to take them to her favorite hotel bar.

			“Yes, seriously.”

			“How old is she, anyway?”

			“Twenty-three.”

			“Are you having a midlife crisis?” Jenny asked as they slipped into the backseat. “Sleeping with the hot new nanny? God knows you deserve to have some fun after what Chris put you through. And what a way to stick it to him—she’s way hotter than the secretary he was banging.”

			“I’m not sleeping with her,” Camila replied, her voice sharper than it needed to be. She was going out to forget about Emily, not spend the night talking about her.

			“Have I touched a nerve?” Jenny asked, eyes sparkling with interest. “Don’t tell me she’s interested in Chris.”

			Camila rolled her eyes.

			“What, then? Do you want to sleep with her?”

			“I didn’t come here to talk about my nanny,” Camila growled. Suddenly she was desperate for a drink and was relieved when they arrived at the hotel.

			“All right, all right.” Jenny held up her hands as she climbed out of the car behind Camila. “It was a joke.”

			“Not a very funny one,” Camila muttered, ignoring Jenny’s curious gaze as she entered the lobby of the hotel and made her way to her usual table in the bar. She shrugged off her jacket and draped it over the back of her chair, motioning to a passing server. “We’ll have a scotch, neat, and a Bloody Mary, please.” Jenny’s face twisted because she hated that cocktail, which was exactly why Camila had ordered it.

			“I really did piss you off, huh?” Jenny asked. She took a sip of her drink, puckering at the taste. “I’ll get you for this. We’re getting piña coladas next.”

			“And I’ll get you another Bloody Mary afterward.” They traded pointed barbs in their usual fashion, annoying each other to no end, but Jenny was still the closest friend that Camila had.

			“I’ve missed this,” Jenny sighed. “I don’t see you often enough since you moved out here.”

			“I had to get away from you.”

			Jenny threw the drink’s paper umbrella at Camila.

			“You know you can visit whenever you want.” Camila said earnestly, because she did miss Jenny—it had been a long time since she’d been out with a friend.

			In fact, the last time she had been out for fun, had been with Emily, and that had not ended well.

			“What’s on your mind?” Jenny asked. She never missed a thing.

			“Nothing.” Camila sipped her drink, thinking maybe she didn’t miss Jenny that much after all—not if she was going to keep prying.

			“All right,” Jenny said but didn’t look convinced. “How are you doing? After the divorce?”

			“I’m fine.” Sure, sometimes she missed having someone to share her life with, but she didn’t miss Chris, especially when he became secretive and resentful during his affair.

			“Next time don’t marry an asshole.” Jenny had never been Chris’s biggest fan; she had warned Camila, but she had been too stubborn to listen.

			“Who says there’s going to be a next time?” Camila had no such plans; she was too old and too busy to date. But a nagging voice in the back of her head said no one would hold a candle to Emily anyway.

			“So, what, you’re giving up?” Jenny arched an eyebrow. “That’s not like you.”

			“I don’t need anyone else.”

			“Not even to keep you warm at night? There’s no way you can be celibate for the rest of your life.”

			“I’ve managed it for two years. What’s a few more?” Camila’s words were laced with bitterness at the memory of no longer being desirable to her husband and no idea of the real reason.

			“Christ, no wonder you’re a bitch tonight.”

			Camila glared.

			Jenny turned to look around the bar. “I’m sure we can rectify that. Let’s find someone in here you’d want to take home.”

			“No, thank you.” Camila shut the idea down quickly in case Jenny was serious.

			“Why not?”

			“I’m not interested.” And she wasn’t. She hadn’t felt anything for anyone until Emily, and she dared not give in to that desire.

			“Because you’re interested in someone else?” Jenny pressed, wiggling her eyebrows. “Like, say, the gorgeous woman I just met in your apartment?”

			Camila downed the rest of her scotch in response. She wasn’t drunk enough yet to deal with this.

			“Oh, come on, Cam. There’s something there, or you wouldn’t have such a stick up your ass about her. Talk to me.”

			“There’s nothing to talk about,” Camila said, motioning to the server for a refill.

			“Really?”

			“Really,” Camila stated flatly, hoping that Jenny would drop it but knowing she wouldn’t. “Because nothing’s going to happen.”

			“Why the hell not?” Jenny asked. “She’s gorgeous, and I saw her checking you out in that dress. What’s wrong with having a little fun?”

			“I’m not going there,” Camila insisted. The last thing she needed was Jenny’s encouragement—it was hard enough to keep Emily at arm’s length. “She’s too young and too good at her job. I don’t want to risk losing her.”

			“I’m saying you should sleep with her, not marry her,” Jenny replied, and when Camila looked away, her eyes widened. “Oh, my God, you like her.”

			“Don’t be ridiculous.” But Camila couldn’t look Jenny in the eye. She always seemed to know when Camila was lying. When the server brought a fresh glass of scotch, Camila quickly brought the glass to her lips.

			“You do. That’s why she’s such a touchy subject!” Jenny smirked, pleased with herself for uncovering Camila’s secret.

			“It doesn’t matter how I feel anyway,” Camila said, tapping her fingers against her glass, “because like I said, nothing’s going to happen.”

			“Why not?”

			“I already told you.”

			“Age is just a number, and I don’t see why dating her would mean she can’t look after your kid anymore.”

			“And when it ends?” Camila asked, because it always did. “What then, hmm? I’m out of a nanny and a girlfriend, and my son will be wrecked.”

			“You don’t know that it will end.”

			“Yes, I do,” Camila said fiercely, her jaw clenched. “She’s young and naïve, and I would destroy her like I do everyone else.”

			“Camila…”

			“Don’t.” She held up a hand. “I don’t want to talk about it anymore, Jenny. I mean it.”

			Jenny looked like she might not drop it, then she nodded, draining her drink and waving down the server. “We’d like two piña coladas, please,” Jenny said, and Camila glared when the drink was set in front of her.

			Camila would get her back with the next round. She studied the menu, trying to decide what Jenny would detest the most, and pushed all thoughts of Emily from her mind.

			* * *

			The sound of Camila’s key in the lock at ten after eleven awoke Emily from where she had been napping on the couch.

			She waited, but when the door didn’t open, she went to investigate. She saw Camila through the spyhole, tongue sticking out the side of her mouth and a frown on her face as she tried and failed to unlock the door.

			“Having trouble?” Emily asked, pulling open the door and catching Camila by the arm as she stumbled through the entry. “Are you okay?”

			“I’m fine.” But Camila’s words were slurred, and Emily could smell alcohol on her breath as she stepped inside, swaying as she kicked off her shoes. She hovered, ready to catch Camila if she fell. Even drunk, she looked amazing, the tight black dress hugging her in all the right places. Emily’s breath caught in her throat, and when she looked away, she saw Camila burned onto her eyelids every time she blinked.

			“I’ll get you some water.” Emily hurried to the kitchen to fill a glass, and when she turned around, Camila was watching her, her eyes sharp despite her drunken state.

			“Why are you helping me?” Camila’s voice was quiet, uncertain. “Why are you being so nice to me?”

			“I want to make sure that you’re safe because Jaime needs his mom.” It wasn’t the only reason, but it was the truth.

			“He’s in bed?”

			“Has been since eight,” Emily said. “He was as perfect as always.”

			Camila disappeared down the hall to see for herself, the glass of water in one hand. She returned and set her empty glass on the breakfast bar, surprised to find Emily still in her kitchen.

			“Why are you still here?”

			Certainly Camila didn’t mean that in a bad way—she sounded merely curious, but it still made Emily bristle, made her feel defensive, and her back straightened as she struggled to maintain her composure.

			“I told you. So I know you’re safe.”

			“Well, here I am, safe and sound in my own home.” Camila cocked her hand on her hip and quirked an eyebrow. “I’m not in any immediate danger, and yet you’re still here.”

			“Because I care about you, Camila, okay?” The words burst out of her, and she lowered her voice so as not to wake the sleeping child down the hall. “I’m sorry if that’s unprofessional.” She spat out the word, desperately trying to control her erupting emotions, but it had been so hard around Camila for the past two weeks that the words came spilling out of her, all her pain and anger. “I’m sorry that I give a shit. I wish I didn’t—then maybe it wouldn’t hurt so much.”

			Camila blinked, silenced for once. Emily worried that she had said too much, but with the amount Camila had drunk tonight, she doubted she would remember any of this in the morning, and that was her only salvation.

			“I…I didn’t mean to hurt you,” Camila whispered. “I never wanted to hurt you.”

			This was wrong, Emily thought. They shouldn’t be having this conversation, not when Camila was drunk, not when she had no inhibitions, not when she might say things that she wouldn’t dare say if she were sober.

			“It’s okay,” Emily said, though it wasn’t true, and the words stuck in her throat because she didn’t mean them, and Camila didn’t seem to think so either, from the way she shook her head, but she needed to say something, needed to stop this, needed to get out the door before Camila said something she might regret.

			“It’s not.” Camila’s voice was soft, her eyes tortured, and if the breakfast bar weren’t between them, Emily would wrap Camila in her arms to soothe her. “It’s not, but I didn’t know what else to do. I had to push you away because if I didn’t I’d end up—”

			“Stop.” Emily held up a hand. “I don’t want to hear it.” But God, she did, she wanted to know so badly what Camila was going to say. The unspoken words were going to haunt her, drive her insane with the possibility, but it felt dishonest to let her continue when she wasn’t sober. “And I’m going to go,” she finished. She refilled Camila’s glass with water and pressed a box of Advil into her hands. “Take these before bed, okay? It’ll help with the hangover.”

			She slipped away before Camila could say anything else, before she could try to stop her, and she slumped against the wall of the elevator, her head in her hands, Camila’s words still ringing in her ears.

		

	
		
			Chapter 15

			Camila woke up with a killer hangover.

			She groaned, pulling the covers up to hide for a few more minutes before facing the day.

			Damn Jenny Hall to hell, Camila thought as she finally sat up in bed, her head pounding. When she saw the Advil and a glass of water on her bedside table, she breathed a quiet prayer, gulping down two of the pills.

			Drunken Camila didn’t usually plan for the after-effects, and she thought back to the night before—and then ice slipped down her spine when she realized the difference was that Emily had been there last night.

			And no matter how hard she tried, Camila couldn’t remember what they had talked about.

			In fact, she couldn’t remember much after her fifth drink, barely remembered getting home, and it made her uneasy because God only knew what had slipped out.

			She didn’t even remember what she and Jenny talked about, whether the other woman had managed to weasel out Camila’s feelings for Emily in the end, if she admitted something, and afterward, what she had said to Emily, the two of them alone for the first time since everything had fallen apart.

			She groaned, but there was nothing she could do about it now. The damage was done, and all she could hope was that Emily would not bring it up again.

			Which wasn’t unreasonable because Emily barely even looked her in the eye anymore, let alone talked to her, and Camila shouldn’t mind, considering she was the one who pushed her away, but…she did mind. There was an unbearable ache in her chest whenever she thought about her.

			It was unlike her to feel that way, to feel what she did whenever she looked at Emily, whenever she thought about her, but the emptiness strengthened her resolve rather than weakened it—because if this was how she felt now when nothing much had happened, she couldn’t imagine how it would feel if they did get together and it all went down in flames.

			Camila dragged herself out of bed and into a hot shower, the water almost scalding, but it eased her headache, and when she emerged a few minutes later in a cloud of steam, she felt more human.

			Jaime was still asleep when she checked on him, and she went to the kitchen to make a cup of coffee. Her phone rang, and she frowned—if it was anything to do with work, she was going to throw the damn thing out the window.

			But it was Jenny’s name on the screen (well, Jenny was actually programmed as “she-devil”), and Camila pressed the phone to her ear.

			“I’m never drinking with you again,” Camila told her, because it really was the worst hangover she had had in a long, long time—they had overdone it, mixing and matching various spirits in a multitude of cocktails.

			“Oh, I assure you, the feeling is mutual. I don’t know how we’re still alive.”

			“I don’t feel very alive,” Camila murmured, leaning against the kitchen counter. “Is there a reason you’re calling?” Jenny didn’t usually make social calls, especially if they had only seen one another the night before.

			“Just…checking in.”

			Camila was ninety-nine percent certain she was lying.

			“You don’t call to ‘just check in,’” Camila pointed out. “What did I say to you last night?”

			“You said a lot of things to me last night.”

			Camila tapped her foot impatiently, waiting for Jenny to say more, hoping that she hadn’t dug herself into a hole that the other woman would exploit for more information.

			“Is there a point to this call, Jenny?” Camila was ready to end the conversation, but if she hung up, she knew Jenny would call and call and call, and if she didn’t answer, she might just appear at Camila’s door unannounced.

			“I just… You seemed sad last night. I don’t know if it has anything to do with that pretty woman waiting in your apartment, but for what it’s worth, you deserve to be happy. You shouldn’t give up on love just because you’ve been burned in the past.”

			“I don’t know what impression I gave you last night, but—”

			“Oh, don’t bullshit me, Camila. I know you. I saw the way you looked at her and the way you reacted when I teased you about her. There’s something there.”

			“It’s none of your business.”

			“Just think about it.”

			Before Camila could tell her to fuck off, Jenny spoke again.

			“Oh, and happy Thanksgiving! Bye, Cam.”

			Camila stared at the phone in her hand for a long time, as though that was the reason her mind was spinning. She thought about Jenny’s words as she drank her coffee, wondering why Jenny was pushing. Camila couldn’t have appeared that affected last night—could she? Was she already in so deep that Jenny knew from the few minutes she had seen them together?

			Camila probably was. Emily was always on her mind, now more than ever, even though they barely interacted anymore. It was maddening, but that didn’t mean things had changed.

			No, nothing had changed, and despite Jenny’s admonition, Camila didn’t quite believe she deserved to be happy, but she did know that Emily did, and Camila was convinced that Emily would be much happier without her.

			She drained the last of her coffee, then padded down the hall to wake Jaime. His infectious energy was just what she needed to keep her heart from craving what she so desperately wanted but could never have.

			* * *

			Emily spent Wednesday night at Cassie and Maia’s apartment because they were hosting Thanksgiving that year. Her foster mother was coming into town to spend the holiday with her daughters.

			Emily hadn’t slept well—she was too preoccupied with Camila—and at eight o’clock, she decided it was time to get out of bed.

			Maia and Cassie were in the kitchen, peeling vegetables at the counter, the turkey already in the oven.

			“There’s coffee,” Maia said when she spotted Emily.

			“Thanks.” She helped herself to her usual mug, feeling slightly more human when the caffeine started running through her veins. “Want me to help with anything?”

			“You? Work in the kitchen?” Cassie replied, raising her eyebrows.

			“Excuse you, I go to cooking classes now,” Emily reminded her.

			“Yeah, and it’s a miracle you haven’t burned down your apartment yet.”

			Emily flipped her off, and Cassie stuck out her tongue.

			“Here, you can finish peeling potatoes”—Cassie handed her the knife—“while I go get Mom from the airport. Maia, don’t let her near any open flames.”

			“You set a fire one time,” Emily muttered, taking Cassie’s place at the counter. Cassie kissed Maia and slipped out the door.

			“You okay, Em?” Maia asked after a few minutes. “You looked a little shaken up when you got here last night. Did something happen?”

			Emily frowned at the potato she was peeling, thinking about how to answer.

			“You know, I do have experience with getting my heart broken by gorgeous women. And I’m always here if you want to talk.”

			“I know.” Emily bit her lower lip, then sighed. “I just feel so stupid, you know? Like I shouldn’t be this hung up on someone who doesn’t want me. I’m not that girl. I’m not the one who gets treated like crap, waiting for crumbs while the other person gets their shit together. That has never been me, and yet here I am.”

			“You’re being too hard on yourself,” Maia said reasonably. “If you’re expecting your feelings to evaporate overnight, they’re not going to. And you’re not being stupid. Your heart got broken, and it’s okay to give yourself time to heal.”

			“But we weren’t even together.”

			“Doesn’t matter. Sometimes, the ‘almosts’ and ‘could- have-beens’ are more painful because of what might have happened. It’s hard to get closure on the dream.”

			“So how am I supposed to move on?” Emily asked, her voice breaking, and she hated how vulnerable she sounded. Maia wrapped an arm around her shoulders and pulled her into a hug.

			“Give it time,” Maia said gently. “And try not to think about it too much this weekend.”

			“Easier said than done,” Emily muttered, but she vowed to try. She didn’t want to be miserable while her foster mother was in town. “Got anything else to keep me busy?” she asked. She had peeled all of the potatoes.

			Maia was kept her occupied, and when Cassie and Sarah arrived, they were sitting down to watch the Macy’s Thanksgiving Day Parade. Soon they were all squished together on the couch to watch. After, Maia returned to the kitchen to finish up the food, waving off any offer of help.

			Sarah scooted closer to Emily on the couch and slipped an arm around her shoulders. “So, sweetheart, how is everything? Are you settling in okay?”

			“Yeah, everything’s great.” Emily was not about to spill the details of her love life to her foster mother.

			“You like it here?”

			“Yeah, I do.” She had fallen in love with New York the first time she visited Cassie and had soon decided to move there herself. “I’m actually thinking of staying a while longer—I’ve applied for the master’s program at NYU.”

			She had only sent in the application a few days ago, finally committing to her future, and hadn’t even told her sister. While she might apply to other colleges too, her mind was already made up.

			“You have?” Cassie leaped across the couch to wrap Emily in a tight hug. “Why didn’t you tell me?”

			“I wanted to wait till I’d actually done it. Thought about waiting until I got accepted, but it could be a while before I hear.”

			“You’ll get in,” Cassie and Sarah replied in unison. Their confidence warmed her heart.

			“I hope so.” She wasn’t sure what she would do if she didn’t get in, but that was something she could worry about later.

			“And your current job?”

			“It’s all good.”

			Cassie raised her eyebrows, and Emily glared at her.

			“Shall I break out the wine?” Emily asked, eager to change the subject, and escaped to grab the bottle and some glasses.

			Emily returned to hear Sarah talking about a relative’s engagement, then with a sparkle in her eye, she turned to Cassie and Maia. “Speaking of engagements, am I going to go to a wedding anytime soon?”

			“It’s only been two years,” Cassie groaned, standing abruptly and making her way to the kitchen. Emily knew that Sarah had been pestering Cassie about getting married ever since she had met Maia. “We’ll get engaged when we’re ready, Mom,” but she looked at Maia with so much love that Emily’s heart melted, and she suspected they would get engaged sooner rather than later.

			“All right, all right.” Sarah held her hands up in defeat, but as she accepted a glass of wine from Emily, she switched gears. “And how about you, Emily? Are you seeing anyone?”

			“Nope.”

			“No one?”

			“I’ve been busy.” She shrugged. “You know, new city, new job and all. Haven’t really had time.”

			Sarah quietly sipped her wine, and Emily escaped to the kitchen to avoid further questioning.

			“Go away. I’m hiding in here,” Cassie whispered when Emily leaned against the counter next to her and stole a chip from the bag in front of her sister. “I had to endure a whole car ride of questions about my life—now it’s your turn.”

			“At least you have your life together.” Emily waved between her and Maia. “Mine is a fiasco.”

			“It’s not that bad.”

			“Oh yeah? You think the news of my giant crush on my older boss with a five-year-old kid will go down well with Sarah?”

			“It would definitely make the afternoon interesting.”

			Emily threw a chip at Cassie’s head.

			“I’m kidding, I’m kidding. For what it’s worth, though, she probably wouldn’t care.”

			“I’m still not telling her about Camila.”

			“Probably for the best.”

			Emily reached for the chips, but Maia appeared out of nowhere and snatched away the bag.

			“Will you two stop snacking? You’ll ruin your appetites.” She looked at them sternly, her hands on her hips. “Now, stop hiding and go spend some time with your mother. She flew all this way to see you.” The sisters glanced at each other, then scurried back to the couch.

			When Maia’s Thanksgiving feast was ready, they gathered at the table, and by three o’clock they had eaten their fill. Emily was in a food coma because she never knew when to stop eating. She stretched out on the floor while the other three sank back into the couch, their feet on the coffee table.

			After they recovered a bit, it was time for games. Emily teamed up with Sarah against Cassie and Maia, who crushed them at Taboo, and Emily thought how nice it would be to have someone there, a partner, someone she could share her crazy family with.

			Her heart ached because she wanted it desperately, even though she didn’t know what it would be like, because she had never brought a partner home, never spent holidays with anyone other than friends and family, so it wasn’t like she knew what she was missing—but she couldn’t help imagining what it would be like if Camila and Jaime were there with her.

			It felt like eons since Emily had first extended the offer for Camila and Jaime to join them for Thanksgiving, but they hadn’t talked about it again, hadn’t needed to, because it was clear from the way things had evolved that Camila wouldn’t have come.

			The apartment was filled with love and warmth and laughter, and it broke her heart a little to think of Camila spending the holiday with only Jaime, wondering what she would do after he had gone to bed, if she’d be lonely, if she’d find herself again at the bottom of a bottle.

			Cassie caught her eye. “Are you okay?” she mouthed from across the room, and Emily realized from Cassie’s frown that her thoughts were written across her face.

			She smiled weakly and nodded, forcing the thoughts of Camila away so she could focus on the here and now, on having all the people she loved in the same room.

			Maybe next year she’d have someone to hold.

		

	
		
			Chapter 16

			“Emily!” Jaime thudded into Emily’s legs when she arrived at Camila’s apartment on Monday morning. It was the longest she had gone without seeing him since starting the job. “I missed you.”

			“I missed you too, buddy.” She mussed up his hair as he beamed up at her. “Did you have a good Thanksgiving?”

			“It was okay.” Jaime shrugged, then went back to playing with his toys. Emily leaned up against the edge of the couch to watch him.

			“He liked the parade.”

			Emily jumped at the sound of Camila’s voice and whirled around to find her standing a few feet away, her hand on her hip.

			She wore a blue blouse with the top two buttons undone, her black skirt clung to her hips, and honestly, it should be illegal for anyone to turn up at work looking like that. How did any of her employees get anything done when Camila looked like a goddess?

			She realized she was staring and, clearing her throat, tore her gaze away, mortified at the flush that must be appearing on her cheeks.

			“I liked it too. Did you, um, did you have a good weekend?” The last time she was here, Camila had been very drunk, and before that they barely interacted. Emily was no longer sure what was allowed, and she watched Camila warily.

			“Yes, thank you. Did you?”

			“Yeah, it was nice to see my foster mom.”

			Camila’s eyes searched Emily’s face, and she waited to hear an explanation.

			“Thank you for staying late the other night,” Camila said finally. Her voice was soft, and Emily wondered if Camila was extending an olive branch. “I’m sure I wasn’t easy to deal with.”

			“You don’t remember?”

			“Bits and pieces, but not anything specific.” That explained Camila’s careful observation of her—she didn’t know what she had said the other night and was trying to deduce what happened from Emily’s reaction to her.

			So it wasn’t an olive branch. Camila was trying to save her own skin. A spark of anger ignited in Emily’s chest.

			Let her wonder—Emily wasn’t about to tell Camila what happened or what she said. Let her go crazy thinking about the possibilities, just like Emily had as she desperately tried to figure out how Camila might have ended that damn sentence.

			“Well, you didn’t embarrass yourself too badly,” Emily said, keeping her voice light, and when Camila’s lips pursed, she felt vindicated.

			Camila hesitated, as if she wanted to press further, but said instead, “I’ve been meaning to ask you about the London trip next month. Are you still available?”

			Camila wasn’t really asking about Emily’s availability—what she wanted to know was if Emily still wanted to come, but that would mean acknowledging the night at the bar.

			“Of course. I would have told you if I wasn’t.” Although the thought of spending several hours on a plane with Camila and visiting a city she had never been to didn’t thrill her as much as it had when Camila first asked her to go, she wasn’t going to back out now, not when she knew that both Camila and Jaime needed her.

			“I’ll have Jessica confirm everything today and pass along the details.” With that, Camila kissed Jaime goodbye and left the two of them alone.

			Emily watched Jaime as he played. He was unusually quiet, didn’t say much when she tried to talk to him, and the corners of his mouth were turned down. Clearly something was on his mind. Emily didn’t press—if he wanted to talk, he would in his own time.

			Eventually he spoke up. “Did you and my mom have a fight?” He kept his eyes fixed on the Batman action figure in his hands, and she sucked in her breath at the question, surprised he had picked up on the animosity between them.

			“What makes you think that?”

			“Dunno.” He shrugged, then squinted up at Emily, his bottom lip between his teeth. “You don’t stay long. Or talk. It’s like what happened before Daddy left. Are you getting divorced?”

			“You have to be married to get divorced, Jaime.” Emily smiled in spite of herself. She leaned back against the couch, and when Jaime crawled into her lap, she wrapped her arms around him. “And your mom and I aren’t married.”

			“Why not?” She had heard him having this exact conversation with Camila, and she was surprised it had taken him so long to bring it up with her.

			“You have to be in love to get married,” she told him, tweaking his nose.

			He scrunched up his face “You don’t love my mom?”

			“She definitely doesn’t love me,” she said, though what she should have said was no, but somehow she couldn’t because, even though she didn’t think she was in love with Camila, she was halfway there, and to deny it would feel too much like a lie.

			“Oh.” Jaime looked disappointed. “I love you.” He blinked up at her. “Can I marry you?”

			“You’re a little young for me, buddy. Maybe when you’re older.”

			“Okay!” He went back to playing, looking much happier; all thoughts of his two favorite people fighting forgotten.

			* * *

			“What do you mean, there are no spare rooms?” Camila glared at Jessica. The other woman stood in front of Camila’s desk nervously, her tablet clutched in trembling hands.

			“Um, well, as you know, I reserved your usual suite a few months ago and reserved a room for myself, but when I called to request an additional room, they said they’re fully booked for the holidays.” Jessica spoke fast when she was nervous, but Camila kept up with her frantic speech. “But, uh, Emily can have my room, and I’ll find another hotel nearby, or an Airbnb. It’s not—”

			“Nonsense,” Camila raised her hand. “I need you nearby.”

			“But…you need Emily nearby too.”

			Camila scowled. “Are you sure they won’t make an exception for me?”

			“I tried, but…” Jessica trailed off.

			“Get the manager on the phone.” Most people were more amenable when she spoke to them herself rather than her assistant, and Jessica returned to her desk and patched the call through a few moments later.

			“Ms. Evans.” The manager used his best customer service voice. “I’m sorry about this, but as I told Ms. Morgan, we have no rooms available—”

			“Not a single one?” Camila asked. The hotel was huge and expensive, and there was no way it could be full, regardless of the time of the year. “Hell, I’d even take a broom closet, if you have one.”

			“We have no vacancies.”

			Camila gritted her teeth.

			“But if I could remind you, your suite has two bedrooms and can sleep four.”

			Camila was well aware of that fact. Her original plan had been for Emily to stay with her, close to Jaime, which was why Jessica hadn’t reserved something earlier. But in light of recent events, she thought Emily might be more comfortable in her own room.

			Now it looked like they would have to share close quarters for the entire time they were in London.

			Not ideal.

			“That will have to do, then,” Camila replied, her voice clipped. “Thank you.” She hung up, muttering under her breath.

			Jessica knocked timidly on her door, and Camila glanced up. Jessica hovered whenever Camila was in a mood.

			“Any luck?”

			“No.” Camila rubbed her temples. She had a vicious headache coming on. “Emily will have to stay in my suite.”

			“Oh well, at least she has somewhere. I’m going to book the flight next. Do you want Emily up in first class with you and Jaime, or coach with me?”

			Camila considered. She didn’t want Emily too close, but Jaime would have a tantrum if she wasn’t nearby.

			“Just put us all in first class,” Camila decided, because then Jessica could act as a buffer. Besides, the seats in first class were roomy enough that their arms and legs wouldn’t touch if there was turbulence.

			“Are…are you sure?”

			Camila waved her away. “Yes. Go and book the flight before I change my mind.”

			Jessica scurried off, and Camila looked longingly at the bar in the corner, but she knew that scotch would do little to ease the ache behind her eyes.

			Camila was bone-tired by the time she got home at seven o’clock, even though it was a relatively early night for her.

			Jaime was already struggling to keep his eyes open. She pulled him into a hug and he snuggled into her chest, his arms draping around her neck. She calmed instantly.

			“Did Emily wear you out today?” she asked him. He mumbled in response.

			“We went to the park,” Emily told her, “and then the gym. You should think about signing him up for martial arts classes—I think he would do well. And it would be good for him to meet some other kids his age.”

			“Thank you for your parenting input.” It came out with more bite than she intended—an aftereffect of the day she’d had, and she hadn’t even really meant it, regretted it as soon as she saw the wounded look in Emily’s eyes.

			“I wasn’t—” Emily protested, but then cut herself off with a shake of her head. “Never mind. I’ll keep my mouth shut.” Her words crackled with an undercurrent of anger. She climbed to her feet. “I’ll see you tomorrow.”

			“Wait.”

			Emily stopped in her tracks, turning back to face Camila, expecting an apology.

			“Here. Details for the trip next month.” She handed Emily the folder Jessica had put together. Emily took it without looking at it. “We fly out on the seventeenth, return on the twenty-first.”

			“Great.” Emily’s voice was flat, and Camila wished it didn’t feel like a knife in her chest.

			“And there…there weren’t any extra rooms in the hotel, so you’ll be staying in a suite with me and Jaime.”

			“Can’t wait.” Her voice was heavy with sarcasm, and Camila winced, but Emily had already turned to leave. “Bye, Jaime!” She called over her shoulder, but Jaime was half-asleep.

			Camila woke Jaime up enough for him to brush his teeth and put on his pajamas. She sat in the chair next to his bed, ready to read him a story from one of the books he had picked up from the library.

			She had barely opened the book when Jaime, suddenly wide awake, asked, “Mama?”

			“Yes, sweetheart?” She thought he might want a different book, but his question was simple.

			“Why don’t you love Emily?”

			“I… What?” She didn’t think he had heard the conversation this morning, much less that he would remember it. “Why would you ask that?”

			“Why are you fighting with her?”

			“I… We’re not fighting.”

			“You are,” he said solemnly. “She’s upset.”

			His words felt like a sucker punch right to her gut.

			“Where is this coming from?”

			“I asked Emily if you were getting divorced because you’re fighting like before Daddy moved out.” His words rushed out, like he’d forget them if he didn’t say them quickly. “But she said you couldn’t get divorced if you weren’t married, and I asked why you weren’t married, and she said because you have to be in love to get married, but that you don’t love her, so”—he took a breath—“why don’t you love her?”

			“I…” She was lost for words, didn’t know what to say to him, didn’t want this conversation getting back to Emily because that wouldn’t do either one of them any good.

			“She makes me happy.”

			“I know she does, sweetheart.”

			“Doesn’t she make you happy?”

			“She does.”

			“Isn’t that what love is?” He peered up at her earnestly. “When someone makes you happy?”

			“That’s a part of it,” Camila said, “but it’s a little more complicated than that.”

			“I think you love her but you’re scared.” He hugged his teddy bear, the look in his eyes older and wiser than his five years, and Camila stared at him. “Because Daddy left and you don’t want her to leave too.”

			He rarely mentioned his father, but she knew the divorce had affected him, as much as she had tried to shield him from the demise of their marriage.

			“I don’t think Emily would leave,” Jaime continued confidently.

			“Maybe not”—Camila brushed his hair away from his face—“but there’s something you’re forgetting. Emily doesn’t love me.”

			“Did she tell you that?”

			“She didn’t need to,” Camila told him, and before he could open his mouth to ask something else, she asked, “Now, are you ready for your bedtime story?”

			He nodded, and ten minutes into the book, he was fast asleep, his breathing soft, his arms still wrapped around his teddy, and Camila kissed his forehead before slipping from the room.

			His words replayed in her mind the rest of the night, and she dreaded to think what he asked Emily when she was at work, wished she could find out, most of all wished she knew Emily’s responses.

			She ate a lonely meal, spent another lonely evening with only the television for company, refusing to dwell on how much brighter it would be if Emily were there with her. She knew she wouldn’t be going to sleep anytime soon, so she worked in her study until she was too exhausted for thoughts of Emily to keep her awake.

			* * *

			Camila had to attend an awards show on Thursday night, which meant Emily had Jaime duty.

			She didn’t mind at all, but the last time Camila had attended a gala, it was with a date, and Emily hoped that an eligible bachelor wouldn’t knock at the door tonight because Camila was sure to lay it on thick if she knew Emily was watching, just to drive the stake a little deeper into her heart.

			Not that she was being dramatic or anything.

			She was lifting Jaime into the air and spinning him around when the front door opened, and Emily nearly dropped him because Camila was in her bedroom being made over, Chris would’ve called ahead, and as far as Emily knew, no one else had a key.

			Jaime squealed in delight as he fell into Emily’s arms, and she balanced him on her hip as she turned toward the door.

			A woman wearing an elegant black dress stood just inside the doorway, a pair of black-framed glasses perched on her nose. She pursed her lips as she surveyed the apartment, and when her eyes fell on Emily, she gave her a look that was so withering it made her step back—as if she wasn’t supposed to be there.

			“You’re not my daughter.”

			Charlotte Evans was even more formidable in person than Emily could have imagined from Camila’s stories, and she tightened her hold on Jaime, aware that Camila tried to shield him from his grandmother as much as possible, though it wasn’t clear if the woman planned to come over and pluck him from her arms.

			“Um, no, I’m not. I’m Emily, the nanny.”

			“You’re the nanny?” Charlotte scanned her from head to toe. “You’re practically a child yourself.”

			“I’m twenty-three.”

			“Exactly.”

			Jaime was hiding his head in Emily’s hair, and she wished they could both disappear.

			“Is my daughter here?”

			“Uh, yeah, she’s just—”

			But Charlotte was already calling for Camila in a high, shrill voice.

			In less than five seconds, Camila had run down the hall, bursting into the living room with a look on her face that confirmed Camila had no idea Charlotte was planning to drop by.

			“Mother?” Camila held up her unzipped dress with one hand pressed to her chest; the back gaped open, revealing smooth skin. “What on earth are you doing here?”

			“You wouldn’t take my calls.” Charlotte sniffed.

			“So you decided to show up at my home unannounced?”

			“I’m your mother, Camila—I’m allowed to drop in on my daughter whenever I like.”

			“What do you want?”

			“To find out if you’re coming to the show tonight—you know they’re honoring me, don’t you?”

			Camila’s face twitched, and she nodded.

			“Is that really what you’re wearing?” Charlotte’s lip curled as she looked at Camila’s dress, and Emily had never been more grateful to have Sarah as her foster mother.

			“Yes, Mother,” Camila said through gritted teeth. “This is a custom-made Versace.”

			Emily took a step back, thinking to sneak away to hide with Jaime in his room until Charlotte was gone. Camila looked at her with a face that said “Don’t you dare leave me,” and Emily stopped in her tracks.

			“It doesn’t look like it.”

			Camila made a noise in her throat that could have been a growl.

			“And do you have a date?”

			“No.”

			Charlotte looked appalled. “Camila, we discussed this. You can’t show up to an event like this alone, especially with your recent divorce.”

			“Because God forbid a woman over forty be single in public?”

			“Exactly.”

			Camila rolled her eyes.

			“Let me make a few calls. I’m sure I can arrange something—”

			“I told you, I don’t need you to set me up.”

			“Really?” Charlotte raised her eyebrows. “How many dates have you been on since Christopher left, hmm?”

			“That’s none of your business.”

			“I know of at least one.” Charlotte answered her own question. “You were recently photographed with a woman, were you not?”

			Emily’s blood froze. She knew where this was going, and when Charlotte looked at her, she prayed the floor would open up and swallow her.

			“A woman who, if I’m not mistaken, bears a striking resemblance to your nanny.”

			She and Camila had never talked about the article linking the two of them together. In fact, Emily had almost forgotten about it.

			Unlike certain other people in the room.

			“Are you taking after your ex-husband, Camila? Screwing the help?”

			“That is enough.” Her voice was low, but rage crackled through every word. Emily had never seen Camila so angry—the color had drained from her face, her eyes flashed, and her hand was curled into a fist at her side.

			“Oh dear, have I crossed a line by bringing your girlfriend into this?”

			Camila took a step forward, her mouth set, and Emily took another step back, ready to bolt.

			“She is not the help,” Camila spat. “And she is not my girlfriend—not that it would be any of your business if she were.”

			“On the contrary”—Charlotte crossed her arms over her chest and stared at her daughter—“it’s very much my business who you date and what your image is—and three divorces and a twenty-year-old girlfriend don’t paint you in the best light.” Charlotte turned her attention to Emily. “And if you’re hoping to get something by—”

			“You don’t get to look at her, let alone speak to her,” Camila snapped, positioning herself between Emily and her mother. “She’s here to do a job—which she is damn good at, by the way, and you are not going to scare her off.”

			“My, my. You certainly have made an impression.” Emily knew that remark was directed at her, though she couldn’t see Charlotte’s face. “She didn’t even defend her husband like that.”

			“Get out.” Camila’s voice dripped with acrimony, and Emily was a little surprised when Charlotte turned on her heel and stalked from the apartment.

			The door clicked shut, leaving Emily and Jaime alone with Camila.

			Camila was shaking, her face twisted with rage. Before Emily could open her mouth, Camila disappeared back to her bedroom, slamming the door violently behind her.

			“Is it over?” Jaime mumbled, his mouth pressed close to Emily’s ear.

			“Yeah, buddy, it’s over.”

			He turned his head to see for himself, glancing around the room.

			“That was intense, huh?”

			“They always fight.”

			“Yeah?”

			“She’s mean to my mom. And she doesn’t like me.”

			“Trust me, buddy—that’s probably not a bad thing.” She set him down carefully. “You want to play some more?” she asked, hoping he was ready for a distraction, and she was relieved when he nodded.

			Camila’s team filed out of her bedroom, soon followed by the woman herself, a pair of high heels in her hands. Her jaw was still tight, her eyes still blazed with anger, but when she crouched down to say goodnight to Jaime, she spoke softly.

			“Be good for Emily, young man,” she told him, kissing his head and looking like she wished more than anything she could stay. “And I’ll see you later, Emily.” Then she slipped into her shoes, closed the door behind her, and clicked her way down the hall.

			Emily turned to Jaime. “What do you wanna do now, buddy?”

			“Watch cartoons!”

			“Cartoons it is.”

			* * *

			The evening was dreadful.

			When she wasn’t dodging every single man (and even some not-single men) in attendance who thought he had a shot with her because she was there solo, then she was hearing about her mother’s many achievements and how she must be so proud—despite the fact that she herself was more successful in her field than Charlotte Evans would ever be in hers.

			And she had to avoid the woman in question. She was still furious with her for the stunt she had pulled.

			The more she thought about it, the more she realized it had been a calculated move.

			Charlotte Evans had never been happy about her daughter’s bisexuality. She had probably seen that article and panicked that Camila’s next suitor would be a woman, that Camila would bring her tonight, and she must have been primed for attack when she walked into Camila’s apartment and come face-to-face with Emily.

			Because the pictures may have been blurry, but her mother had a sharp eye.

			She couldn’t believe the audacity, but she shouldn’t be surprised—tonight’s event was to honor Charlotte, after all, and she would have been furious if Camila had appeared with a woman on her arm.

			She had thought about doing it just to piss her mother off, but then she thought of Emily, of the wounded look in her eyes the last time Camila had a date, and decided against it.

			She wanted to keep Emily at a distance, but she didn’t want to be cruel.

			Camila didn’t look at her mother once all night, fury still licking through her veins like fire, and Charlotte stayed away too. Camila hated that Charlotte got under her skin, but hearing her talk to Emily like that had just made something snap. Her reaction was probably a dead giveaway to her mother.

			But maybe Emily was none the wiser.

			She escaped as soon as she could, slipping out a side door and waiting only a few minutes for her car. She was home by eleven and opened the door quietly, not wanting to wake Jaime.

			The apartment was dark, and it took her a moment to find Emily lying on the couch, fast asleep in the flickering light of the television. Camila stopped short at the sight of her, her throat tight with unexpected feelings flooding through her.

			God, she was beautiful. Camila hadn’t looked at her too closely since the kiss, hadn’t wanted to be caught staring, but she let herself stare now, drinking in the sight of her face relaxed in sleep, the television casting shadows across her face.

			She looked so young, so peaceful, with none of the hurt that always seemed to be lurking just below the surface whenever Camila met her gaze.

			Camila was loathe to wake her, she’d rather watch her sleep, but her couch couldn’t be comfortable to sleep on. “Emily,” she said softly, and when it had no effect, tried again a little louder. Emily still didn’t stir, so she crouched down, reaching out to gently shake her shoulder, trying to ignore the sparks that shot through her fingertips whenever she touched her. “Emily, wake up.”

			Emily’s eyes flew open, and she blinked sleepily, her face so close, too close, the closest they had been since the kiss, and she could have drowned in those eyes, those shimmering pools of blue, until she lost the will to surface for air. She sat upright, wrapping her arms around herself.

			“Oh, shoot, sorry—I didn’t mean to fall asleep.”

			“It’s all right. It’s late.”

			Emily glanced at the clock as if checking to see if Camila was telling the truth, and Camila wondered how long she had been asleep.

			“Did everything go okay tonight?”

			“He was in bed by eight. He escaped a couple of times wanting to watch some more cartoons, but he fell asleep by nine.” Emily’s voice was lower than usual, rough with sleep, and Camila’s stomach flipped.

			“Good.”

			“My evening was probably better than yours.”

			“You could say that. I’m…I’m sorry about all of the unpleasantness earlier. I had no idea my mother would show up, let alone that she would attack you.”

			“It sounded more like an attack on you.”

			Camila realized she was still crouching and shifted to sit on the edge of the coffee table.

			“Your mom is…a lot. I can see why you keep her away from Jaime.”

			“Was he okay after she left?”

			“Yeah, he was fine. He hid in my hair the whole time. I think he forgot about it about three seconds after she left.”

			“Good.” Camila really didn’t want to explain to him why her mother thought Emily was her girlfriend, considering his curiosity lately. “And…and you’re okay?” Camila asked with some hesitation. Emily eyed her warily.

			“What, with your mother’s opinion of me?” Emily raised her eyebrows. “Well, since I’m not actually your girlfriend, it doesn’t matter what she thinks, does it?” Emily met her gaze directly with steel that only Camila seemed to elicit. “Not that I care anyway.”

			Camila wished she could be so quick to brush off her mother’s opinion, wished she hadn’t wasted so many years trying to get approval.

			“My car is waiting for you downstairs.” Camila decided to change the subject before she got lost in Emily’s eyes. “My driver will take you home.”

			“You didn’t have—”

			“—to do that,” Camila finished. They had had this argument many times before. “I know, but I did it anyway, and if you don’t use it, my driver will have waited an extra ten minutes when he could’ve been at home.” Guilt was the best way to get Emily to comply.

			“All right, all right.” Emily got to her feet, running a hand through her hair as she slung her bag over her shoulder.

			“Thanks for staying so late.” She would have asked her to stay the night, seeing as she would be back in less than nine hours, but Emily never would have agreed.

			“It’s all good.” She stepped into her boots and shrugged on her coat at the front door, waving at Camila before shutting the door behind her. Camila padded to her room and wondered how different her night would have been if Emily had been by her side.

		

	
		
			Chapter 17

			“Jesus Christ, Emily, are you leaving for a month or five days?” Cassie said when she arrived at Emily’s apartment to take her to the airport.

			“I don’t know what I’ll need,” Emily said defensively.

			“So you thought you’d take everything you owned?”

			“Yep.”

			Cassie shook her head but lugged the suitcase down the stairs anyway.

			“How are you feeling?” Cassie asked when they were on the road. Emily shrugged, not really sure.

			She had never been out of the country before, never been anywhere without her sister, and it was strange to know that she was going to be flying across the Atlantic without her.

			But she was excited too, because she was going somewhere new, and she would be spending time with Jaime, exploring a new city and seeing it through his eyes. And she’d be with Camila. Things were still strained between them, but they had improved somewhat since the night of Charlotte’s visit.

			“It’ll be…an experience, if nothing else,” she said, and Cassie smiled. When Emily told her she was still planning on going, Cassie had said she was worried that it wouldn’t be good for her, that she should stay away from Camila, not jet across the ocean with her, but Emily had assured her sister that she would be fine.

			“And you’ll call me if you need anything?”

			“Yes, Mom.”

			Cassie reached across the console to poke her in the ribs, and Emily squirmed away.

			“Will you survive a few days without me?”

			“Somehow I think I’ll manage,” Cassie replied dryly.

			“You won’t miss me?”

			“You know I will.” Cassie pulled up in the departure lane and turned to face her. “Have the best time, and take a lot of photos for me.”

			“I will, I promise.” She hugged her sister in the best bear hug she could manage in the car. “I’ll let you know when I get there.”

			She retrieved her bag from the trunk and headed to the terminal, turning to wave at Cassie one last time. Her stomach fluttered as she approached the check-in desk—she always got nervous when she had to fly somewhere.

			She wasn’t exactly scared of flying, but she didn’t really enjoy it either, and the thought of eight hours on a plane set her on edge.

			She got through security and reached the gate, feeling disappointed when Camila was nowhere to be seen.

			She still didn’t see Camila when it was time to board. Emily sat in the roomy first-class seat flicking through a magazine from the seat pocket, feeling more relaxed than she had ever felt on a plane before. A few minutes before takeoff, she heard Camila’s voice rattling off a list of instructions to whoever was on the other end of the phone. Jessica followed a half step behind.

			“Emily!” Jaime wriggled free from Camila’s hand and scrambled into Emily’s lap. “Hi.”

			“Hey, buddy.” He was wearing his spaceship pajamas, his teddy in his arms, and seeing him warmed her heart. “You doing okay?”

			“Yeah! I like planes.”

			“You do?”

			He nodded, then leaned over to peer out of the window. Emily kept hold of him so he wouldn’t fall. Jessica dropped into the seat next to her with a sigh.

			“Hey.”

			“Hey, glad to see you made it—it’s nice to have someone else along this year.”

			Emily hadn’t spent much time with Jessica, but she liked her and knew she had helped her get this job. It would be nice to know her a little better.

			“Is it usually just you?”

			“Me, Ms. Evans, the little guy and the—” She mouthed “asshole” so Jaime wouldn’t hear her.

			Emily snorted. “I hope that won’t be my nickname by the end of the week.”

			“As long as you don’t look down my top or stare at my ass whenever I bend down, you’ll be fine.”

			“Agreed,” Emily promised, and Jessica grinned. Her face changed when she looked up. Camila was watching them, leaning over the back of the seat in front, her phone call finished. “Good morning,” Emily said, and Camila smiled tightly.

			“Good morning. Jaime, come sit down.”

			“Want to stay with Emily.”

			“You’ll have eight hours to spend with her once we’re up in the air, but for now you need to sit with me.”

			He let Emily hand him over without too much complaint, and Emily, her hands now free, drummed her fingers against the seat arm as the cabin crew prepared for departure.

			“Nervous flyer?” Jessica asked.

			Emily nodded. “Never been out of the country,” she admitted, “or on a plane for more than four hours. Although”—she glanced around the first-class cabin—“this isn’t the worst place to try it.”

			“Yeah, it’s pretty cool.” Jessica nodded. “I’m usually back in coach, but this is…something else.”

			Emily wondered what had changed, but she was glad because it meant she wouldn’t be alone with Camila while being steadfastly ignored.

			“So, um, how long have you been working for Camila?” Emily asked as the plane headed toward the runway. She was desperate for distraction—takeoff and landing were the worst parts of the flight for her.

			“About eighteen months,” she said. Emily was impressed because Camila seemed like the kind of boss who cycled through assistants regularly. “That’s the face most people make when I say that,” Jessica said, chuckling, then leaned closer to Emily so Camila wouldn’t overhear. “But it’s honestly not that bad. You just gotta learn to read her moods. And not get upset when she yells at you.”

			“I have not mastered either of those things,” Emily said, more to herself than to Jessica, and Jessica patted her hand sympathetically.

			“You’ll get there. It took me awhile.”

			Once the plane was in the air and the seat belt signs were off, Jaime climbed onto Emily’s lap. They spent the next eight hours watching movies, playing games, and snacking.

			Camila and Jessica both worked for most of the flight.

			Jaime was napping on her lap when the pilot announced that they would be landing soon. Emily gently shook him awake and handed him back to his mother. Then she craned her neck to look out of the window, seeing land beneath them instead of the endless blue of the ocean.

			Watching the green and brown fields turn into a sprawling mass of buildings was Emily’s favorite part of the flight—at least until the plane started hurtling toward the ground. Emily looked for different landmarks in the fading light to keep herself distracted as they began to lose altitude.

			Emily breathed a sigh of relief once they were safely back on land and the plane taxied to their gate. Despite not sleeping on the flight, she was wide awake when they disembarked. She shivered as she stepped into the jet bridge—the air was colder than she expected—and she drew her sweater tight around her as they hurried into the terminal.

			Heathrow was one of the world’s busiest airports. People rushed everywhere, and they were soon swept up in a crowd heading toward arrivals. By the time they got through customs and collected their bags, it was eight o’clock.

			As they left the terminal, they were greeted by a well-dressed man who held a card with Camila’s name on it. He would be her driver during their stay. The town car was black and sleek, almost an exact replica of the one Camila used in New York.

			London was illuminated by sparkling lights, and Emily stared out the window, mesmerized. When they got closer to the heart of the city, the car crawled along in traffic. Jaime leaned against her sleepily while Camila went through her plans for the week with Jessica, who scribbled down everything with startling speed.

			The drive took almost an hour. Emily had been up since four o’clock in the morning New York time, and exhaustion was kicking in. Her eyes were starting to droop, but she needed to stay awake awhile longer.

			They got to the hotel, checked in, and straggled into Camila’s suite of rooms, and when Emily saw what would be her home for the next few days, she gasped. It was the most elegant, beautiful hotel room she had ever seen in her entire life.

			The suite was an entire apartment with a kitchen, dining area, and living room. The second bedroom was almost as big as Emily’s entire apartment. The furnishings and fixtures looked so expensive that Emily was afraid to touch anything.

			Jessica opened the drapes of the floor-length windows in the living room. The walkways and fountains of Hyde Park were lit up, and Emily couldn’t wait to see what it looked like in the morning.

			“Amazing, isn’t it?” Jessica asked. “I’m heading to my room for the night—I need about ten hours’ sleep if I’m going to function tomorrow. I’ll see you in the morning.”

			“Sleep well,” Emily called after her, and then the three of them were alone.

			“I’m going to give Jaime a bath,” Camila said, hiding a yawn. “Do you want to order room service? I don’t have the energy to go out in search of food.”

			“Me neither,” Emily admitted, and Camila handed her the menu. “What do you guys want?”

			“I’ll have the Caesar salad, and Jaime will have whatever you think he’ll eat.”

			Emily nodded. She knew his tastes well enough by now. She ordered him macaroni and cheese that would probably be stupidly fancy, a salad for Camila, and a burger for herself, then dragged her suitcase to the second bedroom and unpacked her things. She felt stale from traveling and longed for a shower.

			Twenty minutes later, room service knocked. Emily hurried to answer it but Camila was already there. Jaime sat at the dining table, his hair still damp and wearing clean pajamas; he ate his mac and cheese happily.

			“Right, Jaime. Whose room do you want to sleep in tonight?” Camila asked when they had finished eating.

			“Emily’s!” he answered immediately.

			“Will you tuck him in while I take a quick shower?” Emily asked. Camila nodded, and she grabbed her pajamas before ducking into the bathroom. When she finished, Jaime was already asleep. Camila sat in a chair beside the bed, the book she had read to him on her lap.

			“You’re all right with him staying in here?” she asked, and Emily nodded. “All right then, I’ll see you both in the morning.”

			“Night, Camila.”

			The bed was huge, and Jaime took up almost no room, so she wasn’t worried about waking him as she lifted the covers and sank into it. She was exhausted, and she barely remembered to set her alarm and put her phone on the charger before she fell asleep.

			* * *

			Emily awoke feeling rested, but it was still dark. The clock in the corner showed it was two in the morning; she had only been asleep for three hours.

			She tried to go back to sleep but after half an hour she gave up. She grabbed her phone and slipped quietly from the bed, wary of waking Jaime, and padded into the living room.

			She lay back on the black leather couch, which was much more comfortable than her bed back home, and switched on the giant TV, keeping the volume low as she searched for something to watch, finally settling on a quiz show, hoping that she would feel sleepy again soon.

			She was still wide awake when she heard a bedroom door open. She looked over the back of the couch. Camila was walking toward her in a tiny black nightgown that exposed her legs, most of her thighs, and if she turned around, Emily was reasonably confident that her ass would barely be covered as well.

			When she caught sight of Emily, she hastily fastened her dressing gown around her waist to cover herself.

			“Did I wake you?” Emily asked timidly. Camila shook her head and joined her on the couch, sitting at the other end where Emily’s feet rested.

			“You couldn’t sleep either?” Camila asked. She kept her voice low, despite the fact that Jaime probably wouldn’t hear them even if they yelled.

			“I did for a while. I got about three hours, I think. You?”

			“About the same.” Camila leaned back against the couch and closed her eyes, allowing Emily to study her profile. She itched for her pencil so she could sketch. “You’re going to be wrecked tomorrow,” Camila told her, eyes still closed.”

			“I’m not the one who has to work all day.”

			“Oh, so I don’t have to pay you watch Jaime anymore? Excellent news.”

			When Camila was tired, Emily had noticed recently, she was more likely to let down her guard and relax, and right now she was more unguarded that she had been in a long time.

			“You know what I mean. I’m pretty sure Jaime would be happy to hang around here all day tomorrow if I made it fun enough—you actually have to go out and talk to people.”

			“An unfortunate side effect of being a CEO,” Camila admitted. “I’ve survived on less sleep, though.”

			“Do you usually have trouble sleeping?” Lately she had seen deep bags under Camila’s eyes, though they were very carefully hidden under makeup.

			“Sometimes.” She opened her eyes, turning her head to look at Emily, her cheek pressed against the back of the couch. “It’s been worse lately, since…since Chris left.”

			“Hard to get used to sleeping alone again,” Emily said, and she hated herself for wondering when someone had last shared Camila’s bed.

			“Mm. Luckily, I don’t need much sleep.”

			“Are you one of those people who thinks that sleep is for the weak?”

			“Of course,” Camila replied, and Emily allowed herself to smile. “How about you? An eight-hour flight wasn’t enough for you to sleep through the night in a new place?”

			“Apparently not.” Emily shrugged. Camila raised an eyebrow, waiting for an explanation. “I guess it’s left over from my time in the system. Your first night somewhere new, you had to be alert because you didn’t know who was going to come near you while you slept. It could be one of the other kids or the creepy foster dad…”

			Camila looked horrified. “No one ever… You were never abused, were you?”

			“Nah. I already knew how to defend myself by the time my parents died.” After punching one person in the throat and giving another person a black eye to protect herself and the other kids around her, people learned to leave her alone.

			“But still…”

			“It wasn’t the best time.” Emily grimaced. “But hey, it all worked out in the end, even if some of the after-effects still linger. I’ll be fine tomorrow.”

			“Even with a wriggling five-year-old sleeping next to you?”

			“He’s a lot less wriggly than Cassie was when we were teenagers, believe me.” Cassie kicked in her sleep, and some of the bruises had lasted for days. “Besides, he might want to bunk with you tomorrow.”

			“I doubt that.” Camila got to her feet. “I’m going to go make some cocoa. Do you want some?”

			“Yes, please.”

			“If I remember correctly from last year, there are some games in that cabinet.” Camila inclined her head in the direction of the TV. “If you’d like to play something, pass the time.”

			“That would beat watching crappy TV and scrolling through the same three apps on my phone,” she said, and she riffled through the games, choosing Scrabble—because she knew it was Camila’s favorite—and Monopoly—because that would definitely pass some time.

			“There’s no Catan,” Emily said when Camila returned with steaming mugs of cocoa and set them down on the coffee table, “but I made do.”

			“I added a ridiculous amount of cream to yours.” Camila said. “It is not fair, you looking like that with the number of calories you consume on a daily basis.”

			“I have a high metabolism,” Emily replied with a shrug, “and I work them off.”

			“You certainly do.” Camila said it so quietly that Emily didn’t think she was supposed to hear. Camila glanced at her biceps, so she flexed them a little when she set up the Scrabble board. It wasn’t often that Camila looked at her like that anymore.

			As usual, even at two in the morning, they both played to win, and when Camila lost, she stared down at the board like she couldn’t believe it.

			Emily couldn’t help gloating a little, suggesting that Camila might be losing her touch. But she paid for it the next game.

			“Monopoly?” Camila suggested, after the second game, and Emily nodded, setting up the board. “Do you have any weird rules?”

			“Nope.” Emily said, and they moved onto the floor to play.

			After about an hour, the two women started to flag. Emily was struggling to keep her eyes open, and Camila was stretched out on her side, resting her head on her arm.

			“You wanna call it a night?” Emily asked, and was relieved when Camila nodded.

			“What time do you have to be up?” Emily asked after they had packed up the game.

			“In about”—Camila glanced at the nearby clock—“two hours,” she said, wincing. “I should probably try and get at least a little more sleep.”

			Camila returned their mugs to the kitchen while Emily dragged herself back to the second bedroom, but she paused in the doorway because Jaime had managed to stretch his little body across the entire bed and she didn’t think she could slip back under the covers without disturbing him. Instead, she grabbed a blanket from the closet and returned to the couch.

			“What are you doing?” Camila was back from the kitchen and frowned when she saw Emily flop down on the couch.

			“Your kid is starfishing, and I don’t wanna wake him, so I’ll just sleep here.”

			“You shouldn’t have to do that.”

			“It’s fine.” Emily shrugged. “Besides, this couch is more comfortable than my bed at home.” She could rest her head flat and stretch out without her feet touching the opposite arm.

			“I…” Camila looked down at her, and for a split second, Emily thought she was going to invite her to sleep with her. But then Camila seemed to think better of it.

			“If you’re sure.”

			Emily was already falling asleep, and she mumbled “Good night Camila.” Camila flicked off the lights, leaving Emily in darkness.

			Tonight had been good—great, even. It had felt like before the kiss, without any awkwardness, and Emily wondered if things might be different here, if London would be a kind of bubble where they could pretend that night had never happened.

			She felt better than she had in a long time, and she fell asleep with a smile on her mouth and Camila on her mind.

		

	
		
			Chapter 18

			Camila cursed when her alarm went off. What had she been thinking, staying up so late last night just to spend more time with Emily?

			It had been like old times. She dropped her defenses when she walked out of her room and found Emily on the couch wearing fluffy pajamas with llamas on them. She should have looked ridiculous but instead looked adorable.

			It would have been better if she had just turned around and gone back to bed, but she knew she wouldn’t sleep, and she’d wanted company.

			She regretted it now, though, as she rubbed her hands across her face. It was still dark outside.

			She dragged herself out of bed and into the shower.

			Emily was still asleep in the living room, and Camila tiptoed into the kitchen. She was sipping coffee and scanning her tablet for emails at the dining table when she heard an almost inaudible “What time is it?” She glanced over to see a sleep-rumpled Emily peering at her over the back of the couch.

			“Seven thirty.”

			“Ugh.”

			Emily fell back dramatically onto the couch. Camila walked over and looked down at her, a hand on her hip. She had just woken up but still looked gorgeous with the early morning light settling on her face and lighting up her features.

			“Go to my room, sleep a little longer.”

			“No, I’m good.”

			Camila prodded her until she looked up at her again. “Go on. I’ll send Jaime in to wake you up before I leave.”

			Emily didn’t argue this time, and she made her way to Camila’s room without falling down, Camila watching her every step.

			Camila made some toast and finished her coffee. At eight sharp, there was a knock on the door. It was Jessica, as punctual as ever. She looked more put together than Camila felt, so at least one of them would be operating at full capacity.

			She had about thirty minutes before they had to leave, just enough time for her to get Jaime up and dressed and his teeth brushed before she sent him in to wake up Emily.

			* * *

			Emily woke up to a five-year-old climbing on her chest.

			It took her a minute to remember where she was. The room was dark and the sheets smelled of Camila. Jaime peered down at her, far too awake, in her opinion, as he tugged at the collar of her pajamas.

			“Emily! Wake up! It’s time for dinosaurs!”

			“Manners, young man.” Camila admonished him from the foot of the bed. She looked much better than Emily felt, considering she had had even less sleep than Emily.

			“It’s time for dinosaurs, please.”

			Emily shifted Jaime so that he was beside her instead of on top of her.

			“All right, buddy, give me a minute to wake up, and then we’ll go find some dinosaurs.”

			He scampered off, and Emily made her way back to her own room.

			She dressed in record time, then hunted around the kitchen for something she and Jaime could eat before she wrestled him into some winter clothes. He wasn’t happy about the hat, scarf, or gloves, but he looked so cute that all the wriggling was worth it.

			It would have been about a half hour walk to the Natural History Museum, but they took the scenic route, winding through Hyde Park. Jaime chased ducks and squirrels with glee, and Emily snapped an occasional photo to send to Camila. After the Natural History Museum, they spent the afternoon at the nearby Science Museum. Before she knew it, it was getting dark, and they headed back to the hotel, passing through the park again to avoid weaving through the throngs of busy Londoners.

			When they got back, the suite was empty, but the kitchen was fully stocked. Emily wondered if Camila put in a specific order each year or if the kitchen was always stocked like that. She was riffling through the cupboards, looking for something easy she could make for Jaime, considering if instead she could get takeout delivered or if that would be frowned upon by the hotel staff, when her phone buzzed.

			 

			I’m not going to be back for a while. Order room service if you’re hungry and say goodnight to Jaime for me.

			 

			Emily abandoned her dreams of a greasy pizza for the time being and ordered spaghetti for Jaime and the cheapest steak on the menu for herself. When the food arrived, they ate on the couch while watching Frozen.

			“You tired, buddy?” she asked. He had finished eating and was rubbing his eyes and yawning. She set her plate down on the coffee table when he nodded. “You wanna go to bed?”

			“Okay.”

			She gave him a bath and put him to bed with a story, then padded back into the living room, thinking she might join him soon.

			She had hit a wall about three that afternoon. Her eyes had slipped shut while watching a movie about how the universe had formed. It was embarrassing, consider what she wanted to do with her life, but it was dark and no one had noticed.

			She was wide awake now, though, and not even a long hot shower was going to make her ready for bed.

			It was getting late and Camila still wasn’t back, so she dragged a chair over to one of the floor-length windows, grabbed her sketch pad, and sat down to draw the breathtaking view.

			The park was well-lit, but the trees dimmed much of the light, and the London skyline was visible over the top of the shadows. She sketched the skyscrapers with as much detail as she could, wanting to immortalize the image so she never forgot that she had been there.

			She was so immersed in her work that she lost all sense of her surroundings, and when she heard the door unlock, she jumped. She glanced at the clock and realized she had been sitting there for over an hour. She shifted, wincing as her stiff muscles protested at the movement.

			“Aren’t you going to invite me in? We haven’t finished our conversation.”

			It was a man’s voice and it had a suggestive lilt that made Emily’s skin crawl. She wondered if she could sneak back to her room without attracting any attention, because she was pretty sure she wouldn’t want to hear whatever came next.

			“You can come in for one drink,” Camila answered. Emily was still frozen in place, thinking she might army crawl along the floor when she heard the click of Camila’s high heels. “If you’re on your best behavior.”

			“When am I ever?” The man’s voice was too familiar, too teasing, and Emily could think of nothing except getting out of there right now. She was halfway to her feet when she saw Camila framed in the soft lamp light, and even though it was late, even though her makeup was a little smudged and her hair a little messy, even though she looked tired after a long day, she was still the most beautiful woman Emily had ever seen, and it was this image that she should be committing to memory, not the view out the window.

			“Oh.” Camila’s companion appeared from behind her. His handsome face was framed by dark hair streaked with silver. His pressed suit screamed that he had money. “I didn’t realize you had company.”

			“Yes.” Camila tore her eyes from Emily’s gaze to look between the two of them. “This is Emily, my nanny. Emily, this is Patrick, the head of the CEBC London branch.”

			That explained the familiarity—he probably met with Camila every year. Emily wondered if he was always this flirtatious or if it was just because Camila was single now, and she hated herself for imagining the two of them at dinner earlier that night. She wondered if he had kissed her, wondered if Camila would let him if he had tried.

			“Oh, of course, you brought your son. How is the little one?”

			Emily was ninety-nine percent certain that he didn’t remember Jaime’s name but simply wanted to show interest to score points with Camila. A muscle twitched in her jaw.

			“He’s fine. Had a good day, from the looks of it.” She turned to Emily. “Thank you for the pictures.”

			Emily shrugged. “It was nothing.”

			Patrick was looking at Emily like she was a bad smell, like she should disappear, and while she wanted to stick around just to piss him off, she also really didn’t want to hear him trying to get into Camila’s pants.

			“I’ll, uh, leave you guys to it.”

			“You don’t have to.” Camila stopped her, glancing at Emily’s sketch pad. “Finish your drawing.”

			“Let’s go down to the bar for that drink instead,” Patrick suggested, placing his hand on Camila’s waist. Camila shrugged him off.

			“I’m really pretty tired anyway,” Emily lied. She would say anything to escape. She felt trapped by the weight of Camila’s gaze, and she was sick at the sight of them together. He was perfect for Camila—similar status, similar age, could probably give her the world—and she wondered if this was what Camila had felt that night at the bar when she had seen the woman flirting with Emily.

			She fled without another word, slipped into her room and into the bathroom, sinking down to the floor against the closed door. She put her head in her hands, her mind overrun by what might be happening in the other room, and she hated herself for caring, hated herself for hurting, and hated herself for not being over Camila.

			Last night had been so good with the two of them, it felt like such progress, and Emily didn’t know how much longer she could keep doing this back-and-forth—Camila icy one minute and friendly the next—because it was messing with her emotions almost more than she could bear.

			She didn’t know how long she had sat there, but by the time she felt like she could move, it was nearly midnight. She still wasn’t tired, knew that it couldn’t be healthy, but there wasn’t much she could do about it.

			She grabbed her blanket and headed for the couch again, stopping in her tracks at the sight of Camila, glasses on her nose and laptop on her lap.

			And she was alone. The relief that flooded through her nearly knocked her off her feet.

			“Emily.” Camila turned to face her, and damn her for always looking so perfect. “I thought you were tired.”

			“Oh. Um, I was, but as soon as I got into bed, I was wide awake again. You know how that goes.”

			“Mm.” Camila looked straight through her like she knew Emily had been lying through her teeth before, like she had seen the pain in Emily’s eyes and knew that she was the cause. Emily couldn’t look at her, stared at the floor instead, and debated fleeing back to her room.

			“What, um—” Emily’s words came out in a croak, and she cleared her throat to try again. “What about you? What happened to your…friend?”

			“I sent him away.” Camila waved her hand as if to brush him off. “He was a little too forward. He thought he was entitled to a date, since I no longer have a husband.”

			“Men are the worst.”

			“Some of them are, yes,” Camila said. “Perhaps I should stick to women.”

			Emily bit her tongue.

			“And now I have some work to catch up on.”

			“Does it ever end?”

			“Not really.” Camila looked tired, but there was a spark in her eyes. Emily knew Camila loved what she did, and wouldn’t change a thing about it. “If sleeping next to Jaime is an issue, you can take my bed, and I’ll take yours or the couch.”

			“Oh no, I’m not kicking you out of your own bed.”

			“It’s fine.” Camila brushed her off. “From the looks of things”—she glanced at the blanket Emily was holding—“I am in yours right now. Honestly, Emily, at least one of us should be using it.”

			She went because she didn’t want to argue, even though she wanted Camila to come with her, but she didn’t dare ask because, regardless of what Camila might answer, it would ruin things between them.

			It felt like they were standing on a precipice, balanced delicately on the edge, and one wrong word would be like a strong gust of wind, shattering the peace.

			Emily wasn’t willing to risk that move, not yet—she would stay in the torturous state she was in now rather than risk losing Camila for good. So she walked down the hall and slid under sheets that smelled like Camila, and when she fell asleep, she dreamed of black nightgowns, pale skin, and shining green eyes.

		

	
		
			Chapter 19

			The time in London passed too quickly. Emily explored the beautiful city with Jaime, visiting historical landmarks and tourist traps, dozens of shops, or just walking, taking in the sights of the city. One day they went ice skating against the backdrop of the Tower of London, Jaime clinging to one of the stabilizing penguins and Emily using it as much as he did.

			Her days were filled with light and laughter, and she and Camila played games some nights or just sat with one other, existing in the same space in a way they hadn’t been able to since the kiss, and Emily really didn’t want the trip to end.

			But it had to, eventually.

			On their last night, Camila was already in the suite, having finished work early, when Emily and Jaime returned. She announced that she had obtained four tickets to a West End show.

			Jessica declined, saying she needed an early night before traveling, and Emily wondered if she should decline too, whether Camila and Jaime should have a night to themselves, but Jaime—and Camila, she was pretty sure—threw her a hopeful look, and she knew she couldn’t say no.

			They went for dinner at a fancy restaurant and sat hidden away in a booth in the corner, giving them the illusion of privacy. The lights were dim, and from across the table, Camila’s eyes reflected the light of the table lamp, and even though Emily knew it wasn’t, it was hard not to think of it as a date.

			“What are your plans for the holidays, Emily?” Camila asked after they had ordered and Jaime was occupied with a coloring book.

			“I’m going home.” As soon as Emily arrived back from London, she would be driving with Cassie and Maia to visit her family in Rockport, and she planned to spend the five-hour journey sleeping. “I haven’t seen everyone for a while, so it’ll be nice.” Last Christmas Sarah had come to Cassie and Maia’s place in the city, but she wanted to host this year. Emily was looking forward to a break from big city life for a few days. “We’re driving up as soon as I get back.” Camila wasn’t planning to work Christmas Eve, a Monday, so Emily could spend five days in Rockport before returning to New York.

			“With your sister and her girlfriend?”

			“Yeah. What about you and Jaime?”

			“Well, since it’s just us”—Camila ruffled Jaime’s hair—“I think we’ll probably go to my place in the Hamptons, lock ourselves away from the world for a few days.”

			“You have a place in the Hamptons?”

			“Mm, about two hours outside of the city. It’ll be nice to get away.”

			Emily wondered when Camila had last had a break when she could truly relax and just be.

			“Are you excited for Christmas, Jaime?”

			“Yeah, presents!”

			Their food arrived in plenty of time for them to eat and walk to the theater down the street, but the sidewalks were busy, and when Camila slipped a guiding hand into Emily’s, she nearly jumped out of her skin, but she held on, praying that Camila couldn’t feel the pulse hammering in her wrist.

			Because they were holding hands, and sure, it might only be to keep Emily from being swept into the crowd, but Camila’s hand was warm, her hold tight, and she was touching her for the first time in a long, long time, and it set her skin on fire.

			Camila dropped her hand when they stepped into the theater, and that was probably for the best because Emily didn’t think she could speak with Camila’s hand in hers.

			They sat in a private box. Emily leaned against the railing, peering at the people below. She hadn’t been to many shows in New York, other than an off-Broadway play when she had first visited Cassie, but this was a different kind of energy. She kept glancing at Jaime sitting beside her as he watched the entire show without fidgeting.

			At the end, Emily rose to join the ground floor audience in a standing ovation. Camila’s eyes glinted with amusement, but Emily didn’t care. She was on top of the world, happiness flowing through her veins.

			When they left, Emily slipped her hand into Camila’s, and she stiffened a little, but when Emily tried to pull away, terrified that she had ruined things, Camila caught her fingers, holding on tight and dragging her forward.

			Emily didn’t let go until they reached the town car, waiting to take them back to the hotel. She felt like she was floating and stole furtive glances at Camila, Jaime fighting sleep between them.

			The energy was different tonight. There was a charge that needed only a tiny spark to set it alight, and it made the hair on the back of Emily’s neck stand up.

			Their time in London was nearly over, and that meant that their bubble was about to pop. Emily had no idea what would happen when they got back. She only knew that she never wanted this night—this night that brimmed with possibilities—to end.

			When they got back to their suite, Camila put Jaime to bed. Emily wandered around the living room, finally coming to rest against the back of the couch. She wasn’t ready to sleep—not yet.

			“One last game of Monopoly?” Emily asked when Camila returned. “Winner take all?”

			“You’re only asking because you’ve lost every single game we’ve played.” Camila stopped beside her at the couch, putting her hand on her hip. She had kicked off her heels, and she looked up at Emily, her eyes glimmering with challenge. If Emily dared to kiss her right now, she’d have to tilt up Camila’s head and lean in to press their lips together.

			“Excuse you, I have won some.”

			“Two games, Emily. Two. Out of about twenty.”

			“I still won some.”

			Camila’s chuckle coming from low in the back of her throat did things to Emily that made her mouth dry and banished all appropriate thoughts from her mind.

			“Okay, I’ll play,” Camila decided. “You set up while I go get a drink. Do you want some wine?”

			“No, thanks.” She wanted to keep her mind clear and was surprised when Camila returned with a glass of lemonade. “That doesn’t look like wine.”

			“I didn’t want to drink alone.” Camila shrugged, even though she usually did, but Emily let it go and finished passing out the money for the game.

			They played into the night, seated on couch cushions on the floor around the coffee table. Both of them were too competitive to quit, and they played until there was a clear winner.

			Emily was gleeful as she took Camila’s last banknote, waving it victoriously.

			“Nobody likes a gloater,” Camila told her with a sour expression.

			“No one likes a sore loser either.” Emily fired back, grinning. Camila rolled her eyes.

			After Emily had put the game away, she was reluctant to move, and when she looked up she found Camila gazing at her, her eyes soft, and for once she didn’t look away.

			It was…intense, feeling the weight of Camila’s gaze on her. Her throat was tight and her heart hammered in her chest, and Emily wanted to ask if Camila would be like this tomorrow and the day after and the day after that, if they would play games and banter playfully once they were back to their routine.

			But the words stuck in her throat. She didn’t want to break the spell—if she only had Camila for one more night, she wasn’t going to risk throwing it away yet.

			Camila blinked first, looking a little dazed, and she cleared her throat as she climbed to her feet. She stepped close to Emily to pick up the couch cushion. Emily still didn’t move, so Camila offered her hand, and she took it, letting Camila pull her to her feet.

			When she did, it was with a stronger tug than Emily expected, and she lost her balance, steadying herself with a hand on Camila’s waist.

			The delicate point of Camila’s hip bone pressed against Emily’s skin, and she curled her fingers instinctively around her waist. Camila gasped.

			They were close, closer than they had ever been before, chest-to-chest, and Camila was breathing on her neck, and she knew, she knew that she should step away and disappear down the hall, but God, she couldn’t because Camila was magnetic, and Emily couldn’t look away from her, much less move—she was frozen in place, her limbs as heavy as lead.

			She couldn’t move and she wouldn’t, because things felt different this time, and if this was the only way she could have Camila, the only time she could have Camila, she sure as hell wasn’t going to let the moment slip through her fingers.

			Emily didn’t know who started it, but suddenly they were kissing, Camila’s mouth hot and desperate, her tongue searching, and Emily thought she had died and gone to heaven.

			Emily moaned into Camila’s mouth as her hand slid into her hair, bringing her deeper into the kiss, and God, Emily had imagined this a hundred times, but it was nothing, nothing compared to the reality of having Camila in her arms, her lips moving against her own.

			She slid her other hand down to Camila’s hip, pulling her close and falling backward onto the couch. Camila straddled her, a knee on either side of Emily’s hips. Camila’s weight in her lap, and Emily stroked Camila’s thighs, pushing her dress up over bare skin. Camila groaned, and fuck, Emily thought she was going to spontaneously combust with the sparks dancing across her skin wherever she and Camila touched.

			In the distance a phone rang, persistent and annoying, and she whined when Camila pulled back until she saw the molten fire in her eyes, dark and dangerous, and Emily recognized the desire swimming in their depths.

			But then Camila realized where she was, what she was doing, and she glanced down at Emily’s kiss-swollen lips, Emily’s hands on her thighs, and her expression changed. Her lips tightened and her eyes darkened, and Emily felt her slipping away, retreating behind her walls, felt the moment turning to dust.

			“Camila, I—” Emily wanted to salvage things, to make everything better, even though she had no idea what to say, no clue what she could possibly do. Camila extracted herself from Emily’s arms, slipped off her lap, and stood up.

			She stumbled as she turned, and Emily reached for her wrist, but Camila wrenched her hand away like it burned, and Emily felt tears sting her eyes.

			“Emily, that…that cannot happen again.” Camila’s voice shook, but her eyes were steady, and Emily wanted to disappear into the couch, wished she had gone to bed with Jaime, because it was happening again—Camila was pulling away, and this time Emily didn’t know how she would survive.

			“Why not?” The words came out in a whisper, and she hadn’t meant for them to slip out at all, but they did. Camila stared down at her like she didn’t recognize her, and Emily had no idea what she was seeing, what she might be giving away to Camila’s probing gaze.

			“Because this was a mistake.” Now her voice didn’t waver and her jaw was set. If there had been a chance to salvage this moment, it was gone now. “I’m not… I’m just not interested in you like that.”

			“You kissed me back.” Her voice was too quiet, too weak where Camila’s was strong. She was fighting a losing battle but not quite ready to quit.

			“It was…a momentary lapse in judgment—”

			Her words stung, cutting her like a thousand pieces of glass slicing into her skin, into her heart, leaving it in tatters, and she couldn’t believe she had been so stupid to let this happen again. Everything she cared about was falling apart.

			“—and it won’t happen again.”

			And though she wanted to believe Camila wouldn’t keep that promise, wanted to keep fighting, the will had gone out of her. Somehow Camila looked completely unaffected as she smoothed out the wrinkles in her dress. Emily slumped back onto the couch, defeated.

			“Okay.” Her voice sounded far away, and if Camila said anything else, Emily’s head was too fuzzy to hear it. When she looked up again, Camila was gone, back to the safety of her room.

			Tears slipped down Emily’s cheeks and she wiped them hastily away, but they wouldn’t stop and she didn’t know how to make them.

			She never should have applied for this job, should never have accepted it, because even in that first interview she knew it would be dangerous. And now here she was, crying her eyes out a million miles from home, and she felt more alone than she had in a long, long time.

			At least she knew where she stood now, once and for all.

			Camila didn’t want her, she never had, and now that she knew that, maybe she could move on.

			But she knew she wouldn’t.

			Now she had to figure out how in the hell she was going to look Camila in the eye without her heart tearing itself in two.

			She didn’t know if that was even possible.

			* * *

			Camila shut the door behind her and leaned against it, one hand twisting her hair. She wanted to scream.

			She hadn’t been able to keep her distance from Emily this week, had indulged too much, had let her get close again, let her think she had a chance, and now…now everything was in pieces. The second their mouths had met, Camila lost control because, when Emily kissed her the first time, it had been swift and chaste, but this time Emily had kissed her with fervor, with intention, and it had lit a fire in her that she didn’t think would ever truly die.

			Emily had kissed her, and Camila kissed her back because it was all she had wanted to do the whole damn week, and the ringing phone had snapped her back to reality.

			Pushing Emily away the first time had been hard, but this time it was torture.

			She could undo it so easily. She could go back to the living room where Emily was probably still on the couch, and she could pull her to her, hold her close, and kiss her hard.

			But it would end, she knew it would. She had never had a relationship that lasted, and this time there were far too many obstacles—Emily’s age, their professional relationship—in their way.

			Surely it was easier to end this before it really began, even though it didn’t feel easier, not with the memory of Emily’s lips on hers, the sound of Emily’s moans echoing in her head. And when she closed her eyes, all she saw was the hurt on Emily’s face as Camila walked away.

			Her resolve nearly crumbled when she heard Emily sobbing, the sounds wrenching through her chest, and she shoved herself away from the door so she wouldn’t hear any more.

			It was for the best, she told herself, yanking off her dress, the dress that now smelled like Emily, still rumpled from where her hands had been, and she crawled under the covers.

			She knew she wouldn’t sleep, not when her mind was racing, not when she knew Emily was upset, not when she was upset, and she didn’t remember the last time she had cried but she was close to it, her eyes stung, and she didn’t fight the tears when they started to fall.

			She had been reduced to a lovesick fool, crying over a woman half her age, and she had no idea how Emily had found her way into her heart.

			She had never felt pain like this, even when Chris left her for someone else, but that had probably been inevitable, as had the divorces that came before. She had felt them all slipping away, had known the end was near, but this…

			Emily had blown into her life like a hurricane, waves crashing into her heart, leaving a void that could not be filled.

			The best thing, the only thing to do was to fire her.

			For the first time she contemplated what it would mean—it would hurt Jaime, and he’d probably hate her for a while, but Emily would be out of her life, she would be out of Emily’s, and maybe then things could go back to the way they had been. The scars would linger, but she wouldn’t have to see her every day, and with distance and time, Emily would heal and move on, even if Camila never did.

			But she didn’t have the heart to do it—she didn’t want to hurt Emily any more, didn’t want to push the knife any deeper than she already had.

			She would have to go back to keeping her distance, only this time she wouldn’t slip, wouldn’t encourage Emily ever again, would treat her like she treated her other employees, like she didn’t matter.

			But God, she did matter, she mattered so much that Camila could hardly breathe, and she just didn’t know how this had happened. How did someone like Emily, so special, so perfect, even exist in this cruel and unforgiving world?

			She would keep her distance, keep Emily at arm’s length, and maybe, just maybe, they would get through.

			Or at least Emily might.

			Because it might be too late for her.

			She was in love, didn’t know when it had happened, when she had fallen, but she had, hard and fast and so dizzyingly deep that she would never be the same again.

		

	
		
			Chapter 20

			Emily didn’t sleep at all that night.

			She didn’t move from the couch, didn’t change out of her clothes, and didn’t get a blanket. She just lay there falling apart and promising to put herself back together in the morning, try to function enough to get home, to not let Camila see how much she was hurting, and when the sun started streaming in through the window, she was still lying there, staring at nothing.

			They were supposed to meet Jessica at nine to leave for the airport, but at eight o’clock, Emily still hadn’t heard any movement from where Jaime slept, so she had to pull herself together and make sure he was up and ready.

			The task created a welcome distraction, and she quickly changed into some fresh clothes before waking him up. She probably looked like shit without makeup, but she didn’t care, especially since she was going to spend the next eight hours on a plane anyway.

			She forced herself to act normal around Jaime, getting him dressed and fed and making sure their luggage was packed and ready. Just as she thought she would have to check if Camila was awake, her door opened. It was exactly 8:59.

			Camila appeared a moment later, rolling her suitcase behind her. She told her son good morning and asked if he was ready to go. She never looked at Emily.

			Jessica was already in the lobby, so they checked out and loaded into the town car that was waiting for them. The silence was stifling, but Emily didn’t know what to say.

			“Is, um—” Jessica broke the silence, glancing nervously between Emily, who was staring out the window, and Camila, who was tapping on her phone. “Is everything all right?”

			“Fine,” Camila replied in a voice that didn’t invite further discussion. Emily felt Jessica watching her, but she didn’t turn around, sure she would break if Jessica said anything to her.

			The traffic was light, and the journey didn’t take them as long as when they had arrived. After getting through security, Camila disappeared into the first-class lounge with Jaime, and Emily breathed a little easier.

			“Emily?”

			Jessica lightly touched her arm, and Emily turned around to face her.

			“What’s wrong?”

			“Nothing. Everything’s fine.” But it wasn’t, and she knew she didn’t look like everything was fine. She had barely said a word all day, she probably looked like she hadn’t slept, and she hadn’t even tried to fix her face. But she also didn’t want to have this conversation outside of the duty-free store as passengers hurried by.

			“Emily…”

			“I said everything’s fine. I’ll be fine,” she added, because then at least she wasn’t lying. At least she hoped she would one day be able to look at Camila without feeling like she wanted to burst into tears.

			She turned to walk to their gate. Jessica trailed behind her, but once they were seated next to each other waiting to board, any hope that Jessica might drop the subject faded.

			“Did something… Did something happen last night when you guys went out?”

			“Why would you ask that?”

			“Come on, Emily, I’m not an idiot. You were both fine yesterday, and now you and Camila can barely look at each another. And I…I’ve seen the way you look at her, and I’ve seen her all but melt around you. That’s why I didn’t tag along last night—I didn’t want to be a third wheel.”

			“I wish you had come with us,” Emily said. “Maybe you could have saved me from being an idiot.”

			She knew it would have happened anyway eventually. She would have kissed Camila again at some point—but at least it might have been on familiar territory and without an eight-hour flight looming ahead.

			“Look, I realize I don’t really know you all that well, but I do know you’re not an idiot.”

			“I feel like one.” Emily sighed, running a hand through her unbrushed hair and leaning back in her seat. “I fucked up everything, and now she won’t even look at me.”

			“She’ll get over it,” Jessica said, and Emily wanted to believe that she would, because Jessica knew Camila better than most people, having spent many days at her side.

			“And if she doesn’t?”

			Jessica didn’t answer, but she stayed close and tried to distract her with a one-sided conversation as they waited.

			Emily was grateful that Jessica was there. More than anything, she was touched that Jessica even cared.

			Camila and Jaime once again waited until the last minute to board, and still Camila didn’t look at her as the two of them took the seats in front of Emily and Jessica. Jaime yelled her name and tried to wriggle out of Camila’s grip.

			She wouldn’t put it past Camila if she had tried to change seats.

			Once they were in the air, Jaime sat with her. He was a good distraction. First he wanted to read a book, then he watched some cartoons, and when he asked if he could color, Emily drew pictures of whatever he asked for and handed him the sketch pad.

			But when he returned to his seat to sleep, Emily became restless. Her mind swirled with the memory of Camila’s skin under her fingertips, Camila’s mouth against hers, the look in Camila’s eyes as she told Emily it could never happen again.

			She desperately needed to sleep, but her mind wouldn’t rest. She couldn’t concentrate to read or watch a movie, so she pulled her sketch pad out of her bag and opened it to a clean page.

			She glanced out the window hoping for inspiration, but they were over the ocean and would be for a while, so instead she flicked through photos of the trip until she found one she wanted to re-create.

			It was the day she took Jaime to ride the London Eye, the giant Ferris wheel on the South Bank of the Thames. She had taken a dozen photos of the city’s landmarks from the top—Big Ben, Westminster Abbey, Buckingham Palace, St. Paul’s Cathedral—and setting the phone down, she began to sketch.

			She focused on the drawing in a way she hadn’t in a long time, hunched over the pad and losing herself in the scratch of pencil against paper.

			When she was done, she leaned back and stretched. Beside her, Jessica whistled, and Emily turned to find her looking at the page with reverence in her eyes.

			“Wow, you’re really good.”

			“It’s okay.” Emily glanced at the drawing with a critical eye.

			“Are you kidding?” Jessica raised her eyebrows. “Emily, that’s amazing.”

			“Thanks.” She flushed, not used to praise, and turned to a fresh page, biting on the end of her pencil as she thought about what to draw next.

			She decided to go stream of consciousness, drawing whatever came into her head. When she realized she had drawn a pair of dark and stormy eyes shaped like Camila’s, she slammed the book shut, her inspiration evaporating.

			Instead she pulled out her laptop and lost herself in a YouTube loop until she dozed off.

			When she woke up, Jaime was sitting on Jessica’s knee. As soon as he noticed she was awake, he climbed over the armrest and wrapped his arms around her neck. She hugged him back, holding him close.

			“What’s this for?” she asked when he wouldn’t let go, but he only squeezed her tighter.

			“You looked sad.” His voice wavered a little, and it broke her heart that he was trying to comfort her, and she bit her bottom lip to keep from crying.

			“I’m okay, buddy,” she whispered in his ear, and he leaned back to look at her.

			“Are you and my mom fighting again?”

			How could she even answer that? How did she begin to explain what had happened in a way he might understand?

			When she finally answered, she chose her words carefully. “I… Your mom isn’t happy with me right now.”

			“Did you say sorry? When she’s mad at me, I say sorry, and then it’s okay again.”

			“I don’t think sorry can fix this, buddy.” She wished it was that simple, but it wasn’t. It would take more than an apology to heal the rift between them.

			Not that she really needed to apologize. Camila had kissed her back, had maybe even started it—or maybe both of them had leaned in at the same time. Emily couldn’t remember.

			She didn’t know where they would go from here, but she was glad she had a few days to gather herself, some space to clear her head.

			When the seat belt signs came on, Jaime returned to sit with Camila.

			Emily was relieved when the plane touched down because she was home, and she only had to hold herself together a little longer. The time difference between London and New York meant that they landed in early afternoon. Emily was bone-tired as they went through customs, grateful that Jessica engaged Camila in talk about work.

			Once they had retrieved their bags, they found Camila’s driver waiting to take her, Jaime, and Jessica back into the city. Emily spotted Cassie and Maia a short distance away. She waved, then squatted down to face Jaime.

			“Have a good Christmas, buddy.” He hugged her tight, like he didn’t want her to leave. “I’ll see you soon.”

			“I’ll miss you.”

			“I’ll miss you too.” She gave him one last squeeze before rising to her feet. “Have a good holiday, Jessica.”

			“You too.” Jessica hugged her, whispering, “I hope you feel better soon.”

			Camila was still focused on her phone. Emily forced herself to say, “See you in a few days, Ms. Evans.”

			She paused, considering whether to say thank you, because Camila had paid for her to go on this trip, and she was grateful, but at the same time she wished she had never gone, because then there wouldn’t be this awkwardness between them.

			When Camila didn’t respond, Emily turned to leave.

			“Emily.”

			She froze in her tracks, then turned, but Camila still wouldn’t look at her, still stared down at her phone, even though it was obvious the screen was black. “Don’t come back until January second. You deserve a break.”

			January sounded so far away. “What about Jaime?” she squeaked out, and she hated it, hated that Camila looked so completely unaffected while Emily’s heart was splintering, hated that Camila acted like she didn’t even care.

			“He’ll come to the office with me or spend some time with his father,” she said evenly. “Spend some time with your family.” Only then did Camila look up. Her eyes were expressionless, her face impassive, and Emily wanted to cry. Why was she the only one who felt like her world was falling apart?

			How was that fair?

			But time was what Emily wanted, what she needed, really—time and distance from Camila—but she didn’t want to be away so long. “We’ll see you in the New Year.”

			“I… Okay.” She didn’t have the energy to argue, didn’t have the energy to do anything, really. It was a miracle that she was even still standing. “Bye.”

			She turned and walked away, dragging her suitcase, refusing to look back, and her eyes were so filled with tears that she didn’t notice Cassie until she nearly crashed into her.

			“Emily?” Cassie’s gentle fingers tilted her head up. “What’s wrong?”

			Without a word, Emily fell into her sister’s arms, let Cassie hold her, and prayed Camila wasn’t looking, couldn’t see how broken she was or how many tears she was shedding over her.

			Emily never wanted Camila to know just how much she loved her.

			“You want to talk about it?” Cassie asked, after Emily’s bags were stowed in the trunk and the car had pulled away from prying eyes. Maia looked back, waiting to see what she might do.

			“Not yet.” She was exhausted, mentally and physically, and she didn’t want to think about the past few days. She rested her head against the window, using her jacket as a pillow, and quickly fell asleep.

			She woke up at the outskirts of Rockport and stared out the window as they drove toward her childhood home. Night had fallen, but she recognized all the familiar places, and she let her memories wash over her.

			They drove by the old library where she had spent many hours reading. They passed the park where she and Cassie used to play, where Emily had lain on the grass, looking at the stars and marveling at their beauty.

			The house was the same as it ever was. Sarah rushed out to greet them, wrapping the three of them in a tight squeeze.

			“Are you all right, Emily?” Sarah asked. Emily probably looked like she had been to hell and back.

			“Yeah, I’m just tired.” It wasn’t really a lie—she had slept in the car but she still couldn’t wait to lie down in an actual bed. “From the traveling and all. And I didn’t sleep well while I was there.”

			Sarah sent her up to bed, leaving the three of them to whisper about her.

			Her old room was the same—the bed, the dresser, the posters lining the walls, and the glow-in-the-dark stars on the ceiling.

			She dragged herself to the bathroom for a shower and felt better once the hot water had eased her aching muscles and washed away the dust of travel.

			She wished the shower had washed away the memory of last night too.

			But it didn’t, and she didn’t really expect to sleep when she crawled under the covers. She waited for thoughts of Camila to play on her mind and keep her awake, but she was too exhausted, and she slipped into unconsciousness when her head hit the pillow.

			* * *

			Emily woke early the next morning, the sun barely over the horizon.

			Her room looked out at the ocean, and she stood at the window watching the sun rise over the waves, bathing them in red.

			She felt rested—and hungry. She got dressed and headed down stairs, her stomach rumbling. She couldn’t remember the last time she’d eaten a full meal. She vaguely recalled stopping for burgers yesterday as they got on the road, and nibbling on some fries before falling asleep against the window again.

			She made some coffee and was considering whether to make eggs, bacon, and toast—if she could without setting off the fire alarm—when she heard footsteps on the stairs.

			“Hey, Emily.” Maia was still in her pajamas and not looking very awake. “How are you feeling?”

			“Better.”

			“You look better,” Maia said as Emily poured her a mug of coffee.

			“I don’t think I could look much worse.” At least she could joke a little now—she felt refreshed after a good night’s sleep, a little less breakable, though it would take her a long, long time to heal. “Sorry if I freaked you guys out yesterday.”

			“We were worried,” Maia admitted, “but you looked like you needed the rest.” Maia glanced at the kitchen counter where Emily had lined up food from the fridge. “Please tell me you weren’t about to cook breakfast.”

			“Um, kinda. I’m hungry.”

			“Out of the way.” Maia hip checked her and started bustling around the kitchen like it was her own. “You can’t be trusted.”

			“I’m getting better!”

			“At some things,” Maia conceded, and set the bacon to sizzling.

			Emily hopped up on the kitchen counter. “How was your week?”

			“Same old, same old.” Maia shrugged. “Glad to have a break.”

			“Yeah, me too.” Though it would be longer than she had planned.

			Maia watched her, curious.

			Emily sighed. “We, um… We kissed again. Me and Camila. The night before we left.”

			Maia turned down the heat on the stove and faced her, leaning back against the counter.

			“I don’t really know what happened… We had been getting closer all week, and we stayed up late that night, and then we just…we were kissing, and then her stupid phone rang and everything went to hell.” She had wondered more than once what might have happened if Camila’s phone hadn’t gone off—how far they might have gone, if she might have woken up in Camila’s bed the next morning instead of on the couch alone.

			Wondered if Camila would have pushed her away anyway, and wondered if she should be thankful that they hadn’t gone further.

			“She said it was a mistake and that it could never happen again because she wasn’t interested in me like that.” She looked at her hands folded in her lap and willed herself not to cry. “And then she walked away and didn’t look at me again until I was about to go look for you and Cassie. She told me not to come back to work until January.”

			“Oh, Emily.” Maia wrapped her in a hug, squeezing her so tight it was hard to breathe. “I’m so sorry.”

			“At least I know where I stand this time, right?” Her voice quivered and moisture filled her eyes. Maia leaned back, wiping away the tears before they fell.

			“She doesn’t deserve you,” she said fiercely. “If she can’t see how amazing you are, then she’s an idiot.”

			“Thanks.” She was relieved when her stomach rumbled—she didn’t want to talk about it anymore. Maia moved away and turned back to the stove. “Could you, um, tell Cassie? I really don’t want to relive it again.”

			“Of course.”

			Upstairs a door opened, followed by footsteps as Sarah and Cassie came downstairs.

			“The smell of food must have lured them out,” Maia said with a grin, and Emily jumped off the counter to set the table.

			“Thanks for making breakfast, babe.” Cassie said, kissing Maia on her cheek and accepting a plate of food.

			“No problem.” Maia looked at Emily. “It was either that or leave your sister to burn down the kitchen, so really, I had no choice.”

			“Rude.”

			Maia stuck out her tongue, and Emily grinned. This was exactly what she needed—to be surrounded by her family.

			* * *

			Christmas morning, Camila woke up with Jaime’s face inches from her own. He had apparently snuck into her bed in the night.

			“Merry Christmas, sweetheart,” Camila said, rubbing a hand over her eyes. She glanced at the time—Christmas and his birthday were the only days he woke up before her.

			“Merry Christmas,” he said brightly. He seemed happier than he had since they returned from London.

			Ever since they had arrived, Jaime had been grumpy and some days barely spoke to her. Maybe today would be the turning point and they could get back to normal.

			“Is it presents time yet?” he asked, buzzing with excitement, but Camila needed coffee first.

			“After breakfast,” she said. “Do you want pancakes?”

			“Okay.” He followed Camila as she made her way to the kitchen. The rising sun shone brightly through the beach house window. “Emily makes good pancakes,” Jaime said offhandedly. Camila almost dropped the pan.

			“Does she?” Camila asked. She kept her back to Jaime so he couldn’t see how shaken she was. She had tried so hard not to think about her, about the pain in her eyes or how she had walked away zombie-like that day.

			“Yeah.” Jaime’s eyes were vacant when she turned around, and Camila hated that it was because of her. She was supposed to protect him, she wasn’t supposed to fall for Emily, sure as hell wasn’t supposed to act on it. “I miss her.”

			“You’ll see her soon.”

			“It feels like a long time, though,” Jaime muttered. He was still angry with her for giving Emily a few extra days off, but she thought that both of them needed the reprieve. She certainly did. She needed time to put her walls back in place so that she wouldn’t break down the second Emily looked at her.

			Camila gathered the ingredients for pancake batter, still thinking about when she would see Emily again. She dreaded the moment but knew there was no point in dwelling on it, that it would only make her crazy, but she couldn’t stop, couldn’t stop thinking about her, wondering how it would be when their paths crossed again.

			Because she didn’t know how she was going to react. She had tried before to keep Emily at arm’s length, but the second they had been alone together in London she cracked, somehow convincing herself that it was different there, that it wouldn’t count, that whatever happened wouldn’t matter once they got home.

			“Presents now?” Jaime asked the second he finished his pancakes. She let him take her hand and drag her over to where presents were scattered under the tree.

			He gleefully tore the paper off his gifts, his face brighter than Camila had seen it in days, and she recorded a few videos to watch later when she needed cheering up.

			“Do you like it?” Camila asked. He sat in a pile of wrapping paper, playing with his new Batmobile.

			“Yeah!” He tore himself away to disappear under the tree and emerged with a bag that Camila hadn’t noticed was there. Jaime dropped it in front of her.

			“This is from Emily.” He looked more cheerful than ever, and it stung to know that Emily was the reason for it.

			Emily had quickly won him over, and now Camila wondered if they were too attached. She dreaded to think what it might do to him when she left to go back to college or left for another reason.

			Camila assumed that both presents were for Jaime, but he handed one to her. She ran a fingertip over the tag with Emily’s writing, her throat tight.

			Emily had given Jaime his very own sketch pad and art supplies. Camila took a picture as he opened it, knowing Emily would want to see.

			She opened her present with trembling fingers, tearing off the paper to reveal a black folder. Inside was a collection of Jaime’s drawings. Some had been sketched by Emily for him to color, but some he had sketched himself.

			She clenched her jaw, trying not to cry, because it was such an Emily gift. She imagined her collecting them one by one, setting them aside, and putting them together, all the while knowing how much Camila would love it.

			She was so thoughtful, so wonderful, and Camila didn’t deserve her, and yet her heart felt like it was being squeezed in a fist, tighter and tighter, and the pressure on her chest was unrelenting.

			“Mama? Are you okay?”

			Camila tore her gaze away from the folder to find Jaime looking up at her with a frown. “I…I’m fine, sweetheart.” But her voice shook and so did her hands, and she had to close the folder and set it down before Jaime noticed.

			“Don’t you like your present?”

			“I love it.” More than that—she thought it was probably one of the best gifts anyone had ever given her. Emily had thought about it carefully, given her something she knew she would like rather than something off a shelf.

			“Then why is your face all funny?”

			Damn him for being so perceptive. “Because I…I didn’t get Emily anything,” she lied.

			“Oh.” Jaime blinked up at her. “Just don’t be mad at her anymore. That’ll make her happy.”

			Camila sucked in her breath, feeling like he had stuck a knife in her chest. “I’m not… I’m not mad at her.”

			“She said you were.”

			Maybe blasting music through her headphones on the flight home hadn’t been the wisest decision or she might know what Emily had said to him when they were sitting together.

			“Why won’t you talk to her?”

			“It’s complicated.”

			He looked like he wanted to ask more questions, but Camila did not want to talk about it anymore, not with him—she’d never be able to explain it.

			“Why don’t you try out your new art supplies, and I’ll send a photo to Emily so she can see you, hmm?”

			That distracted him, and she wrote a message to Emily, attaching a couple of pictures with the sketch pad.

			 

			Thank you for these. You made his day. And mine. Merry Christmas.

			 

			Maybe it wasn’t appropriate—she had, after all, completely ignored Emily on the flight home—but it would be rude not to say thank you.

			There was no response.

		

	
		
			Chapter 21

			Emily considered not showing up for work when January second rolled around.

			The two weeks with her family had been a nice break, but when she went to bed on New Year’s Day, knowing she was going to see Camila in the morning, her stomach tied up in knots. She tossed and turned late into the night until she finally slept from sheer exhaustion.

			With herculean effort, she dragged herself out of bed the next morning, forcing her legs to propel herself out the door and onto the street, and set off on her usual route to Camila’s apartment.

			She used her key when she got there instead of knocking, just to buy herself some time before she came face-to-face with the woman who still haunted her dreams.

			She took a deep breath and started down the hallway, but before she took two steps, Jaime ran to meet her, hurling himself into her arms.

			She laughed and swung him around in a circle, her nerves easing the second she had him in her arms.

			“Hey, kiddo.”

			“I missed you.”

			“I missed you too.” She really had, so much, and if not for how much she adored him, she might not have come back at all.

			In fact, she still thought she might quit. The only thing holding her back was Jaime.

			“Did you have a good Christmas?”

			“It was okay.”

			Emily wondered if he was mad at Camila for Emily being gone so long.

			“Thank you for my presents.”

			“You liked them?”

			“Yeah!”

			“Have you used them yet?”

			“Yeah, come see.”

			She was still near the front door, rooted to the spot, but she forced herself forward, drawing strength from the boy in her arms, telling herself she could do this, that everything was going to be just fine.

			But then she saw Camila leaning against the back of the couch, tapping on her phone. When she heard Emily she looked up, meeting her gaze. Emily froze—she thought she was ready, but God, she really, really wasn’t.

			She had thought she was okay, that over the past two weeks she had pulled herself together, the memory and pain of their last night in London fading a little. She thought she’d be able to face Camila and not have it all come rushing back.

			But she still wanted her. She still looked beautiful, even after everything, and she wondered if she would ever look at Camila again without wanting something more than she could give.

			“Emily.” Camila gazed at her coolly, and she couldn’t breathe, squeezing Jaime so tight that he wriggled in her arms and she set him down.

			She couldn’t read Camila’s face, try as she might. She wished she knew what she was thinking, just this once.

			“Good morning, Ms. Evans.” She decided to go for distant and unaffected, though her voice sounded flat. “I hope you had a good Christmas.”

			“I… It was fine.” Camila looked at her like she was trying to see into her, trying figure out what she was thinking. “Thank you again for mine and Jaime’s gifts—you didn’t have to.”

			“No problem.” Emily shrugged, and she wondered if this is how it was going to be now—awkward small talk, saying nothing of substance. Emily wished the floor would open up and swallow her.

			Then Camila left for work, leaving her alone with Jaime.

			He showed her the new drawings in his new sketch pad, and she smiled at his happiness, knowing she had done the right thing. Maybe she even had an artist on her hands. It was nice being back with him, and as long as Camila wasn’t there, she could pretend that it was just like before, that nothing had changed.

			But when Camila wasn’t back by the time she put Jaime to bed, she worried that she wouldn’t have her defenses ready. She was on the couch watching TV and trying to stay calm when she heard the front door click. She got to her feet and into her jacket before Camila even came into the room.

			“Jaime’s fine, he was in bed by seven thirty and asleep by eight. I’ll see you tomorrow.” She pushed the words out in a desperate rush, looking down so she wouldn’t get lost in Camila’s eyes, but when she tried to duck around and out the door, Camila caught her wrist, stopping her in her tracks.

			Her touch burned, and Emily wrenched her arm away so violently, she nearly sent Camila sprawling. She couldn’t let her touch her, couldn’t be close to her, didn’t want her to know how desperately Emily still wanted her.

			“Emily, I…”

			Camila’s brow was furrowed, her eyes were dark, and when she asked “Are you okay?” Emily laughed bitterly.

			“What do you think?”

			Camila flinched. “I didn’t… I never wanted to hurt you. I know it’s pointless to say that now, but I—”

			“What do you want from me, Camila?” Emily couldn’t bear to hear another word. She’d rather have a cold and distant Camila than one who was apologetic—unless she said she had made a mistake the other night, that she hadn’t meant to push her away. But somehow Emily doubted that was what she would hear. “Because I can’t…I can’t take all of this back-and-forth, not knowing where I stand with you, so just…figure out what the hell you want so we can both move on with our lives.”

			She turned on her heel and left without waiting for a reply, wanting her to actually think about it. She headed for Maia and Cassie’s place because she had promised them she would stop by when she was finished for the day so they would know she was okay.

			They were all sitting in the living room when her phone buzzed with a message. She half-hoped it was from Camila asking if they could talk, but it was an email notification from New York University, and she nearly dropped the phone.

			“You open it.” She thrust the phone at Cassie, hiding behind her hands and peering through her fingers as Cassie opened the email. She felt sick from anticipation, and when Cassie handed her phone back without a word, Emily was convinced it was bad news.

			Her hands were shaking and she couldn’t focus properly, but when she finally read the email, she had to reread it again—and again—before it really sank in.

			“What does it say?” Maia asked anxiously, glancing back and forth between Cassie and Emily.

			“I…I got in.” Emily’s heart pounded in her chest, and her hands were so sweaty, it was a miracle she could still hold the phone.

			“Emily, congratulations!” Maia leaned over to hug her, but Emily still clutched her phone, too numb to hug back, and when Maia pulled away, she was frowning. “That is a good thing…right?”

			“I…I applied for August admission, but the email says a space has opened up for January. So I could start in, like, two weeks.”

			She had planned on attending NYU—it was what she wanted—but now that she had it, she realized she had no time to plan, no time to resolve things with Camila, no time to say goodbye to Jaime

			Her whole life had just flipped upside down.

			Cassie read her mind, as usual. “You could probably postpone the start date. If they want you this badly, they’ll understand if you need to wait.”

			“Do you think I should?”

			“I think you should do whatever you want, Emily.”

			But she didn’t know what that was, anymore. “I…I’m going to have to think about it, I guess.”

			And she was going to have to talk to Camila because this affected her too.

			She was already dreading that conversation.

			* * *

			Camila returned home on Thursday night to a quiet apartment. She frowned at her watch—it was just after seven, and Jaime normally would still be up watching TV with Emily. But when she entered the living area, only Emily was on the couch, wringing her hands nervously.

			She had seemed distant and distracted that morning, and Camila assumed it had to do with their aborted conversation last night, but now she wasn’t so sure, thought there was something else on Emily’s mind.

			“Is everything okay?”

			Emily jumped, like she hadn’t heard Camila come in, and when she glanced up at Camila, she looked tortured.

			“E-everything’s fine. I put Jaime to bed early because I need to talk to you.”

			“Oh?” Camila sat in the armchair opposite Emily. “What about?”

			“I…um… Do you remember awhile back when I told you I might apply to NYU?”

			Camila nodded. This wasn’t the conversation she was expecting.

			“Well, I applied. And yesterday I received notice that I’ve been accepted.”

			“Congrat—”

			“They want me to start this month.” Emily cut her off. “On the fourteenth. I thought about pushing it back until summer, but I… In light of everything that’s happened between us, I don’t…I don’t know if I want to wait. I love this job, and God, I adore Jaime more than anything, but I…I have feelings for you, strong feelings, not-going-away-no-matter-what-I-do feelings, and I…I know you don’t want that, but I don’t know how to be around you and not…not want that. So I think…I think maybe it would be best if I quit and started the program now, and then you don’t ever have to see me again.”

			Emily’s final words came out in a rush, and Camila sat back in the chair, feeling like Emily had dropped a bomb on her.

			She had just admitted she had feelings for her in the same breath that she told her she wanted to leave. Her chest felt like it was in a vise.

			“I know you’ll need time to find a replacement.” Emily looked at her curiously. God only knew what expression showed on Camila’s face. “I checked my contract, and there’s nothing about how much notice I have to give, so I’ll work right up until classes start, and if…if you don’t want me to go, then I’ll stay until summer. If you want me to.”

			It was clear Emily had thought for a while about what she would say, and now her distraction this morning made a lot more sense.

			“No, no, you should… You shouldn’t wait.” It was Emily’s future, her career, and it had been her dream longer than she had had this job, and even though it killed her, she couldn’t hold Emily back, as much as she wanted her to stay.

			“But Jaime —”

			“Jaime will be fine.” He wouldn’t like it, but he’d survive. “It might be best if it came from you, though.”

			“Yeah, I know.” Emily looked at her hands, as if pondering what she would tell him.

			“And you… You’re welcome to see him anytime you like. He’d love that.”

			“Really?” Emily looked up at her, and Camila’s throat tightened.

			“Of course.”

			“I’d like that.” Emily looked like she wanted to cry, and Camila was fighting tears too—and if she thought too much about Emily leaving, she’d lose the battle.

			“Can you finish out the next week? That should give me enough time to find someone else.”

			“Okay.” Emily clenched her jaw. “I, uh, I should get going. It’s getting late.”

			Camila nodded, but once she heard the front door close, she slumped in the chair, feeling like the floor had been ripped out from under her feet.

			She had known, of course, that Emily wouldn’t be there forever, but the news was so sudden, so unexpected, and it would take some time—a lot of time—to get used to Emily’s absence. In just over a week, Emily would be gone.

			She wouldn’t see her every morning, wouldn’t go to work thinking of her bright smile, wouldn’t come home to find her waiting.

			She thought of what Emily had said—I don’t know how to be around you and not want you—and wondered if things would be different if London had never happened.

			Camila had said that Jaime would be fine, but she didn’t know if she would, not really. She thought of Emily slipping out of her life and shivered, thought of never seeing her again, thought that Emily might be the one she never got over, even though they had never been together at all.

			* * *

			“Hey, Jaime. Come here a second. I need to talk to you.” Emily had been waiting all day for the right moment to tell him she was leaving, until she finally realized there wasn’t going to be one.

			Jaime picked himself up off on the floor where he was playing with his action figures.

			“What’s wrong?” Emily set him on her lap facing her.

			“Okay. First of all, you know how much I love you, right?”

			He nodded, frowning, and Emily took a deep breath, about to speak when Jaime said, “You’re leaving, aren’t you?” Jaime looked up at her. “It’s because of my mom, isn’t it? You had a fight, and when she gets mad at my nannies, they go away and I don’t see them again.”

			“Well, you’re going to see me again because I’m going to visit you, all right?”

			“You will?”

			“Of course I will, buddy.”

			“You won’t forget about me?” His bottom lip trembled, and she hugged him to her chest.

			“Oh, sweetheart, I could never forget about you. And I’m not leaving because of your mom, so don’t be mad at her.”

			“Then why do you have to go?”

			“Because I’m going back to school.”

			“That sounds boring.”

			Emily chuckled, ruffling his hair. “It probably will be, compared to spending time with you every day, but someday I want to teach about space.”

			“You’re a good teacher.”

			“You think so?”

			He nodded. His approval was all she needed.

			“I get to spend a few more days with you, though, if that’s okay.”

			“And you promise you’ll visit me?”

			“I promise.” It would be an easy promise to keep, even though it meant Camila would still be part of her life, but she’d manage if it meant she could still see Jaime—she loved him like he was her own kid.

			She was going to miss him, but she knew she had made the right decision. It was time for her to move on; she just wished that she didn’t have to leave so much behind.

			* * *

			“Jessica, could you put up an ad for a new nanny, please?” Camila tried to keep her voice neutral. No one needed to know about the heartbreak churning away inside her, how much it cut her up just to say those words.

			“What?” Jessica nearly dropped Camila’s latte. “What happened to Emily?”

			“She’s leaving.”

			“Leaving?” Jessica followed Camila into her office. “She quit?”

			“She got a better offer.” Camila sat at her desk and booted up her computer. Jessica looked stunned, maybe even unhappy, and Camila wondered how much she had picked up on while they were in London. “If you could put that ad up…?”

			“Oh right, of course.” Jessica scurried back to her work station, and Camila let out the breath she didn’t know she’d been holding.

			Here she was, back at the beginning, searching for yet another nanny, and she knew that, no matter who she hired, they wouldn’t hold a candle to Emily.

			Her phone rang when she was poring over the latest ratings, and she frowned, debating whether to answer it.

			“Hello?”

			“Ms. Evans?” It was Eleanor, Jaime’s first nanny, the one who had lasted four years, and Camila thought this was either some weird coincidence or luck was on her side for once.

			“Eleanor, how are you doing? I was sorry to hear about your mother.” She had left to care for her ailing mother who had passed away six months later.

			“I’m doing okay, Ms. Evans, thank you. I moved back to the city a few weeks ago, been thinking about going back to work.”

			“Did my assistant call you to tell you I’m looking for a nanny again?” She glanced out her office door to see if Jessica was listening to the conversation, but she was frowning at her computer screen. Camila thought she might give the girl a raise.

			“She did,” Eleanor confirmed. “Is that…is that right? Are you looking for someone?”

			“I am—are you interested?”

			“Very, Ms. Evans. I miss Jaime a lot. He’s probably forgotten all about me by now.”

			“I very much doubt that.” Eleanor had been a godsend during Jaime’s early years, and she knew already exactly how Camila worked and how insane her hours were. The thought of not having to interview a revolving door of candidates was a relief. “Can you come to my office later today to talk it over?”

			“What time?”

			And that was that. Eleanor was happy to come back to work for Camila and would probably have started that night, if she had asked her to.

			She wasn’t ready to let go of Emily yet, though, so Eleanor would start the Monday Emily’s classes began. Camila would call her if she needed her sooner.

			It was a relief knowing that Eleanor would be coming back—if anyone could pick up the reins after Emily, it was her, and the transition would be easier on Jaime with someone he already knew.

			She just wished she could make the transition easier for herself.

		

	
		
			Chapter 22

			Camila was miserable during Emily’s last week, thinking of life without her.

			It was awkward whenever they were in the room together, which meant Emily didn’t linger. She was quick to scurry away as soon as Camila arrived home. In less than a week, she wouldn’t even have this glimpse of her.

			On the night before her last day, she skittered out the door as usual right after Camila came in. Camila peered into Jaime’s room—he was already fast asleep, his chest rising and falling steadily. She closed the door and padded into her study, dropping her head in her hands.

			She wondered how long it would take for this ache to fade, how long until she could think of someone besides Emily. She tried to work but gave up after a few minutes, spinning her chair around to look at the city outside her window.

			She reached for her phone, thought about calling Emily, wondering if she would answer and what Camila could say to heal things between them or if the damage was irreparable.

			She ended up calling a different number.

			“Miss me already?” Jenny picked up on the fifth ring, and Camila rolled her eyes, leaning back in her chair and propping her feet up on the window ledge.

			“Hardly,” but her voice lacked its usual bite, and Jenny picked up on it.

			“Is everything all right?” Jenny asked.

			Camila didn’t know whether to laugh or cry because she couldn’t remember the last time everything had been all right.

			“I…I’ve made a horrible mistake.” It wasn’t easy for her to admit it, but Jenny was the one person who would understand.

			“This is about the nanny, isn’t it?” Jenny asked. “You pushed her away because you have feelings for her, didn’t you?”

			“I… How did you know that?”

			“Because I know you, Camila.” Camila imagined the look of exasperation on her face. “I know you think that you don’t deserve to be happy. I know you’re convinced that you ruin everyone’s life, but I know you, Cam. You’re a good person, and you deserve to have someone, and if she makes you happy, maybe you should stop standing in your own way.”

			“It’s too late,” Camila said. She shook her head and blinked away the tears that threatened to fall. “I already pushed her away.”

			“I’m sure the damage isn’t beyond repair.”

			But Camila was sure that it was—the past few days had proved it.

			“What did you do?”

			Camila told her, and Jenny groaned. “You’re such a fucking idiot, Camila.”

			“Thanks.”

			“I’m sorry, but you are. You take the girl away to London, take her on a date—and don’t tell me it wasn’t a date because it clearly was—make out with her, then turn around and say, ‘Sorry, not interested.’”

			“It was for the best.”

			“Because she’s too young for you? Because she works for you? Because she’s too good for you?”

			“Yes. All of the above.”

			“Bullshit.” Jenny sounded angrier than Camila had heard in a long, long time. “God, that poor girl—you’ve given her all these mixed signals. If you care about her so much, don’t you think she deserves to know the truth? If you’re scared, tell her. If you don’t want a relationship, tell her why. If you think she’s too young for you, say it. If you don’t want to date an employee, let her decide if she’d rather have you or a job. If you think you’re going to wreck her, tell her why and let her decide whether that’s a risk she’s willing to take. Just… For God’s sake, just stop dancing around and being such a coward and tell her how you really fucking feel.”

			Camila blinked, shocked at the outburst and at the fact that Jenny knew her so well, well enough to know why Camila had done what she did and to argue each and every single point. She hated that she might be right.

			“I care about you, Cam,” Jenny continued, unapologetic, “and I want you to be happy. It sounds like she could make you happy, so just…think about it, okay?”

			“Okay.”

			She replayed Jenny’s words in her mind long after she hung up the phone. Her mind was spinning. She was shaken, hadn’t known what she was looking for when she called Jenny, and even now wasn’t sure if she had found it.

			Was she stupid for letting Emily slip through her fingers? She wondered if she had done things differently, been honest with her from the start, where they would be now. Would Emily be here with her? And would that be so bad?

			After tomorrow, Emily would no longer work for her. One of Camila’s excuses for why they shouldn’t be together would be gone. Could she let go of the other reasons and let Emily in?

			If someone had asked a month ago, Camila’s answer would have been a resounding no. But now?

			She wasn’t so sure anymore.

			* * *

			“I don’t want you to go.” Jaime’s eyes watered as he looked up at her. They were already red from crying earlier in the day.

			“I know, buddy.” Emily’s throat was tight. She knelt in front of him.

			“I’ll miss you.” His bottom lip quivered, and Emily pulled him into a fierce hug. Saying goodbye to him might be the hardest thing she had ever done.

			“I’ll miss you too,” she said. “But it’s not forever. I’m going to come back and visit.”

			“It won’t be the same,” Jaime wailed. “I won’t see you every day.” Emily squeezed him tighter, rubbing circles on his back. He leaned away and allowed Emily to wipe away his tears. “Please don’t go,” he pleaded, and Emily felt like her heart was shattering. “Please.”

			“I’m sorry, buddy, but I…I have to. I’ll be back to visit before you know it.”

			“Promise?”

			“I promise.” And she intended to keep that promise, no matter how strained things might be with her and Camila. “Now, come on, I think we’ve kept your dad waiting long enough.”

			“Oh, it’s all right.” Chris had been hovering behind the couch while Jaime and Emily said their goodbyes. It was the first time he had said anything since arriving to take Jaime for the weekend. “We probably should get going, though, before it gets too late.” He picked up Jaime’s overnight bag.

			Emily gave Jaime one last hug before climbing to her feet. “Come on, Jaime. You be good for your dad, okay?”

			“I will.”

			“And I’ll see you soon,” she promised, walking toward the door with them.

			“I know we didn’t really know each other that well,” Chris said, turning to her as he opened the front door, “but I really appreciate everything you’ve done for him. It’s a shame you couldn’t stay longer.”

			“Yeah.” Emily gazed at the little boy who had stolen her heart the first moment they met. “It is.”

			She stood in the doorway watching until the elevator shut behind them before letting her tears fall.

			If Camila were there, she could say goodbye to her too, and while things hadn’t been great between them over the past couple of weeks, she had hoped Camila would make an effort to be there on her last night to maybe wish her luck, but apparently Emily was less important than her work.

			She shouldn’t be surprised at this point, but it still stung.

			Her phone rang as she turned back into the apartment, and her heart leaped, wondering if Camila was calling to say she’d be back soon. She scolded herself when she saw Cassie’s name on the screen.

			“Hey.”

			“Hey, how are you doing? I know today can’t be easy for you.”

			“I’m…as okay as I can be, I guess. Jaime just left with his dad, so it’s just me.” She collapsed onto the couch and leaned back against the cushions.

			“Camila’s not there?”

			“Nope.” Emily’s voice was tight. “I thought about waiting for her to come home, but… I feel stupid being here without Jaime, you know? And wouldn’t she be here if she really cared?”

			“I’m sorry, Em. I don’t…I don’t think waiting around there is the best idea.”

			“Yeah, you’re probably right,” Emily said. “I’ll head home.”

			“Call me if you need anything.”

			“I will.” She gathered up her things, taking one last long look around before she left. She hadn’t had the job long, but it felt like the end of an era. Even when she came back to visit, it would be different because she was no longer Jaime’s nanny.

			She was excited to begin classes next week—it was a new start and something she had wanted for a while, but she felt…empty, as she rode the elevator down to the lobby.

			She got off the subway three stops early to walk the rest of the way to her apartment. She needed the time to clear her head.

			She was focused on her phone when she reached her front door, so she wasn’t paying much attention, didn’t look up until she was ready to pull out her keys, and she halted abruptly when she saw someone standing in front of her door.

			It was Camila. She leaned casually against the wall, looking completely out of place in the white dress and black blazer she had worn for work that morning, a bouquet of roses in her hands.

			“Camila? What are you…what are you doing here?”

			“I wanted to talk to you.” Camila looked nervous, and she squeezed her lips together.

			“About what?” Emily couldn’t imagine why Camila was at her apartment holding flowers.

			“I think it’s a conversation we should have in your apartment, not out here. May I come in?”

			“Oh. Um, yeah, of course.” She fumbled with her keys. She had been knocked off-balance by Camila’s appearance and hoped she wouldn’t notice that her hands were shaking. “I didn’t, uh, expect to have company.” She tidied up as surreptitiously as possible. “Sorry about the mess.”

			“It’s all right.” Camila waved a hand. “These are for you.” Camila handed her the roses, and Emily found the tallest glass she had for them, not having a vase. “To say thank you for everything you’ve done for Jaime—and me.”

			“Oh, um, thanks.” The petals were soft against her fingertips. “Do you always buy your employees red roses when they leave?”

			“Just the special ones.”

			Camila was close, closer than she had been since they kissed. close enough that Emily could feel the heat from her body. She shrank back against the kitchen counter.

			“Emily, I—”

			She was interrupted by the front door opening, and Camila stepped away from Emily guiltily.

			When Cassie caught sight of Camila in Emily’s kitchen, she dropped the bag she’d been holding, splattering rice and potstickers all over the floor.

			“What the hell is wrong with—oh.” Maia appeared from behind Cassie and quickly summed up the situation. “I’m just gonna—” She motioned with her thumb and tugged on Cassie’s elbow. “Babe? Maybe we should—”

			“What the fuck is she doing here?” Cassie’s anger was unfiltered, her eyes narrowing into slits. Camila took a step back.

			“What are you doing here?” Cassie turned to glare at Camila, and it was only because Maia’s hand still held Cassie’s elbow that she didn’t advance.

			“We were just about to get to why when you barged in here,” Emily said, feeling like she needed to shield Camila from Cassie’s anger.

			“I wasn’t aware that I was going to be interrupting anything.”

			Emily had never seen Cassie in full-on big sister mode, and it was kind of terrifying.

			“You should leave,” she told Camila, and Emily snorted.

			“No, stay,” she told Camila.

			Cassie scoffed. “Are you serious, Em? After all the tears you cried over her the past few months? How many times has she made you feel like shit? Worthless? And she shows up here with flowers and suddenly you forget about that?”

			“I haven’t forgotten anything,” Emily said quietly. She glanced at Camila, who looked like she was going to bolt without saying what she had come to say.

			“Cassie.” Maia tugged again at Cassie’s arm. “Maybe we should give them a chance to talk.”

			“I’m not going anywhere.” Cassie brushed her off, setting her jaw. “You’re going to break my sister’s heart again, and I’m staying here to pick up the pieces. Talk if you want to, but I’m going to be right here.”

			She stalked into Emily’s bedroom and slammed the door. Emily put her hand over her face—this was not the evening she had planned.

			“Do you want me to talk to her?” Maia asked. She hovered inside the doorway, looking like she’d rather be somewhere else.

			“No.” Camila spoke for the first time, her voice calm. “I’ll go.”

			“Camila, you don’t have to—” Emily touched her arm but Camila shrugged her off.

			“Yes, I do,” and she followed Cassie into Emily’s bedroom.

			“You got a broom, Em?” Maia asked, reminding Emily that there was food all over the floor. Emily grabbed the broom and dustpan and concentrated on cleaning up instead of what might be happening in the other room.

			“Do you think they’ll be all right?”

			“Well, I haven’t heard any screaming,” Maia joked. “You wanna fill me in on what happened here?”

			“You know as much as I do,” Emily said with a shrug. “I got home from Camila’s place and she was waiting outside my door holding those”—she nodded at the roses—“said she wanted to talk. And then you and Cassie walked in two seconds later.”

			“Oh. What do you think she wants to talk about?”

			“I’ve barely seen her.” She turned when she heard the bedroom door opening. Cassie walked out, Camila following.

			Emily and Maia studied them warily, looking for signs of damage, but there was no visible blood.

			“Maia and I are gonna go, give you two a chance to talk,” Cassie said. “You call me if you need me, okay?”

			“I will,” Emily promised. Cassie looked at Camila one last time as if to warn her, then headed out the door with Maia, leaving Camila and Emily alone.

			Camila dropped wearily onto Emily’s couch. “What did you say to her?” Emily asked, sitting next to her but leaving space between them.

			“She asked me to explain myself, so I did,” Camila said, as if that clarified everything. “And I…I owe you an explanation too.” Camila took a deep breath, steeling herself. “I’ve never…I’ve never been very good at falling in love.”

			Emily held her breath.

			“I don’t know how to be vulnerable, don’t know how to let someone in. I have a bit of a prickly exterior”—Camila smiled wryly—“but you never let it bother you for a second.” Camila turned to meet Emily’s gaze. “You took me completely by surprise. You won Jaime over in two seconds flat, didn’t back away when I challenged you. You found your way into my heart so quietly, I didn’t even notice you had snuck in until it was too late.”

			“But in London…” Emily trailed off, not wanting to relive it yet again.

			Camila winced. “Like I said, I’m not very good at letting someone in. When I kissed you, it… I don’t know if I’ve ever felt like that before, and honestly, it terrified me. You could destroy me, Emily, if you wanted to.”

			Emily stifled the urge to laugh because, if anything, the opposite was true. But Camila looked at her earnestly, and she knew it wasn’t a lie.

			“I’m not…an easy person. You’re young and selfless and wonderful, and I…I didn’t want to ruin that, so I decided it would be better to push you away.”

			Emily knew Camila well enough to understand why she might think she would ruin yet another relationship.

			“That didn’t work out well.” Camila looked down. “I shouldn’t have pushed you away, and I’m sorry that I hurt you.”

			“You could have told me this at the time, you know,” Emily said. “Or after that night in the bar.”

			“I know.” Camila bit her bottom lip. “Believe it or not, communication isn’t my strong point.”

			“With your job?”

			“That’s work,” Camila said. “In relationships I’m not…I’m not good at it.”

			“Why…why are you telling me this now? You told me in London that you didn’t want a relationship. What changed?”

			“Everything.” Camila turned to look at her then, looking at her with something in her eyes Emily had never seen before, and it took her breath away. “You quit, and I was faced with the thought of never seeing you again, of losing you for good and I… It was unimaginable. If I threw away this chance at happiness, I…I could never forgive myself.” Camila reached out and took Emily’s hand, and it was like a jolt of electricity. “I know this is a lot, and it must seem like it’s out of the blue, but I had to… I couldn’t let you go without telling you how I felt. And I’ll leave, if you want me to, if you need time to think—”

			Emily reached behind Camila’s head to pull her close and kissed her.

			The kiss was no more than their lips meeting, but it set her heart racing, and her fingertips trembled.

			“I don’t need to think about how I feel, even though the past few weeks haven’t been great.” Camila opened her mouth to speak, but Emily kissed her again. “And it might take me some time to get over that, but I…I still want this, want you. That never stopped. But talk to me, Camila. If we do this, we have to be honest with each other, always.”

			“I will,” Camila promised, “God, Emily, I would do anything to make you mine.”

			“Anything?” Emily breathed, and Camila shifted closer, sliding one leg over Emily’s lap so that she straddled her, and it was like picking up from where they had left off in London, before everything went to hell, but this time she knew Camila wouldn’t disappear.

			“Mm, anything you want.” Camila’s voice was low, raspy. “Just kiss me.” So Emily did, her hands on Camila’s thighs. Camila curled her fingers around Emily’s jaw, her tongue exploring her mouth, and God, it was perfect. She kissed her urgently, leaving Emily gasping and aching and wanting.

			“You have no idea how long I’ve wanted to do that,” Camila said when she pulled away breathlessly, her eyes dark and intense. Even with her lipstick smudged, she was the most beautiful woman Emily had ever seen. “You have no idea what you do to me.”

			Emily thought she might spontaneously combust if Camila started talking dirty, and she kissed her again, her hands cupping Camila’s ass, dragging her hips forward, and Camila groaned, a sound that Emily wanted to hear again and again.

			“We should stop before we get carried away,” Camila said, pulling back, and the subdued passion in her voice sent a bolt of heat between Emily’s thighs.

			“What’s wrong with getting carried away?” Emily asked.

			Camila shook her head. “I don’t want to rush this.” She gazed at Emily longingly, but her voice was firm. “I want to do things properly.”

			“Why can’t putting out on the third date be considered proper?”

			“I wasn’t aware we had already been on two dates,” Camila said.

			“Well, we’ve been out to dinner together twice, so technically this is our sex date, which means we’re right on schedule.”

			“Those were not dates, and neither is this.”

			“What is this, then?”

			“Mm… This is me admitting my feelings and you acting like a horny teenager.”

			Emily loved seeing the sparkle in Camila’s eye—it had been so long since she had seen her so relaxed and carefree.

			“I can’t help that that’s what you reduce me to,” Emily said defensively. “Are you hungry? We could go get some food and call that a date.”

			“I’d rather stay in.”

			“Now who’s horny?”

			Camila swatted at her playfully.

			“We could order takeout.”

			Camila nodded, and Emily stood up, lifting Camila with her and grinning when Camila squeaked, wrapping her arms around Emily’s shoulders and her legs around her waist.

			Emily deposited her on the kitchen counter and rooted around in a drawer for a takeout menu.

			“Was that really necessary?” Camila asked. Emily grinned at her.

			“Yes, because we both know how strong I am”—she grinned impishly—“and how much you like that.”

			Camila blushed, and Emily pushed up on the counter to reach her lips with a kiss, loving that she could do that now.

			They ordered Chinese—including a double portion of potstickers to make up for what they had thrown out earlier—and sat on the couch to eat. Camila surfed through the TV channels until she found something to watch.

			Emily was still in shock, couldn’t quite believe that she had her arm around Camila, whose head rested on Emily’s shoulder. Just yesterday she had lain on this couch in tears, wondering how the hell she would survive without seeing Camila every day.

			Camila’s phone chirped, interrupting Emily’s reverie. It was Jaime calling to say goodnight, and Emily got up to move away so Camila had privacy, but Camila tugged her back.

			“Hi, Mom.” Jaime sounded sleepy, and Emily pictured him with his eyes half-closed.

			“Hi, sweetheart. Are you okay?”

			“Yeah.”

			“What are you going to do tomorrow?”

			“Dunno.” Jaime spoke in one-word sentences when he was tired. “I think we might go watch baseball,” he said without enthusiasm.

			“Well, have fun and be good for your father. Are you ready to go to sleep?”

			“Yeah. Love you.”

			“Love you too, Jaime.”

			Jaime hung up.

			“You okay?” Emily asked. She knew how hard it was to not have her son with her.

			“Yeah. It’s…it’s nice to have someone here when Jaime’s with his father. To not be alone in an empty apartment.”

			Emily squeezed Camila closer, kissing the top of her head.

			“Have you…have you told Jaime about this?” Emily gestured at the two of them, and Camila shook her head.

			“No, I haven’t. It wouldn’t surprise me if he already knows—that boy of mine is very perceptive. But I didn’t want to get his hopes up before we had talked.”

			“That makes sense.” Emily nodded. “I, um… Maybe we should wait a bit before we tell him, just to make sure things work out. Not that I think they won’t or that I’m trying to tell you how to parent your kid, but—”

			“Emily, slow down.” Camila squeezed her hand. “I think you’re right. I think we should wait. Just for a little while.”

			“Do you think he’ll be happy?”

			“I think he’ll be over the moon. He’s already asked me why we aren’t married, you know.”

			“Oh, he asked me that too. Think he was hinting at something?”

			“Playing matchmaker, more like.”

			Their food arrived, and they ate in comfortable silence. Emily was more relaxed with Camila than she had been in a long, long time.

			“Do you, um, want to stay here tonight?” Emily asked a little later. They had streamed a movie but hadn’t watched much of it. They were stretched out on the couch, Camila dozing on Emily’s chest while Emily watched her breathe.

			Camila cracked one eye open. “Are you propositioning me again?”

			Emily brushed a strand of hair off of Camila’s face. “No, but you’re sleeping and your apartment is so far away.”

			“It’s a five-minute drive, Emily.”

			“But why leave when you could just stay here?”

			“Mm, good point.” Camila opened both eyes. “Are you sure?”

			“Yeah. Come on.” She led Camila into her bedroom, and Emily dug through her drawers until she found a pair of pajamas that might fit her. “These are probably not what you’re used to, but—”

			“They’re fine—they smell like you.”

			Camila went to the bathroom to change. When she emerged wearing Emily’s pajamas and smelling like toothpaste, Emily was waiting for her. She pressed her back against the wall and kissed her long and hard, one hand tangled in her hair and the other around her waist.

			“Mm, what was that for?”

			“Just felt like it.” Emily shrugged, before slipping past Camila and into the bathroom.

			Camila was standing at the foot of the bed when she came back out. “You can get in, you know.”

			“I didn’t know if you had a side.”

			“Not really,” Emily said. “It’s not like I share my bed a lot.”

			They crawled under the covers and met in the middle of the bed. Emily pressed her forehead against Camila’s and closed her eyes.

			“I can’t believe you’re here.” Emily said. She was stroking Camila’s hips while Camila traced the lines of Emily’s cheekbone.

			“I can’t either.” Camila studied Emily’s face.

			“I can’t believe you still want this after everything I put you through.”

			“It was worth it.”

			Camila looked doubtful, and Emily knew she still thought this might not last, was still convinced she didn’t deserve it.

			Emily was going to prove her wrong.

		

	
		
			Epilogue

			Two years later…

			 

			“I am definitely glad to be out of that hot robe.”

			Emily had just graduated with her master’s degree, and Camila had never been prouder. Her hands still ached from clapping, watching Emily accept her diploma, and there were still tracks on her cheeks from crying.

			“And that dress shouldn’t be hidden,” Camila said, her gaze resting appreciatively on the deep V of Emily’s collar. She spoke softly so no one else could hear, and Emily chuckled.

			They were driving back to the penthouse apartment in Camila’s town car to celebrate. Cassie, Maia, and Sarah sat in the backseat with Jaime. Her beautiful boy was seven years old now, and looked smart in the suit and tie that he had worn at Cassie and Maia’s wedding a few months earlier.

			The closer they got to the building, the more Camila fidgeted, her stomach in knots at the prospect that they’d be celebrating something in addition to Emily’s graduation tonight.

			“Are you okay?” Emily frowned at the look on Camila’s face and placed a hand on her thigh. “You look like you’re a million miles away.”

			“I’m fine,” Camila said, but she had never had been very good at lying to Emily, and she was relieved when Maia intervened, drawing Emily into conversation.

			When they arrived, Camila popped open a bottle of champagne and hoped Emily wouldn’t notice that her hand was shaking.

			Camila had built a television empire but she was about to do something even more daunting and nerve-wracking, and if she didn’t do it soon, she might pass out.

			The past two years had been the best years of her life with Emily brightening up even her darkest day, and Camila was happy every morning that she woke up with Emily in her arms. She had always wanted a big family for Jaime to grow up with, something she had never had, and with Emily, she had more than she ever dreamed of—Emily, Cassie, Maia, and Sarah all doted on her little boy and accepted Camila with open arms.

			“You look like you’re gonna be sick.” Cassie appeared at her side. “Need me to distract her so you can get into position?”

			“Okay.” Camila took a deep breath to calm her nerves, but her heart was about to pound out of her chest, and she downed the champagne in her glass and set it down. Cassie spun Emily around so that her back was to Camila.

			Camila had dreamed about this moment a thousand times, and now that it was finally happening, time seemed to stop.

			She had considered doing it behind closed doors in a private moment, but Emily’s family and friends were so important to her that she would want to share it with them.

			And Camila wanted that too—they had become important to her as well these past couple of years, the large family that she and Jaime never thought they would have, and it was all because of the love of Camila’s life.

			Off to the side, Jaime gave a thumbs-up signal, and Camila smiled because it was one of the many gestures he’d picked up from Emily. She reached for the black velvet box, opened it, and dropped to one knee.

			“Emily?” Emily turned around, her eyes widening and her mouth falling open, and God, she was more beautiful than ever.

			This was right. So right.

			And even though they were surrounded by family and friends, it felt like just the two of them because, losing herself in Emily’s eyes, it felt like no one else was in the room.

			“Emily,” Camila said, her voice surprisingly strong, considering how she was shaking. “You came into my life at eleven o’clock on a Tuesday morning, and I had no idea how you would turn everything upside down. You’ve changed my life, you amaze me every single day, and I can’t believe that, after everything I put you through, you wanted to give me a chance. I hope that you’re glad you did, and that I make you as happy as you make me.

			“I want to spend the rest of my life with you. I can’t promise that it will be easy because I know how difficult I can make things, but I promise I will love you until my last breath, that I’ll do whatever I can to make every day special, to show you just how much I love you.

			“Emily Walker, will you marry me?”

			Camila had cried when Emily was on the NYU stage, but now tears were sliding down Emily’s face, and she dropped to her knees in front of Camila and hugged her so fiercely that Camila almost couldn’t breathe.

			“Yes, yes, a thousand times yes,” Emily whispered in her ear, and then Camila was crying too as she slid the ring onto Emily’s finger.

			When they stood up, they were swept into a giant hug while in the center Camila held onto Emily, now her fiancée, and knew that, no matter what the future might throw at them, she would never let her go.
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			Enter Allison Sawyer, a free-spirited senior at New York University.

			Elena is intrigued by Allison’s ability to push her out of her element, and the young woman’s instant and easy connection with a normally shy Lucas quickly earns Allison the job.

			After each blind date, Elena returns home to complain to Allison about her lacking suitors. As they bond, Elena begins to realize that the person possessing all the qualities she most desires might just be the woman who has been in front of her the entire time.
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			Dr. Jordan Williams devotes her life to two things: saving patients in the operating room and pleasuring her latest conquest in the bedroom. Her idea of commitment is spending a few hours together in bed.

			Single mom Emma Larson is Jordan’s polar opposite. Family and fidelity mean everything to her. After an ugly divorce from her wife, a plastic surgeon, she and her five-year-old daughter move in next door to Jordan. While she finds Jordan undeniably attractive, falling in love with another womanizing surgeon is the last things she needs.

			When a bad fall leaves Jordan in need of assistance, Emma decides to help her while she recovers.

			Could those six weeks turn out to be the beginning of a happily ever after, or will they both end up with a broken heart?

			 

			A womanizing surgeon falls hard for a single mom in this lesbian medical romance.
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			Single mom Gillian Jennings is bored with life when she meets knockabout painter Samantha Freedman. Their attraction is immediate and powerful and they jump into a simple, no-strings-attached affair. The absolute last thing they want is a relationship. Right?

			But can their sizzling nights of fun lead to something more? Or are the differences between the two women too vast for such a crazy coupling to last?

			This rich-girl/poor-girl romance mixes paint-spattered jeans with pant suits and pearls for one wild, satisfying ride.

			 

			The worlds of a handywoman and a pampered housewife collide in this opposites-attract lesbian erotic romance.
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			Australian country girl Nina Pellegrini runs a program for city kids to experience a taste of rural life at Banksia Farm. But when a child is hurt and a lawsuit threatens, Nina is determined to find the best legal assistance to help her save the farm.

			Enter high-flying lawyer Leigh Willoughby, whose city world is far from the farm’s chaotic mix of kids and animals. She certainly doesn’t have time for small cases that don’t pay or farm visits that wreck her cool—and her clothes.

			Still, the warm-hearted Nina and her challenging, twelve-year-old daughter, Phoebe, are awfully hard to say no to. What on earth has she gotten herself into?
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