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			Chapter One

			Emma had considered calling in sick.

			The flu. Cramps. Measles. Dysentery. Mental health day. Whatever.

			At the very least, she probably should have waited until after the morning rush hour. Or perhaps snuck in the back door of her office building along with the water cooler delivery guy.

			But Emma Sinclair was not a fan of letting life’s little hiccups inconvenience her.

			Although…

			She supposed one could argue there was nothing so little about the fact that her apartment had gone from completely normal to entirely flooded in less time than it took her to curl her eyelashes.

			And as for the fact that said water catastrophe had resulted in her entire building losing power…well, that was pretty much just a straight-up apocalypse.

			Still. There were worse things than coming into work with your hair soaking wet and your makeup nonexistent, dressed in a hot-pink bridesmaid dress from your cousin’s wedding that was the only dry item in your closet thanks to its protective plastic covering.

			Emma had barely bothered to look in the mirror before she’d dashed out of her apartment chased by a string of F-bombs from her frazzled landlord. But then, she didn’t need to look in the mirror to know that her look was one part too glamorous for the office, one part street rat.

			Besides, who needed a mirror when you had friends like Julie Greene?

			
			Emma was digging through her bag for the badge that would let her pass through security at the Ravenna office building where she worked, when Julie strolled up behind her, Starbucks cup in hand, smile firmly in place as always.

			“Hi, Em…aaahh,” Julie said, breaking off in horror as she took in Emma’s appearance.

			Emma gave Julie a droll look. “You like?”

			“I don’t even understand what’s happening here,” Julie said, her voice mystified. She held out her Starbucks cup. “Here. Take my caramel macchiato. You need it more.”

			Emma started to give a dismissive nah, that’s okay, but on second thought, accepted the offering. Her friend was right. She did need it more. The Incident had happened mid coffee-brew, which meant Emma was running on a caffeine deficit.

			She took a sip as Julie continued to stare at Emma’s outfit in dismay.

			“Explain?” Julie said.

			Emma sighed. “The apartment above me had some sort of water disaster. My entire apartment looks like the set of Titanic, minus the nubile Leo.”

			Julie eyed Emma’s wet hair. “So, is your hair wet from, like, dirty pipe water?”

			“No,” Emma said, taking a last sip of Julie’s coffee and handing the cup back as she located her badge. “Fortunately, I’d showered before the pipe burst and I managed to dodge the worst of the spray. Unfortunately, drying my hair wasn’t an option.”

			“Right. That whole electrocution thing,” Julie said as they swiped their badges and headed to the elevators.

			
			“Um, yeah, I couldn’t have gotten electrocuted even if I wanted to,” Emma said, punching the Up button. “The power went out.”

			Julie’s brown eyes bugged out. “Seriously? Flooded and you have no power? Is everything ruined?”

			“Of course not. I still have this lovely dress,” Emma said, pulling the hem of her dress out to the side, curtsy style. She pretended not to notice the way the two girls who had been gossiping happily as they crossed the elevator lobby immediately quieted when they spotted her.

			The dress would have been a distraction all by itself. The drippy wet bun was also atypical for a swanky office building in which sophisticated and polished was the unofficial dress code for women.

			But a lack of makeup made everything worse. Much worse.

			Not that Emma was really a glam type of girl, but she had a distinct disadvantage of having very fair eyelashes, despite her medium brown hair. And her eyes’ shape made it worse. They were both large and tilted upward in a semi-distinctive manner. Bambi eyes, her mother had always called them.

			But without eyeliner and mascara, she was more Lord of the Rings’ Gollum than adorable baby deer.

			“You know, it’s a good dress, if a bit out of place for work,” Julie mused, as they followed the two gossiping girls and a middle-aged man yapping into his phone onto the elevator. “Sexy. A little slutty even. Go you!”

			“That’s great, Jules. Slutty was just what I was going for on a random Wednesday morning at the office.”

			
			“Well then, you should have called me. We’re the same size–ish. I could have lent you something.”

			“I’ll be taking you up on that tomorrow,” Emma said as Julie hit the button for the twelfth floor. “Everything I have will need to be dry-cleaned at best, burned at worst. But this morning, I couldn’t make it from Upper East over to Upper West in the middle of traffic and still make it to the office in time.”

			The elevator doors had just started to close when a male hand stuck between them, activating their sensors so that the doors reopened.

			Great. Really freaking fantastic.

			A lesser woman would have groaned in dismay at the sight of the man in front of her.

			Emma merely straightened her shoulders, ignoring Julie’s softly uttered “Oh, dear.”

			It was him.

			The man was gorgeous in the sort of way that made women stop and stare. The tall and lean athlete’s body was as impeccably dressed as ever in a trim, perfectly tailored black suit. No sign of a tie today, although there often was one.

			His dark hair was perfectly styled, the clean-shaven face showing off a strong jaw and symmetrical lips.

			And the eyes…green today, although they often could burn blue.

			But Emma didn’t have to look at the man to know all of this.

			She knew it all from her memories. Bad memories.

			He didn’t falter at the sight of Emma and her low-cut cocktail dress and ugly wet bun.

			
			In fact, he didn’t look at her at all.

			Nothing—not surprise, not even acknowledgment—fluttered across his features at her presence.

			The man was in control.

			Always.

			Julie shifted to the corner of the elevator to make room for him, and he nodded briefly at her before turning so that he and Emma were standing shoulder to shoulder.

			The doors closed, and Emma lifted her eyes to the little screen that indicated the floor number.

			He mimicked her posture, his eyes also focused on the spot where the L became 1, then 2 as they ascended.

			“Emma,” he said politely, not looking at her.

			“Cassidy.”

			“You’re looking well.”

			“And you,” she said, her tone smooth. Monotone.

			“You didn’t get dressed up on my account, I hope.” His voice never lost its casual politeness.

			She didn’t so much as glance at him. “Oh, do you not like it? I’ve been so hoping a fancy dress is all it would take for you to ask for my number.”

			The elevator stopped on the seventh floor, and Emma and Cassidy stepped to the side so the man in the back corner could exit. In sync, they moved immediately back into their previous positions as the door closed.

			They still had not looked at each other.

			
			“You know, it’s a little bright for my taste,” he mused, as though they’d never been interrupted. “I like more subdued colors on a woman. Say…white. I always like to see a woman in a white dress. Do you own one?”

			Julie cleared her throat, although Emma couldn’t tell if it was a warning or a laugh.

			The elevator stopped at 12. Emma’s stop. Finally.

			“Excuse me,” she murmured to Cassidy as she stepped off, her voice sugary sweet.

			Julie followed her.

			And much to Emma’s dismay, so did Cassidy.

			“Wrong floor, Cassidy,” Julie said sweetly, with a pretty smile for the wretched man.

			Traitor.

			“Not today it’s not,” he replied.

			“Ah,” Julie said. “Got a meeting with Camille?”

			“I do.”

			Camille Bishop was the editor in chief of Stiletto magazine, and Julie and Emma’s boss. Since Cassidy was the editor in chief of Oxford magazine, Stiletto’s brother publication, it wasn’t strange that he occasionally stopped by the twelfth floor.

			Didn’t mean Emma had to like it.

			“See you ladies around,” Cassidy said with a smile for Julie. Emma barely warranted a glance. “Oh, and Emma, just a friendly reminder that winter’s right around the corner. Careful you don’t catch a cold with that wet head.”

			
			He moved away before Emma had a chance to respond. Or give him the finger. Not that she would have bothered.

			“Friendly reminder, my ass,” Emma muttered, glaring briefly at his back before she and Julie headed toward the office they shared.

			“I think it’s sweet. Maybe he cares,” Julie said, linking her arm in Emma’s.

			Emma grunted in response. “Give me the rest of your coffee. I need it.”

			Julie complied and the two of them stepped into their office. Grace and Riley were already there. Grace, texting on her phone…probably sexting with her husband, if her dirty smile was any indication.

			Typical.

			Riley was eating a doughnut. Also typical.

			Riley paused in her chewing when she saw Emma. “Whoa. Is it prom already? Nobody told me! I didn’t even order a corsage.”

			Emma dropped her purse on her desk. “Tell me one of you has a hair dryer.”

			“Yeah, I totally carry one in my purse,” Riley said, even as she shook her head to indicate that she most definitely did not have a hair dryer.

			“I don’t have one, either,” Grace said. “But we can hit up the girls in the Beauty department. One of them might.”

			“Emma had an incident,” Julie said, plopping in her chair.

			“What, like a Noah-wouldn’t-let-her-on-the-ark-because-she-was-overdressed kind of incident?” Riley asked.

			Emma smiled, despite her bad mood.

			“Oh my gosh, Emma!” Grace leaned forward. “Did you go out to that gala at the Guggenheim last night? Ooooh, did you go home with someone? Is this your version of the walk of shame?”

			
			“If it is, I’m impressed,” Julie mused. “My walks of shame involved a lot more sweat pants with USC written across the butt and a dude’s oversized T-shirt and flip-flops.”

			“You should totally write a story about this, Em,” Riley said, resuming her dedication to her doughnut. “ ‘The Walk of Shame for Grown-ups.’ ”

			“Okay, you guys are making this situation way more interesting than it actually is,” Emma said, holding up her hand with a plea to stop.

			“Well, of course,” Grace said, tilting her head. “That’s what we do. We sex things up.”

			Emma had to grant her that. It was what they did.

			Stiletto was the top-selling women’s magazine in the country, and Julie, Grace, Riley, and now Emma were its darlings as the Love & Romance gurus.

			Between the four of them, they covered everything from “Ten Things He Secretly Hates” to “Outside-the-Box Anniversary Plans” to “A Beginner’s Guide to Kinky Foreplay.”

			The range in stories varied from month to month based on whatever inspiration each woman had, or whatever whim Camille threw at them, but for the most part, they all had their niche.

			Julie was all about fun, flirting, and dating: “First Kisses,” “How to Make Him Pant at First Glance,” and so forth.

			Grace’s stories were mainly geared toward women already in relationships: “Making It Last,” “Couples Therapy for Newbies,” “Keeping the Romance Alive.”

			
			Riley was sex. All sex, all the time.

			And as for Emma? Emma was the resident heartbreak expert—the one who helped women figure out how to cut him loose, or how to survive the aftermath when you were the one set loose.

			Her most recent article was “Surviving the Single Life When Your Friends Are Coupled Up.”

			Emma was able to write that one from personal experience. Hell, Emma would even call herself an expert on the topic, because her best friends were very much coupled up. In the best way possible, of course.

			When she’d joined the Stiletto team a year ago, Julie had already landed the dead-sexy Mitchell Forbes, while Grace and Riley had been single.

			Since then, she’d watched Grace fall head over heels in love with hotshot journalist Jake Malone, whom she’d married in a small, gorgeous destination wedding a few months ago.

			And Riley? Riley had successfully completed her ten-year quest for the heart of Sam Compton. They were getting married in a few months.

			But then there was Emma.

			Emma was still most definitely single. Intentionally.

			She dated whenever it suited her, and had had plenty of relationships over the years. But Emma had no intention of shackling herself to a man, no matter how happy her friends were.

			Because that happiness could be ripped away faster than a burst pipe could ruin your morning. And then you were left with nothing but a gaping hole where your heart should have been.

			
			“Okay, so if there wasn’t a hurricane or prom date gone wrong, what’s with the weird combination of wet hair, au naturel makeup, and glam cocktail dress?” Grace prodded.

			Emma filled them in on her apocalyptic flood situation. As she talked, Julie rummaged around in her purse until she came up with a mascara wand, lip gloss, bronzer, and a hairbrush.

			She offered them up to Emma, who reached for them eagerly.

			Grace checked her watch. “Sorry, Em. You’ll have to rock that natural look a bit longer. Staff meeting’s about to start.”

			“Emma, you didn’t tell them the best part of your morning,” Julie said, as the four of them headed toward the conference room.

			“What?” Emma asked. “The part where you gave me your caramel macchiato?”

			“Nope,” Julie said, “I’m talking about who we saw in the elevator.”

			Emma rolled her eyes. Oh. That.

			“Who?” Riley asked. “Was it the Duchess of Cambridge? I heard she and Prince Willy were coming to the States, and I must know what hair conditioner she uses.”

			“We saw Cassidy,” Julie said in a singsong voice.

			“Yikes,” Grace muttered as she pushed open the conference room door. “I hope everyone was bundled up. It’s always like an ice storm when Emma and Alex are in the same vicinity.”

			Emma’s eyes flicked to Grace in surprise. It was weird to hear someone refer to him as Alex. When they’d gone to college together, the guy had been known only by the last name scrawled across his back on game day. To Emma, Alex Cassidy had only ever been Cassidy. Had that changed? Had he grown up? Decided to ditch the soccer superstar identity and go by his first name?

			
			Not that she cared. Whether he went by his first name or last name, it all translated to the same thing: jerk.

			“Speaking of that ice storm,” Riley whispered, as they filed into the conference room. “Brrrr.”

			It took Emma all of five seconds to know what Riley meant. She didn’t see Cassidy so much as felt him.

			But no matter.

			She didn’t know what the hell he was doing at their Stiletto staff meeting, and she didn’t really care.

			She’d quit caring about anything having to do with Alex Cassidy long ago.

			Say…right about the time he left her at the altar.

		

	
		
		
			
			Chapter Two

			It was hard not to stop and stare when the reigning queens of Stiletto entered the conference room. Or any room.

			Instead of sucking all of the air out of the space, as the cliché went, it was almost like the four stunning women brought air into the room.

			And Alex Cassidy didn’t think he was biased just because these women—most of them, anyway—were his friends.

			But they were his friends. Good ones. Just when he’d started to think Manhattan was the loneliest, most foul place on earth, he’d stumbled on the unexpected:

			Friendship.

			It had started when he’d clicked with Jake Malone. Jake was one of Alex’s employees, who’d fallen hard and fast for Grace Brighton when the two of them had done a story together.

			Then Jake and Grace had introduced him to Julie and Mitchell.

			Who’d then introduced him to Riley…

			And then Sam had entered the picture, and before he knew what was happening, Alex had found himself part of a group.

			One he enjoyed very much. Even if it did mean coming face-to-face on a regular basis with his former fiancée.

			He deliberately did not look at Emma when she entered the room.

			He only ever looked at her when his guard was down—or when hers was—and neither scenario happened very often.

			Instead, he nodded in greeting at Julie, who gave him a sassy little smile as she entered the room. Alex didn’t consider himself a smiley sort of guy, but it was hard not to smile at Julie Greene. There was something persistently likable about her.

			
			It didn’t hurt that Julie was gorgeous. Her hair was an intriguing mix of blond and brown, her brown eyes sparkling and friendly.

			Hell, for that matter, they were all gorgeous.

			Grace Brighton—no, Grace Malone—was all soft curves and class with dark brown hair and hazel eyes.

			And it was hard not to take a second look at Riley McKenna, the city’s closest thing to a real-life sex kitten. Tall, with long black hair and a sassy smile, Riley also had a rather exceptional figure, although if Sam Compton ever asked, Alex would swear up and down that he’d never noticed anything but her startling blue eyes.

			And then…

			And then there was Emma.

			Emma, whose every feature he knew by heart, even without glancing at her.

			Although not glancing at her was harder than usual today when she was wearing a sexy-as-sin pink dress that was completely unlike Emma’s usually conservative wardrobe.

			There was a story there, clearly.

			Not that he cared one way or the other. Not much, anyway.

			“Stop staring at my girls,” Camille said under her breath.

			Alex spun the conference room chair just slightly in the direction of Stiletto’s editor in chief.

			“You’ve told them, right?” he asked.

			Camille ignored him, continuing to tap out something on her iPad with the awkward, pointer-finger taps of someone only reluctantly familiar with touch screen technology. And touch screen was definitely new to her. Camille Bishop had been in the business longer than he’d been alive and tended to cling to old school methods whenever possible.

			
			“Told them what?” Camille asked innocently. Too innocently.

			He gave her a look, which she returned vacantly.

			She was wearing big, oversized glasses today. Everything about Camille seemed big. Even though she had a wiry figure, her voice was loud. Her hair was bright. Her personality was…massive.

			“No, I haven’t told them,” she hissed. “That’s what this meeting is for.”

			He groaned. “Come on, Camille. Not even a heads-up?”

			She pursed her lips and ignored him.

			Shit.

			As in, shit would definitely hit the fan when Camille dropped her little bomb on her team.

			“Okay, everyone, let’s get started,” Camille said, standing and waiting until the small talk around the table trickled off. “You’ve probably noticed that there’s an extra dose of testosterone in the room today.”

			At least two dozen pairs of eyes snapped to Alex. Half of those eyes had been staring even before Camille had mentioned him. There were nearly thirty people in the room, and there was only one other guy besides Alex.

			And from the way the one other guy—Oliver, if he remembered correctly—was giving him the once-over, Alex was fairly sure he was the only man in the room who liked women.

			
			He gave a weak smile at the group, wishing he could be somewhere else. Anywhere else.

			Up on his floor, the Oxford guys were probably discussing last night’s game. Instead of joining them, Alex was surrounded by presentation boards covered in everything from lingerie to perfume ads.

			He liked to think of himself as a relatively modern man. A little gruff and stoic at times, sure.

			But he didn’t grunt and drag women around by their hair, or brand them, or scream at them to make him homemade biscuits every morning. And he liked his nice suits and cologne and high-thread-count sheets. He was evolved.

			But Stiletto was too much woman. It was like girly stuff on steroids. It made even the most modern man long for beer and onion rings.

			“As most of you know, Alex Cassidy is the editor in chief for Oxford, our sometimes rival, sometimes partner. He’s the man version of me, so to speak.”

			God help him.

			“Anyway, he’s here because I have an important announcement to make.”

			Camille paused dramatically, clearly waiting for someone to beg her for more info. She frowned when everyone merely stared at her, half-bored, half-expectantly.

			Alex hid a smile. Clearly the Stiletto editor in chief had cried wolf one too many times. Her team didn’t expect this news to be earth-shattering.

			And he supposed it wasn’t. Not really. But it might be to one person in the room.

			
			A person he still refused to look at.

			Camille finally snapped when the silence stretched on ten seconds past awkward. “I’m going on a sabbatical,” she said.

			“A what now?” Riley asked.

			“A sabbatical,” a snooty-looking blond woman on Alex’s right explained. “It’s when—”

			“I know what a sabbatical is, Kandice,” said Riley. “I just didn’t realize Stiletto offered them. How do I get one? Because there’s this sex camp—”

			Camille held up a hand. “No sabbaticals for you. You want one, wait until you’re editor in chief.”

			“Why would I want to be editor in chief?” Riley asked.

			“Exactly,” Camille said, looking pleased at the lead-in. “It’s a thankless, tiresome job, and one I didn’t want to wish on any of you while I’m gone for three months.”

			“Three months?” Julie asked. “We’re leaderless for three months?”

			“Not quite,” Camille said. “You need someone to steer the ship, of course. So…”

			She made a dramatic flourishing gesture in Alex’s direction.

			He waited patiently for everything to register with the Stiletto crew.

			“No. A boy?!” Riley said, scandalized.

			“I saw him without his shirt once,” Grace said, leaning over. “He’s not a boy.”

			Emma leaned in toward her friends, speaking up for the first time. “I saw him without his shirt once, too. Boy’s actually not so far off. He’s a little scrawny, and the lower half…eek.”

			
			Emma’s voice was little more than a whisper, but it reached his ears. It was meant to.

			Alex didn’t take the bait. Hell, back when Emma had seen him naked, they’d been young. He had been little more than a boy.

			And she little more than a girl.

			A girl who could take his breath away with little more than a smile.

			And when she’d taken her shirt off, he’d all but lost his mind.

			But that was a long time ago.

			“Mr. Cassidy has graciously agreed to oversee both Stiletto and Oxford for the next few months,” Camille said, jerking him back to the present.

			A present where he and Emma wouldn’t be seeing each other shirtless…ever.

			“Starting next week,” Camille continued, “He will be the one you go to for story approval, PTO requests, relationship advice—”

			“Wait, what?” Alex said, speaking up for the first time.

			Camille patted him on the head like he was a child, and he caught Julie smirking at him.

			Alex gave into a sigh. It was going to be a very, very long three months.

			“Any questions?” Camille asked.

			Julie’s hand shot up. “Um, yes. Like a thousand questions. Starting with, where are you going? Is everything okay? Are your ovaries imploding? Are you having a crisis? Can I come?”

			Alex hid a laugh behind a cough. From the resigned look on Camille’s face, and the lack of shock on everyone else’s, it was clear this group was used to Julie’s unabashed prying.

			
			“Perfectly healthy. It’s a personal matter,” Camille said, in a tone that indicated the conversation was over.

			Julie made a grunting noise that indicated the conversation was not over.

			“Now, I’m sure you’re all itching with theories you’d like to share with your colleagues, and I have plenty to catch Mr. Cassidy up on, so if there are no other inappropriate questions—”

			“Wait,” a tiny blond woman next to Grace said. “That’s it? We haven’t talked about the next issue, or story assignments, and there are about a million letters to the editor thanks to that story we did about Botox, and—”

			Camille held up a hand. “Mr. Cassidy will be holding a meeting on Monday morning to go over all of that, Dana.”

			Alex didn’t react, although inside he cringed. He’d agreed to this only because he’d assumed it was a figurehead position—a way of making the higher-ups feel comfortable with Camille’s absence. Surely she didn’t expect him to actually run this estrogen nightmare? He had his own magazine to take care of, a girlfriend that might actually last longer than two months, and—

			“Cassidy,” Camille snapped.

			He realized in dismay that the meeting was indeed over. And that everyone was looking at him with a mixture of resentment and curiosity. And, of course, a certain ice queen wasn’t looking at him at all.

			That was fine. Just fine.

			
			Alex had been through worse.

			Starting with the night his beloved fiancée had told him she didn’t want to marry him after all.

		

	
		
		
			
			Chapter Three

			“Emma, a moment?”

			Emma looked up from her monitor. She and the other Love & Romance girls had been in their usual pre-lunch “zone.” It was one of the few times of day when they put chatting and gossip aside long enough to get work done.

			She pulled off her headphones and looked at Camille. “Um, sure. Now?”

			Camille made it a point to meet regularly with all of her senior columnists on a one-on-one basis, but Emma’s scheduled time was Monday afternoon; today was Wednesday. It was never a good sign when their boss went off book.

			“It’ll be fast,” Camille said, before her head disappeared from the door.

			Emma pulled off the glasses she used when working on the computer and rubbed her eyes. “It won’t be fast. It’s never fast.”

			“That’s what she said,” Riley muttered.

			“That phrase doesn’t really work in this context, Ri,” Julie said distractedly.

			“That phrase always works in any context,” Riley responded.

			“Hey, Ems, see if you can get the inside scoop,” Grace said, leaning back in her chair as Emma stood and stretched. “I’m dying to know what the heck this sabbatical is about. Three months?”

			“I can’t ask,” Emma said, moving toward the door. “She said it was personal.”

			
			“Right. Which translates to interesting,” Julie said, pulling her hair into a pony.

			“I’ll see what I can do.” Emma jabbed a finger toward her laptop. “And don’t touch my edits. I know it was one of you that tried to sneak the word penis into my last headline.”

			“Um, yeah. Because you need some penis in your life,” Riley said.

			“I’ll have you know that I had some penis in my life…last week,” Emma said. “No, last month. Maybe…”

			Her three friends looked at one another, and although the shared glance was more good-natured than it was poor Emma, it didn’t stop the irritation from rippling through her.

			Emma was happy that her friends were all blissed out with their painfully good-looking men. Really. Good for them.

			But that didn’t mean they had to lure her into their little club. Emma had tried the happily-ever-after route, and knew that for every woman who rode off into the sunset on a white stallion, another one got kicked in the face by that very same horse.

			She’d been there. Done that. Moved on.

			Emma wiggled her fingers at her friends and then headed toward Camille’s office. The Stiletto office was energetic even on the dullest of days, but today it was downright buzzy. Camille Bishop was practically an institution, not only at Stiletto, but in New York.

			The change in leadership, even temporary, had people chirping with theories and predictions.

			One noisy whisper in particular caught her attention. “I mean, can you imagine reporting to Alex Cassidy every week? He’s gorgeous. I wonder if he’s single.”

			
			He’s not, Emma silently answered. She knew he was seeing someone, even though the Stiletto girls were weird about mentioning Cassidy’s relationships to her under some misplaced girl code. Granted, Emma had never actually told her friends what happened between her and Cassidy—not the full story.

			In fact, if Emma had had it her way, she’d have gone to her grave without anyone knowing their history. But she supposed secrets that big weren’t meant to stay secrets. It had taken only a few short months for the group to realize that she and Cassidy had once been engaged.

			Still, even Riley, Grace, and Julie didn’t know everything. Not just yet. Maybe not ever.

			Emma had found the only thing worse than thinking about heartbreak was talking about it. Did that make her a little lonely?

			Maybe.

			But lonely was better than hurt.

			New York should have been the one city big enough for both her and Cassidy to coexist without interacting, and yet somehow they’d found themselves not only working for the same company but in the same friend group.

			They avoided each other as much as possible, but with Julie’s wedding right around the corner and Riley’s coming up right after that, she knew they’d have a couple of face-to-face moments.

			And that was before she knew she’d be reporting to him as her supervisor.

			God help her.

			
			Emma knocked on Camille’s door. “Boss?”

			Camille glanced up from her cellphone and motioned Emma in. “Come. Sit.”

			Emma sat in the seat across from Camille’s, her gaze briefly taking in the panoramic view of Central Park and the city’s skyline. For a girl from the suburbs of Charlotte, North Carolina, glimpses of Manhattan never got old. Not yet, anyway.

			“You’re looking…glamorous,” Camille said, as Emma crossed her legs and carefully made sure her short satin dress didn’t ride up.

			“Long story,” Emma said. Though her friends had an easy relationship with Camille, Emma was newer to the group—newer to Stiletto—and she wasn’t quite secure enough in her position at the company to run her mouth.

			Not that Emma was ever one to run her mouth. She was more the live-and-let-live type.

			It was a natural evolution for someone who’d grown up with a twin sister who’d had more than enough personality for the both of them. And speaking of her twin, Emma had no doubt that Daisy’s southern-belle sensibilities would probably be all why, I never! if she could see Emma’s current state of dishevelment.

			Emma’s perfectly coiffed sister would have found a way to emerge from a flooded apartment looking every bit as darling as she had at the daffodil parades. All the daffodil parades.

			It hadn’t been easy being Daisy Sinclair’s quiet, boring sister. When they were growing up, Daisy had been the quintessential little princess. She always wore dresses, and the dresses would never have lemonade spilled down the front like Emma’s. Daisy knew exactly what to say to boys to make them fall all over themselves, whereas Emma had been horribly shy around the opposite sex.

			
			When Emma had gotten engaged first, she’d been braced for Daisy’s resentment. Not because Daisy was generally resentful, but because everyone—Emma included—had assumed that Daisy would be the first sister down the aisle. But nobody had been happier for Emma and Cassidy than Daisy. Because as if it weren’t enough that Daisy were the charming one, she was also good. Emma would be annoyed if she didn’t love her sister so damn much.

			And as it turned out, Daisy had been the first—and only—twin to walk down the aisle after all. Of course, she’d also been the only sister to get divorced. Daisy always joked that the twins had two unshakable things in common: a face and a shit-ton of heartache.

			Except Daisy hadn’t actually said the “shit-ton” part. That was Emma’s special profane spin on the situation.

			“I’ll tell you mine if you tell me yours,” Camille said.

			“Sorry?”

			Camille pointed a coral fingernail at Emma’s still-damp hair. “You tell me why you’re rocking the fresh-outta-the-shower look, and I’ll tell you while I’m leaving my darling magazine in the hands of one of the Oxford buffoons.”

			Emma pursed her lips. Couldn’t argue about the buffoon part. Although she was pretty sure that, despite her boss’s words, there was plenty of mutual respect between Cassidy and Camille. Still, Camille always saw Oxford as a bit of an enemy. The competition, so to speak.

			
			“My apartment flooded,” Emma said, since her news wasn’t much of a secret. “It started with the pipe above the bathroom and my closet, but it’s an old building, and there was some sort of chain reaction thing, and before I knew it, the entire apartment was six inches deep in water.”

			Camille tapped her fingernails on the desk. “Everything ruined?”

			Emma shrugged. “I’ll know more when I get back today. But it didn’t look good when I left. My landlord is bringing some people in to survey the situation. Figure out what’s salvageable.”

			“Hmm.”

			Emma waited for her boss to say more, but Camille fell silent.

			“Your turn,” Emma prodded.

			To her surprise, Camille’s usually intense, take-no-prisoners expression transformed into a girlish grin. “I met someone.”

			Emma’s eyebrows lifted. “You’re taking three months off work because you met someone?”

			Camille merely leaned back in her chair and grinned wider. “So skeptical, Emma. You’re one of my Love girls. Surely you can understand what it’s like to fall, and fall hard.”

			“Actually, I’m more like your breakup, single-life girl,” Emma corrected.

			“Which is why I brought you in here,” Camille said, straightening a bit.

			Emma held up a finger. “Your story first. ‘I met someone’ isn’t nearly enough information.”

			“Fine. But for the record, your little flood story wasn’t worth this exchange of information,” Camille said, without much heat.

			
			Emma had the feeling her boss wanted to talk about her sabbatical. Emma just wasn’t sure she wanted to be the one doing the listening. She’d had quite enough of other people’s luck in the love department lately.

			“He’s a photographer,” Camille said. “Ken. Kenny.”

			Kenny?

			“We met a couple months ago when we were each dining solo at a little Italian place in the Village, and it was just…we clicked. He’s so different from my ex. Exes, plural. He’s a dreamer. A thrill seeker.”

			“Mmm-hmm,” Emma said, knowing from the smitten expression on Camille’s face that her boss wasn’t looking for conversation so much as a chance to talk about her rapture.

			“He’s taking me down under,” Camille continued.

			“Okay, way too much info—wait. Down Under. Like Australia?”

			“You got it, mate,” Camille said in what Emma gathered was supposed to be an Australian accent. “Some tourist company is paying for his apartment in Sydney. All he has to do is capture the local flavor. And he asked me to tag along, and you know? I’ll be fifty-five next year, and I haven’t done anything exciting since I was twenty. I want some adventure before I’m too old to get it.”

			“So you’re going to another country—no, continent—with a guy you just met? For three months?”

			Camille gave a happy shrug. “What can I say, when you’re in love—”

			“Um, when you’re in love, you give it at least six months to see if it will last before gallivanting all over the globe,” Emma suggested patiently.

			
			“Why so cynical, Sinclair?” Camille paused. “Cynical Sinclair. That’s got to be a nickname of yours.”

			“It’s not,” Emma said drily. “And by all means let’s not let it become one.”

			Camille waved this aside. “Listen, the reason I called you in here is because your last piece was fantastic. The whole surviving-singledom-while-your-friends-are-coupled-up thing is going to hit home for a lot of women. Myself included.”

			“Um, thanks?” Emma said, not at all sure where this was going, but pretty sure she wasn’t going to like it.

			“Your story before that was also good,” Camille continued. “I like that you focused on all the reasons modern women might be better off without a significant other.”

			Emma sat back in her chair, bracing for whatever was coming. Camille was a fair boss, but not usually effusive with praise. This little pep talk couldn’t be going anywhere good.

			“And the piece before that—”

			“Camille. Please. Drop the bomb on me already. I can take it.”

			Her boss gave a sigh of relief, then blurted it out: “You’re in a rut. A writing rut.”

			Emma frowned. “But—”

			“I’ll rephrase. The writing is fine. Excellent. You’re one of my best. But the topics are…they’re good, but they’re going to get stale if you don’t change it up.”

			Emma had the sudden urge to cross her arms and pout. Pouting had always worked so well for her sister over the years. Too bad Emma had never perfected it.

			
			“Change it up how?” Emma asked.

			Camille picked up her cellphone. “Well, my college roommate’s nephew just moved to New York from San Francisco—”

			Emma closed her eyes and groaned. “No.”

			“No, you can’t say no,” Camille said as she scrolled through her photos. “Just look.”

			She held the phone across the desk until Emma relented and looked at…an absolutely gorgeous guy.

			“Right?” Camille said smugly. “His name is Benedict Wade, and he’s a VP of sales for some…actually, don’t remember, don’t care. I only see the dimples. But he’s one of the good ones, Emma.”

			“Then why is he still single?” Emma asked, taking a closer look in spite of herself. The dimples really were first-rate. As was the slight wave to his dark blond hair, the even row of white teeth, and the tiniest bit of crookedness to his nose, as though it had been broken once or twice.

			Camille heaved a sigh. “See? You’re cynical. But because I, too, have been cynical, I’ll be patient with you. Benedict’s only recently single. He broke up with his girlfriend a couple months ago when she
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