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​Chapter 1: A New Assignment
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—You’ve got a new job —Paola announced, handing Yafreisy a file.

—Already? I just finished with my last target two days ago. I need time to recover from the breakup —she said with a playful tone.

—You weren’t too cruel this time... were you?

—Just a little —she replied, pinching her fingers together— though honestly, he deserved far worse. The guy cheated on his wife with his assistant, and then planned to make me his mistress to cheat on his new girlfriend... who, surprise, is that same assistant.

She leaned back in her chair.

—I wouldn’t spend a single cent teaching someone like him a lesson. That would be a waste of money.

—For them, maybe. For us, it’s profit —Paola smiled, leaning back as well—. Besides, you can’t deny you enjoy jobs like these. Bad men are your specialty.

Yafreisy smiled.

Her job was simple, in essence: break hearts. People seeking revenge would visit The Heartbreakers’ website, submit information about their chosen victim, and Paola would assign the mission to whoever she deemed most suitable for the task.

It wasn’t that Yafreisy loved what she did. But people were willing to pay absurd amounts just to make someone else suffer—and that translated into a very comfortable income.

—Well... what can I say? Someone like that is exactly why I got into this business.

She opened the folder in her hands.

The moment she saw the name and photograph inside, her body went cold.

Sebastián Rivas Rosario.
Famous businessman.
Single father.
One of the wealthiest men in the Dominican Republic.
—This is a special request —Carmen said—. They’re offering a lot of money if you pull it off... which I know you will. You’re the best heartbreak artist we have.

But Yafreisy wasn’t listening anymore.

Her mind had already slipped into the past, flooded with images—memories she had never truly forgotten, yet had never allowed herself to revisit so vividly.

—I can’t —she said, dropping the folder—. Send me to anyone else, but not him. Carmen or the other girls would be more than happy to take this job.

She barely knew Sebastián... and yet, he was one of the people who had hurt her the most. And worse—he still had the power to hurt her again.

She couldn’t walk into his life pretending to fall in love.

Not only would it fail... she might end up in prison.

Her boss straightened in her chair, her expression turning serious—the kind that spoke before she even opened her mouth.

—If it were anyone else, I’d give the job to someone else. But like I said, this is special. It has to be you.

—But—

—Don’t forget—you signed a contract.

​

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Chapter 2: A Disaster at the Company
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Across the city, Sebastián sat in his office reviewing nanny applications for his daughter.

He opened another résumé, frowned at the lack of experience, and tossed it aside.

—You can’t keep doing this, Sebastián —his grandmother said as she entered—. How is it possible you fired the nanny? She lasted three days.

—She wasn’t efficient. I caught her playing Candy Crush while Eimy was watching TV during homework time. I won’t tolerate that —he replied without looking up.

Seven folders. Not a single one worth considering.

Why was it so hard to find someone competent?

—Good Lord, you always find an excuse to fire them—or they quit for reasons I can’t even understand. At this point, I’m blaming you either way. Stop being so demanding.

—Grandma, you know I overlook a lot of things —she rolled her eyes— but when it comes to my daughter, I want someone qualified.

She stepped closer, fixing him with a stern gaze.

—Everyone the agency sends is qualified. The problem is you’re looking for perfection—and that doesn’t exist. But this ends now.

He looked at her, puzzled.

Yes, he wanted the best possible person: patient, well-mannered, firm—but never harsh.

Was that really too much to ask?

—I’ll be in charge of hiring the nannies from now on —she declared—. And you’re not allowed to fire them over nonsense. Give me those.

Without waiting, she grabbed the folders and carried them to the sofa.

—Grandma, don’t be childish —he said, following her—. Let me handle matters concerning my daughter.

He emphasized the last words.

—Seems to me the childish one is you. You already have enough work at the company because you can’t delegate. Leave this to me and go fix the mess where you’re actually needed.

—Grandma—

—Trust me. I raised you, didn’t I? I couldn’t have done that bad a job... or did I?

Sebastián sighed in defeat, raising his hands.

—Fine. From today on, you choose Eimy’s nannies.

With that, he left.

***
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When he arrived at the company, the chaos waiting for him nearly made him tear his hair out.

Customers protesting outside. Investors flooding the lines. Secretaries overwhelmed. And, to top it off, the press had caught wind of it.

What a perfect way to start a Monday.

—Ashley, what’s going on?

His partner and assistant covered the phone receiver.

—Good morning, Sebastián. Several supermarkets report receiving defective products from one of our factories. Some consumers are hospitalized. Others returned everything. Sales are plummeting—even in textiles. Everyone’s on us.

—Defective? Impossible. We have the best quality control in the country. This has to be a mistake.

She hesitated, unsure what to say.

He waved it off and walked to his office.

The newspaper on his desk confirmed everything.

Reading it, he nearly collapsed.

"Hundreds hospitalized due to stomach complications after consuming Rivas sausages..."

“Toxicity.” “Lawsuit.” “Contamination.”

His fists clenched.

This was the last thing the company needed.

Within minutes, he contacted the factory responsible—and decided to go there himself.

Sneaking past reporters through the back exit, he arrived... and found disaster.

Exposed wiring. Poor hygiene. Employees distracted—some even resting during work hours.

It took one glance.

Everyone there was in serious trouble.

—Mr. Sebastián... —the production manager stammered, dropping his feet from the desk— we weren’t expecting you.

—How is this happening?

He threw the newspaper down.

Excuses followed. None worked.

—I want samples of those sausages immediately. And pray those reports aren’t true.

He walked out.

But he already knew—no one would keep their job.

***
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Five hours later, he entered the mansion, exhausted.

The first thing he noticed was a head of ash-blonde hair sprawled across the couch.

Too tired to correct her posture.

Eimy ran into his arms.

—Daddy!

He held her, kissing her forehead.

—Hey, princess. How are you?

—Good! I had a lot of homework, but Grandma helped me. Then she put on a documentary... and fell asleep.

—Really? —he chuckled, heading upstairs.

She nodded.

—It was about whales. It was fun.

His phone rang.

He set her down.

—I’ll read you your story in a bit, okay?

She nodded.

—Ashley, what is it?

—The lab results came in. I sent you a copy.

—I’ll check them now. Thanks.

—How was the factory?

He sat on the bed.

—Bad. We need new staff. I’m replacing everyone.

—Everyone? Even the manager?

—No. Everyone.

Silence.

—Sebastián... that’s over 200 people.

—Not up for discussion. I need efficiency.

Ashley sighed.

—You’re the boss. I’ll handle it. Investors want to meet.

—Schedule it for tomorrow.

He hung up.

Exhaustion weighed on him—physical and mental.

He had never wanted this life.

Never wanted responsibility.

Never wanted to be tied down.

His mind drifted.

Back to the moment everything changed.

***
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I woke up and blindly reached for my phone, silencing it before grabbing my aching head.

Last night catching up with me.

The woman from the night before was gone.

Only a note remained.

I picked it up, hoping it wasn’t her number.

It wasn’t.

Just one word:

“Thanks.”

I crumpled it.

The phone rang again.

This time, I checked.

My father.

I declined.

What could he possibly want? Years without speaking—and suddenly, two calls?

I had no interest in hearing how Carlos was the perfect son while I disappointed him chasing photography.

At twenty, I was living my life—and loving it.

If he needed something, he had my brother.

The phone rang again.

—To what do I owe the honor? —I answered, irritated.

—Sebastián... your brother was in a car accident last night...

Concern hit instantly.

—How is he?

Silence.

—Carlos... is dead.

His voice broke.

The phone slipped from my hand.

The headache vanished.

Replaced by something worse.

A crushing weight in my chest.

Memories flooded in.

Laughter.

Fights.

Advice I never followed.

Tears came without warning.

***
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—I wish I had never answered that call —he murmured into the empty room.
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​Chapter 3: An Unwanted Call
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Yafreisy paced back and forth across the house.

Her interview at the Rivas mansion was the next day, and she hadn’t even had time to prepare for possible questions—if they asked her anything beyond “What are you doing here?”

She needed to focus, to study the file Marian had given her. But something told her that if she opened it, she’d find no more than three pages filled with elaborate wording that all said the same thing: that Sebastián had money to drown in, that he was the perfect father, and that women threw themselves at him like children down a slide.

She had read that information more than twenty times over the past seven years—not because she cared about his life, but because she had been searching for his weaknesses. Yet he was so private she didn’t even know his date of birth.

The sound of a key turning in the door pulled her from her thoughts.

She watched as Carmen stepped inside, kicked off her shoes without breaking stride, and collapsed onto the couch.

—I’ve had a terrible day. Emilio is impossible. None of my tricks are working, and I think he’s actually avoiding me —she said, her face buried in the cushions.

Carmen wasn’t just her roommate and best friend—she was also the one who had introduced her to the heartbreak business. Because of that, she felt responsible for anything that might happen to Yafreisy during a mission.

—Why don’t you back off for a while? Let things settle —Yafreisy suggested, deciding to set her own worries aside for the night.

—I have to. I’ve pushed so hard that if I keep trying, I’ll scare him off.

Carmen turned her head to look at her.

—Why have you been pushing so much? —Yafreisy asked, unconsciously fidgeting with her hands.

Her friend seemed to pick up on her nerves. She gave her a slow once-over, as if scanning her, then sat up, frowning.

—You’re acting strange. Is something wrong?

—Not at all. I’m perfectly fine. You’re imagining things —she said with a smile, trying to make it believable—. I’m going to make something for dinner. Want some?

Carmen narrowed her eyes for a moment but didn’t press further. Instead, she sank back into the couch, staring at the ceiling.

—Please. I’m starving.

Yafreisy grabbed the folder from the table, making sure not to draw attention, and slipped it into her room to hide it.

She couldn’t tell Carmen she was about to walk straight into the home of the people who had ruined her life.

The days crawled by.

But the problems remained.

The lab results had made one thing clear: the sausages contained no toxic substances, despite what everyone was saying. Even so, Sebastián was paying a high price trying to clear his company’s name—pulling newspapers, suppressing reports, dealing with threats of lawsuits that would have driven anyone insane.

He wasn’t afraid.

But he was exhausted.

The number of coffees he had consumed that day was impossible to count.

He was reviewing paperwork when his assistant’s voice came through the line.

—Sebastián, your father is calling.

At the mention of him, Sebastián tightened his grip on the phone until his knuckles turned white.

Just what I needed, he thought.

—Ashley, please—I’m not in the mood. Tell him I’m home, in a meeting, anything. Just don’t put him through.

—He anticipated that. He said if you don’t take the call, he’ll come to the company—or your house, if necessary.

Damn it.

—Thanks for the warning. Put him through.

He ran a hand through his hair, already searching for an excuse to end the conversation quickly.

—So you finally decided to answer your father’s calls —Gabriel’s voice came through.

Sebastián’s thoughts shut down instantly. His body went rigid, defensive.

—If this is about the scandal, I’ve got it under control. There was no need for you to get involved.

—You don’t have anything under control. My associates are calling me, asking what the hell is happening with my company, and I have nothing to tell them because my own son keeps me in the dark. Do you think it’s fair that I hear about this from people outside the country?

—I’m not responsible for you not reading the newspaper —Sebastián replied, struggling to contain his anger. Just hearing the man’s voice was enough to make his fists clench.

—Don’t get smart with me. Tell me what’s going on, or I’ll come back to the company—and you know exactly how that will end.

Sebastián squeezed the phone harder, pain shooting through his hand, but he didn’t loosen his grip.

—I’m not co-running the company with you. That was clear from the beginning—you out, me in. If you show up, the only thing that will happen is I’ll walk away and never come back.

—Then start talking. We both know how much that company matters to you.

Silence.

He hated that his father knew him—even a little.

He hated that Carlos had died and forced him into this role.

He hated having to speak to him, to give in to his pressure because he had no other choice.

—I don’t know what happened, but the story is false. The sausages had no toxic components. I’m still investigating what caused those hospitalizations, and I’ve filed a lawsuit against the newspaper that published it. You can stay home and relax.

Without waiting for a response, he hung up and pressed his hands against his head.

His gaze drifted to the picture of Eimy on his desk.

He stared at it for a moment.

The things I do for you, my little girl.

He exhaled, dragged a hand over his face, and went back to work.
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​Chapter 4: The Interview
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Yafreisy stared at the door.

It was the long-awaited day. She had prepared for the interview, made it all the way to the Rivas mansion, and had even been shown to Sebastián’s office—but now that she stood there, she couldn’t bring herself to go in.

She was certain this would be the worst mistake of her life. The urge to lunge at his throat would hit the second she saw him. But she had no choice. Her hands were tied. She had to walk through that door—and keep herself under control.

She raised a trembling fist and knocked.

—Come in —a voice answered instantly, sending a chill down her spine.

What the hell am I doing in this house?

The thought of turning around and running—of disappearing until she was ready for war—flashed through her mind. She ignored it, fixed her gaze on the door for a few seconds longer, and forced her breathing to steady.

Behind that slab of wood was the man she hated most in the world.

And, if she managed to get the job, her next target.

After what felt like an eternity, she stepped inside.

The office felt oddly homey: a leopard-print armchair, a bookshelf spanning an entire wall, and a desk that immediately caught her attention. Two pens, a folder, a stapler, and a computer sat on its surface—so precisely arranged it looked as if someone had measured the exact distance between each object.

—Don’t just stand there. Come in and sit down —said the woman seated on one of the sofas.

The moment Yafreisy saw her, she recognized her instantly: Ángela Montero.

Realizing she would be conducting the interview lifted a weight off her chest. She exhaled slowly before introducing herself and taking a seat across from her.

She handed over the folder containing her file—the one crafted by her real employers, carefully mixing truth with fabrication. It had landed her countless jobs before.

—So, you speak three languages —Ángela said, glancing up at her over her glasses.

—Yes. Spanish, English, and French.

That part, unlike the teaching experience and the master’s degree in child psychology, was true. Her boss required it of everyone—it expanded their reach with clients.

Still, Ángela seemed unconvinced and began questioning her in English. Yafreisy answered smoothly, earning a small, closed-lip smile in return.

—Why would someone with your qualifications want to work as a nanny? —Ángela asked, setting the file aside.

Yafreisy shifted slightly in her seat.

—Because I like children —she paused, then smiled—. I’ve always wanted to work with them. I stopped teaching about a year and a half ago, and I thought it was time to find something along the same lines.

I’m getting better at lying.

Ángela’s smile widened—though she quickly masked it.

—So you’re really here because you want this job, not because you need it?

—Yes. I’m here because I want to be. Not because I have to.

Because of a stupid contract I signed. I need to stop doing that.

—You’re aware that if you get the position, you’ll be staying here five days a week?

—I am. And honestly, it sounds ideal—it means I won’t have to commute back and forth every day.

—When would you be available to start?

—Immediately. I was told the position was urgent, so I came prepared.

This time, Ángela smiled openly.

—I don’t usually make judgments so quickly, but I’ll say this—you’ll do well here. My grandson values order very highly, and you strike me as someone who appreciates structure.

—I try to —Yafreisy said, forcing a smile.

—Good. Here’s Eimy’s schedule —Ángela added, handing her a folder with around ten pages, which Yafreisy placed on her lap.

—Help her follow it to the letter. Some activities, like painting, you’ll need to stay for from start to finish since their end times vary. Others—like ballet or singing—you can drop her off and pick her up about twenty minutes before they finish.

She kept talking for a while, and Yafreisy nodded along, wondering just how many activities a six-year-old could possibly have.

She opened the folder to find out—and nearly dropped it.

This wasn’t a schedule.

It was a full-blown calendar, spanning more than two pages per day, detailing every single thing Eimy had to do throughout the week.

As she skimmed through it, a pang of sympathy hit her.

Even the minutes she was allowed to spend in the bathroom each morning were accounted for.

A life like that wasn’t sustainable—not for a child her age, not for anyone. Eimy should be playing, enjoying her childhood—not living as if her life depended on constant productivity.

The thought made her fists clench.

She was beginning to see what kind of father Sebastián Rivas really was.

But what had she expected?

They were all the same.

None of them were worth anything.

—I need you to pay close attention to my great-granddaughter —Ángela said, drawing her back—. She tends to keep things to herself, and sometimes it’s hard to tell what she’s feeling.

—Don’t worry. Eimy will be in the best hands. No one will take care of her the way I will.

Ángela smiled.

—I’m glad to hear that. Come, I’d like you to meet her and start getting familiar with her routine.

Yafreisy nodded and followed her into the living room.

The girl was lying on her back on the sofa when they arrived. Sensing their presence, she tilted her head slightly to look at them.

Her brown hair was tied into two pigtails. Her amber eyes—those eyes that had always had the power to take Yafreisy’s breath away—met hers for a brief moment.

She looked so small.

And yet... so grown.

Yafreisy didn’t know how to react.

—Eimy, we’ve talked about not lying on the sofa like that —Ángela said.

The girl sat up with little enthusiasm.

—This is Yafreisy. She’s going to be your new nanny.

Eimy glanced at her for half a second, then turned to her great-grandmother—and, without a word, ran upstairs.

Ángela let out a tired sigh.

—She gets like this every time there’s a new nanny. It takes her a while to adjust.

Only one thought crossed Yafreisy’s mind:

How many nannies has she had?

—She’ll calm down in a bit. Please, be patient with her, alright?

—I will —Yafreisy said, her gaze still fixed on the staircase where the girl had disappeared.
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​Chapter 5: First Collision
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Yafreisy had tried with all her strength to stay in her room, to wait until the adrenaline drained from her body—but a part of her refused to leave things as they were. Before she could stop herself, her fist was already knocking on the door.

—Eimy, it’s Yafreisy. Can we talk?

Silence.

—Eimy?

She opened the door, half-hoping the girl wouldn’t be there.

But she was.

Her small body lay curled on the bed, clutching a stuffed toy as if her life depended on it.

Yafreisy hesitated. Maybe she shouldn’t have come. Maybe she should go back, pretend nothing had happened, act like a normal nanny—one who didn’t get so emotionally involved with a child she had met only minutes ago, one who did her job with cold professionalism.

—I don’t want you to be my nanny —Eimy muttered without moving.

Her voice trembled, as though she were on the verge of tears.

—Why not?

After several long seconds, it became clear she wouldn’t answer.

—I’m not like the other nannies. I’ll make sure you’re okay the entire time I’m here. And if you want... I can be your friend, too.

—I don’t. Go away —she whispered, barely audible.

Yafreisy sighed and let her gaze wander around the room.

It was painted in soft pastel pink, and everything in it was either that color or white—from the sheets to the wardrobe tucked into the corner.

Her eyes kept moving until they landed on a framed photograph beside the nightstand.

A man and a woman smiled at the camera he was holding.

She recognized them instantly.

And just like that, the memory struck.

***
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I pushed open the office door and found my boyfriend half-dressed, kissing another woman against the desk.

—What is this? —was all I managed to say.

—Yafreisy —he said, pulling away from her as he hurried to button his shirt—what are you doing here?

—I catch you kissing her, and that’s the first thing you ask me?

I pointed at the woman.

She stepped forward, dangerously close.

—You insolent little girl, you have no right to speak to me like that —she said, her voice inches from my face—. My name is María, and for your information, you have no claim here. We’re engaged.

She lifted her hand, showing off the ring.

I looked at him.

He couldn’t even meet my eyes.

—Did you really think a man like him would be interested in someone like you? —she went on—. You were nothing more than his toy.

The last word echoed in my mind.

***
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Rage flooded her system.

Yafreisy turned and left the room, needing air—anything to push the memory away.

At that same moment, Sebastián arrived at the mansion. Wanting to see Eimy, he headed upstairs toward her room.

He had just stepped off the last stair and turned into the hallway when Yafreisy appeared out of nowhere and crashed into him.

He grabbed her to keep her from falling down the stairs—but the momentum sent him to the floor, with her landing on top of him.

—Ow —he groaned, a sharp pain shooting through his leg.

That was enough to snap her back to her senses. She scrambled to her feet.

—I’m sorry, sir. I—

—You weren’t paying attention. I noticed —he cut in, rising to his feet.

Their eyes met.

Her eyes were striking—caught somewhere between amber and brown. He had seen that shade before, but never this vivid. Her hair was ash blonde, just like Eimy’s, and her face carried that blend of softness and vulnerability that stirred an instinct to protect.

Something about her felt familiar.

But he couldn’t place it.

—Do I know you? —he asked, hoping she’d give him the missing piece.

—I’m Yafreisy Rodríguez. Eimy’s nanny.

No... that name doesn’t ring a bell.

—I’m Sebastián Rivas. Her father.

He extended his hand.

She stared at it as though he were carrying something contagious—as if touching him might infect her.

After a few seconds of silence, he waved his hand in front of her face, snapping her out of it.

—Get back to work.

He held back whatever else he had been about to say and stepped past her—then paused, noticing the tight dress she was wearing.

—By the way, you’re expected to wear your uniform during working hours.

—Mrs. Ángela didn’t mention anything about a uniform —she replied, clearly restraining an anger that struck him as entirely misplaced.

—She should have. I require it from all my employees. I’ll have it sent to you tomorrow.

If there was one thing Sebastián had learned long ago, it was that image mattered. He wasn’t about to let the person spending all day with his daughter present herself however she pleased. She needed to look appropriate—at all times.

—Perfect —Yafreisy replied stiffly, already turning and storming down the stairs.

—Careful. I won’t always be here to catch you —he called after her, a hint of irony in his tone.

Then he continued toward Eimy’s room, fully convinced she’d be just another nanny who wouldn’t last the week.

In fact, he doubted he’d even need to fire her.

She’d quit on her own.

When he reached the door, he knocked and waited.

Instead of opening, a voice came from inside.

—Go away.

He did the exact opposite.

—What’s going on—?

The moment he saw her curled up on the bed, clutching her favorite toy, his irritation faded.

When she was like this... something was wrong.

—What is it?

He stepped closer, placing a hand on her forehead.

—No fever. Does something hurt?

—I don’t want a nanny —she murmured into the pillow.

Sebastián exhaled slowly.

—Eimy, I can’t leave you here on your own every day. I need someone to take care of you while I’m gone. Having a nanny isn’t up for discussion.

The girl started crying.

He ran a hand through his hair. She was six years old, and he still didn’t know how to deal with her tears.

He crouched beside the bed, gently stroking her hair.

—Princess, I’m doing this for you. Why don’t you want one?

No answer.

She just kept crying.

—Let’s make a deal —he offered.

She turned to look at him.

—Yafreisy will stay for one month. Then you decide whether you want her as your nanny or not. But until then, you have to listen to her. Deal?

She thought about it.

He could almost see the effort—like her little brain was burning energy just to decide. It made him smile.

—Okay —she finally said.

He held out his hand, and they sealed the deal.

Meanwhile, outside the mansion, Yafreisy wandered through a small wooded area, trying to calm herself.

Her phone rang.

She answered without checking the caller.

There were only two people who could be calling—and one of them was probably too busy counting money and enforcing contracts to remember it was her first day on the job she’d been forced into.

—How is it that you got a new mission and didn’t tell me? —came the voice.

Just as she expected.

Carmen.

—I was waiting for the perfect moment —she lied.

—Oh please, Yafre. It’s always the perfect moment to talk about our jobs—or anything else. That’s not an excuse.

—You’ve been really stressed with your latest assignment. I didn’t want to overwhelm you with mine. I’ll tell you everything when I get back—

She stopped.

She was supposed to stay at the Rivas mansion five days a week—and it was only the beginning of the week. She’d only go home to pick up a few essentials.

Carmen didn’t know that.

—What’s wrong? —her friend asked.

She had time.

She could tell her now.

But what would she say?

That she’d be spending five nights a week in the house of the man who had once driven her to the brink of swallowing a bottle of pills... and that her job was to make him fall in love with her?

At best, Carmen would leave work and come drag her out of there—scolding her like a child repeating the same mistake over and over.

Yafreisy swallowed.

—I have to go. It’s my first day, and I’m on the clock.

—You’re kidding me. Already? Where are you? Who’s the target this time?

—I’ll tell you later. I really have to go.

She hung up before Carmen could reply.

Then she leaned back against the trunk of a tree, a heavy weight settling in her chest.

She felt terrible for not telling her the truth.
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​Chapter 6: An Uncomfortable Ride
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—Seriously, Grandma? You couldn’t find anyone better than Miss Rodríguez? —Sebastián said.

Ángela sighed, not even bothering to lift her eyes from the newspaper.

—Yes, Sebastián. I already told you—she was the best candidate I interviewed. She speaks three languages and used to be a teacher. She’s highly experienced with children. What more do you want?

—Someone intelligent enough to speak respectfully to her superiors —he shot back, opening his desk drawer and pulling out the folder he had gone to the mansion to retrieve.

—Oh, for heaven’s sake, you sound like a child. That’s nonsense.

—Putting salt in coffee is nonsense. That’s disrespectful. But you know what? I won’t even have to complain—I doubt she’ll last.

—That sure of yourself? —This time, his grandmother did look up.

—Completely.

Just then, there was a knock at the door.

—Come in —Ángela said, returning her gaze to the paper.

Yafreisy stepped inside—and judging by the look on her face when she saw Sebastián, she clearly hadn’t expected him to be there.

He tilted his chin toward his grandmother.

—Is something wrong? —Ángela asked, removing her glasses and setting them atop her silver hair.

—Eimy’s schedule says I have to take her to singing lessons at four, but I don’t know exactly where we’re supposed to go —the nanny explained, slightly embarrassed.

—Miguel, our driver, knows all the addresses. Just tell him which class she has, and he’ll take you.

—Thank you, I’ll go find him.

—No need —Sebastián cut in, not lifting his gaze from the dark computer screen—. He’s out running an errand and won’t be back before five.

—So...? —Yafreisy began.

—You take them —Ángela suggested.

Thanks, Grandma.

—I have to get to the company. I only came for a few papers—I shouldn’t even be here —he tried to argue his way out.

—Drop them off and then go. You’re not seriously considering sending her in a taxi, are you?

He pressed his fingers to his temples.

She was right.

He couldn’t trust just anyone with Eimy—but he also couldn’t afford to be late for the meeting he had in an hour. This was exactly why he had hired Miguel in the first place.

—Fine. Send me the address. And you, Miss Rodríguez —he met her eyes—go get Eimy ready. I expect you both downstairs in ten minutes.

She nodded and left.

Sebastián shut his laptop, grabbed the papers, and headed for the door. He was just about to step out when his grandmother’s voice stopped him.

—I think you’re wrong. That nanny is different from all the others Eimy has had. You can tell just by looking at her—she’s not going anywhere.

He let out a dry, ironic chuckle and walked away.

Meanwhile, Yafreisy searched for the girl, wondering how it was
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