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YOU ARE A WOMAN, THAT is your superpower...

He finally told me he loves me, but is love enough to save the day? 

Because our lives are still chaotic. I still have an unhappy movie star coming after my business and me. 

And now someone has come forward saying he is my son’s biological father. 

Is it true, or is someone trying to cause even more trouble? 

And, most importantly, will we be able to get through this together? 
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Bree
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A HAND FALLING HEAVILY onto my face woke me up. I pushed it away just in time for a sharp pain in my side.

“Ouch!” 

I was very suddenly awake and trying to shift away from the tiny terrorist who had a foot jammed right up under my ribs. Except a solid presence kept me from moving too far. 

“You all right?” Drew mumbled in my ear, his breath warm against my neck, voice thick with sleep. 

“I thought I was done being kicked by Emmet when I gave birth. Now I’ve gotten kicked from the inside and the outside,” I muttered in a strained whisper, my neck craned as I looked at my son. The sleeping toddler was sprawled across Drew’s legs like a starfish, his blankie tangled around his small body, his foot still digging into my side. 

I felt more than heard Drew’s chuckle as a rumble against my back as he tucked his head against my neck, his lips finding the place his words had caressed. An involuntary shiver ran down my spine, and my gaze flicked to Emmet to make sure he was still asleep. 

When had the toddler crawled in bed with us? I had a vague memory of crying on the monitor and Drew murmuring he would get him overtook the fear. I must have fallen back asleep before Drew brought Emmet in to sleep with us. 

To sleep with us. 

With Drew and me. In bed. Together. 

The man who had started as my son’s nanny and had become so much more to both of us. 

If the kick hadn’t woken me up, that thought certainly did. I was entirely wide awake and aware of Drew still curled around me, his breath steady and even because he’d fallen back asleep. It was something just a day ago I hadn’t thought would ever happen again. From the moment the late-night host had welcomed Drew on the talk show’s stage, everything had changed. 

I had pushed Drew from my life, so terrified to lose him that I had ended our relationship when it had barely started, before it hurt too much. 

Except I hadn’t realized how entangled we already were—how much a part of my life, a part of me, Drew had become. And it had happened without conscious thought or effort. I hadn’t been looking for romance. In fact, I didn’t have time for romance, for anything beyond my beauty company, Glow Generation, and my son, Emmet. 

I had passed the point of no return with Drew—he had become so much a part of me his presence felt as natural as breathing. And when he wasn’t there, when I’d thought there was no future for us, when Drew had left after a terrible fight, I hadn’t been able to breathe. Not until I’d seen him across the bar as we both escaped parties at which we had no desire to be. Not until I had stood in front of him in his temporary apartment and let everything tumble out that I had been keeping in. 

Not until I was in his arms wrapped so tightly I would have happily suffocated had I been able to take a full breath laced with his Palo Santo and citrus scent. 

And then, facing blackmail for the fake marriage he had gone along with to save my reputation and my company’s future, Drew had walked out on that stage, in front of a live studio audience and millions of other viewers, and confessed our sins. And then he confessed his love, in words so beautiful my breath caught again, there for the world to witness. 

And now, here we were, in bed together like a real family, the night after everything had broken and come back together again—the son I’d wanted with the man I’d never imagined or expected. The man who had come into my life when I’d been desperate, a single mother running an empire, suddenly left with no childcare options. The man who had come into my life when I’d least expected it, when a relationship had never been part of the equation, and had turned my life upside down. 

I lay there for a long time as the day brightened behind the gauzy curtains, the room around us turning from the gray of pre-dawn to the colors of a soft morning. The muted trill of birdsong, Emmet’s soft baby snores, and the distant hum of a leaf blower completed the morning scene. 

Something flickered out of the corner of my eye—my phone, lighting up with a silent text. Careful not to disturb the bed’s other occupants, I reached for the device, wondering who was texting me so early on a Saturday morning. 

The screen flared to life again, glowing with a bright 7:02 and a list of missed calls and texts from my executive assistant, Addie. 

I almost groaned but held it back until I had slipped from the bed and the room to creep downstairs. What was wrong now?

Thanks to a bad-mannered diva of a starlet and bad decisions on our part, Glow Generation had been through hell and back. Anya Laurent had blown onto the scene for a marketing campaign just as my company was readying itself to launch globally, thanks to funding Drew had helped me secure with our fake marriage. But Anya, bent on chaos to take the attention off her bad behavior elsewhere, had run a smear campaign against us. Sales had plummeted, threatening not just our global launch but the multi-million dollar company I’d built with a cell phone, my chemistry degree, and the corner of my tiny studio apartment with the best lighting. 

Since then, we had been doing damage control, trying to weather the storm until a new story came along and people forgot about the drama enough for sales to climb again. 

Had Anya spread more lies? Did she file a countersuit to our defamation case against her? 

“Addie, what’s wrong?” I asked as soon as I heard her answer the phone. 

“What’s wrong is you didn’t warn me about what Drew was going to do last night.” My assistant was breathless. 

Oh no. Had Drew’s confession further compounded our problems? Were more customers jumping ship? If enough of them left, our investors were next.  

“I didn’t know Drew was going to do that, either. It was just as much a surprise for me,” I sighed, rubbing at my face as I sat on the bottom step. “How bad is the damage?”

“What damage?” Addie laughed. “Whatever magic he pulled with that sexy smile and boy-next-door charm worked. Sales are skyrocketing, and emails and calls keep coming in requesting interviews with the two of you. They started within twenty minutes of Drew’s segment.” 

It took me a second before I could say anything, and even then, it was an ineloquent “What?”

Addie laughed again. “It’s all over social media and the gossip sights—they’re hailing your love story as ‘the cutest ever’ and like something out of a book.” 

Sounds behind me resolved into voices—a baritone and a child’s bright treble. I turned as the two men in my life came into view, both still in their pajamas, hand in hand. They were both adorably tousled from sleep, Emmet was chattering, a run-on sentence of two-year-old babble, while Drew nodded along. 

His hazel eyes met mine through the upper story’s railing, his smile melting into a concerned frown as he saw me sitting on the steps, my phone to my ear.  

I tore my attention away from the two, pushing to my feet to make room for Drew and Emmet to pass on the stairs. 

“Mama!”

Emmet threw open his arms and wrapped them tightly around my leg for a hug before darting off toward the kitchen, yelling, “Pancakes, Dwew!” 

“Pancakes?” Drew asked, pausing to search my face. 

I nodded, thrown off balance by everything that had happened in the ten minutes I’d been awake. But Drew didn’t move immediately despite the repeated calls for pancakes echoing from the kitchen. 

“Everything okay?” he asked. 

“Fine.” I managed a small smile. 

Drew watched me for a moment more before bending to kiss me on the cheek. 

“I’m coming,” he called just as Emmet ran back into view before darting into the kitchen again. With a last look at me, Drew followed the toddler at a more sedate pace.

“Bree?” Addie asked again. 

“Hold off on anything until Monday. I need to sort through everything.” 

“Sure thing, captain, my captain.” I could hear the grin in Addie’s voice. “Enjoy your pancakes.” 

The call disconnected, and I climbed to my feet and followed Drew and Emmet’s path to the kitchen to help. 

Drew smiled when I came in, but I could see the concern in his eyes. 

“Everything’s fine,” I told him again, standing on my toes to kiss him. “It’s better than fine. Your speech last night stole everyone’s hearts. Sales are skyrocketing again, and everyone is clambering to interview us.” 

Drew’s expression went from surprise to reticent in a heartbeat, and I giggled. 

“I told Addie no interviews.” 

“Thank goodness,” Drew breathed. “One was enough for me.” 

“I’m going to miss it,” I said, remembering the interviews I’d done fondly. Most of them, anyway, minus one where the host had been visibly drunk and verbally attacked me, Glow Generation, and anything else he could think of. The clip was still shared widely across social media, thankfully in my favor. 

“Okay, well, any further interviews you can do.” Drew dragged the home-made pancake mix down from the cabinet, and I noticed he’d refilled it from the last time we’d used it. 

“I’m not planning on it,” I laughed and felt warm when he wrapped his arm around my shoulders and pulled me close to kiss the top of my head. 

As we cooked side by side, I didn’t fail to notice how normal, how natural, it all felt. Being out in the open with our relationship was beautiful, and I felt like I could finally breathe. 

The world knew Drew loved me and I loved him, and it was beautiful. 
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Bree
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MONDAY MORNING DAWNED bright, sunny, and cooler than it had been only a few weeks before. But autumn in Southern California was no guarantee that temperatures would soon plummet. Often, the Santa Ana winds would make September, October, and even November unbearably hot, windy, and dry. 

I had a distinct memory of being very pregnant with Emmet, ready to be done with it all, when a particularly nasty heat wave hit. I’d gone to the beach every day after work to escape the suffocating heat, where I would sit on a blanket under an umbrella and eat an ice cream cone. 

Maybe that was why my son loved the beach and ice cream so much. I’d done it every day until the day my water had broken and I’d gone into labor. 

I wondered if this year was scorching again if we could escape somewhere with an actual fall. Maybe Vermont or the Pacific Northwest. I’d never been able to travel, my presence too vital to everyday operations at Glow Gen to be anywhere but in the office. I’d even cut my maternity leave short and brought my infant son with me, pumping and nursing at my desk, before he’d been old enough to enter daycare. 

At least, that’s what I told myself. But as I readied myself and the company, my first baby, to transition to another CEO, I realized maybe I had been holding on too tightly for too long. I had assembled an amazing team of incredible women, from my executive team down to the scientists in the lab to the funny and impressive team who helped process orders for our warehouse. 

Our company moved forward because I was at the helm. But it ran smoothly and blossomed because of each person we had hired over the years. 

Standing in front of Drew in his borrowed apartment, heart still shattered from the implosion of our relationship, the realization had hit me that I hung on to everything too tightly, afraid to lose it. I was fearful of what would happen if I let go, let someone else help, if I didn’t have close charge over everyone and everything. I spiraled into an anxious mess whenever things felt out of control. And so, whatever I couldn’t control, whatever made me feel like I didn’t have control, I let go. And when I could hold on to something, I held on too tightly. 

It was time for me to pass the reins to someone else, to let someone else step up and steer the ship while I monitored the progress—the navigator to someone else’s captain. Wanting to love Drew meant opening myself up to the possibility of pain and chaos. But I’d also realized at that moment that he was worth it, that whatever possibilities the future held for us were worth stumbling into the unknown for. Emmet had been the only other person who had ever been worth that jump for me. And that step had shown me what was possible in other areas of my life. 

Glow Gen was my first love. My first baby. The result of a decade of unceasing work, and I still loved her with all my heart. But something had happened with Emmet that I hadn’t counted on—I had fallen more deeply in love with my child than I had my company. And as he’d grown, as I’d missed more and more of his milestones, as I’d spent more days leaving before he woke and returning after he’d gone to sleep, my carefully equalized life had tipped out of balance. 

It had never occurred to me such a change would happen—I thought things would always continue as they were. And in a way, they would. I wasn’t leaving Glow Gen. I would still be there often, working and advising my replacement as CEO. I would still be the owner, after all. 

But now I could be there for Emmet when and if he needed me. I could go to the beach on a random afternoon with him. I could swim with him, and put him to sleep, and savor slow mornings with him. I could take an actual vacation and see all those places I’d wanted to see and show Emmet but never had the time. I could keep one but have the other.

And I could have Drew. 

It was a frightening proposition, such an enormous change, so many huge unknowns, a relinquishing of my tight control. But I was also oddly excited for this next chapter in my life, even though I felt no different when I arrived at work. 

The office was humming along as always: busy, pleasant, bright. Only Addie and my executive board knew what was in the works, so I didn’t know what I had expected to be different. Perhaps I had expected myself to be different. 

That and Drew’s interview. No doubt everyone at the office knew about it by now, but no one said anything as I made my way to my office, only offered their usual smiles and hellos. 

Addie was in my office as soon as I had set down my bag, bustling in with her usual energy, her wealth of red hair gathered in a chic knot on top of her head. 

“Things are still going—it’s crazy, Bree. You have no idea how amazing that interview was for us—” 

I hadn’t even had my coffee and tried to keep up with Addie as she rattled off information about interviews, sales, social media, and influencers. 

“So what do you think?” 

When Addie had blown into my office, she had brought with her my usual triple-shot cappuccino. I held up a finger and downed half of it as she watched me expectantly, waiting for answers to her deluge of information and questions.

I put the cup down, sat behind my desk, and nodded for my assistant to continue. The caffeine hadn’t kicked in yet, but I knew it would soon. “Okay, go ahead.”  

Addie dropped into the seat across my desk. “Okay, so I don’t know how much you heard, but we need to take advantage of this. Maybe get you and Drew on a few more talk shows and podcasts—we’ve had some of the biggest ones clamoring for an interview—”

I put up my hand at the same time I shook my head, and Addie stopped abruptly, eyebrows drawing down in confusion. 

“Is that a no?” she asked. “That can’t be a no.” 

“It is a no.” I took a breath to collect myself because a part of me—a large part of me—was screaming to accept. The businesswoman in me wanted to ensure we rode this wave to the end. Badly. 

But the other part of me, the one who the media had burned, the one who had witnessed the customers and the paparazzi turning on us so quickly, was already backing away. And if I wanted to keep Drew and especially Emmet safe, that was exactly what I would have to do.

“I’m done, Addie. I’m done with the spotlight. When the deal goes through—” 

“If the deal goes through,” Addie said, truculent. She still held out hope I would change my mind and remain CEO. 

“When,” I corrected her gently. “When the deal goes through, someone else is going to step up and be the face of Glow Gen. I need to protect Emmet right now, and the best way I can do that is to disappear.” 

I met and held the redhead’s gaze, firm but understanding, and she finally sighed and looked down, hair flopping over her eyes and hiding her expression. But I didn’t need to see her face to know the emotion as her throat worked and her shoulders slumped. She had been with me since almost the beginning, my first employee ever, and Glow Gen would not be what it was now without her. More than that, Addie was also a friend.

I felt the same emotion welling inside me and had to swallow hard to shove it back down. The future held plenty of time to mourn change, but that time wasn’t now. 

“I’m not going anywhere right this second,” I said, offering a small smile when Addie met my eyes. “We still have to hire someone and make the full transition, which will take time. And I’ll always be here. It’s not like I’m selling the entire company. Just stepping back as CEO.” 

“Yeah,” Addie sniffed. “I bet you ten bucks you can’t stay away for more than a week.” 

I knew she was likely correct, and I laughed. 

“Anyway, tell people I’m not available for comment. Tell them I’m asking for privacy for my family and myself,” I replied, starting up my computer. I had a lot of work to do if this transition was going to go smoothly. Not to mention, the gears were still rolling for an international launch for Glow Gen. 

“Okay, fine.” Addie sighed dramatically as she stood. “But you’re depriving people of an epic romance.” 

I shrugged. “It’s my epic romance, and I’m okay with it staying that way. I’m sure the gossip rags will come up with a better and more exciting story than reality ever could, anyway.” 

“Suit yourself.” Addie shrugged, throwing a wave over her shoulder just as a blue sticky note on my desk caught my attention. 

“Addie, what’s this?” I asked, peeling it off the desktop to peer at the crabbed writing—it wasn’t Addie’s handwriting. And when she had a note, she either emailed, texted, or messaged me on the office’s internal messenger service. 

Addie recrossed the room and took the note from my hand, scrunching her eyes as she tried to decipher the message. Then her face cleared. 

“Oh, yeah. Someone called the office before I got here. Patty took the call and said she left the message on your desk.” 

“Can you read it?” I asked dubiously. I wasn’t sure anyone but Patty would be able to. Then again, the older woman could rarely read her own writing, so the message might just be lost to time. I hoped it wasn’t important. 

My assistant’s lips moved as she tried to figure out the words. “Okay, yeah. It says someone called this morning asking to speak with you. Something about being Bree Rhodes’ son’s donor.” 

She gasped at the same time I did, comprehension catching up with her reading. 

“Emmet’s donor?” she asked, eyes wide as she met my gaze. “He’s contacting you?” 

“That’s impossible.” I shook my head vehemently. “My information wouldn’t be made publicly available. The sperm bank promises complete anonymity. Very few people even know he comes from a donor.” 

“Unless someone hacked their computers?” 

At Addie’s suggestion, my stomach plummeted. 

“Addie. Will you call the—”

“I’ll call the sperm bank and the fertility specialist,” Addie finished before I could. “Make sure no one has tried to break into their systems.” 

“Thanks,” I called after her and tried to forget about the problem. 

But it wasn’t easy to banish, and the harder I tried, the harder it pushed back. With all the publicity on us lately, it was probably a prank call. Someone had taken a stab in the dark or guessed that I’d had a sperm donor when it came out that Drew was not Emmet’s biological father. Or his father at all yet. It was probably nothing at all. 

The thought did nothing to root the sinking feeling out from the pit of my stomach nor quiet the sudden twisting there. 

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 3

[image: ]


Drew

––––––––
[image: ]


“WHICH BOX DOES THIS go in?” 

I looked over my shoulder at James, who held up a hockey puck I’d kept for sentimental reasons. 

“Umm—” I looked at the handful of boxes and suitcases arrayed before us, the sum total of the objects I’d collected over my life. It was what I had moved into James’s apartment when my professional hockey career had ended. It was what I had moved out of James’s apartment and into Bree’s guest house when I’d taken the job as Emmet’s live-in nanny. It was what I had moved out of the guest house when Bree and I had broken up a relationship that hadn’t actually started in the first place. 

And now I was moving it back to Bree’s. Except instead of the guest house, I was moving into her home. Her mansion in Beverly Hills. 

For the first time in years, I felt like I was moving home. I felt like I was going home. For well over a decade, I had lived in dorms or an apartment I only saw between hockey games, first with UCLA and then on professional teams. I had been in and out of hospitals, my parents’ house, and friends’ apartments during multiple surgeries and months of physical therapy on the knee I’d blown out. I’d moved into James’s apartment when I got the job at Manny’s as a male nanny and then into Bree’s guest house. 

But deep down, I had a feeling that this was it. This was the last place I would move. Even if we didn’t end up staying in the mansion, wherever we were, I would be home with Bree and Emmet. 

“Just put it anywhere.” I shrugged. I wasn’t exactly being systematic about packing. I didn’t even know where it was going to go. An interior decorator had designed every inch of Bree’s house, and my stuff didn’t exactly fit the décor theme. 

James dropped the puck into a random box and moved on to the college textbooks I’d found room for on a shelf. 

“These?” James asked. 

Before I could answer, Emmet ran into the room, yelling at the top of his lungs. I thought something was wrong until I saw the dinosaurs clutched in his hands and knew “they” were “running” from the T-rex I could see at the other end of the hallway. 

“This is the last time we’re packing up your crap, right?” James asked, dumping the enormous textbooks into an old backpack unprompted, one after the other, until I thought the straps would break. 

I chucked a stack of papers into the trashcan and grinned at my buddy. “Last time. Promise.” 

“Good. Because I’m not doing it again.” James stuffed the last book into the backpack, then matched my grin with his own. “I’m happy for you, Drew.” 

“I’m glad to hear it because you didn’t seem happy when we started this thing.” 

James shook his head. “Like I said—I finally saw how you look at her and how she looks at you.” 

“We figured we might as well just jump in.” I shrugged. “We’ve been playing at house for long enough.” 

“You got that right.” James snorted his agreement. 

I watched Emmet throw himself onto the couch as only a toddler could, shouting, “Lava floor! Lava floor!” 

“So what are you going to do now?” 

Dragging my attention away from Emmet, I shrugged, knowing what James referring to. After a lifetime of avoiding it, I had joined my family’s company just like my father had expected of me. I’d done it to gain access to my inheritance from my mom to pay off the coworker who was trying to blackmail me by saying he’d go to the press with the real story of Bree and me. 

Except I’d beaten him to it by pulling some old strings and going on that talk show. The guy hadn’t seen a dime. Better yet, I’d called the cops on him and our employer had promptly fired him. 

But I was still stuck working for my dad at my family’s brokerage firm. I hadn’t, at least, had to move out of the city as I’d first feared, the inciting incident to my breakup with Bree. But I still hated every minute of it. I was not in any way made for a career as a broker, much less running the satellite branch in LA. It was a position I had not earned save for the luck of being born into my family.

My middle brother was temporarily in LA to act as my training wheels until I could run things independently. But it didn’t change the fact that I hated what I was doing. And, honestly, I wasn’t good at it either. I was good at playing hockey and teaching kids, especially the smallest ones. If I had a calling, I was exceedingly lucky to have found two.  

And watching Emmet play just made it that much more evident. I’d much rather stay with him and take him to the natural history museum, the beach, the park, or a music class than remain stuck in an office all day.  

“Keep going,” I sighed and heaved the backpack of books into my shoulder to take it out to my Jeep. I dragged my old hockey duffle with the red, blue, and white New York Rangers emblem onto the other shoulder. 

“You should start teaching Emmet to play hockey.” James indicated the duffle with a nod of his chin. “Or at least teach him to skate.” 

“Not a bad idea,” I acknowledged. “But first, I have to figure out who will care for him when Bree and I are at work. You know she won’t stay away from Glow Gen to
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