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There is a story that begins in a corner office on a Tuesday afternoon.

A terrified junior analyst walks through a door, her navy suit pressed, her hair carefully arranged, and her heart pounding with the desire to prove something. She meets a man who is everything she expected and nothing like what she imagined—authoritative but kind, demanding but fair, someone who sees her completely and holds her to a standard she isn’t sure she can meet.

This is not a story about love at first sight.

This is a story about something deeper and more real—about two people who see each other clearly, who challenge each other, who navigate impossible obstacles, and who, ultimately, choose each other. Again and again. For decades.

In a culture that has taught us to believe in soul mates and effortless connections, this story offers something radically different. It offers the model of partnership as work. Not the kind of work that feels like burden, but the kind of work that feels like building something real.

It offers the belief that love is not something that happens to you, but something you choose. Daily. Intentionally. With presence and communication and commitment.

This novel traces nearly forty years of Emma and Dan’s life together. From that first nervous day in the corner office, through the navigation of professional power dynamics and personal desire, through the building of careers and families, through illness and loss, and finally through the realization that the life they built together has become eternal—immortalized in the hearts of everyone who reads their story.

But this is not just their story.

This is a story for anyone who has ever wondered if it was possible to have both. Both ambition and presence. Both a career that matters and a relationship that sustains. Both professional success and personal fulfillment.

The answer, Emma and Dan demonstrate, is yes. But it requires intention. It requires communication. It requires a willingness to make choices that honor what you actually value, rather than what you think you should value.

It requires, above all, the daily choice to show up.

In these pages, you will find no grand gestures, no dramatic moments where everything changes in an instant. What you will find is something more powerful: the quiet revolution of two people building something real. Two people who navigate obstacles that would have stopped many others. Two people who love each other not despite their complications, but because they learned to see those complications as opportunities for deeper connection.

You will find a woman learning that success doesn’t have to look like what she thought it should. A man learning that achievement isn’t what actually matters. A partnership deepening through the years, not dimming. Children learning by example what authentic love look like. A legacy that continues to ripple outward, touching lives in ways that cannot be fully measured.

This is a story about the power of intentional living.

It is a story about what happens when two people decide that their love is worth doing the work for.

It is a story about partnership in its most authentic form—not perfect, not effortless, but real, and lasting, and ultimately transformative.

And it is a story that, I believe, the world needs right now.

In a time when relationships feel disposable and partnerships seem to require choosing between ambition and presence, Emma and Dan’s story stands as proof that another way is possible. That love can last. That partnership can work. That a good life is achievable if you’re willing to build it intentionally.

My hope is that as you read this novel, you will find yourself in these pages. You will see your own desires and fears reflected in Emma’s early days. You will understand Dan’s choice to prioritize what matters. You will believe, as they came to believe, that a beautiful, integrated life is possible.

And perhaps most importantly, you will feel permission—permission to make choices based on what actually matters to you, rather than what you think should matter. Permission to build a partnership based on intention and presence. Permission to show up fully for the people you love, and to demand that they show up fully for you.

This is the invitation that Emma and Dan extend through their story.

This is the revolution they lived.

And this is the hope they offer: that love, when built intentionally and lived authentically, never dies. It evolves. It transforms. It continues.

It becomes eternal.

​
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Chapter 1: The Corner Office
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The elevator climbed to the forty-second floor with an almost imperceptible hum. Emma Fischer gripped her new leather portfolio a little tighter, trying to calm the nervous flutter in her stomach. Her reflection in the polished steel doors showed a woman in a navy blazer and carefully pressed black trousers—professional, composed, nothing like the tangle of anxiety churning beneath.

She’d practiced her introduction in the mirror that morning. Not too eager, not too reserved. She’d rehearsed walking into the office building at 7:45 AM—early enough to seem dedicated, not so early that she’d look desperate. The Los Angeles skyline had been beautiful that morning, the sun rising over the downtown buildings with that particular golden hue that made the city look almost manageable.

But now, standing in this elevator, Emma wasn’t feeling particularly composed.

“First day?” a voice said behind her.

She turned to find an older woman in professional attire, holding a coffee cup with the company logo. Emma hadn’t even heard her enter.

“That obvious?” Emma managed a small smile.

The woman nodded kindly. “You’ve got that look. Don’t worry, Caldwell Financial isn’t as intimidating as it seems. Well, most of it isn’t, anyway.”

“What do you mean, ‘most of it’?” Emma asked, though she had a feeling she knew the answer.

“You’ll understand soon enough.” The woman pressed a button as the elevator dinged softly. “Good luck on your first day.”

Before Emma could ask what she meant, the woman stepped out on the thirty-eighth floor, leaving her alone again.

The elevator continued climbing.

When the doors opened on the forty-second floor, Emma stepped into a different world. The office was all floor-to-ceiling windows and modern minimalism—sleek gray furniture, glass walls, polished concrete floors. The Los Angeles landscape sprawled beneath them, the city’s towers and sprawl compressed into a surreal topography. On a clear day like today, you could almost see the ocean.

A young woman at the main desk looked up, her perfectly manicured nails clicking against her keyboard. “Welcome to Caldwell Financial. You must be Emma Fischer?”

“Yes, that’s me,” Emma said, walking toward the desk.

“I’m Sandra. HR sent over your onboarding materials. You’re assigned to the Capital Markets team under...” Sandra paused, consulting her computer. Then she looked up with an expression that seemed almost sympathetic. “Under Dan Caldwell.”

Emma’s stomach did a small flip. Dan Caldwell. The Dan Caldwell. She’d done her research before accepting the position—everyone did. Caldwell Financial’s Vice President of Capital Markets was, by all accounts, a brilliant but notoriously demanding executive. The reviews on Glassdoor had been mixed at best: “genius,” “visionary,” and “absolutely unforgiving” seemed to be the recurring themes.

“He’s expecting you,” Sandra continued, standing up. “His office is down this corridor. Last door on the left.”

“The corner office,” Emma murmured.

“The corner office,” Sandra confirmed.

Emma’s heels clicked softly against the concrete as she walked down the corridor, passing smaller offices and glass-walled meeting rooms where early arrivals were already settling in. Through the windows, she could see people setting up their days—arranging coffee cups, opening laptops, preparing for whatever financial challenges awaited them.

The corner office was impossible to miss.

It occupied the entire corner of the building, floor-to-ceiling windows on two sides framing the city like a panoramic painting. The interior was all clean lines and deliberately sparse furniture—a large desk made of dark wood, a leather chair that looked expensive, and a small seating area with two charcoal-gray armchairs facing each other across a glass table. No personal photos, no motivational posters, nothing that suggested a human being actually worked here.

The man behind the desk was another matter entirely.

Dan Caldwell was older than she expected—mid-forties, probably, with dark hair that had just enough gray at the temples to make him look distinguished rather than aging. He was tall, even sitting down, with the kind of broad shoulders that suggested he did something athletic in his spare time. He wore a white dress shirt with the sleeves rolled to his elbows and a navy tie that matched his eyes.

Those eyes looked up from the document he was reviewing, and Emma felt something like a physical jolt.

They were sharp, assessing, and completely devoid of warmth. For a moment, Dan didn’t say anything, just studied her with an intensity that made her acutely aware of every detail of her appearance—the slight tremor in her hands, the careful curl of her hair, the outfit she’d spent three days deliberating over.

“Emma Fischer,” he said finally. His voice was low and authoritative, the kind of voice that made you want to sit up straighter. “Welcome to my team.”

“Thank you, Mr. Caldwell,” Emma said, stepping into the office. She’d decided during the elevator ride that she wouldn’t offer her hand unless he did. In interviews, she’d learned that sometimes the power play knew when not to assert one. “I’m excited to be here.”

He didn’t move. “You graduated from UCLA with a degree in Finance and worked at Henderson Capital for two years as a junior analyst. Your supervisor noted that you have strong quantitative skills but tend to be too cautious in your recommendations.”

Emma blinked. She hadn’t mentioned Henderson Capital in her application, and she certainly hadn’t provided references yet. The fact that he’d already dug into her background before she even walked into his office was both impressive and somewhat unsettling.

“I prefer to call it thorough,” Emma said carefully. “I don’t make recommendations without understanding all the variables.”

“Good.” He returned his attention to his document. “That will be an asset here. Caldwell Financial specializes in capital markets strategy, which means we make decisions that affect millions of dollars and hundreds of people’s livelihoods. There’s no room for guessing.”

“I understand.”

“Do you?” He looked at her again, and this time there was something almost curious in his expression. “You understand that if you make a mistake here, it won’t just be noted in your employee file. It will have consequences. Real, material consequences.”

Emma met his gaze. “Then I won’t make mistakes.”

For just a moment—barely a second—something flickered across his face. Was it respect? Amusement? Before she could identify it, his expression had shuttered again, returning to that cool, professional distance.

“Sandra will show you to your desk. Your first project will be on my desk by tomorrow at six PM. It’s a preliminary analysis of the Richardson merger. The due diligence team gathered the financial statements and background information—your job is to identify potential red flags. Nothing more, nothing less.”

“I’ll have it ready,” Emma said.

“If you have questions, my assistant Marcus has my schedule. He can find you a time to meet if you need clarification on the scope.” He paused. “Though I’d prefer you didn’t need clarification.”

Emma nodded, understanding the dismissal for what it was. She turned toward the door, and then hesitated. She wasn’t sure why she did it—it wasn’t the smart play, probably wasn’t strategic at all. But she turned back.

“I won’t disappoint you, Mr. Caldwell.”

He looked up from his document again, and she could have sworn she saw the corner of his mouth twitch upward.

“I suppose we’ll see about that, Emma Fischer,” he said, and something in the way he said her name—the slight emphasis on each word, as if he was committing it to memory—sent a small shiver down her spine.

She left his office, pulling the glass door shut behind her softly. Her hands were shaking slightly as she made her way back to Sandra’s desk, but this time, it wasn’t entirely from nervousness.

The rest of that first day passed in a blur. Sandra showed her to her desk—a small, neat workspace on the open floor of the Capital Markets section, separated from others by low dividers that meant privacy was theoretical at best. Her coworkers greeted her with the polite indifference of people who had seen junior analysts come and go many times before. One woman, slightly older than Emma with kind eyes, introduced herself as Rachel.

“Don’t worry,” Rachel said, perching on the corner of Emma’s desk. “Dan seems scary at first, but he’s actually fair. Difficult, yes. Demanding, absolutely. But if you do good work, he’ll respect you. That matters more than being liked.”

“How long have you been here?” Emma asked, already opening her email to see the extensive materials that had been sent for the Richardson project.

“Three years. I’ve survived two reorganizations and a market crash. Thought about leaving a few times, but honestly?” Rachel shrugged. “There’s nowhere else I’d rather work. This place challenges you.”

Emma spent the rest of the day drowning her in documents. The Richardson merger was complex—a mid-sized tech firm being acquired by a larger conglomerate. There were financial statements, market analyses, background on both companies’ management teams, industry reports. She read through everything methodically, making notes in a leather notebook, flagging potential concerns.

By six PM, when most of the office had cleared out, Emma was still at her desk, three empty coffee cups accumulating beside her keyboard. She’d identified several red flags: some concerning debt ratios, a change in auditors that should be investigated, and a significant client dependency that could pose integration challenges.

She put together a preliminary report, careful and thorough but not overreaching. She didn’t speculate beyond what the data showed. She noted what needed further investigation. She was precise.

At 7:15 PM, she walked to the corner office and knocked on the glass door. Through the floor-to-ceiling windows, the city lights were beginning to twinkle as evening settled over Los Angeles.

“Come in,” Dan’s voice called.

She entered and placed the report on his desk, careful not to disturb anything else on its pristine surface.

He glanced at it, then at her. “It’s only been one day.”

“You wanted it by six PM,” Emma said. “I finished early.”

“Did you rush it?”

“No. I analyzed the materials thoroughly and compiled my findings.”

He picked up the report and paged through it, his expression giving nothing away. Emma stood there, trying not to fidget, acutely aware that he was still wearing the same clothes from that morning—the white shirt and navy tie—and that there was something subtly different about him outside the formality of sitting behind his desk.

Finally, he looked up. “This is good work.”

Relief flooded through her, though she tried not to let it show.

“There are some interesting points here I hadn’t considered,” he continued, setting the report down. “The client dependency issue particularly. Good instinct flagging that.”

“Thank you, Mr. Caldwell.”

“You should go home,” he said, and she realized how late it was, how dark the office had become. “Get some rest. Tomorrow you’ll start on the second phase—deeper dive into those red flags.”

“I will,” Emma said. She turned toward the door.

“Emma,” he said, and she turned back. “Well done on your first day.”

Something about the way he said it—genuinely, without the edge of criticism that had characterized most of their interaction—made her smile involuntarily.

“Thank you.”

She left his office with her heart beating a little faster than it should have been. As she walked to the elevator, she caught her reflection in the dark windows of the office buildings around her. You could almost see the ocean from here, she thought. Almost.

Back home in her small apartment in Santa Monica, Emma made herself dinner and reviewed the Richardson merger analysis one more time, already thinking about what the second phase should encompass. But as she lay in bed that night, staring at her ceiling, what kept playing through her mind wasn’t the merger.

It was the moment when Dan Caldwell had looked at her with something almost like interest in his eyes.

It was the way he’d said her name.

It was the brief, barely-there smile when she’d turned back in his doorway to promise she wouldn’t disappoint him.

Emma Fischer had been at Caldwell Financial for exactly nine hours, and she already knew that working for Dan Caldwell was going to be the most challenging—and possibly most dangerous—decision of her career.

She just didn’t know yet how right she was.
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Chapter 2: The First Week
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By Wednesday, Emma had learned that the Caldwell Financial office had its own rhythm, its own unspoken rules that took observation to understand.

People arrived between 7:30 and 8:00 AM. The market opened at 6:30 AM on the East Coast, so by the time the Los Angeles office was fully staffed, the traders and analysts back in New York had already been working for hours. The morning meetings were tense, rapid-fire affairs where information was exchanged in clipped sentences and market movements were dissected with surgical precision.

Dan’s office light was always on before 7:00 AM.

Emma had discovered this by accident on Tuesday when she’d arrived early to go over the next batch of materials for the Richardson merger. She’d walked past the corner office and seen him there, silhouetted against the city lights, reading documents with a cup of coffee cradled in one hand. He’d glanced up as she passed, nodded briefly, and returned to his work.

She’d been arriving earlier ever since.

By Wednesday morning, Emma had completed the deeper dive on the Richardson merger’s red flags. She’d analyzed the client dependency issue Dan had noted, cross-referenced it with historical integration failures in similar mergers, and compiled a comprehensive report on mitigation strategies. She’d also identified two additional concerns: a key employee retention risk and some questionable accounting practices that warranted further investigation.

She knew it was good work. She also knew that good work at Caldwell Financial didn’t guarantee anything except perhaps a slightly less frigid response from her boss.

“You’re here early,” Rachel said, appearing beside Emma’s desk with two cups of coffee. She handed one to Emma. “You’re going to burn out before your first month is finished if you keep this up.”

“I want to make sure the work is solid,” Emma said, accepting the coffee gratefully. It was better than the break room swill she’d been drinking.

“You’re trying to impress Dan,” Rachel corrected, settling into the visitor’s chair beside Emma’s desk. “Which, okay, I get it. But here’s what I’ve learned in three years: he notices good work whether you deliver it at six PM or eight PM. He notices bad work whenever it arrives. The people who last here are the ones who do good work and then actually have lives outside the office.”

“Is that a not-so-subtle hint that I should go home?” Emma asked, though she was smiling.

“More like a friendly suggestion from someone who watched the last junior analyst work seventy-hour weeks and still get passed over for promotion because Dan decided she lacked judgment.” Rachel sipped her own coffee. “There’s a difference between being dedicated and being desperate.”

Before Emma could respond, her computer pinged. An email from Dan’s assistant Marcus: “Dan would like to see you at 8:30 AM.”

Emma’s stomach did a small flip. “Oh God, what did I do?”

“Probably nothing,” Rachel said, reading over her shoulder. “Dan doesn’t call people into his office when he’s angry. He just... addresses it in meetings or via email. When he calls you in, it usually means he wants to discuss something substantive.”

“That’s not comforting,” Emma said, but Rachel was already standing up.

“Good luck. You’ll be fine.”

At 8:25 AM, Emma made her way to the corner office. She’d changed her shirt twice that morning—once because she spilled coffee on the first one and a second time because she was just being ridiculous. She’d settled on a cream-colored blouse with a navy cardigan, professional but not trying too hard.

Dan was on the phone when she arrived, but he waved her in. She sat in one of the gray armchairs across from his desk, trying to look composed while internally cataloging all the ways this conversation could go wrong.

“I’ll call you back,” Dan said into his phone, not unkindly. He ended the call and set the phone on his desk. “Emma. Thank you for coming in.”

“Of course,” she said. “Your assistant said you wanted to see me.”

“I wanted to discuss your work on the Richardson analysis.” He opened a folder on his desk—her report. “I’ve reviewed your deeper dive, and it’s thorough. More than thorough. Your identification of the accounting practice issues, in particular, is something our due diligence team missed on their first pass.”

Emma wasn’t sure if she was supposed to respond or just accept the compliment.

“The concern about key employee retention is also valid,” he continued. “Which is why I’m assigning you to lead the second phase of the analysis? You’ll be working directly with the due diligence team to investigate those accounting issues further and develop a retention strategy for critical personnel.”

Emma blinked. “Lead the second phase? As in, I’m making the decisions?”

“You’re making recommendations, which the due diligence team will evaluate and either accept or challenge,” Dan said. “You’ll report directly to me. Weekly check-ins, starting Monday. I’ll want your preliminary findings by then.”

“I... yes. Absolutely. Thank you,” Emma said.

“Don’t thank me for giving you more work,” Dan said, and there was something almost like amusement in his eyes. “You should be thanking me when I don’t give you more work. Or, alternatively, you can thank me by doing excellent work on the merger analysis.”

“I’ll do my best,” Emma promised.

“Your best has been adequate so far,” Dan said which was perhaps the closest thing to high praise she’d received from him. “Try to maintain that standard.”

Emma left the office feeling like she’d just been awarded a medal and demoted simultaneously. Rachel intercepted her as she returned to her desk.

“Well? What happened?”

“I’m leading the second phase of the Richardson analysis,” Emma said, still slightly stunned.

Rachel’s eyebrows shot up. “The due diligence phase? Emma, that’s huge. That’s usually a role for someone with at least a year of experience, and you’re three days in.”

“He said it was because my work identified things the due diligence team missed,” Emma said.

“He’s giving you responsibility because he thinks you can handle it,” Rachel corrected. “That’s... actually the highest compliment Dan can give. I’ve never seen him delegate a lead role to someone so junior before. You must have made quite an impression.”

The rest of the day was a blur of emails and meetings. Emma met with the due diligence team, which consisted of three senior analysts and one manager who looked skeptical when Dan introduced her as the lead for this phase. But when she walked them through her analysis—the specific accounting entries that seemed questionable, the patterns she’d identified, the areas where she thought they should focus their investigation—something shifted.

By the end of the meeting, the skeptical manager was asking her questions about methodology rather than authority.

By Friday, Emma had interviewed three of Richardson’s key executives via phone and compiled a preliminary retention strategy. She was operating on about six hours of sleep a night and more coffee than was probably healthy, but she was also producing work that felt important, that felt like it mattered.

Friday afternoon, Dan called her into his office again.

“You’ve had a productive week,” he said without preamble. He was reading her preliminary retention strategy report. “This is solid work. The recommendations are practical and implementable.”

“Thank you,” Emma said.

“The interview notes with the Richardson executives are particularly good. You have a talent for asking the right questions to understand what actually motivates people to stay or leave.” He looked up from the report. “That’s a skill you can’t teach.”

“Thank you,” Emma repeated, because she wasn’t sure what else to say.

“You’re working too much,” he said then, which was not what she expected. “Marcus tells me you’ve been here past eight PM every night this week.”

“There’s a lot to do,” Emma said, surprised that his assistant would mention her schedule.

“There’s always a lot to do,” Dan said. “That doesn’t change the fact that you’re burning yourself out in your first week. You won’t last here—or anywhere—if you work like that. Even brilliant work comes at the cost of burnout eventually.”

“I thought dedication was important to you,” Emma said, and immediately regretted it. That had come out with more edge than she’d intended.

Dan set down the report. “Dedication is important. Self-destruction is not. There’s a difference between being committed to your work and being unable to maintain boundaries. The people I value most are the ones who understand that difference.”

Emma sat with that for a moment. “Okay,” she said finally. “I’ll try to leave earlier.”

“Tomorrow, the office closes at four PM,” Dan said. “Market’s closed for New Year’s, so the east coast office is closed, and we’re skeletal here as well. Go home. Rest. Come back Monday refreshed.”

“But the—”

“The due diligence investigation will still be there on Monday,” Dan said flatly. “And you’ll do better work on it if you’ve had actual rest.”

There was no point arguing with him. Emma had learned that much in four days. She gathered her things and left the office at four, feeling oddly guilty about it. The building was emptying out, people heading home to their weekend plans. She drove back to Santa Monica as the sun was setting over the Pacific, watching the sky turn shades of orange and pink that reminded her why she’d moved to California in the first place.

That night, she called her mother in San Diego.

“How’s the job?” her mom asked.

“It’s intense,” Emma said, curling up on her couch with a glass of wine. “My boss is... he’s difficult. Demanding. But he gave me a significant project lead on my third day, which is apparently unusual.”

“Is he nice?” her mother asked which such a mom question was that Emma had to smile.

“He’s not unkind,” Emma said carefully. “He’s just very professional. Focused on work. I don’t know anything about his personal life.”

“Well, that will probably stay that way if he’s your boss,” her mother said wisely. “Professional boundaries are important.”

“Right,” Emma agreed, though she was thinking about the moment this morning when Dan had noticed she’d arrived early and how his acknowledgment—just that brief nod—had made her feel seen in a way she couldn’t quite explain.

Over the weekend, Emma actually rested. She went to the beach, she had dinner with a friend from her previous job, and she slept for twelve hours on Sunday. By Monday morning, she felt like a new person.

The office was busier on Monday, the market back to normal, the energy shifted back to the frenetic pace that characterized Caldwell Financial. Emma made her way to Dan’s office at the appointed time for their first weekly check-in.

He was on a call but gestured for her to sit. She waited, reviewing her preliminary findings on her tablet, while he finished his conversation. Whatever was being discussed was serious—she could see the tension in his jaw, the way his hand clenched slightly as he listened.

“We’ll address that on our call with New York at three,” he said finally. “Yes, I understand the concern. I’ll have recommendations by then.”

He hung up and turned his attention to her. “Sorry about that. Market volatility in Asia created some unexpected exposure. Nothing that will affect your project, but it’s consuming more of my attention this week than ideal.”

“Should I come back at a better time?” Emma offered.

“No. This is the time we blocked off, and I value consistency.” He gestured at her tablet. “What do you have?”

Emma walked him through her preliminary findings. The due diligence team had uncovered some concerning patterns in Richardson’s accounting practices—nothing that rose to the level of fraud, but enough to require significant investigation. She’d already identified three areas where they needed to go deeper, and she’d outlined a timeline for the investigation.

On the retention strategy, she’d learned that two of the company’s four key technical experts had expressed concerns about the acquisition. She recommended a targeted retention approach: clear communication about the integration plan, guaranteed roles in the combined company, and a bonus structure tied to successful integration milestones.

Dan listened without interrupting, asking occasional clarifying questions. When she finished, he leaned back in his chair.

“This is good work,” he said. “Better than good. You’re thinking about this at a strategic level—not just identifying problems but anticipating how solutions might create new problems. That’s a more mature perspective than I expected from someone two weeks into their first role.”

“Thank you,” Emma said.

“I want you to present this to the full due diligence team tomorrow at nine,” he continued. “Not just the findings, but your recommendations and the reasoning behind them. There may be pushback. Are you prepared to defend your analysis?”

“I think so,” Emma said.

“You should be certain,” Dan said. “Confidence matters in these situations. People respond to certainty. If you seem uncertain, they’ll tear your recommendations apart regardless of how solid they actually are.”

“Then yes,” Emma said, more firmly. “I’m prepared.”

Something shifted in his expression—approval, perhaps, or recognition of the change in her tone. “Good. I’ll be there, but you’re running the meeting. This is your project now.”

As Emma stood to leave, Dan said, “You look better. You actually slept this weekend, didn’t you?”

She was surprised he’d noticed. “Yes. You were right that I needed it.”

“I’m usually right,” he said, and this time there was definitely something almost playful in his tone. “It’s one of my more irritating qualities, I’m told.”

Emma found herself smiling. “Rachel did mention something about you being difficult.”

“Rachel talks too much,” Dan said, but he said it without heat. “Still, she’s right. I am difficult. But I’m difficult because I expect excellence, and I believe everyone who works here is capable of providing it. The ones who last are the ones who understand that my high standards aren’t personal—they’re professional.”

“I understand,” Emma said.

“Do you?” he asked, and there was something in his eyes that suggested he was asking about more than just work standards. “Because there’s a difference between understanding intellectually and understanding in a way that changes how you approach your job.”

“I’m starting to learn the difference,” Emma said carefully.

Dan nodded. “Good. I’ll see you at tomorrow are
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