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Chapter One

 


Caleb Nanny knew he shouldn’t take the job.
He had plenty of men and women perfectly capable of being a nanny
for however long it took to train this woman.

Annie Wells—the woman who had walked into his office building less than
twenty minutes ago and asked if he had a nanny who could train her
to take care of her baby.

“I know it sounds crazy,” Annie said.

He held his hand up. “No, it doesn’t sound
crazy at all. You must understand we’re not the kind of
company that trains
people to take care of their own children.” He’d already noted the
lack of a wedding ring, so he didn’t know her story.

Annie opened her mouth, closed it, and
then glanced down at the child in her arms. “Er, she
… er … she isn’t my
child.”

Caleb tensed up. Was this woman about to
admit to kidnapping? He
went to discretely reach for his phone to call the police when she
lifted her head. “I’m her … she has no one. Her parents died and I
was down as next of kin, so she is mine now. I’ve not stolen her or
anything. I know how crazy that sounds.”

He relaxed. “No, it doesn’t sound
crazy.”

Annie laughed. “Trust me. If you heard the
whole story, you’d be thinking all of this is a little crazy.” She
licked her lips. “I … I always thought when I had a child, I’d know what to deal with, how
to handle this, but I just … it’s all a little … it’s just too
much. I don’t want to screw this up. I don’t have time to read all
the books.”

“Parenting is more than about the
books.”

“I know that. I’m willing to pay
for whatever help you can
provide.”

He wanted to tell her that she seemed to be doing more than okay.
She held the baby in her arms, securely if not lovingly, from what
he could see.

“It is rare for us to have a baby to
nanny,” Caleb said. “Depending on the customers, the position is either live-in
or—”

“Live-in,” Annie said. “I saw all the options on your website. I
know what you offer, and I would like a live-in nanny for perhaps
six weeks to three months, however long it takes to teach me how to
take care of a baby.”

He should tell her no. This
was wrong. He was attracted to
her, and that was very bad for business. But she looked
distressed.

There were plenty of nannies in his
company. He’d not been a nanny in a very long time. Ever
since he started up his
company, it had been a huge success, providing an abundance of
skilled and qualified nannies.

She looked so helpless and lost.

“I can start today,” Caleb said.

“Oh, thank you. Thank you so much.” Annie
got to her feet. She still held the child in her arms as she stepped toward him.

Vanilla. He couldn’t help but detect the subtle hint of her
perfume, and it was sweet, making his mouth water. He offered her a
smile, when all he wanted to do was press his face against her neck
and breathe her in. There would be plenty of time for
that.

“Here’s my address,” she said.

“I will bring all the relevant documents
over with me, and when you’re in a much more comfortable
environment, we can go through
them.

“Thank you. Thank you so much.”
She looked down at the baby in
her arms. “You hear that, Tara? He’s going to make sure I don’t
mess this up.”

“Her name’s Tara?”

“Yes.” She offered him a smile. “Thank
you.”

“Look, I can’t promise anything. Being a
nanny is not easy, nor is being a parent. I can only offer you the basics in taking care
of her.”

“That is more than fine.” She pressed her face against Tara’s and
he watched as she gave her a kiss on the cheek. “What happens
now?”

“I’ll gather all the relevant documents and meet you back at
your place, Miss Wells, and we can go through the finer points of
my employment.”

“Awesome. Okay. I will meet you back at my
place.” She grabbed the bag she’d put on the floor beside the
chair. “I really do appreciate this.”

He nodded. Moving around his desk,
he followed her to the door and
opened it for her. Escorting her all the way to the elevator, he
waited with her.

“You must think so badly of me, asking for
help.”

“Not at all.”

Annie turned toward him. “Seriously?”

“You’re asking for help because you want to
do the best possible job in raising her. That is not
something to think badly
of.”

She breathed out a sigh of relief.

“How long have you had her?” Caleb
asked.

She cringed. “Two days.”

He chuckled.

She started to talk but the elevator doors opened and she
stepped inside.

“Don’t worry, Miss Wells. I’ll help
you wherever
possible.”

“Annie,” she said.

“Pardon?”

“That’s my name. You can call me Annie.”

The elevator doors closed.

This was bad news.

Stepping away from the elevator, he made his way back to his
office and reached for his cell phone. He dialed the only man he
trusted, his best friend, Ryan.

“To what do I owe the pleasure?” Ryan
asked, on the first ring.

“I think I’ve just fucked up and made a
big mistake.”

“I find that hard to believe.”

Caleb snorted and then told him about his
encounter with Annie.

“What’s the big deal?” Ryan asked.
“So, a woman comes to
you for help. I admit it seems kind of crazy that she would ask for
help, but it’s a good thing. She doesn’t want to fuck the kid up,
like a lot of people do. Shouldn’t you be, like, happy about
that?”

“It’s not that. I’m attracted to this woman.”

“So? You’ve been attracted to women in the
past, and not acted on it.”

He rubbed at his temples.

“Remember, this is a job and attraction is good. It’s fine.
Was she attracted to you?”

“I have no idea. She was more concerned with the baby in her
arms.”

Ryan burst out laughing. “Already this woman
is right up your street.”

“This is not something to laugh about.”

“What? Come on. You can’t be pissed off,”
Ryan said. “You’ve denied yourself women, time and
time again. The first one comes
along, and sure, she’s about to be a client, but you’ve not been a
nanny in a long time, Caleb. You stopped, remember, and decided to
set up The Nanny in the first place, to bring all good respecting
nannies under one roof.”

“I know why I started my company.” Which
had started out as Mr. Nanny. He’d
been determined to cater to the male nannies in the world, but
then, he’d expanded to women as well.

So, his company was simply called The Nanny.

“Look, man, I’ve got to go,
but this doesn’t sound
like a bad thing. You’ve not dated anyone in a long time. Maybe
it’s time to put that little black book away and focus on the here
and now. Not every person out there is going to break your heart.
Some of them will enhance your life for a short time before passing
through and moving on. It’s time for you to heal. We’ll meet up for
drinks in a few days, okay?”

“Yeah, sure, no problem.”

He doubted he’d be ready for drinks for
some time. He didn’t say as much, but he placed his cell
phone back on his desk
once the call had ended. That wasn’t the support he wanted. He’d
wanted Ryan to tell him to stop being crazy, to get one of his
other nannies to handle the job, and to carry on with his
day.

Running a hand down his face, he tried to
clear the fog from his
mind. Glancing down at her address, he saw it was in a nice part of
town, not too far from where he lived. It was an apartment. A nice
one.

He was tempted to run her name through
an Internet search, but
decided against it. He wasn’t going to learn too much detail about
Annie Wells until he absolutely had to.

He stood up and called in his PA, Donald, and got to work giving
him the reigns of the place until he returned. He was only ever a
phone call away, and Donald was the best PA in the
company.

He arranged for all calls to be
transferred to his cell, but Donald was only to transfer the important calls he couldn’t
handle himself. There were not many meetings this week. He asked
Donald to reschedule the ones that were important. With everything
arranged for his company for the next couple of days, he grabbed
the paperwork, his bag, and headed off to Annie.

****

Annie wanted to write so badly. She was so
inspired, but each time she got to the computer, Tara always seemed to need
something—a diaper
change, some food, some attention. It would end in a couple of
hours of stress where Annie didn’t know what to do. Okay, so she’d
only been doing this for two days, but that was more than enough
chaos for her to know she needed help.

Lots of help.

Professional help.

The Nanny had been the first place to come
up on her search, and to her, that was like a sign as it also wasn’t too
far.

She sat on the sofa, while Tara was on the floor, looking
up at the mobile she had built.

“What am I going to do with you?” she asked.

None of her grandparents wanted her. She
had already called and asked. They wanted nothing to do with their
child’s baby. Their grandchild.

The truth was, this was hard work.

Tara’s parents had broken her heart
so long ago. Now she had their
baby to look after. Part of her thought she might hate Tara for who
she was, but she didn’t. The moment the baby had been placed in her
arms, she felt this overwhelming need to take care of her. To love
her. To make sure she never went without anything, which was
another reason why she had gone to The Nanny.

She couldn’t wait for Caleb to arrive. She
ran her fingers through her hair, and then looked back down at Tara. She had
scrunched her hands up, with one pressed against her mouth. Tara
was only six months old. Poor girl. Annie didn’t have a single
photo in the house of her parents. She had found one stashed inside
her baby bag, the only thing that had come with her.

“What am I going to do with you?” she
asked.

Tara shook her hand and
Annie laughed. She was
such a sweet baby. A terrible sleeper. A pro diaper filler and an
awesome eater.

When her apartment doorbell rang, she
breathed out a sigh of
relief. She had a feeling people didn’t spend their entire days
staring at a baby, no matter how cute it was.

There were still daily chores to do, and
she needed help to entertain Tara, to help her understand each cry,
and also just be a good parent. She checked the peephole to make
sure it was Caleb, and when she saw it was, she breathed a sigh of relief.

Opening the door, she smiled. “Thank you for
coming.”

He stepped through the doors, complete with
a briefcase and a suitcase.

“I would have been by sooner, but I had to
go and grab a few things.”

“I’ll show you to your room.”

Her apartment had two bedrooms, and Tara was sleeping in a crib
in Annie’s room. Once Caleb had taught her everything she needed to
know, she planned on setting up Tara’s room in the second bedroom.
She flicked on the light, and he stepped inside.

“You’ve got a nice place,” he said.

“Thank you. There’s not an en suite, I’m afraid. We’ll have to
share a bathroom.”

“That’s fine.”

She went to show him the bathroom, but
Tara started to whimper. “Excuse me.” She left him in the bedroom
and went toward Tara. Moving the mobile out of the way, she picked the baby up,
being sure to support her head, as she walked back toward
Caleb.

“Let’s take Caleb on the tour,” Annie said, pressing a kiss to
her cheek.

Annie showed him the rest of her apartment
and once she had given him the quick tour, they returned to the main sitting room. She
eased Tara back onto her play mat, and put the toy back over
her.

“Are you okay?” Caleb asked.

“Me, okay? No, not really. I’m just … this is all new, you
know. So very new.” She laughed. “I don’t know if her parents did
this because they thought it was a good joke, they were just being
cruel, or if it was because I was the only one they could think of
that they trusted with their baby.”

“There’s a story there,” Caleb said.

She snorted. “Oh, yeah,
there is a story, but
that doesn’t matter. Tara’s my responsibility. I need to know that
I can still work and take care of a baby, or do you just recommend
I hire you full time?”

She was only partly joking.

“First of all, I think what you need to do
is relax. You’re rather
tense. Now, there are several ways of approaching the care of a
baby. Some of them not quite popular, others are. It depends on how
you want to handle them. We’ll go through them all, and see which
one suits you. What do you want out of this?” Caleb
asked.

Annie blew out a breath. “I want to know how
to take care of her. I want to know I’m not going to mess up. Also,
I need to keep on working, you know.”

“Sure, where do you work? What’s your schedule?” Caleb asked,
pulling out a notebook.

“I work here,” Annie said. “I’m, er, I’m an
author, so I work here. I can keep to my own schedule, but in the
past two days, I’ve done nothing. Three, if you count today.”

“You’re an author.”

She nodded. She often tried to avoid these kinds of questions
as they never seemed to end well with her. Men didn’t like what she
wrote, or they did and wanted her to show them how good she was in
bed. It hadn’t been the best experience for her on the dating
front, which is why she never led with what she did for a
living.

“Do you think you can help me?” Annie
asked.

“Of course I can help, but I also believe
the reason she was crying is that she needs a diaper
change.”

“I don’t smell anything,” Annie said.

“You can see how much the diaper has
swelled. Not everything needs a number two.”

She couldn’t help but laugh. She was so
bad at this. There was no way she was going to tell him that there
was a time she wanted to have kids and a family of her own. He’d probably find some way
to ban her from ever having kids.

Picking Tara up, she carried her over to the small dining room
table that she’d also set up as a diaper-changing station. She no
longer ate at the table. Food was eaten while sitting on the sofa,
watching television if she got the chance, or listening for Tara to
scream.

Again, only two days, but enough.

She eased Tara down,
opened up her onesie,
and tickled her belly.

Caleb had stood but stayed back at
the head of the table as
she changed her diaper. Once she was done, she wiped her hands on a
sanitized hand wipe, wrapped up the soiled diaper, and disposed of
it in her trash bin. This was something she’d been able to
do.

Lifting Tara up in her arms, she
held her
tightly.

“Can I give you my honest opinion?” Caleb
asked.

“Of course. I would appreciate it.”

“I don’t think you need a nanny or any
guidance. A new baby can
be tiring and exhausting. Life changes, as expected. You’re
responsible for a baby.”

“So, all of this is normal? Me not being able to write or do
anything but sit and watch her all day?”

“Yes. It’s all new and you both need to develop a routine
together. It will work out, I promise you.”

“Good, but I still want you to help me,”
Annie said. “Please, I
will pay double whatever your going rate is.”

She needed to know she was doing this
right and the only way
to do that was to get advice from the professionals. Also, he’d
seen her change the diaper, not anything else. Tara also seemed to
be behaving really well. Was she just being a little
manic?

Babies didn’t come with guidebooks.
Technically, now the
libraries were full of them, but she remembered her own mother
constantly stating that she didn’t have a book to help her. How she
had to do everything on her own. Her mother had passed away a
couple of years ago, which was why Annie was now on her
own.

She loved her mother. She was also the only
parent she’d ever known. Her father had abandoned them when she was
young, because he didn’t want to be a dad.

“I’m going to help, Annie, but I honestly
think you’re more than capable of handling this.”

It was nice to know he thought that, especially as he was a
total stranger, but the truth was, she didn’t think she could do
this.
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