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​Chapter 1 — New Mission 
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—You have a new job —Paola announced, handing a file to Yafreisy.

—So soon? I only finished with my last victim just two days ago. I need to recover from the breakup —she said, amused.

—You weren’t very cruel this time, were you?

—Just a little —she replied, gesturing with her index finger and thumb— anyway, I think he deserved the worst treatment. The guy cheated on his wife with his assistant and now he was planning to turn me into his lover to cheat on his new partner who, oh surprise, is the assistant.

She leaned her back against the backrest of the chair.

—I wouldn’t spend a single cent to “teach” someone like him a lesson. It would just be a waste of money —she concluded.

—For them it would be a waste of money, but for us it would be a profit —Paola smiled as she said it and also leaned back—. Besides, you can’t deny you like being sent to work with people like that. Bad men are your specialty.

Yafreisy smiled.

Her job basically consisted of breaking hearts. Hurt people who wanted to get revenge on someone would look for the Los Rompecorazones website, send the information of the victim they wanted to be led on, and Paola would take care of sending whoever she thought was the most suitable from the whole team for that job.

It wasn’t that Yafreisy liked what she did, but there were people who, just to make someone else suffer, were capable of paying incredibly high sums of money and, consequently, she had a good salary.

—Well, what can I tell you. Someone like that inspired me to get into this business.

She opened the folder she held in her hands and, upon seeing the personal information and the photo inside, she froze.

Sebastián Rivas Rosario.

Famous businessman.

Single father.

One of the richest men in the Dominican Republic.

—It’s a special request —Carmen said— and they’ll pay a lot of money if you complete the job, which I know you will because you’re the best heartbreaker there is.

Yafreisy wasn’t there. Her mind had traveled to the past, and at that moment dozens of images per second ran through her head. Images that, although she had never forgotten, she had never bothered to recall with such vivid detail.

—I can’t —she said, dropping the folder— you can send me with anyone, but not this man. Carmen or the other girls will surely be delighted to work with him.

She knew Sebastián very little, but even so he was one of the people who had hurt her the most in her life, and he could still hurt her much more. She couldn’t stand before him with plans to make him fall in love as if nothing had happened because, besides the fact that it wouldn’t work, she could end up in jail.

Her boss straightened up again in her seat and adopted a serious posture. The one that announced what would come next even before she opened her mouth.

—If it were another man, I’d be willing to hand him over to anyone, but as I already told you, this is a special job. I can’t send anyone else, it has to be you who goes and breaks the businessman’s heart.

—But...

—Remember that you signed a contract.

***
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On the other side of the city, Sebastián was in his office reviewing the files of the candidates for the position of his daughter’s nanny.

He opened a new résumé, frowned at the candidate’s little experience, and discarded it as well.

—You can’t keep going like this, Sebastián —was his grandmother’s greeting as she entered the office— How is it possible that you fired the nanny? She had barely been there three days.

—She wasn’t efficient. I found her playing Candy Crush while Eimy was watching TV during homework hours. I couldn’t allow such behavior —he replied without looking up from the papers.

He had already reviewed seven folders and none caught his attention. Why was it so hard to find someone qualified?

—For God’s sake, you always find something to fire them for, if they don’t quit for reasons I can’t explain, and even so I dare to blame you for that too. Stop being so demanding.

—Grandma, you know well there are things I don’t mind them messing up —she rolled her eyes— but when it comes to my daughter, I want someone capable of taking care of her.

The woman approached the desk and looked at him fixedly, without a hint of grace on her face.

—Everyone the agency sends is qualified, the problem is that you’re looking for a perfect being that doesn’t exist, but your game ends here.

Sebastián looked at her, puzzled.

Yes, it was true, he was looking for the most perfect person he could find, someone patient, educated, and who, even if strict, wouldn’t lay a hand on the girl. Was that too much to ask?

—From now on I’ll be in charge of hiring the nannies —his grandmother added— and I forbid you from firing them over nonsense. Give me that.

Without saying anything else, she took all the folders from the table and carried them to the sofa on the other side of the office.

—Grandma, don’t be childish —he said, standing up to follow her— let me take care of things that have to do with my daughter.

He emphasized the last two words.

—It seems to me the childish one here is someone else. I know you have a lot of work at the company because of your inability to delegate, so leave this in my hands and go put things in order there, where you’re most needed.

—Grandma... —he tried again before being interrupted.

—Trust me, I took care of you for most of your life. I couldn’t have done that badly, could I?

Sebastián let out a sigh, giving up, and raised his hands in surrender.

—Alright, from today on you’ll be the one in charge of choosing Eimy’s nannies.

Having said that, he left the place.

***
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Upon arriving at the company, the monumental disaster he found almost made him pull his hair out. There were clients complaining outside the company; investors were driving the poor secretaries crazy with their calls, and as if that weren’t enough, the scandal had caught the attention of journalists.

“Nice way to start Monday.”

—Ashley, can you tell me what’s going on?

He asked his partner and assistant, who at that moment was on the phone. The woman looked up and covered the receiver with her hand.

—Good morning, Sebastián. Several supermarkets claim they received low-quality products from one of our factories. I don’t have all the information, but apparently some consumers are in the hospital, and the others returned all our products. Sales have plummeted, even in the textile area, and everyone is on top of us.

—Low quality? Impossible, aren’t we supposed to have the best quality control in the country? That’s a mistake.

She opened her mouth but didn’t know what to answer. Sebastián dismissed it with his hand and began walking toward his office. There, the newspaper on his desk reiterated the information Ashley had already told him.

When he read it, he almost fell off his chair.

“Hundreds of people were admitted to the hospital for stomach problems, and they all had one thing in common: they had consumed the famous Rivas sausages...”

“Toxicity” “Lawsuit” “poisoning” were some of the words that made him clench his fists. The last thing he needed was to stain the company with such publicity.

As soon as he finished reading, he made sure to contact the factory where the shipment had come from and, wanting to kill everyone who worked there, decided to go pay them a visit. Although, in order to leave the company without being caught by journalists, he had to perform acrobatics and sneak out the back.

Upon arriving, he found everything in chaos: facilities with exposed wires that could electrocute anyone or cause a fire, poor hygiene, and worst of all—distraction. People resting during working hours.

It only took him stepping inside to know that everyone working there was in serious trouble. The workers saw him and immediately began to slip back to their stations discreetly, but it was already too late to make him back down from the decision he had made.

—Mr. Sebastián... —said the production manager upon seeing him enter the office, lowering his feet from the desk— we weren’t expecting you here.

—How is this possible?

He threw the newspaper in front of the man, and the manager’s face turned pale upon seeing the news. He tried to explain himself and excuse everyone, but he couldn’t make Sebastián feel any pity for them.

—I want a sample of those damn sausages right now, and pray those reports aren’t real —he sentenced before leaving the office, although he knew that no matter what happened, not a single worker would remain there.

He stayed there all day putting things in order, and every minute only served to confirm the disaster he had as employees.

***
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When he crossed the mansion door five hours later, the first thing he noticed was an ash-blonde mane sticking out from the sofa, but he was so exhausted that he didn’t even bother to tell his daughter to sit properly.

Eimy, upon noticing his presence, ran to throw herself into his arms.

—Daddy —Sebastián held her and kissed her forehead.

—Hi, princess. How are you?

—Good, the teacher gave me a lot of homework, but Grandma helped me do it all, then she put on a documentary and fell asleep.

—Really? —Sebastián began climbing the stairs with her in his arms.

The girl nodded.

—That documentary must have been pretty boring.

—It was about whales. It was fun.

The phone began to ring and he set the girl back down.

—I’ll read you your story in a little while, okay, love? —Eimy nodded and he answered the phone.

—Ashley, what’s going on? —he said, entering his room and leaving the girl standing in the hallway.

—They just sent the results of the sausages you had analyzed at the lab, and I sent you a copy. I figured you’d want to know.

—I’ll check them right away, thanks for letting me know.

—How did it go at the factory?

He sat on the bed.

—Fine, but we need to start hiring staff. I’m going to replace the personnel.

—Are you going to fire the manager?

—No, I’m going to fire everyone.

The woman fell silent for a few seconds.

—Sebastián, that factory has more than 200 people, you can’t just fire them like that.

—This isn’t a decision open to discussion, Ashley. I need people who do the job. If they don’t do what they’re supposed to, I have no reason to keep paying them.

The word efficiency was one of the most important in Sebastián’s vocabulary, and if someone didn’t comply, he didn’t have to think twice to fire them. He had learned that a company with bad workers can go downhill very quickly.

—You’re the boss. I’ll take care of it —Ashley replied— on the other hand, the investors want to talk to you. I managed to calm them down, but there’s no way they’ll hold on much longer.

—Call a meeting for tomorrow —he said, bringing a hand to his head— Good night.

—Good night.

He dropped the phone.

He was extremely exhausted, not only physically but mentally. Running a company was not an easy thing, which is why he had never wanted it. Nor had he planned to have people depending on him, or to be settled in one place for so long.

He let out a sigh, and his mind took him back to the day everything changed.

***
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I woke up and the first thing I did was fumble for the phone that was bursting my eardrums and hang up the call before bringing my hands to my head, which felt like it was about to explode. The chaos of the night taking its toll.

I looked around.

The girl I had shared a good night with was gone, although she did leave a note on the nightstand. I picked it up, hoping it wasn’t her phone number. It wasn’t. It simply said:

“Thank you.”

I crumpled the paper and cursed out loud when the phone rang again. This time, I bothered to look at the screen and see my father’s name lighting it up.

I declined the call.

What the hell could he want now? I hadn’t spoken to him in years, and out of nowhere he decided to call me, not once but twice.

I didn’t feel like starting the day with arguments or having him rub it in my face again how Carlos was the perfect son, while I only disappointed him by going from place to place playing photographer. Honestly, I don’t know what he expected from me. I had no desire to box myself into a company, much less get married so soon. At twenty, I was just starting to live, and I was enjoying it to the fullest. If the man wanted something, he could ask my brother—after all, he always fulfilled his wishes.

I lay back down, closed my eyes, and once again the damn phone rang.

—To what do I owe the honor of your calls? —I said after answering without patience.

—Sebastián, your brother had a car accident last night... —my father said immediately, and concern flooded me.

My relationship with my brother wasn’t the best, but it was one thing not to attend his wedding or any of his parties over the last four years, and another not to care about him at all.

—How is he? —I asked, more calmly, seeing that he didn’t say anything else.

—Carlos... Carlos is dead —after saying it, his voice broke, and a chill ran through my body, making me drop the phone as the headache disappeared, replaced by a tightness in my chest.

In an instant, my mind began to recall every moment I had spent with my brother. The laughter, the senseless fights, the advice he gave me that I never followed, and without even thinking about it, tears flooded my eyes.

***
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—I wish I had never received that call —he said out loud, to no one in particular.

​

​
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​Chapter 2 —  Unwanted Call
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Yafreisy paced back and forth around the house. The interview at the Rivas mansion was the next day, and she didn’t even have time to prepare for possible answers—if they even asked her anything other than “What are you doing here?”

She needed to focus and study the folder Marian had given her, but something told her that if she reviewed it, she would find nothing more than three pages where, in broad terms and with fancy wording, it repeated that Sebastián had money to swim in, that he was the best father in the world, and that women threw themselves at him like children on a slide.

She had already read that information more than 20 times over the past seven years, and not because she was a big fan of his life, but because she had been trying to find his weak points. However, he was so reserved that she didn’t even know his date of birth.

The sound of a key in the door caught her attention, and she watched as Carmen entered the apartment, took off her shoes without stopping, and then collapsed onto the couch as she said:

—I had an exhausting day. Emilio is a difficult guy, he hasn’t fallen for any of my hooks, and I even think he’s avoiding me —she spoke with her head buried in the fabric.

Besides being her roommate and best friend, Carmen was the one who had recommended the heartbreaker job to her, so she felt responsible for any incident that might happen to Yafreisy during missions.

—Why don’t you step back a little? Let things calm down —she said, deciding to set her own problem aside for that night.

—I have to, because I think I’ve insisted so much that if I keep trying to catch him, I’ll scare him away.

Carmen turned her head to look at her.

—Why have you insisted so much? —Yafreisy asked, unconsciously playing with her hands.

Her friend seemed to notice her nerves because she looked her up and down as if scanning her, then sat up with a frown.

—You’re acting strange, is something wrong?

—Not at all, I’m perfect. It’s all in your head —she smiled to give credibility to her words —I’m going to make something for dinner. Do you want some?

Carmen narrowed her eyes for a few seconds, but didn’t insist. Instead, she lay back down on the couch, now staring at the ceiling.

—Please, I’m starving.

Yafreisy took the folder from the table, making sure she didn’t notice, and went to hide it in her room. She couldn’t worry her by telling her she was going to work at the house of the people who had destroyed her life.

The days passed slowly, but the problems were still there.

The results from the lab made it clear that the sausages had no toxic components as everyone was claiming, but it was costing Sebastián dearly to try to clean his company’s name and remove every newspaper or piece of news that mentioned it. If he counted the threats of lawsuits he had received, he would go crazy. Even so, he was trying to stay calm and was handling matters with the best lawyers in the country.

He wasn’t scared, but he was stressed, and the cups of coffee he had consumed that day were endless.

He was reviewing the daily paperwork when he received a call from his assistant.

—Sebastián, you have a call from your father.

Upon hearing that, Sebastián gripped the phone so tightly that his knuckles turned white.

“Just what I needed,” he thought to himself.

—Please, Ashley, I’m not in the mood to deal with him. Tell him I’m at home, that I’m in a meeting, or whatever you can come up with—but don’t put him through.

—He actually predicted you would ask for that and warned that if you don’t speak to him by phone, he’ll come to the company or show up at your house if necessary.

“Damn it!” he thought, closing his eyes.

—Thanks for the heads-up. Put him through, I’ll handle it.

He ran his hands through his hair as he thought about what excuse he would use to get rid of him as quickly as possible.

—At last you deign to answer your father —he heard Gabriel say, and his ability to think shut down. His body went into defensive mode.

—If you’re calling about the scandal, I already have it under control. There was no need for you to bother yourself.

—You don’t have a damn thing under control. My friends are calling to confirm firsthand what the hell is going on with my company, and it turns out I have no information to give them because my son keeps me in the dark. Do you think it’s fair that I find out about something like this from people outside the country?

—I’m not the one to blame if you don’t read the newspaper —he said, trying to control his anger, though it was extremely difficult. Just hearing the voice of the man who gave him life was enough to make him clench his fists and want to explode.

—Don’t play smart with me, Sebastián. Tell me what’s going on, or I’ll go back to the company—and you know very well what will happen.

Sebastián squeezed the phone so hard that his hand began to hurt, but that didn’t make him loosen his grip.

—I’m not going to co-manage with you. Things were clear from the start—you out, me in. If you come back, the only thing that will happen is that I’ll walk out and never return as long as I live.

—Then start talking, because we both know how much that company means to you.

Sebastián fell silent for a moment. He hated that the man knew him, even a little. He hated that Carlos had died in that accident and he had to take his place. He hated having to talk to his father and fall into his manipulation because he had no other choice.

—I don’t know what happened, but the news is false. The sausages didn’t have any toxic components. I’m still investigating what caused the illness in the people at the hospital, and I’ve sued the newspaper that published the story. You can stay at home calmly.

With that said, he hung up and ran his hands through his hair again.

The image of Eimy on his desk caught his attention, and he stared at it for a second.

“The things I do for you, my little one,” he thought before running his hands over his face and going back to work.

​
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​Chapter 3: The Interview
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Yafreisy stared fixedly at the door.

It was the “long-awaited” day. She had prepared for the job interview, had made it all the way to the Rivas mansion, and had been shown the way to Sebastián’s office—but now that she was there, she didn’t want to go in.

She was convinced that this would end up being the worst mistake of her life and that the urge to jump at his throat would come the moment she saw him. But she was tied hand and foot; she had to walk through that door and control herself as much as possible.

She knocked on the wood with a trembling fist.

—Come in —they answered instantly, and a chill ran through her entire body.

What the hell was she doing in that house?

The idea of running as fast as possible and not returning until she was ready for war crossed her mind. She ignored it and looked at the door again for a few seconds while trying to steady her breathing. Behind that piece of wood was the person she hated most in the world—and her future victim, if she managed to get a job there.

After what felt like a century, she entered the room.

It was a homey office, with a leopard-print armchair, a bookshelf that covered an entire wall, and a desk that stole her attention. On top of it were two pens, a folder, a stapler, and a computer, and it looked as though someone had carefully measured the distance between each item because they were incredibly organized.

—Don’t just stand there. Come in and have a seat —said the woman who was sitting on one of the sofas. When she saw her, Yafreisy immediately recognized her as Ángela Montero, and realizing that she would be the one interviewing her, she felt a great weight lift off her shoulders and let out the breath she had been holding before introducing herself and sitting down in front of the woman.

She handed her a folder containing her file—the one prepared at her real job, adding a few false details and omitting some true ones. She had landed countless positions with it.

—So you speak three languages —Ángela said, lifting her gaze from the pages to look at her over her glasses.

—Yes, Spanish, English, and French.

That, unlike her experience as a teacher and the master’s degree in child psychology, was true. Her boss required it from everyone so they could reach more clients. However, Ángela doubted it and began asking her questions in English, which Yafreisy answered accurately, earning a closed-lip smile from her.

—Why would a woman with such a good background come here to work as a nanny? —she asked now, setting the folder aside.

Yafreisy shifted in her seat.

—Because I like children —she paused and smiled —I’ve always wanted to work in something related to them, and since I stopped teaching a year and a half ago, I thought about looking for another job along the same lines.

“I’m getting better at lying.”

Ángela’s smile widened, though she suppressed it almost instantly.

—So you’re really here because you like the job and not because necessity forces you?

—Yes, I’m here because I truly want to be, and no, necessity doesn’t force me.

It’s a stupid contract I signed that forces me. I need to stop doing that.

—You know that if you get the position, you’ll have to stay here five days a week?

—I’m aware of that, and I think it’s a great idea because that way I won’t have to go back and forth every day from my apartment to here.

—When would you be willing to start?

—Immediately. At the agency they told me the job was urgent, and I came prepared.

This time, the woman smiled openly.

—I’m not one to make judgments lightly, but I’ll dare say you’ll do well here. My grandson values order very much, and it seems that you are very orderly.

—I try to be —she forced herself to smile.

—Good. Here is Eimy’s schedule —Ángela said, handing her a folder with about ten pages, which she took and placed on her lap.

—Help her follow it to the letter. There will be some activities, like painting, where you’ll have to stay with her from beginning to end because the time they finish is very variable. But for others, like ballet and singing, you can drop her off and pick her up twenty minutes before they end.

She kept talking for quite a while, and Yafreisy nodded at everything, wondering how many activities a six-year-old child could possibly be enrolled in. She opened the folder to answer her question, and her jaw nearly dropped to the floor.

That wasn’t a simple schedule—it was such an extensive calendar that it contained more than two pages per day detailing absolutely everything Eimy had to do during the week.

She read a bit and began to feel sorry for her. Even the minutes she was supposed to spend in the bathroom in the mornings were counted. A lifestyle like that couldn’t be sustainable for a child her age—or any age. Eimy should spend more time playing and enjoying her childhood and less time studying as if her life depended on it.

Thinking about that made her clench her fists. She was starting to see what kind of father Sebastián Rivas was—but what did she expect from him? Everyone in that family was the same. They weren’t worth it.

—I need you to pay very close attention to my great-granddaughter —Ángela drew her attention again —because she tends to keep things to herself, and sometimes it’s hard to know what’s wrong with her.

—Don’t worry, Eimy is in the best hands. No one will take care of her like I will.

The woman smiled.

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

Yafreisy nodded and followed her to the living room.

The girl was lying on her back on the sofa when they arrived, and upon sensing their presence, she slightly turned her head to look at them.

She had brown hair tied into two ponytails, eyes of an amber shade that had always had the ability to take Yafreisy’s breath away, and she was so small and, at the same time, so big that she didn’t know how to react.

—...Eimy, we’ve already talked about how you shouldn’t lie on the sofa like that —Ángela said, and the little girl sat up without much enthusiasm. —Let me introduce you to Yafreisy. She’s going to be your new nanny.

The girl looked at her for half a second, then shifted her gaze to her great-grandmother and ran upstairs for no apparent reason.

Ángela let out a tired sigh.

—She gets like this every time she has a new nanny. It’s hard for her to adapt to them at first.

The only thing that crossed Yafreisy’s mind upon hearing that was: How many nannies had she had?

—She’ll get over it in a bit. Please, be patient with her, okay?

—I will —she said, looking in the direction Eimy had gone.

​
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​Chapter 4: First Clash
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Yafreisy had tried with all her strength to stay in her room and not leave until the adrenaline had left her body, but a part of her didn’t want to leave things as they were, and before she realized it, her fist was already knocking on the door.

—Eimy, it’s Yafreisy. Can we talk?

Silence.

—Eimy?

She opened it, hoping not to find her there—but she was. Her small body lay on the bed, hugging a doll as if her life depended on it.

She doubted having gone there and considered the possibility of going back to her place, leaving things as they were, and limiting herself to acting like a normal nanny who doesn’t worry so much about a girl she had just met minutes ago and who does her job with extreme professionalism.

—I don’t want you to be my nanny —she complained, in the same position.

Her voice sounded shaky, as if she were about to cry.

—Why?

After several long seconds of silence, she understood that she wasn’t going to answer.

—I’m not like the other nannies. I’m going to make sure you’re okay the entire time I’m here, and if you want, besides taking care of you, I can be your friend.

—I don’t want that. Go away —she said in an almost inaudible tone.

Yafreisy sighed and began to let her eyes wander around the room. It was a pastel pink color, and everything in it was either that color or white, from the sheets to the wardrobe in one corner. Her gaze continued inspecting everything until a photograph next to the nightstand caught her attention. In it, there was a woman and a man smiling at the camera he was holding. When she saw them, she recognized them immediately—a flash crossed her mind.

***
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I opened the office door and found my boyfriend half-dressed, kissing a woman against the desk.

—What is this? —was the only thing that came out of my mouth upon seeing such a scene.

—Yafreisy —he said, as he pulled his lover away and began buttoning his shirt —what are you doing here?

—I find you kissing her, and the only thing you can think to ask me is what I’m doing here?

I pointed at the woman, and she stepped dangerously closer.

—Insolent little girl, you have no right to refer to me that way —she said almost in my face —my name is María, and for your information, you have nothing to claim because we are engaged.

She raised her hand, showing an engagement ring.

I searched for my boyfriend’s gaze, and his was fixed on the floor.

—Did you really think a man like him could truly be interested in someone like you? —the woman spoke again. —You were just his toy.

The last sentence echoed in my mind like a lingering echo.

***
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Rage took over her system, and Yafreisy decided to go get some air to distance herself from the bad memories.

At the same time, Sebastián arrived at the mansion and, wanting to see Eimy, began climbing the stairs toward her room.

After leaving the last step and turning into the hallway, Yafreisy appeared without warning and crashed into him. Sebastián grabbed her so she wouldn’t fall down the stairs, but the impact was so strong that the woman knocked him to the floor and fell on top of him.

—Ouch —he complained, feeling a sharp pain in his leg, and it was the alert that prompted the other person to get up quickly.

—I’m sorry, sir. I...

—You were distracted. I noticed —he interrupted, standing up, and then their gazes met.

She had beautiful eyes, that seemed unable to decide between yellow and brown. He had seen that shade before, but not with as much intensity as in her. Her hair was ash blonde, just like Eimy’s, and her face had that mix of tenderness and vulnerability that awakens the urge to protect.

Something in his mind told him he had seen those features before, but he couldn’t remember where.

—Do I know you? —he asked, hoping she would give him the clue he needed.

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

“I don’t remember that name.”

—Sebastián Rivas, her father —after saying it, he extended his hand, but the woman looked at it as if he had a contagious disease and would infect her with a simple touch.

After a few seconds of inaction, he waved his hand in front of her face to bring her back to reality.

—Get back to work —while he still held it. He kept the second part to himself and walked past her, before noticing that she was wearing a tight dress. —By the way, you must wear your uniform during working hours.

—Mrs. Ángela didn’t tell me anything about a uniform —she replied, apparently containing a rage that seemed out of place to him.

—Well, she should have, because I require it from all my employees. I’ll have it brought to you tomorrow.

If there was one thing he had discovered long ago, it was that image matters, and he wasn’t going to allow the person who spent all day with his daughter to go around projecting whatever she wanted. She had to wear something appropriate for every situation.

—Perfect —Yafreisy replied reluctantly before storming down the stairs.

—Be careful, I won’t always be here to save you —Sebastián said ironically and continued on his way to Eimy’s room, fully convinced that she would be another nanny who wouldn’t last a week, and he suspected he wouldn’t have to fire her—she would leave on her own.

When he reached Eimy’s room, he knocked on the door and prepared to wait for his daughter to open it, but that didn’t happen. Instead, he heard her say:

—Go away.

His reaction was the complete opposite—he opened the door and entered the room.

—Do you mind telling me what...? —When he saw the girl curled up on the bed with her favorite doll in her arms, his annoyance faded. When she was like that, it was for a reason. —What’s wrong?

He approached the bed and leaned over her to place his hand on her forehead.

—You don’t have a fever. Does anything hurt?

—I don’t want a nanny —she said with her face buried in the pillow.

Sebastián let out the breath he had been holding.

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

The girl started crying, and Sebastián ran his hands through his hair. Eimy was already six years old, and he still hadn’t learned how to deal with her crying. He knelt by the bed and stroked her hair.

—Princess, I’m doing this for your own good. Why don’t you want a nanny?

The girl didn’t answer—something very typical of her. She kept crying.

—Let’s make a deal —he proposed, and she turned to look at him —Yafreisy will be here for a month, and you’ll be the one to decide whether you like her as a nanny or not, but in the meantime, you’ll listen to her. Okay?

The girl thought for a moment.

Sebastián could almost see the smoke coming out of her little head from the effort it was taking, and it stole a smile from him.

—Okay —the girl finally said.

He extended his hand, and that’s how they sealed the deal.

Meanwhile, Yafreisy walked through a small forest outside the mansion, regaining her composure. Her phone began to ring, and she answered without even looking at who it was.

There were only two people who could be calling her, and one of them was surely too busy counting money and threatening people with contracts to remember that it was her first day at the job she had sent her to.

—What do you mean you got a new mission and didn’t tell me anything? —she heard as she answered.

As she suspected, it was Carmen.

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

—Oh, come on, Yafre, it’s always the perfect moment to talk about our jobs or anything else, that’s no excuse.

—You’ve been very stressed lately with your new assignment, so I didn’t want to overwhelm you with mine, but I’ll tell you everything when I get back... —she stopped.

She was supposed to stay overnight at the Rivas mansion from Monday to Friday, and it was only the beginning of the week. She would only go to pick up the things she might need—and Carmen didn’t know that.

—What’s wrong? —her friend asked.

She was still in time; she could take advantage of that call and explain everything at once. But what could she say? That she would be spending five nights a week in the house of one of the people who once almost drove her to swallow a bottle of pills—and that she also had to make him fall in love? With any luck, Carmen would leave work and come get her just to scold her like a little girl who makes the same mistake over and over again and never learns her lesson.
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