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INTRODUCTION

If there was something her father taught her, it was to keep her word. Ever since she was a child, she remembered her promises to her mother, like the promise of being on time for dinner, which she always kept. Her father was a man of word, and she loved this part of him. Promises were a big deal for her family; you had to keep your promises. There was no way out.

This was the time to keep a promise she made to her father, but she did not want to do it. She just did not want to; that was it. She had lost count of the times he asked her to go to the interview. She had found her way out of her commitment, but last night he literally cornered her and made her accept, if half-heartedly, going to the goddamn interview.

She was not ungrateful; her father wanted the best for her. But it did not seem appropriate to get your daughter a position in your company; she thought it was unfair to other people who were interested on the job. Emma sighed; this was not what she had planned to do after college. She had graduated some weeks ago from a BA on Finance, with a Graduate degree on Good investments. When she started looking for a job, her father intervened and informed that he had an excellent job waiting for her. All she had to do was to have an interview with his "great bud and boss."

She was proud of her intelligence; she had always been a bright kid. She had a very unusual thinking; her mind was analytical, and she could see the world from different points of view. She was rather impartial. Though she loved this feature of hers, not everyone else agreed. These features of her personality problems in her personal relationships, as well as with her classmates and teachers. Those who noticed her genius and talent welcomed her and guided her to nurture her mind.

Her family took more time to get used to her personality. Her father refused to accept that she could have a different opinion that could not be changed; thus, he resorted to deceive her. The interview would start in exactly one hour. She went out of her room and in the kitchen for breakfast. She hated to be late.

When she was seating with her breakfast waiting for her—toast, fruit, and tea, her cell phone started ringing. She reached for it and looked at the screen; she pouted and activated the speaker.

"Hello? Emma, ​​I know you're there" her father's voice boomed. "You promised, honey; you must go to the interview" he paused. "Emma Elizabeth Maldonado, answer the phone!"

She smiled. Her father seemed to be violent, but reality was different. She took the phone, vibrating by the booming sound of his voice, and sighed before answering.

"Good morning, Mr. Antonio Maldonado" she greeted him cheerfully. Her father cackled on the other end. "I'm having breakfast right now. I don't want to be late for the blessed interview that you forced me to go to."

"That's my girl!" I was still laughing. Emma bit her lip, annoyed.

"It's not funny, dad" she frowned, "but the sooner I get there, the faster it will be over."

"Emma" Antonio sighed, "It will be fine. You're great at your stuff; I'm sure you'll get the job."

Because I've put my contacts to work and now they know my daughter is not capable of finding a job on her own.

She shook her head to dismiss the thought.

"Right, dad" she hissed, "I have to go now; I have a long day ahead of me."

"Don't be nervous. You'll love the place; it's a very nice office" his excitement annoyed her even more. "Besides, my dear friend will help you with anything you need."

She massaged her temples with frustration. For years she had listened to her father's stories about his amazing boss, how he became his best friend, and how he admired him so much. He was the CEO of the company, and everyone loved him.

She knew the stories by heart, which bothered her a lot at the moment. She did not want to go, but her pride forced her to keep her word. So it seemed like she would finally get to know the famous bud and boss of her father, Allan Estrada.

"I have to go" she stared at the cup of tea.

"Have an excellent day. You can tell me all about it when you come for dinner."

Emma shook her head, but she had to go.

"Silvia called today" he said some seconds later, "she'll be here at six. I'll go pick her up at the airport. She said she had important news, so get ready."

"Sure, I'll be there" she assured.

She put the cell phone down on the table with a sigh. She finished her breakfast and ran to the bathroom to brush her teeth. When she was ready, she took her purse and looked at herself in a mirror. She smiled. She was wearing a V necked, knee-long, tight, and gray dress.

Emma's height was average. She had blond, long, and straight hair, gray eyes, a thin chin, and a nice figure. She was pretty and she knew it. She took her keys and cell phone and went out of her apartment. When she was in the elevator, she winced at the memory of her sister. It had been four years since she last saw her. She missed her badly, but she was worried about the "important news" she wanted to share.

Silvia worked at a travel agency abroad. She traveled the globe and changed boyfriends constantly. At least that's what she did when she was in the city. She remembered the last crazy thing she tried to do before leaving. She wanted to marry a guy she met on a trip to Miami. The poor German guy could barely speak English, and yet he had managed to propose to Silvia. 

She could not imagine what the story would have been like if her father would not have stopped them. It was a very bitter moment full of yelling and arguing, but in the end he dissolved their crazy plans, and they never heard from the guy again. 

She looked at her watch once in her car; she was on time. She drove carefully and patiently. She was still reluctant to go to the interview, but somehow she admired her father's personal hero. He was not just a good colleague, but they became best friends in a weird way she did not understand yet. Allan was young, about her sister's age, and though her father explained that friendship knew no age, she still could not understand their strong bond.

She remembered dark times. Her mother had died some months ago from cancer, and her father started drinking. In a few weeks he became an alcoholic, and it was a serious problem for her. Silvia was in college, so she had to take care of the issue: late night arrivals from her father, midnight calls from unknown bars informing her about Antonio's state. She was not sure what would've happened without his boss's support. He dragged him out of those places and took him home when she could not make it; besides, he let him keep his job.

Thanks to that man, her father did not end up as a wino who did not even know his name. Thanks to that man, her father was as healthy as before. He did not drink except for a fancy glass of wine; his depression had vanished. She was grateful for that. Allan was a true friend for her father, and she would always owe him.

She smiled to dismiss the bitterness of the memory. She knew that man was decent, from a good family, famous for his business brains. He was her father's best friend; he was a good man.

She was still calm when she reached the building. She parked the car and got out of it. She buttoned the last button on her coat and walked to the entrance. She got in the elevator and sighed. She brought her resume; her father told her she would not need it, but her perfectionist mind made her bring it with her. She would just talk to him for ten, maybe fifteen minutes, and then she would leave. That would be the end of her promise.

The elevator doors opened and she walked into the reception. It was surprisingly empty. There were no employees walking down the corridors and looking at her with a who's-that-chick expression. She frowned in confusion. Where was everybody?

She looked at her wristwatch; she was twenty minutes early. Why was the office empty? She started to walk slowly but resolutely, trying to find someone. She went from office to office without luck. Monitors were on; the smell of warm coffee flooded the rooms. Suddenly, she shivered. Some doors later, she saw a black double door; that had to be the CEO's door. She nodded to herself and knocked a couple of times. Then she decided to go in.

The place was as huge as an apartment, and it was equipped with everything a business man could dream of. There was a mini bar supplied with a generous and expensive bottle collection, a pool table, an enormous screen and matching soft armchairs, a vast desk, and state-of-the-art technology. It was also empty.

"Hello? Is there anyone here?" She dared to ask.

She wandered through the luxurious office until she noticed a door behind the desk. She did not knock and just opened the door. She did not interrupt a meeting, but she would have loved to do it.

There were two people in there; a woman was standing in front of the biggest bathtub she had ever seen. A man was standing inside the tub, shirtless and wet. They were arguing about something; she turned around and cleared her throat. She heard them stop arguing for some seconds, and then the brunette yelled.

"Who are you?" The woman asked. "How dare you interrupt us?" 

Emma forced herself to look at her. The woman, her brown hair ear-long, was staring at her. Emma realized she was in the tub, half-naked and almost over the man. She seemed to be more concerned about the interruption than her position and situation.

"I didn't mean to interrupt" she said loudly, "I came to a job interview, but I can't find anyone around."

The woman was still staring at her; she had not moved an inch except for her forehead, which was deeply furrowed.

"But I clearly went into the wrong office" she said and turned around again. "Excuse me."

She went out of the bathroom. She did not apologize for the interruption, but she did not have to anyway. That was not something you were supposed to do in an office. She was walking calmly to the door when she felt someone grabbing her arm. She turned around and saw it was the man in the tub, trying to stop her. She actually had to crane her neck to see him; he was around 6 feet tall. His black hair was dripping wet. She looked at him and waited.

He was looking at her as if he wanted to say something. Emma was getting tired; she did not want to be near him. He was wet, there was some foam on his body, and a towel was wrapped around his waist.

"Are you Antonio's daughter?" He asked after some seconds.

Emma tried not to snort. Why was he still holding her? She needed to leave that office. The last thing she wanted was to be involved in some dark office gossip.

"Yes, I am" she replied.

"You're early" he smiled at her, "twenty minutes early."

Emma frowned and pulled her arm free. What was he talking about?

"Who are you?" She asked angrily. 

The man scanned her from head to toes and stopped on her gray eyes.

"Nice to meet you" he offered his hand, "I'm Allan Estrada."

Emma stared at him in disbelief. Was he the big boss? This had to be a joke.

"Allan!"

They both turned to the brunette's shrilly voice. She was striding towards them looking fierce, even though she was soaked and there was a patch of foam on her face. Emma was really losing her patience. Allan smiled at her before turning to the brunette.

"Go back to the bathroom" he ordered.

The woman snorted with anger and turned around. She walked back to the bathroom, leaving a trail of water. Allan went back to Emma; he offered his hand again, but she did not take it. He realized she would not do it, so he folded his arms.

"I'm sorry you had to see that" he said with amusement. "Since our appointment starts in twenty minutes, I'll ask you to wait outside."

Emma grunted quietly. She had no option; she had to keep her word. She did not reply and just went out of the room.

"I'll see you in a few minutes, Ms. Maldonado" she heard him say, "Unless you'd like to join us."

She closed the door and grunted loudly. Why did she arrive at such a bad moment? She hated drama; she thought it was useless and absurd. Now she was part of an office romance that had nothing to do with her. She really wanted to leave, but she had to keep her promise, so she decided to swallow her disgust and stay. 

She had finally met her father's friend, a respectable man from a good family, known for his financial intelligence. The one that had rescued him in dark times, a good man: Allan Estrada.

Chapter 1

She walked down the corridor and turned in a corner, where she found a line of chairs. She sat there against her desire and waited. She was not against romance, but come on, being the boss did not give you the right to do anything you wanted to. What a jerk.

That was his father's friend. It was unbelievable. All the virtues she knew about him disappeared from her brain so fast she thought she was meeting a completely different person. She crossed her legs, took a deep breath, closed her eyes, and started feeling better. 

She thought of calling her father just to let him know she was at the office, but she did not. She had to be interviewed to consider her promise fulfilled. She looked around the place wondering where everybody was. Were they in some kind of emergency? Did the boss ask them to leave so he could have his secret rendezvous? She snorted again at this thought. Now she would wonder for a long time whether he would keep it secret or not.

Some minutes later, she was about to leave. She actually was on her feet, but she imagined how mad her father would be. She folded her arms, getting ready to wait some more. Ten minutes later she heard a bang nearby, like the shutting of a door, followed by the clack of high heels, and someone cursing loudly. She stood up again and tried to look at the corridor to find whoever made such noise.

The sound of approaching steps made her alert; she cleared her throat and was ready to face whoever was walking to her.

"I thought you were gone."

His voice made her wince. She looked at her father's best friend, the man who gave her the worst first impression ever, as he walked towards her. Allan looked surprised. Why would not he? He did not expect Antonio's daughter to stay after witnessing such scene. But there she was, and he felt relieved. He sighed and smiled at her.

"Despite your expectations, I'm a woman of her word" she said firmly.

"That's what I expected" he replied.

He looked at her from head to toe. Emma made a big effort to keep her mouth shut. He was wearing blue jeans and nothing more.

"I apologize again for the scene" he said some seconds later, "it was an accident."

"You don't need to explain" she said carelessly. "It's not my business, and I don't wish to know about it."

Allan blinked in surprise.

"I didn't expect that" he confessed. "Still, that doesn't justify the terrible moment I put you through."

Emma was losing her patience. She wanted to finish with this as soon as possible.

"Let's get this started, all right?" She pointed at the office.

Allan was surprised again, but he just nodded.

"After you" he said with a big smile.

Emma walked slowly to the office; the door was open, and she noticed the floor was dry now. 

"Take a seat" Allan went in after her.

Emma sat on a chair in front of the desk and saw Allan press an area on the wall next to the door. A sort of pipe slid out of the wall, clothes hanging from it; he took a shirt and put it on. He looked sideways at Emma; she was watching him, and he liked that.  He buttoned up the shirt and walked to the desk. He did not sit on a chair, but leaned on the desk facing Emma. He put on a big smile.

"Let's start" he said happily, "I'm also a man of my word."

Emma tried to figure out if he was being sarcastic or honest. It was counterproductive, stupid, and irresponsible, but she remained silent.

"What would you like to know?" She asked rather loudly.

"Let's see..." Allan caressed his cheek, feeling the hair pushing its way to the surface even though he shaved that morning. "What could I not know about you?"

Emma tensed and silently cursed at her Father.

"Don't hesitate to ask about anything related to my professional abilities" she avoided Allan's question.

He was surprised for a third time. He heard from Antonio how special his younger daughter was, but he did not expect her to be just like that. She looked really calm, no signs of stress; she almost looked bored.

"Can I see your documents?" He requested, smiling.

Emma thanked herself for being so perfectionist and took a yellow folder out of her briefcase. She offered it to Allan, who was some feet away from her, and waited for him to read it.

"Very impressive" he said some seconds later, "but there's nothing new for me here."

Emma just stared at him and said nothing.

"Tell me about yourself" he put the folder on the desk, "something exciting."

Emma frowned slightly.

"I'm not in the mood for jokes, Mr. Estrada" she gave him a scornful stare. "If you're not taking seriously this interview, I better leave." 

He thought that the girl had a strong personality and felt a strange but refreshing pleasure. She was hard and inscrutable; Antonio had told nothing but the truth about her. He had never doubted of him, but parents tend to exaggerate when they talk about their children. Now he could see that his friend was not like other parents.

"You're right" he said gravely. "Please forgive me."

Emma nodded carelessly.

"What would you consider your best trait?" He was really interested on the answer.

"My ability to do everything perfectly" she did not even take some seconds to consider it. "I am highly efficient."

"And I have to point out your amazing self-confidence" Allan folded his arms. He was really impressed by her attitude.

"Confidence is only real when you know you are capable" she said in a professional tone. "A person lacking confidence will fail to achieve any goal, no matter how hard they want it."

"Good point" he admitted. "You're definitely amazing."

Emma nodded at the compliment.

"Antonio wasn't lying when he told me how smart you are" he remembered. "He'd told me a lot about you for a long time."

Lots of years full of wonderful stories.

"My father doesn't know the concept of discretion" she said calmly. Antonio tended to over-speak.

"You're right" he admitted, "but he never exaggerates his stories. He might be really talkative and have a hard time keeping a secret “he said with amusement, “but he was honest when he talked about you."

Emma frowned frankly. What kind of interview was this? It felt more like a friendly chat. She did not know this man and did not wish to know him. If there was nothing more to say regarding her professional skills, she was ready to leave.

"I came here to talk about professional matters" she cleared, "not to listen about what my father told you about me."

Allan ignored this remark and continued talking.

"I enjoyed when Antonio told me about the stuff you did and how much you worried about him" he smiled. "There were a lot of stories; some of them are interesting, I must say."

Emma frowned; she was getting uncomfortable.

"He made ​​me want to know this girl so bad."

What's going on? She wondered. He was diverting from the original interview.

"Do you have any other question about my skills?" She asked after clearing her throat, "because that's what we're talking about, right?"

Allan was surprised by her changing of the subject and her firm voice. She was not nervous at all. She was completely different from the women he had met before. He did not want her to leave so soon.

"Are you always that straightforward?" He asked with amusement.

Emma remained silent.

Allan felt his body shudder with laughter and made an effort to remain serious.

"I don't doubt your skills and abilities" he cleared, "Antonio did a great job informing me how wonderful you are and how much he admires your intelligence."

She was still quiet.

"You know something?" he smiled at some memory, "I couldn't believe that you were real" Emma snorted, "but here you are."

His eyes suddenly changed; he was looking at her the way you look at something beautiful and precious. Emma felt nervous for the first time and stood up.

"Is that all you need to know, Mr. Estrada? Her voice was high but still firm. "If that's the case, I'm off."

"Wait" he stood up too, "I still don't know everything about you."

"You haven't asked about anything related to the job, so I don't see why I have to stay" she clarified. "You must be a busy man."

"Right now I'm the most available man in the world" he spread out his hands in the air, "so I have time to get to know you."

"Unfortunately I don't have such free time" she refused to stay longer. "I have stuff to do and the clock is ticking."

Allan panicked. He did not want her to leave. He cleared his throat and got serious again.

"The position we offer is in the Finance department" he informed. "You would be in charge of investments, for example" he looked at her in the eye.

Emma stared at him for some seconds before sitting down slowly.

"Very good" she raised her chin up.

"Honestly, I didn't think it was necessary to have this interview" he confessed. "I want you in that position, but Antonio insisted on meeting you first."

"It's the first time I agree with my father" she nodded.

"I'm glad you do" he smiled.

"Do I need to know anything else?"

"He told me you like numbers" he remembered, "so you're place will be here, with me."

Emma nodded and stared at him. She wondered what the real job was about.

"What do you mean?” She asked.

"The position requires someone to take care of my finances" he explained. "This will be your office; well, our office" he smiled. "Tomorrow I'll have the pool table taken out and replaced by your desk."

Emma stood up when she understood what was going on. What had her father told him?

"Why are you talking as if I was hired already?" She asked slowly and in a low voice.

"How come? He looked at her with confusion. "Antonio told me you'd come today to see the place so you can start working tomorrow."

"What?" She looked at him in disbelief.

"I have your contract right here" he pointed at a folder at his left side. He could not help but smiling. Emma's face was slowly transforming, as if a lot of different emotions were going on in her; it was fascinating.

Emma took a big breath; she felt out of control. She could not believe her father had done that; she would choke him, hell yes, she would!

"Is there any problem?" He asked.

"Yes. I'm sorry to say this, but my father fooled us" she said angrily.

"What?" He looked at her without understanding.

"He made me promise that I'd come to this interview today" she explained. "It was supposed to be just an interview to know more about the position, but it seems that he told you a different story."

Allan cackled and rubbed his temples.

"That old man..." He whispered with amusement. It was typical from Antonio.

Emma shook her head.

"I'm sorry Mr. Estrada" she continued, "but I feel like I've been deceived, and if you actually know my father as I do, you'll know what I'm talking about."

"I understand" he agreed, "but does it really matter? This is a great job that you’ll definitely enjoy, and you'll do it greatly. Does it matter to you if Antonio lied?"

"Yes, it does" she clarified. "Especially when the deal was to come to an interview, and then I would go and would've kept my promise, but nothing more."

"Did I give you such a bad impression?" He tightened his lips.

"Don't say anything. I can't stay here; this is not what I want" she took a step back. "I didn't even want to come, in the first place..." She whispered with anger.

"This is a good job" he insisted, "the payment is good, the workplace is great..."

"I don't mean to be rude, Mr. Estrada" she looked at him, "but the impression you gave me is not quite positive. You can't expect me to stay after all of that."

Allan broke into laughter. Emma was fuming; he was amazed, and overall he felt a strong desire to make her even angrier.

"I apologized at the moment, but if it was not enough I'll do it again" he said. "I am so sorry."

"I don't need you apologies. I don't want to work here. Can you understand that?"

"I see" he was smiling. "Antonio assured that you will take charge of my finance, and I really expected..."

"Now you know that my father fooled me, just as he did with you" she said furiously. "Now if you excuse me, I'm leaving."

Allan saw her walk to the door and something fired up in him. A warm sensation made him move unconsciously to stop her. She looked at him with confusion. Her eyes were on fire; he felt desire wash over him and put his arms around her to keep her from leaving.

"Let me go" she demanded with a frown. "Nothing you do can make me change my mind."

"I'm up for the challenge, gorgeous" he whispered while he moved his face and put his lips on hers.

Emma froze. Why the hell was he kissing her? She tried to push him away, but he was strong. She could feel his cold lips; she stepped back. Allan pressed her against him; Emma tensed up and felt her insides burn with rage. She did not care anymore about consequences; she had to break free from his grasp. She bit her lower lip and pulled away strongly.

Allan yelled and put a hand on his mouth; he was shocked. Emma was breathing with difficulty; her lips were stained with blood from the pervert friend of her father. She saw the man lick the blood off his lips and decided to leave before something else could happen. Allan covered his wound; he was still smiling. His lip hurt, but he did not care. She triggered a sensation that flooded his body. He had never felt that electrical shock when kissing a woman. If she thought she could get rid of him, she was wrong. 

He was Allan Estrada, and no woman ran from his arms.

Chapter 2

She strode to the elevator while rubbing her mouth. She cursed at her father many times. It was his complete fault; she had had the worst interview in her life, and it was because of her father's ruse, his lies, and his stupid stubbornness. 

The elevator doors closed, encaging her in a steel cube; she could still taste Allan the idiot's blood on her tongue. She took a hanky out of her purse and spit out the red fluid. Her brow furrowed she was so scared the guard at the main entrance when he held the door open for her. 

She went out into the parking lot and got in her car. She did not start it, she just remained still. She closed her eyes so she could calm down and stayed like that until rage dissipated. She was fine; it was not the first time some jerk took liberties with her. The only thing that stopped her from kicking him in the crotch was that her father was his employee.

When she was calm, she started the car and drove back to her apartment. She felt disgusted and in need of a shower. The man had gone too far with her, and she needed to wash away that feeling.

Right after getting into her apartment, she went in the shower. She rinsed her mouth anxiously and cursed at her father again, but only in her mind. She would have to explain him what a big a jerk his friend was. She would not allow him to believe that he was a great man, because he was just a pig, like most men.

Half an hour later she had regained control. Rage had vanished when she went out of the shower with a towel wrapped around her head. She dried her hair and sat on the bed. She would talk to her father at dinner. She was still upset, but she would not make a big scene and yell. She never did that. She had few memories of throwing a tantrum when Antonio started drinking. Specifically the first time he got home completely drunk, and she lost her mind. Or the first time she got a call from a bar on the other side of the city so she could go get him. Those times she yelled at him at the top of her lungs, and he definitely deserved it.

She was never late, ever. But she fell asleep after the disinfecting shower. When she woke up, it was past eight. It took her fifteen minutes to get dressed and leave the apartment. She was wearing a dark blue, long-sleeved, mid-thigh dress, black tights, and high heels. She buttoned up her black jacket and hurriedly got on her car. She was never late; she hated to be late.

The memory of the unpleasant meeting was sent to some corner of her subconscious. The only thing on her mind right now was that she would finally see her sister after four long years. She smiled, feeling true happiness. Silvia was her only sister, and even thought they could not figure each other out, they loved each other unconditionally.

During the short drive to her chatty lying father's house she thought about the conversation she would have with him. She would definitely talk to him, but she would not be so harsh. He loved her madly, and she could forgive his recklessness. At least she had kept her promise, so it would all be fine. She saw the brick house she grew up in and smiled. She had a normal childhood full of love from her parents. There were mostly good memories.

She got out of the car and walked over the stone path her father had laid a couple of years ago; it gave the house a Texan look. She opened the door with her own key; the place smelled of food, and she could not help but salivating. If there was something her father was great at, it was cooking.

"Welcome!" She heard Antonio say as he approached her. He was waiting for her. 

Emma smiled at him; his hands were on his hips, and his face was serious. He was trying to look angry, but the pink apron he was wearing made him look harmless.

"I'm sorry I'm late" she said embarrassedly and angrily, "I overslept."

"That's weird on you" he kissed her cheek; his face was worried now.

"I'm ok, I just took a nap and woke up half an hour ago" she frowned and looked her father.

"Don't worry about it" he put his arm around her. "The important thing is that you're here."

"Where's Silvia?” She Asked, "How is she?"

Antonio tightened his lips and looked towards the kitchen.

"What's going on?" She asked. "Has something happened to her?"

"No, she's fine" he rubbed his temples.

"So what's wrong then?"

"Nothing, sweetheart" he smiled. "You look gorgeous."

"Dad" she did not believe him.

"Your sister is upstairs getting dressed. Why don't you go say hi? She's been asking about you all day."

"I'll talk to you after dinner is over" she said and decided to believe him.

She walked away and started climbing the stairs. She wished to see her sister and know what had happened to her in all that time. She opened the bedroom door and saw her; she was standing with her back to her, putting on a pair of earrings.

"Hello stranger" she said as she approached her.

Silvia smiled; there was a huge smile on her face. She screamed like a little girl and ran to Emma's arms.

"Emma! I can't believe it's you!" She put her arms around her, which caused Emma to tense up.

"I missed you so much" she said happily. "Please, don't push me; I know you don't like to be touched, but this is special" she asked.

Emma puffed and remained quiet. Silvia crushed her in her arms and Emma started laughing. She had missed her so much. When they came apart, Silvia looked at her from head to toe.

"You look so different!" She said with surprise. "The last time I saw you, you refused to wear make-up, and look at you. You're gorgeous!"

Emma just smiled. She never knew how to reply to a compliment, so she just nodded and thanked. Silvia looked down.

"I love your shoes" her eyes were sparkling. "I'm so proud of you."

"You're overreacting" she said. "I have to dress nicely. I'm a graduate woman, not a child. "

Silvia rubbed her eyes and nodded at her words. She was really surprised; seeing her sister so mature and beautiful made her want to cry. She soon was weeping; after all, she still had not told her the truth.

"Come on, don't cry" Emma frowned. "You should be happy, shouldn’t you?"

"I am" she said and put her hands on her face.

Emma pressed her lips together; she spotted a hanky by the dressing table and offered it to Silvia.

"Don't cry. You'll ruin your make-up" she said with a smile.

Silvia laughed ironically and took the hanky. She dried her eyes with it carefully and looked at Emma; she was calm as usual. That was a thing that had not changed about her. Even though she felt happy for her, she could not help asking.

"So what's new, dear?" She said; she did not look like she cried at all. "Is there a man in your life?"

Emma's head bent sideways, as if she could not understand the question. She was frowning.

"No" she said immediately.

"So you're telling me that no man has asked you out?"

"That's not what I said" she clarified.

Silvia gave her a naughty smile.

"You got a boyfriend!" She said excitedly.

Emma huffed.

"How can you possibly turn a negative answer into a whole relationship?" She raised an eyebrow. "You definitely have not changed."

"You're mean" she whispered, "I thought you'd finally get a decent boyfriend."

"I'm not interested on that; I have a career that I want to pursue" she said with a bored voice. "I'm not like... most of women."

Silvia folded her arms.

"You mean you're not like me" she smiled and shook her head.

Emma did not reply, but smiled at her.

"Dad made ​​me worry when I got here" she said after taking a deep breath. "His worried face made ​​me think something bad happened to you, but you're quite alright."

Silvia's smile dropped and her lips tightened.

"Is something wrong?" She was worried again.

"It's nothing bad..." She whispered nervously. "I don't know what you'll think of it."

"What?" She asked and took a step forward.

Silvia was scared; she looked at her eyes. Emma stared at her and raised her eyebrows.

"Tell me you didn't marry the German guy" she asked rubbing her temples.

"I didn't."

Emma sighed, but Silvia was still scared.

"Tell me, please" she asked. "You know you can count on me for anything."

"Really?" She smiled with relief.

Emma nodded. Silvia approached her and lifted her arms up.

"Can I?” She asked.

Emma nodded before she hugged her, but she sighed again.

"So what's going on then?" She asked Silvia when she let her go.

"Come with me" she took her hand.

They went out of the room and headed to the stairs. Silvia still had not said a thing; Emma had learned to wait patiently when her sister behaved that way. The dining room was empty. Emma heard her sister sigh.

"I guess he's still in the kitchen" she said quietly.

"I'll get him" Emma said.

Silvia squeezed her hand and looked into her eyes before letting her go.

"Go, I'll set the table."

Emma gave her a quick glance before walking into the kitchen. She felt like something was wrong, but ignored that feeling. She opened the door and heard her father talking to someone. She walked slowly to him; Antonio had his back was to her and was telling a children story.

"I don't like that, said the little bear" he said in a funny voice.

"Dad, who are you talking to?"

Antonio turned around and saw his daughter; his smile disappeared, and his face was suddenly serious.

"What is it?"

"Didn't Silvia tell you?" He asked some seconds later.

"No" she folded her arms. "Is everything ok?"

"You tell me" he whispered and moved sideways.

Emma could not understand his behavior until she spotted a little blonde kid looking at her with gray, bright eyes. He was sitting on a high white chair she had never seen before. He was around four years old.

"Hello" she greeted the toddler. "Who are you?"

The kid wriggled his hands and looked down.

"Come on, tell her your name" her father caressed his head.

"Who is it, dad?” She was confused. Her father ignored the question; he was engrossed with the mysterious child.

"Antonio."

"What?"

"My name is Antonio"

"That's my dad's name" she cleared, "what's yours?"

"His name is Antonio" her father replied.

He looked at her and went pale. He seemed like he would faint at any moment.

"Well, what a coincidence" she walked to Antonio and took his arm. "What's going on, dad? What is that child doing here?"

"I came with mommy" little Antonio interrupted her.

Only when her father nodded slowly she understood. This was the news that her sister did not dare sharing minutes ago in the bedroom. She had a son!

She looked at the child as if she was looking at a vision, a product of her imagination. He looked her in the eyes, scared. Emma took two steps towards him and, to her father's surprise, hugged the kid. Now everything made sense; Silvia called her so seldom that it seemed like she never had enough time for it. When they got to chat for a while, she always ended up the conversation in a weird way, abruptly, and over weird background noises. Silvia had a son; she could not believe it.

"Hi" she said when she let him go.

She looked at him, taking in every detail of him. He was a handsome kid; his eyes were as gray as hers, and his hair was so blonde and curly.

"I'm Aunt Emma" she said with a smile. "It's really nice to meet you."

"Mommy told me about you" he said while fidgeting with his hands.

"Really?" She smiled. "What did she tell you?"

"She said I should ask you before hugging you."

Antonio cackled and Emma shook her head. She was right, but it was absurd to tell it to the child. She would never refuse to hug her nephew. She had a nephew; she was so happy.

"You don't need to do that" she hugged him again. "You can hug me anytime you want to."

The kid smiled brightly and buried his head in his aunt's lap. Antonio, who was still shocked, approached them.

"I didn't expect this from you" he confessed. "I was... Well, Silvia and I were so worried about your reaction."

Emma frowned and gave him an offended stare.

"Did you think I would say something bad, dad?” She asked and she took the kid in her arms.

Antonio was speechless.

"How does your mom call you?" She asked the boy.

"Tony" he replied, touching her cheek.

"Can I call you the same?" She smiled.

Tony nodded without interrupting his cheek inspection. Emma walked to the dining room; Silvia was waiting for them in front of the table with the same terrified face as her father. Emma decided not to feel offended and keep her opinion to herself. Silvia gasped; she could not believe what she was seeing.

"He's beautiful" Emma kissed his cheek.

Silvia recovered from the initial shock and nodded nervously.

"I don't get why you and dad are acting as if I was some kind of monster" she frowned briefly and smiled at her nephew.

Silvia blushed.

"I'm sorry" she tightened her lips. "I just didn't know how you would react when you met him."

"How am I supposed to react other than joyfully?" Now she was offended. "Did you think I would not want to see you because you're a mother? What kind of person do you think I am?"

"I was wrong" she whispered and took a step forward. "I'm really sorry, but you're so unpredictable, and I haven't seen you in years and..."

Emma snorted and looked at Tony; he was following the argument with great curiosity. 

"How old are you?" She asked him.

"Four" he raised the corresponding fingers.

Emma kissed his cheek and walked to the table. Silvia was watching them silently; she did not know what to say.

"Emma..." She started feebly. "Please don't get mad at me. I didn't know what to do when I found out; I was abroad. The doctor ordered me to stay. I wasn't allowed to get on a plane, and he was born..."

Emma stopped her.

"We'll talk later" she indicated and smiled at the kid.

Silvia nodded, making a big effort to hold back tears. Antonio went in the dining room carrying a high chair which he put by the table. He kissed his grandson's forehead and went back in the kitchen. Emma sat Tony, patted his hair, and started setting up the table. Silvia helped her immediately. The silence was getting awkward, but she did not dare saying anything. 

Antonio went back to the table pushing a cart with the food on it. Emma set up four plates, and realized there was one additional plate. She took it and went in the kitchen.

"Don't take that away" Antonio stopped her. "We're having a guest."

"Who is it?" She asked and went back to the dining room.

"My dear friend, of course."

She saw him smiling and walking past her when the doorbell rang. Rage flooded her when her father opened the door and she saw that idiot get in, the worst person she had the misfortune of knowing, her father's boss: Allan Estrada.

––––––––
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Chapter 3

The plate slid off her hands before she realized it. Seeing the smiling face of the man who offended her so terribly made her freeze. He was staring at her with an amused expression; Emma was furious.

"You got to be more careful, sweetie" Antonio ran to her. "You could've cut your hand."

"Go get something to clean this up" Allan ordered as he approached them. "I'll help your daughter, Maldonado."

Emma frowned at his shamelessness. She saw her father hurry into the kitchen. She was shocked. Why did that man affect her so much? She wanted to punch his vain face. Every cell in her body begged her to teach him a lesson so he would not bother her anymore.

"Don't be so obvious" he whispered.

Emma tightened her lips and replied.

"How dare you come here?" She hissed with rage.

"Shh..." He silenced her. "Be quiet; your father can not know our secret."

"We don’t have a secret" she was losing her patience.

"Don't we?" He grabbed his chin. "What about the intimate moment we shared? Would you like to know about it Antonio?"

"He'll know about it" she replied. "I'll tell him once he's back."

Allan scanned her; she was so angry she looked like she was on fire. He loved seeing her like that; it was funny and exciting. 

"I see" he whispered, "though telling him that you ran away as soon as you discovered the truth is not really professional."

"How can you say that?" Her eyes were blazing. "You attacked me!"

"Keep it down" he smiled with amusement. "Do you want your father to hear us?"

"He has to know what kind of friend he has" she said loudly.

Allan had stepped closer to her as if to see her face more clearly; he stared at her for some seconds before continuing.

"He knows me perfectly; he knows each of my darkest secrets" he winked at her. "Talk to him if it makes you feel better."

"I will" she stepped back.

Allan was pleased and smiling; he noticed that Emma was nervous, and he loved it.

"Go away" she demanded.

"No" he winked at her.

Emma snorted and folded her arms. Allan started laughing; it was an honest laugh. Emma was the kind of woman with a short fuse, and he would be glad to light it. Her firm expressions amazed him. He wanted that girl for him, and he would make it clear for her.

"I will not leave" he started. "I was invited by your father."

"I don't care" she frowned. "Get out of my house."

"Much as I'd like to please you" he smiled, "I'll have to refuse."

Allan took a step forward.

"I don't understand how my father agreed to befriend you" she said with frustration. "Does it make you feel superior to attack women that way?"

"I treat people the way I want to" he stated with a smile. "If an attractive, infuriating woman breaks into my office when I'm having a private discussion, it will be impossible for me to ignore her" his soothing tone made her even more furious.

"Is that your excuse?” She snorted. "You're definitely a jerk."

"And" he ignored her, "if I find out that girl is my dearest friend's daughter, whom I've heard a lot about over the years and whom I was eager to meet, well" he shrugged, "you can't blame me for what I did."

Emma felt rage moving inside her; she wanted to kill him. Allan was staring at her; his brown eyes made her uneasy. She did not know how to react to that gaze, which was new to her. She was always good at understanding human behavior, but with this guy she was lost; she could not foresee his thoughts.

"You are definitely a jerk" she repeated. "I know men of your kind."

"I assure you'll never meet someone like me again" he said with a smile.

"You have a massive ego" she scanned him. "You enjoy doing as you please with women to compensate for the love that your mother denied you. Maybe you didn't feel loved at home?"

Allan's jaw stiffened. Nobody talked to him that way, and nobody talked about his mother in such a scornful way.

"To regain power, you force women to please you" she continued. "You might think that by kissing me you got some sort of victory, but the only thing I got was sick."

Allan dismissed his anger and just smiled. He had understood that Emma was different, really different, and knew that she was not easy. He loved that. He was so amused he was planning to kiss her again just to see her reaction.

"Kissing is a delicious experience" he whispered while he bended forward as if he was sharing an important secret. "Tasting another person's mouth is one of the most exquisite delicacies on Earth, and if it is the right person's mouth, there is nothing that can surpass it."

"Don't step closer" she took another step back. "I don't want to listen to your nonsense, let alone see you."

Allan felt his pride grow.

"Will you accept the job I'm offering?"

"Of course not" she cleared.

"What if I asked you for something that has nothing to do with work?" He smiled naughtily.

Emma snorted for the third time, but did not reply.

"Listen to my proposal" he asked. "You can't refuse something you don't know."

"I don't care to hear what you have to say, why can't you understand that?" She was tense. Why was he being so persistent?

"I'm sure after I explain myself, you will at least consider it" he said, ignoring her refusal.

"Go away" she repeated. "I don't want to see you again."

"We'll see..." He whispered and put his arms around her.

She did not see it coming; she just felt his mouth invade hers so quickly. She stiffened and tried to break free. Allan was fascinated; he was kissing again those lips and felt so alive. He wanted more of her, more than just a stolen kiss. Emma bit him again; she heard him grunt, but that did not stop him. She was about to kick him in the crotch when he let her go. Emma breathed with difficulty; she saw him kneeling down to pick up the pieces of broken porcelain.

"Here's the dustpan" her father walked to them.

Emma repressed a scream. She was being so dumb; why did not she hear her father coming? Emma was so bewildered that she felt her ears throbbing. She looked at the stupid friend of her father and made a huge effort to restrain herself from kicking him. Her father did not know what was going on, and the bastard was acting so naturally. Emma turned around.

"Honey, you and Allan go to the dining room" he smiled at them. "I'll take care of this."

Damn it, she closed her eyes and thought. She saw Allan leap to his feet and walk to her. Emma did not wait a second and strode to the dining room.

"Do I make you nervous?" He asked mischievously. "I'll stop if you accept my offer."

Emma tensed up her jaw to keep from yelling. She wanted to get rid of the sickness she felt after the kiss; the metallic taste made her stomach churn. She was not hungry anymore. When they entered the dining room, Silvia stood up. She did not take long to realize what was going on. Emma's lipstick was smeared around her mouth, and she could see it in Allan's eyes. They kissed.

"I finally get to meet you, Mr. Estrada" Silvia kept a comment to herself and smiled at the famous boss and friend of her father.

Allan smiled at the eldest sister. The beauty gene was definitely present in the family; however, though Silvia would make any man go crazy over her, he only had eyes for Emma.

"The pleasure is mine, Mrs. Silvia" he smiled with amusement and shook her hand. "Antonio has told me so much about you that I feel like I already know you."

Emma's jaw tensed up when Allan looked at her as he said this; she was furious.

"Dad's definitely chatty" Silvia giggled, "but it's good to meet you finally, Mr. Estrada."

"Call me Allan" he asked. "We're the same age, if I remember correctly."

"Right! Though I have to say that you look much more mature..." She checked him out shamelessly. That man was delicious, the kind of man she liked to captivate.

Allan glanced at Emma before walking in the dining room; she sat next to Tony and put all of her attention on him.

"Is he your son?” Allan asked.

Silvia raised her chin proudly.

"Yes. Isn't he beautiful?" Her eyes gleamed.

"He is" Allan nodded, but his eyes were set on someone else.

"Take a seat, please. Dad must be almost done" she gestured at the chairs.

Allan picked a chair and sat down slowly, his eyes glued to Emma. He did not mind at all that she was completely ignoring him.

"Tell me, Allan" Silvia started, cradling her chin in her hands, "what can you tell us about yourself? Are you married?"

Allan's nose wrinkled in an expression of disgust. Married? No, thank you. He looked at Emma before answering the question.

"I'm not married. I enjoy my bachelorhood greatly" he said proudly.

Emma could not help snorting, and both of them turned to look at her. She gave a hateful look to Allan and then a put her attention back on her nephew. Silvia had to put a hand on her mouth to keep from laughing. Her sister's behavior was so obvious; she never thought she would see something like this. Emma did not behave that way. She was cold, even distant, but when something bothered her she was always straightforward. 

She looked at Allan with honest curiosity. What had he done to affect her sister's behavior so much? She was dying to know.

"I'm enjoying being single too" she said with a smile, "though I'm a mother, but that does not keep me from having fun."

She winked at him. He was surprised, but slightly. He knew what kind of woman Silvia was. He could have a good time with her, but that spark that kindled in him when a woman wanted him seemed to be gone, as if his eyes were glued to the beautiful, angry, blonde giving him the cold shoulder. 

He frowned in confusion. When did he start to reject situations like this? He never did. He looked at Emma again; her lips were tight, and her forehead was furrowed by a clear disgust for him. Why was it so appealing to him? Was Emma a challenge, one that he enjoyed? No, she was not only that. She was different, a hard-to-get woman. A woman who was introduced to him years ago, and who stuck to his mind. He was dying to meet her in all respects.

"Though I assume that raising your child must be really fun" he said once he was back to the present. "Kids are great."

Silvia's lips puckered at the polite but clear rejection of her insinuation. She could see Allan's attention being poured over Emma. Despite her ego was hurt, she was proud for her sister. Emma was beautiful, and if she were aware of it, at least in a regular way, she could take advantage of it. But she did not.

She sighed at the situation; she even felt sorry for Allan. He was definitely fascinated by her sister, and she was not interested at all. She nodded while she raised her napkin to her. She cleared her throat and wiped her mouth delicately; she offered Allan a complicity smile, hoping he understood. He did and rubbed his lips carefully and shamelessly. He had forgotten that detail, the evidence of his boldness, and just smiled a carefree smile.

"I'm sorry for making you wait" Antonio went to the table dragging a cart with the dinner.

"You're just in time" Allan smiled at him and rose from his seat.

"No" he stopped Allan. "I'll take care of this."

Allan looked at him for some seconds.

"Can I help you with the wine?" He asked.

Antonio sighed and nodded. Allan took a bottle of red wine and slipped along the table. He poured wine on both Silvia and Antonio's glasses and walked slowly to Emma. He noticed she tensed up when she saw him coming and then ignored him again. He shuddered at this, and a revealing, foolish smile appeared on him.

"I don't want wine" she said when Allan leaned over her.

"It'll be just one glass" Antonio smiled at her brightly. "We're here to celebrate, after all."

Emma tightened her lips and remained silent. Allan slowly took a deep breath, letting Emma's scent enclose him. He had to hold the bottle with his two hands to avoid making a mistake. He poured a minimal squirt of wine and turned around, feeling sorry for walking away from her. When he finished pouring wine, Antonio was already setting the plates with amazing speed.

Allan sat down, took his glass, and sipped wine. His eyes were on Emma all the time. He knew he was being blatant, but he did not mind. After all, Silvia knew about the kiss, and Antonio was aware of the great interest he had on his youngest daughter.

When he was done, Antonio sat facing them all. He took his glass and rose it in the air.

"A toast" he asked. "I'm glad that you finally met each other, and in order to consolidate the moment, I'd like to announce it officially."

Emma looked at Antonio, foreseeing what he would say. It could not be possible.

"It's a great pleasure for me, Silvia, Emma" he glanced at each of them accordingly, "to finally introduce my dear friend and colleague, Allan Estrada."

Silvia rose her glass and smiled at Allan. Emma looked at him, her forehead furrowed. She did not raise her glass; she did not participate in the toast. Allan was amused by her attitude and could not help but talking.

"As I said when we met this morning" he said, enjoying the moment, "it was a great pleasure to finally meet you, Emma."

That lighted her fuse immediately, and she leaped to her feet. Shock made them look at her with surprise, except for Allan. He thought it was all worth it; he did not expect that reaction, and he did not expect to enjoy it so much. Emma threw her napkin on the plate and strode to the kitchen.

Antonio was open-mouthed, Tony looked scared, and Silvia was smiling with surprise and concern at the same time. Allan just took a sip of wine.

"I'm sorry for that" Antonio said without knowing what was really going on.

Silvia stood up right after and followed her sister to the kitchen.

"She doesn't behave that way usually" she said with concern. "Maybe something bad happened to her."

Allan cleared his throat.

"Don't worry" he whispered.

"Was she ok this morning?" He asked him, noticing his reaction. "You can't imagine what I had to do to convince her of going to the interview."

"I noticed" he shook his head. "She was fast to tell me that she didn't want to be there. She uncovered your ruse, after all."

Antonio smiled without a trace of guilt.

"I knew she'd find out" he shrugged. "Was she really upset?"

"Yes" he could not help smiling. "We had a slight argument. She didn't like you to lie."

Just as I did not like it either, he thought with amusement.

"It was the only way to get her to agree" he tried to justify his decision. "I told you it would not be easy. She's a tough girl."

"I don't care" he said excitedly. "She's everything you told me she was, and I love it."

"Oh..." he smiled with surprise. “I'm glad to hear that, but I have to warn you that she's not an easy girl, not like other women."

"I'll make my biggest effort" he assured and finished his wine.

Antonio patted his shoulder.

"Be nice to her" he stared at him. "The fact that we're friends will not justify your being rude to her."

"I will not hurt her" he promised. "Do you think she'll be back?"

"Sure, Silvia ran after her" he took a drink of wine. Then he looked at his grandson. "Isn't he beautiful?" He said.

"He is" he smiled and waved his hand at the kid.

*
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Silvia went in the kitchen and found Emma sitting at the dinette table, holding a damp towel stained with her lipstick.

"Emma" she called, "are you ok?"

She raised her eyes and frowned.

"I'll be there in some minutes" she assured.

"That's not what I asked" she said and folded her arms. "What happened?"

Emma bit her tongue; she had so much to say. She wanted to scream it out at the top of her lungs so her family realized what kind of an ass the man who acted like a perfect gentleman was. Why could not she say it?

"Dad tricked me into going to an interview with his boss" she spitted furiously. "He not only forced me to go, but he promised that man that I would work for him."

Silvia sighed, partially understanding, and sat beside her sister.

"It doesn't surprise me coming from dad" she whispered. "What did he tell you?"

"I haven't told him yet" she winced.

"That's a surprise coming from you" she looked at her as if she was a stranger. "When did you start bottling up your opinions? The Emma I know doesn't bite her tongue, especially when she's upset."

"I'll talk to him after dinner" she assured. "I didn't want to ruin the moment, after finding out about Tony... I guess I forgot about it."

"In that case, talk to him" she said, solving the problem. "Acting like a little child will not make you feel better, will it?"

Emma gave her an offended look.

"Is that the only reason why you were mad?” She asked her, hoping that she would tell her more.

Emma crumpled the lipstick-stained napkin and forced herself to remain silent. Silvia felt bad at her lack of trust, but she thought she would find out sooner or later.

"Let's go back to the dining room" she said, offering her hand to Emma.

She tossed the napkin into the bin and sighed. She smiled at her sister; she was feeling a bit better, so she walked back with her​.She breathed slowly, not to gain courage, which she never lacked, but to gain patience. She would have to spend the rest of the night with the jerk who had humiliated her for the third time.

"We're back" Silvia smiled at the men.

Allan stood up when he saw them coming in, so did Antonio.

"I'm glad" he smiled at his daughter; she fixed her stare on him for a second before sitting down, "Let's eat."

Emma sipped her wine and concentrated on eating the delicious dinner that his father had cooked. Antonio, on the other hand, was worried, since after all it was his fault that Emma was upset.

"Dear, are you okay?" he asked.

Emma clenched her jaw and just stared at him. Wasn't he aware that all this situation was his fault? Every bad feeling she felt had been caused by his deceit; if she hadn't gone to that damned interview, none of this hell would have happened.

"I'm fine" she replied in a tone that indicated otherwise.

Silvia pressed her lips together to keep herself silent. Her father's attitude also irritated her sometimes, especially when looked so peaceful. Allan felt the tension for the first time and forced himself to remove his view from Emma. After all he was at his friend's home, and if he wanted to come back and be welcome, to stop pushing Emma would be a good start.

Antonio went to the kitchen once the dishes were finished. Silvia drank from her glass and examined the scene. Emma was drinking silently and stroking Tony's hair. Allan had his eyes fixed on Emma, ​​making the scene more uncomfortable for Emma; Silvia was having fun.

"I'm sorry for the delay" Antonio appeared after five long minutes. He seemed to be carrying dessert.

"Cake!" little Tony cried in joy; he was waving his arms and smiling with pleasure.

Emma smiled, happy at her nephew's exclamation, and kissed his cheek. Antonio put the cake on the table and began cutting it.

"I hope you like dessert" he smiled at his guests, "It's my favorite."

"Give me a piece for Tony, dad" Emma talked directly to her father, surprising him.

Antonio smiled with delight and gave the first piece to his beloved grandson.

"It's chocolate" he told the kid.

Silvia made sure her son didn't dirty his clothes or the tablecloth, and fed him carefully. The silence that came during dessert was more relaxed. Her father's cooking skills calmed the moment, and she was thankful for it.

She was wrong, of course, since Emma was running out of patience; the way Allan was watching her got her increasingly infuriated. And the goofy grin of her father did not help much. She looked at Tony, whose face was covered in chocolate, and felt a little better.

Silvia, resolved to let Emma release the evident rage that was consuming her, decided to give her a chance. She knew that everything—or most of it—was caused by the kiss they shared. So she wiped her son's face and looked at her father as she stood up.

"Dad, I need you to come with me to my room" she said and looked at Allan out of the corner of her eye, "I need your help with something."

"Of course honey, right now?" he got on his feet.

Silvia was grateful for having such a fickle father; she patted Tony's head and walked towards the staircase.

"It'll only be a minute" she assured, "Take care of Tony" she asked looking at Emma.

"I'll be right back" Antonio said and clapped his friend's back, "You and Emma can talk about work."

Emma felt a violent shudder at this provocation. That was what it was, right? She would certainly deal with her father for leaving her at the mercy of that bastard. The memory of such an unpleasant moment made her fury increase, so she stood up. She looked at him, who was still and smiling, and decided to make things clear.

"Listen" she put her hands on the table, "I don't want to be related to you now or never, do you understand?"

Allan watched her silently; he was fascinated.

"Did you understand?" she repeated, losing her patience. He said nothing and didn't stop grinning like an idiot. "Dammit, answer me!"

"You're scaring your nephew" he said. His smile disappeared and he sobered.

She looked at Tony; his eyes were watery. She hated herself for acting that way and approached the kid.

"I'm sorry, honey, did I scare you?" She stroked his cheek.

"Yes" he hiccupped and rubbed his eyes.

"I won't do it again, I promise."

What was wrong with her? She never lost her temper, especially in front of a child. Why did this guy brought out worst of her? She didn't understand it.

"He looks like you" he said and got on his feet. 

Emma looked at him; the wave of rage flooded her immediately, getting her defensive.

"I wonder if your children will look like this little guy" he was slowly pacing around the table, "Blonde hair; grayish, shining eyes."

Emma was about to take Tony and get away from him. She didn't want him around them, otherwise she would do something a kid shouldn't look.

"It was just a remark" he replied to her unspoken accusation, while his face remained calm.

Emma was losing her patience. She grabbed Tony's chair, getting strength to keep from screaming. 

"Don't come near me" she ordered in a high-pitched voice.

"Why?" He smiled, "Do I get you nervous?"

"You disgust me" she spat in a hiss. She saw that Tony had calmed down, but was still watching them closely.

Allan moved in a hurry and grabbed her by the shoulders.

"Let me go" she asked, stifling a curse.

"I will not" he whispered, bringing his face closer to hers.

"Dammit" she whispered, "Leave me alone."

"You don't seem to understand" he said, enjoying their proximity, "That face you make sparks me more."

Emma opened her mouth to let out a scream, but Allan kissed her again.

Chapter 4

Allan captured her in his arms and grunted with exhilaration; he smiled inside and continued tasting the mouth that made him completely mad. Emma felt like gagging once the idiot's tongue invaded her mouth. She tried to push herself away immediately, but she couldn't free herself from his grasp. She then tried to bite him, and even though she managed to do so, he only grunted lightly and continued kissing her. He wanted to extend that sublime moment, he wanted that kiss to lead to something more intimate, more interesting. He wanted to take her to a dark place where he could continue recording every detail of her luscious lips.

A second was enough, a small moment of carelessness from Allan—he was sure she wouldn't try to escape—for Emma to wriggle out of his grip. She freed her mouth gasping for air, took a step back and pushed him with all her might. Allan opened his eyes slowly as his body fell relentlessly until back stuck to the ground. He looked at her completely astonished. Why did she push him?

Emma was gasping and rubbing her mouth violently; her furrowed brow showed her irritation. She was so furious that Allan felt really afraid of being kicked. He stared at her, unable to understand her action, and pursed his lips, offended. ¿Did she really dislike it?

Emma looked at Tony; the boy was watching them with a face of utter confusion. She let go of her frustration and forced a smile to his nephew. She stepped back, since she felt that at any moment she would rush to beat the bastard.

"Don't you ever do that again to me" she hissed in a higher pitch, but still avoiding yelling, "I won't be responsible for whatever I might do, Mr. Estrada."

Allan swallowed the lump in his throat with genuine fear; she was serious. He could see the hatred irradiating from her eyes. He knew that the only reason he was still alive was the presence of little Tony. He felt a chill run down his spine, but he swallowed for courage. 

"I wanted to do it" he said in a low voice, despite his fear, "It's an irresistible impulse I get when you're near."

Emma took a deep breath and stepped forward.

"Get out..." her voices was something between a whisper and a gasp.

Allan got on his feet slowly, feeling a burning pain in the lower back. He had a bad fall and he could swear that tomorrow that would hurt a lot. He looked at Emma, who was watching him closely. He had nothing to lose now, so he took a chance a told her his real motive.

"I want you to work for me" he explained slowly.

"I do not want to see you again" she spat after she was next to Tony; she took him in her arms, "After all you've done to me, you have no right to say anything. Get out of my house now" she demanded.

Allan frowned, frustrated; he did not want things to end like that. He really he needed her.

"I won't go until you hear what I want to tell you" he replied nervously.

Emma was sick of him. She looked at him before walking to the stairs. Allan followed her immediately, refusing to end the conversation. She wanted to scream. She stopped on the first step and faced him.

"If you feel any respect for my father, you will go at this moment" she said, "Otherwise I'll be forced to scream. I don't care anymore, I will not continue deceiving my father. You are not a good man, you are a damned bastard."

Allan tensed at her words; it really hurt him.

"I'm not the person you think" he said, fighting back, "Antonio knows perfectly well who I am; I do not deceive anyone."

"Go away" she hissed, "or I'll scream."

Allan crossed his arms expectantly.

"Do it."

Emma opened her mouth after giving a glance at his nephew, who looked worried. She took a big breath, but Silvia started going downstairs. She swallowed her accumulated hatred and thanked for the interruption. Silvia watched the scene with full attention; after verifying that those two had kissed again, she went to Emma and took Tony from her.

"This child has to go to bed" she said, amused.

"I'll take him" Emma stopped her in a higher tone than she wanted.

"Don't worry" she smiled with complete innocence, "Keep on talking, dad will come down in a few minutes."

Emma pursed her lips and watched her go up to the second floor.

"She left us alone on purpose" Allan said with a smile, "Though I wonder why."

She ignored his words and turned around to climb after Silvia. Allan stopped her right away by taking her arm.

"Please" he asked, "I really need your help."

"I have nothing more to say" she replied and pulled herself away.

"Then listen to me" he asked nervously, "I want you to work for me, just that."

"Go away" she said without looking at him, "Leave me alone."

"Please" he begged again, "It's all I'm asking."

Allan wasn't lying; he really needed her at work.

Emma looked at him for some long seconds. She was tired and too upset to believe a single word from him. Allan frowned, feeling that he was losing the battle.

"Do it for Antonio" he said as a last resort.

Emma opened her eyes, feeling those words like a slap. Who did he think he was to blackmail her? Saying that wouldn't change a thing. She went down the step slowly, her hands into fists and her jaw tense.

"We really need you, both of us, not only me" he said sincerely, "Give me a chance."

Allan stepped forward, his eyes on Emma.

"Get out of my house" she said.

Allan felt a blow to his chest. Why was she so stubborn? He really he needed her, as much as Antonio. Couldn't she understand it? He did not care about anything right then; he approached her with the intention of kissing her, but Emma foresaw his moves and stopped him by hitting his ribs with her elbow. Allan stepped away; she seized the moment, put her hands on the idiot's shoulders and, before Allan could say anything else, she kicked his crotch.

She heard him cry in pain and turned away from him.

"I hope after this you won't dare setting foot in my house again" her relaxed voice surprised her, since inside she was burning with hatred. "Go away; be assured that my father won't want to know anything about you after I tell him what you did to me." 

She walked upstairs with a sense of triumph filling every inch of her body. She knew the man would be still writhing in pain for at least ten minutes. And so he was; Allan felt a stabbing, hot burning running through his body, making him kneel. He had never been done something like that; he was angry, wanting to give a lesson to that proud girl. But he just looked at her going upstairs and counted to ten. He recovered some minutes later and got on his feet. 

He was angry, so angry, but also excited. He knew that Antonio would not allow Emma to refuse the job, and that meant that sooner or later he would see her again.

*
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At the second floor, she met Silvia.

"Is Allan already gone?" she asked, surprised.

Emma shook her head and continued to her old room.

Silvia covered her mouth with her hand so as not to burst out laughing; Emma was blazing with anger. She had never seen her so angry; in fact, she did not believe that anything could put her in that state. She looked down the stairs with total surprise. What was her father's friend doing on Emma? She wanted to know; nobody created these reactions in her, at least not without getting hurt.

She walked to the stairs after giving a glance at her father, who was watching cartoons with Tony, completely oblivious of his guest. She saw Allan in the hall; he was putting on his coat, and he looked pale.

"Did you enjoy dinner?" she asked, smiling.

Allan turned to listen to the older sister; the mocking smile was obvious.

"Antonio won't come down?"

"He is playing with my son" she said.

"In that case, I should go" he informed, "Thanks for dinner."

Silvia nodded.

"What should I tell Emma?" she asked slowly.

Allan stopped and looked at the woman. She was very straightforward.

"Why did you leave us alone?" he asked, "It was very obvious."

"I wanted to see what could happen" she confessed without a trace of regret. "You were looking at her so lecherously, and she was tense and nervous. It was clear that something was going on. I thought it would be good to give you a chance."

Allan smiled with genuine humor. Silvia knew his intentions, though only a blind man would not see them.

"I want Emma to work for me" he said bluntly, "But she didn't accept."

"I can imagine what you proposed her" she smiled amused. Allan pursed his lips.

"I was sincere" he shrugged, "Being blunt about what I want is what I always do."

"That's wrong..." she said, shaking her head, "If you really want Emma to accept "the job", treating her as, I guess, you treat other women will not work."

"Are you trying to help me conquer your sister?" he looked at her disbelievingly, "Shouldn't you protect her? You don't know me."

"You're right, but there's something in you makes me trust you" she confessed, "I guess I feel in debt to you; you helped my father countless times, and Emma too. I don't know what would have happened if you had not been there for my father."

Allan frowned at the memory.

"Besides, it would be great to see Emma dating a man who shows signs of being alive, for a change" she folded her arms, waiting for an answer.

"Helping Antonio was something I wanted to do, and I would do it again without hesitation" he spoke quietly, "You don't need to pay me anything."

"Thank you" she said happily, "I'm serious about Emma."

"I trust my abilities" he said proudly.

"Well, you lost the chance. Do your thing" she pressed her lips, "I will laugh at you when you realize you made a mistake."

Allan frowned and gave her a sidelong glance. Silvia waved her hand in farewell and headed for the stairs. He adjusted his coat and went out into the cold night; the woman's words echoed in his head, but he didn't need anyone's help. He was fully confident that Antonio would take charge.

*
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Silvia came to the room and talked to her father.

"Your friend is gone" she informed Antonio.

"Oh, I forgot" he smiled without guilt, "Did you tell him goodbye?"

"Yes, and he sends a kind "thank you" for dinner."

"That's great. He had been wanting to know you for a while. Every time I talked about Emma he asked me a bunch of things, and some days ago he asked me to bring him home so he could meet you, but as you told me you'd be home, I asked Estrada to wait until today" he hugged grandson, who was sleeping on his lap, "I'll call him, he waited a long time to meet you and I would like to invite him again."

"So he wanted to meet Emma?" she asked with genuine curiosity.

"Yes, he was always more interested in meeting her. People react differently when they hear about your sister" Antonio confessed, "Allan couldn't believe how smart she is, and especially the way we treat each other. And a while ago, he began to ask about her.
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