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OUR STORY THUS FAR

April O’Connor receives a strange offer from enigmatic billionaire Alexander Atherstone. He wants to hire her to be his surrogate and deliver him a child — but he wants to impregnate her the old fashioned way. April is surprised by how much she enjoys her passionate nights with the billionaire, but is wary of Alexander’s icy assistant Joanne Brook. Things get even more complicated after Alexander reveals the tragic events from his past that have led him into seeking a surrogate. April feels herself start to fall for her mysterious employer, which causes a tangle of complex emotions — but there’s no time to back out of the deal now. April is pregnant. The baby is coming.

Carrying the Billionaire’s Baby, Book One: The Billionaire’s Offer and Carrying the Billionaire’s Baby, Book Two: The Billionaire’s Gift are available now — visit gwendolynbridges.com for purchase details.

THE BILLIONAIRE’S HEIR

Alexander Atherstone knew I was pregnant with his child before I could even get the words out. I stood in the living room of his penthouse by the elevators, almost shaking with anticipation — bursting with the need to let him know, but unsure exactly how to best shape the words. But just as I was beginning to gather together my thoughts, he flashed that subtle half-smile of his.

“It happened, didn’t it?” he asked.

I smiled back. “It happened.”

He moved toward me and wrapped me in his arms. I pressed my face against his suit jacket, inhaling the slight scent of his cologne, breathing him in deep.

I wanted him to do more than hug me, but I knew that wasn’t the deal. My only tinge of sadness about my pregnancy was knowing that it would mean the end of our love-making. 

He pulled back from our embrace but let his hands linger on my arms.

“Thank you,” he whispered, his face so close to mine I could see the scar that ran down the side of his face.

“Well, um,” I blushed. “Don’t thank me yet. I’ve still got to carry the —” My voice trailed off, as our eyes locked. Was he going to kiss me? I wanted it, but I knew that it probably wasn’t right — that Alexander and I shouldn’t complicate this any more than we already had. He had been decent and kind enough to share his story and his life with me, but that only made me realize even more that I couldn’t let myself fall for him completely. I had to be strong. So did he.

We were saved by the familiar ding of the penthouse elevator and Alexander’s personal assistant. Ms. Brook emerged through the doors and stopped short. She was used to walking in on Alexander and I in various compromising states, but it was clear that she could sense something was different about this time.

“Good,” she said, with her British lilt, her sharp eyes scanning the two of us. “It finally happened, did it?”

Alexander moved away from me and toward the older woman. “It did,” he said. “April did it.”

A small, thin smile crept over Ms. Brook’s lips. “Well, sir, I’m quite sure she didn’t do it alone.”

I giggled, despite myself, but Ms. Brook just gave me a disapproving look. An awkward pause held the air in the penthouse.

“Hah, I suppose not,” the billionaire said finally. “You’ve planned for this, Joanne, I presume.”

“I have,” the older woman said, removing a small notebook from her elegant purse. “Come, Ms. O’Connor,” she said, pointing a slender finger at me. “We have much to discuss.”

I looked to her and then back to Alexander, my mind replaying the scene in the room before we were interrupted. I thought of Alexander’s eyes, and his lips, and the way his fingers traced up and down my arms.

“Is Alexander not...,” I started, but was then interrupted by Ms. Brook’s hand on my arm.

“Mr. Atherstone has important business to attend to, of course,” she said. “Besides, this is womanly stuff.”

She pulled me toward the door that led to the penthouse hallway, away from Alexander. I looked back to see him there, looking composed in his dark suit, his hands in his pockets.

“Thank you again, Ms. O’Connor,” he called after us. “I’ve liked working with you.”

Questions flashed through my head. He hadn’t called me “Ms. O’Connor” in months. And what was with the past tense? Was this it? Was this how the next nine months would be? I was carrying his child and I wouldn’t get to see him? I wanted to call back to him, to talk with him, just for a few more minutes, but Ms. Brook held a tight grip on my arm. Before I knew it, we had left in the room, the door closing with a heavy thud behind us.

Ms. Brook was like she always was — direct and to the point. She had a detailed plan at the ready for my pregnancy, complete with meal plans and daily schedules. She wasn’t leaving anything to chance. 

“When you reach your final trimester, you will move here — to this penthouse,” she explained, as my eyes glazed over, staring at the array of papers on her desk. “That way we can provide round-the-clock care for Alexander’s child.”

Alexander’s child. That’s how she referred to him. And it made sense, I knew — my job here was to carry this baby, not to be a mother to it. But sitting in the chair across from Ms. Brook’s desk, I couldn’t help but run a hand over my stomach and wonder about the life growing inside of me. Could I really let him or her go?”

I didn’t have time to think about it, really. And a part of me knew that the best strategy was not to think about it. And so Ms. Brook loaded up my arms with binders and books she wanted me to read, the instructed me to get plenty of rest. Then she directed me into the penthouse elevator. 

And so it began.

The months went by quickly. Maybe too quickly. After the morning sickness subsided, there were weeks where I relished my pregnancy — the warm feeling of a life growing within me.

It wasn’t all good news, of course. There were aches and pains. My stomach swelled and my breasts seemed to quadruple in size. I was stiff and cranky and seemingly hungry all the time. 

And it was hard, too, being alone.

I knew, of course, that alone was what I had signed up for, but I still couldn’t help but imagine how much better those early months of pregnancy would have been had I had someone to share them with. Someone to talk to, and complain to, and to run out in the middle of the night and buy rocky road ice cream along with a six-inch meatball sandwich. Someone who would hold me, and put his hands on my stomach when the baby was kicking — and smile with me, because the feeling felt so amazing.

But I didn’t have that. I didn’t see Alexander very often, though he was always good about coming to the doctor’s office along with Ms. Brook and holding my hand. I’d relish those moments — the look in his eyes when he watched the ultrasound screen or received good news from the doctor — but they’d end too quickly. He’d be off on some plane to some other part of the world, always with a quick hug and a statement of gratitude — then gone.

I missed him. I missed us. It was wrong, I knew, but there were so many mornings where I lay in bed and imagined Alexander next to me, his strong body pressed up against me, our naked bodies pressed together under the thin sheets. I remembered the feelings he had stirred within me — the soft touch of his lips on my neck, the way his hands ran down my back and his hardness pressing against me, yearning for more.

But this was no time for regrets, I reminded myself. I had come too far. As the months wore and the birth came closer, I steeled myself for what was to come. I knew I could be strong enough to do what I had to. I knew I could hand the baby to Alexander — the man who so badly wanted to have the family that was taken away from him — and let them both go.

I could do that. I knew I could. I had to.

I saw Alexander more in the last few months of my pregnancy. I moved up to his penthouse, making myself at home in the same bedroom where he and I first made love, only hours after I had signed his contract. I smiled as I moved my maternity clothes into the familiar wardrobe, coming across the box of sex toys that had been left in there by Ms. Brook all those months ago.

That night felt like an eternity ago, I thought, placing my hands on my swollen stomach. I remembered how nervous I was as I lay naked on the bed, listening to the sounds of the mysterious billionaire approaching me in the dark. I remembered his strange, soft voice telling me to turn over so that he could enter me from behind. I remember the feeling of his manhood inside me. It was a feeling I became very familiar with.

Alexander was incredibly busy during the time I lived in the penthouse. He told me that he wanted to take some time away from his business in the months after the baby was born, so he was rushing to
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