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       Joshua Burnett is the next Burnett the family ghost is ready to match. But he's been keeping secrets from the family. Secrets even his ghostly great-great-great-great-grandmother doesn't know. Maybe he's a womanizer for a reason until life delivers him a surprise he never saw coming.
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        Jacob Burnett knows the danger of the rodeo. He’s witnessed many a cowboy flying through the air, but this is his dream. He’s going to win or die trying. And dying is a possibility when he’s thrown from a bull and hits his head.
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        Come Spend Christmas with the Burnetts

      

      

       Joshua Burnett is the next Burnett the family ghost is ready to match. But he's been keeping secrets from the family. Secrets even his ghostly great-great-great-great-grandmother doesn't know. Maybe he's a womanizer for a reason until life delivers him a surprise he never saw coming.

      

      Kayla Scott has lost everything she’s ever wanted in life. When she interviews for a nanny to the Burnett family, she gets an unexpected job opportunity – taking care of Joshua’s baby daughter. 

      

      Being forced together every day is bringing up emotions she'd long given up ever feeling. And Joshua is dead set against giving up his bachelorhood. He’s not even sure he wants the baby. Joshua’s ghostly ancestor has her work cut out for her on this one. Can she pull these two through facing their own demons?
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      Joshua Burnett liked women. Lots of women. And dating more than one at a time was never out of the question. The more the merrier. Date them, bed them, and then tell them good-bye. That was his motto and he lived by it religiously.

      He rolled over in bed next to his latest conquest, Marcy Anderson. They’d been sleeping together for the last month, and he liked how it was all about the sex. No commitments, no promises of forever, nothing but a good time. And Marcy was the one who set the rules, not him.

      But they fit very well within his own set of regulations.

      Lying in bed, he glanced at her. “We’re still going to the rodeo tonight?”

      “Yes,” she said, rising from the bed naked.

      He liked her body, and he liked the way she enjoyed partying late into the night, having sex until dawn, sleeping until noon, and then afternoon sex. Every weekend, they stayed at either his place or hers.

      She’d let him know right up front that she wasn’t interested in marriage or anything permanent and that was all he needed to hear. When the time came and he was finished with her, he’d say good-bye.

      “Guess we better get up and get ready to go,” he said, throwing his feet over the side of the bed. It was the Friday after Thanksgiving and instead of fighting crowds at the mall, they had spent the day in bed.

      He jumped into the shower and she joined him there.

      “We’re invited to go out with the bull riders after the rodeo,” she said, washing his back.

      “Sounds like fun,” he said, thinking how those men lived life on the edge and partied like it was their last night.

      And it could be.

      After stepping out of the shower, he pulled on a fresh pair of jeans, tucked one of his good shirts into his pants, and slipped on his boots.

      Turning, he watched Marcy spray her hair, making certain the curls stayed in place. Her makeup was spotless and he knew he’d be the envy of every cowboy at the rodeo tonight.

      She turned and smiled.

      “Ready?”

      “Yes,” he said. They started toward the garage. The sound of knocking on his front door had him frowning.

      “Let me get that and then we’ll go.” It was probably one of the workers there to tell him something about the cattle.

      After walking into his living area, he opened the front door, and his eyes widened.

      An old girlfriend from over a year ago, Skylar Beal, stood in front of him, looking gorgeous, her blonde hair longer than ever, holding a baby.

      “Skylar,” he said, surprised. She hardly seemed like the motherly type. “What are you doing here?”

      She thrust the baby into his arms and he had no choice but to accept the child or let it drop to the ground.

      “What the hell?”

      Her brown eyes flashed with determination and she stepped back far enough away he couldn’t give her the baby back.

      “It’s your turn. I haven’t gone out and had fun in ages, Josh. I’ve been pregnant then dealing with Mia. Now it’s my turn for some fun. You can watch her for the weekend.”

      The woman had completely lost it. “I’m not watching your kid. Why would I?”

      The smirk he had hated from the day he met her filled her face. “She’s yours, hotshot. Deal with it. I had to.”

      Terror filled his chest and his heart raced like a formula one driver’s car nearing the concrete wall.

      “What? This baby isn’t mine,” he yelled.

      Two big sapphire eyes popped open and the baby’s bottom lip trembled before she belted out a cry.

      “Now you’ve done it,” Skylar said, dropping a bag on the ground at his feet. “Her formula, diapers, everything you’ll need is here in this bag. I’ll be back late Sunday to pick her up. Have a great weekend getting to know your daughter Mia.”

      Turning around in her cowboy boots, she all but ran down the stairs and jumped into her Corvette. The engine roared to life and she backed out of his drive, spinning gravel as she took off.

      Shocked, he stared down at the baby in his arms. This child was his? No…

      What the hell was he going to do? He didn’t know anything about taking care of babies. What kind of mother just ran off and left her child with an amateur?

      Marcy came up behind him. “Are you ready?” Her eyes widened with concern. “Where did the baby come from?”

      “Skylar just dropped her off. Said she was mine.” He wasn’t certain he believed her, but what was he going to do? Her mother was gone.

      The baby cried louder, and with disbelief, Joshua picked up the diaper bag, brought it into the house, and closed the door.

      Marcy shook her head. “Ew. I don’t do screaming babies or men with kids. It’s been fun, Josh. Call me if you get this straightened out. But not if you have a kid. Have a good night. I’m going to the rodeo.”

      He could only watch as she picked up her purse and overnight bag and walked out the door. And just like that, she was out of his life. Probably forever.

      Normally, he ended the relationship, not the other way around. He shrugged. “Oh, well. You ended that, Mia.”

      While Marcy was a beautiful woman, they were a dime a dozen down at the club. Soon he’d find another.

      “Women,” he said, gazing down at the child. “This is why I’ll never marry. What am I going to do with you? Do you like sports? Football? How about cartoons? What is going to make you happy?”

      The baby’s bottom lip trembled and those eyes that he suddenly feared gazed at him. They were the same damn color as most of the Burnett men – startling blue eyes that gave them away.

      How in the hell had Skylar had his child without telling him she was pregnant? No, she was just using him and she’d be lucky if he didn’t call Child Protective Services on her.

      But then he glanced down and gazed at the crying baby. What if she was his? And if his family learned about her, he would be in dog shit creek without a boat.

      Opening the diaper bag, he glanced through the contents, not knowing what everything was for. Skylar hadn’t given him instructions on what to do.

      How could he keep this child through Sunday? Today was Friday. That would be two whole days.

      “What do you need?” he asked the little girl who couldn’t be more than three months old. “A clean diaper? A bottle? Tell me. A million dollars? Hell, I’d give you the ranch right now to keep you from crying.”

      Where was she going to sleep? He didn’t have a crib.

      He laid her on the carpet and then he went into the closet and came back with a fluffy blanket. Grabbing a baby blanket out of her bag, he laid a large quilt and then laid the child on her blanket.

      “She said your name is Mia. Let’s start with changing your diaper. Maybe that would make you stop crying.” He took out a plastic-lined diaper from the bag.

      He unsnapped the outfit she had on and pulled the wet diaper free.

      “Can you please not poop until your mother returns,” he told her. “My weak stomach won’t be able to handle it, and where would I put the nasty diaper? It’s not like we have trash pickup every day out here on the ranch. Just hold your poop.”

      The baby farted as if to reply not happening.

      Those blue eyes gazed at him and he could see she wasn’t certain about him. Lifting her legs, he slid the fresh diaper beneath her and then pulled the tabs hoping it was tight enough. At least he didn’t get baby pee on him.

      That would be gross.

      “It would help if you could tell me if I was doing this right. You’ll cry if I get it too tight. You’ll wet on me if I get it too loose. I’m not cut out to be a babysitter or even a father. This is why I don’t have children.”

      The baby stopped crying and gazed at him.

      “Now what do we do?” he asked. “You’re too young to drink, but I sure could use a whiskey right now.”

      She kicked her legs and he sat back on his heels and stared at her.

      Was Mia his daughter? Was he a father?

      “Damn, your mother has some questions to answer when she gets back here. In fact, I’m going to call her right now.”

      He picked up his phone and dialed Skylar’s cell number which he still had in his contacts, miraculously.

      “You have reached Skylar Beal. Joshua, you’re her father, deal with her. I’m on my way to a fabulous shopping trip that will end with a party I’m attending on Saturday night. Sex for the first time in months. Don’t call me again unless it’s an emergency.”

      Click.

      She’d changed her voice message just for him. Bitch.

      Glancing down at the baby, he groaned. “Your mother comes from one of the richest families in Texas, why didn’t she hire a nanny? Was this her way of getting revenge?”

      The baby kicked her feet and then blew him a raspberry and his heart melted a little. She was cute.

      But he didn’t want marriage. He didn’t want kids. He didn’t want commitment. As a boy, he’d witnessed enough to make him positive he’d never get married.

      Give him a woman like Marcy who only wanted mutual, gratifying sex and he was happy.

      Suddenly the baby let out a squeal that quickly turned to tears.

      “What’s wrong? What do you need?”

      Running his hand through his hair, he shook his head. Sure he’d had brothers, but they had been close together. He’d never been around babies much. He knew nothing.

      Crying, she looked up at him, and he wanted to jump in his truck and race after her mother. But there was no way his truck could catch her Corvette.

      He was a player, not a father, and he had no idea what babies needed. And he hated her crying because it made him feel like he was failing her.

      What the hell was he going to do?
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      A year ago, Kayla Scott was making lots of money and at the top of her game in the corporate world. One stupid mistake had her out on the streets, brokenhearted and looking for a job.

      At the time, she had no intention of becoming a nanny. With a solid education in advertising and a good career at a prestigious firm, becoming a nanny was out of the question. But…life happened.

      After losing everything, she was beginning to rebuild her life. A job as a nanny last year had seemed like the perfect thing—and it was. Until the family relocated to New Zealand and she’d been forced to take short-term jobs until the agency pointed her in this direction.

      Lately, she’d been toying with the idea of starting her own online company where she could work from home and also enjoy being a nanny. With a steady income from her nanny position, she would be free to get her online company off the ground without going through her savings.

      To hell with Frantz Marketing Company. They fired their best salesperson, and now she would give them a run for their money. But first, she had to interview for her new position and hope and pray she was hired.

      Tonight, she would be launching her new company and stealing as many of her old customers from the marketing firm that had done her wrong.

      Driving up the road, she stopped at the guard house.

      “Good morning,” she said. “I’m here to meet with Samantha and Emily Burnett.”

      “Yes, ma’am. Follow the road past the clubhouse. I’m phoning them now to let them know you’re here. They will be standing outside waiting for you.”

      “Thank you,” she said as she put the car in drive. The sound of its roar always gave her pleasure. It was her last remaining luxury, and she’d been loathed to part with the car.

      The dude ranch was huge and she noted the guest quarters as she drove past them. On one side were luxury homes and on the other were the guest cottages. In the distance stood a large barn.

      Sunday was the only day they could interview her and she agreed to drive out here. The agency had given them a detailed background check on her. That was fine, she had nothing to hide. Leaving the corporate world had not been her choice, but for her sanity, it had been the right decision at the time.

      As much as she loved that job, corporate politics had gotten her fired. Sleeping with the boss’s son was never a good idea. Even when he promised her they were going to marry.

      Even when he told his daddy that she was the right woman for him.

      Two women stepped out of a large house and waved at her.

      She pulled her Aston Martin to the curb and parked. Taking a deep breath, she stepped out of the vehicle and smiled at the women.

      Time to put her sales tactics to work. She needed this job.

      “Good morning,” she said. “I’m Kayla Scott.”

      The two women glanced at one another.

      “You’re here for the job?” the blonde asked.

      “Yes,” she said, smiling, wondering why they were surprised.

      “I’m Emily and this is Samantha Burnett.”

      The women were very pregnant and Samantha looked to be due in the next two months. But Kayla needed a job now. Not in the future.

      With a sigh, she shook each woman’s hand. Driving out here, she thought this seemed like the perfect position. Two babies and living on a ranch in the middle of nowhere. She would have time to set up her business.

      “Follow us,” Samantha said as she led them into the house.

      “Would you like some tea or coffee?”

      “No, thanks,” she said, knowing that would only make her even more nervous. And though this might not be the job for her, she would still interview. Maybe it would be a future job she could consider.

      “When are you due?” she asked, taking a seat on a couch Emily pointed her to.

      “The end of February,” Emily said.

      “I’m due the first of February,” Samantha replied as the two women sank down across from her.

      For a moment, the two women stared.

      “You don’t look like a nanny,” Samantha said.

      She smiled. That was what everyone said. But getting out of the corporate world had been good for her. And now she only wanted to do that part-time.

      “Your resume said you were once a sales executive for a big marketing firm in Dallas,” Emily said.

      There was always the question of how much she should tell the families about her past. She never knew what would scare them or make them question her judgment.

      “It was for the best that I left the corporate world,” she said. “I’m much happier taking care of little ones. The only reason I left the last nanny position was because the family moved to New Zealand.”

      Samantha was the one she could see questioning her decision. “I, too, left a powerful corporate job. What made you leave?”

      This was the question she hated to answer, but she would.

      “The boss’s son and I were involved and when he ended it abruptly, they fired me. But it was for the best. I needed a break from the politics and office gossip.”

      She refused to tell them why he ended it. That was personal and not even the agency knew. That was her own private hell she didn’t talk about.

      Samantha nodded.

      “What made you decide to become a nanny?” Emily asked. “It seems like such a jump to go from an executive to a nanny.”

      This was also a difficult question to answer because she refused to tell everyone her reason.

      “I’m twenty-seven years old and I doubt that I will ever have children of my own, so I decided to take care of other people’s children. This way, I’m involved, but you as their parents have to complete their training and raising. I just watch over them and keep them safe when you’re not available. Of course, I also get to love on them and enjoy their sweetness.”

      The two women glanced at one another.

      “I work in the kitchen from early in the morning until that evening,” Emily said. “Would that be a problem?”

      “Oh, no,” she said, knowing she could work on her dream at night.

      “I won’t need your help as much,” Samantha said. “I’m writing a book and need about four hours a day to put some words on the page.”

      “What’s the book about?” she asked.

      “Ghost hunters,” she said. “I had a television show on ghost hunting.”

      “That’s unique.” She wondered how one did a show on ghosts. Just then, two cowboys walked into the room, shedding their coats, and putting their hats on a rack in the hallway. This must’ve been their husbands.

      “Hi,” a dark-haired man said. “I’m Travis Burnett. I’m married to Samantha.”

      Another man walked in. He was quieter. “Tanner Burnett,” he said as he glanced at his wife. “You doing all right?”

      She smiled. “I’m fine. She’s kicking like crazy this morning, but I’m used to it.”

      “He’s going to be a fine bull rider,” the man said, smiling at his wife.

      The woman shook her head. “Two months and we’ll see who is right.”

      Kayla liked the way the two of them bantered about the sex of the child. She liked happy homes and when the parents told her their expectations.

      “If you hire me, what are you looking for in a nanny?”

      The two couples glanced at one another.

      “Someone to give my wife a break, so she can spend more time with me,” Tanner said.

      “Someone to watch our little munchkin until I can take care of her,” Emily said.

      “I’ll be honest with you. I don’t want a nanny. I want my wife to be the mother to our children. It would be nice to eventually use you to get away for an evening. But that’s all,” Tucker said.

      Samantha didn’t seem to take offense. “You know, I’ve told you that I want to continue working. All I need are a couple of hours a day. The rest of the time, I’ll be here being a mother to our son.”

      “Daughter,” Travis said as he reached down and kissed her on the head.

      “If you offer me the job, when would you expect me to start?”

      “Probably not until April,” Emily said. “I’m taking the first six weeks off to spend with our newborn.”

      That was not going to work well for her at all. She needed a job now.

      Just then the door burst open and a man carrying a screaming baby came rushing in.

      “Help. I need help,” the handsome man cried, his face desperate.
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      Joshua’s head was pounding. He’d barely slept the last two nights and he was at his wits’ end.

      He’d fed the baby, changed her, and walked the floors trying to get her to stop crying. But nothing helped. Every time he got her to sleep and then laid her down, she started crying again.

      He’d called, texted, and left Skylar a hundred messages, but the woman was ignoring him. Typical Skylar. He wondered if she was even worthy of being a mother to this child.

      Finally he feared the baby must be sick or in pain or something that he had no control over, so he picked her up and ran to his cousin Tanner’s house. Emily and Samantha were both pregnant. Surely one of them could help him get her to stop crying before he lost his mind.

      When he ran through the door, he was stunned to see a beautiful blonde woman sitting on the couch. If he hadn’t been so distressed, he would have tried to make a move on her, but right now, Mia was his only focus.

      Her lungs were in fine shape, but he was a nervous wreck.

      The people in the house all stared at him, surprised expressions on their faces. He must look crazy. For the last two days, he hadn’t showered. He’d barely brushed his teeth. All he’d done was try to make this baby happy.

      She’d even cried during the Dallas Cowboys game. And he’d wanted to bawl with her.

      “I can’t get her to stop crying,” he said. “I’ve done everything I know to do. I’ve changed her, given her a bottle, and nothing makes her happy. She’s thrown up on me twice.”

      He smelled of spoiled baby burp. If this was a typical day with a baby, why would anyone want children?

      The beautiful woman he didn’t know stood and walked over to him. “May I?”

      Needing a break, he placed Mia in her arms, hoping this woman had some magic trick that would make the baby stop crying.

      She began to rock the infant and made soothing noises between asking Joshua questions.

      “How old is she?”

      “I don’t know. Maybe three months?”

      “Where is her mother?”

      Shaking his head, he all but growled. “In Dallas, shopping and going to a party. She should be back later today.”

      “What are you doing with her?” Travis asked. “You are the least likely person I would leave a child with.”

      “I know,” he said.

      Joshua knew that when he said the words, there would be a stunned reaction. As much as he didn’t want to admit to it, he had to tell them the truth.

      “Skylar says she’s mine, but I don’t know that for certain,” he said. “She dropped her off and told me it was my turn to watch her for a while.”

      The men in the room grinned at him and he could see the women trying not to laugh. Really? They thought it was funny that he’d just learned he was a possible father and he knew nothing about children.

      “You said you fed her, right? What did you give her?”

      “The bottles that were in the bag,” he said. “But she didn’t like them.”

      The woman holding Mia frowned. “Did you warm them up?”

      What was she talking about? “No, I just took them from the refrigerator. When I put them in her mouth, she would cry and scream.”

      Emily and Samantha snickered.

      “You need to warm them,” the woman said. “Babies want their milk warm or room temperature. The same temperature as if they were being breastfed.”

      Why hadn’t he thought of that? Because he was a bachelor.

      He wasn’t meant to be a father. They all stared at him like he was the dumbest human being on the planet, but he’d never been around infants. He didn’t know they liked their milk hot.

      Reaching into the bag, he pulled a bottle out.

      Kayla put her finger in the baby’s mouth and she sucked on it. “She’s hungry. Would one of you please warm the bottle for me?”

      Emily took the bottle from Josh, shaking her head at him. “Why didn’t you come over sooner?”

      “Because I hoped I could speak to Skylar and confirm Mia is mine before everyone learned of her.”

      In a moment, Emily returned. The couples watched as Kayla tested the heat of the bottle before she gave it to the little girl.

      The baby sighed and began to moan with pleasure. Her mouth made little sucking noises. She had not done that with him.

      “Poor baby; she’s hungry,” she said, gazing down at the little girl. After several slurps, she lifted the child to her shoulder where Mia burped a loud healthy sound and then resumed eating.

      When the baby finished, she was sound asleep, her arm slung over her head, relaxed.

      Joshua shook his head. If only he’d known, his life would not have been a living hell for two days and this poor child would not have suffered.

      In many ways, he felt bad.

      “You’re hired,” Travis said, gazing at Kayla with amazement.

      “Oh no,” Josh said. “You can have her when Skylar arrives to pick up Mia. Until then, she’s working for me. Don’t even think of trying to keep her.”

      The woman glanced up at him and shook her head. “What makes you think I want to work for you?”

      “I’ll pay you double whatever they offered,” Joshua said. “It will only be until tonight or until Skylar arrives. Skylar is her mother,” he said.

      The couples all glanced at Kayla.

      “We don’t need you just yet,” Samantha said.

      “And Joshua and Mia do,” Emily replied.

      The woman glanced down at the sleeping baby in her arms. For the first time in days, the child slept peacefully. Guilt filled Josh at how he’d starved her because of his lack of knowledge. He needed this woman, desperately.

      “I’m Joshua Burnett, by the way,” he said. “And you’re holding Mia.”

      “Kayla Scott,” she said quietly.

      She glanced up at him. “I’ll stay and help you. You said her mother was returning tonight?”

      “Yes,” he said, hoping Skylar was for once in her life on time, but fearing it would be late or even tomorrow before he saw her. “Thank you. And I know Mia thanks you.”

      He glanced up from the woman and saw his cousins laughing at him.

      “Just wait. Your turn is coming,” he told them. “And at least you know you’ve got a baby coming. I knew nothing. Nothing like having a baby shoved into your arms and told she’s yours. Deal with it.”

      A frown crossed Travis’s face. “You need to do a DNA test right away. Insist on one. I don’t know Skylar, but you can’t be too trusting.”

      What no one knew was that Skylar’s family was probably wealthier than the Burnetts, but they were a strange group. In fact, Skylar had been raised by nannies. She had seldom seen her jet-setting parents. And then when she went away to college, the partying began. When they dated, she was wild and free and often partying to the extreme. And now she had a child that she claimed was his.

      He glanced down at Mia. What kind of father would he be to this little girl, who deep in his gut, he knew was his?

      “Let’s go,” he said, glancing at Kayla.

      The woman was gorgeous, and now they would spend hours in his house, waiting on Skylar to return for Mia. Hours of being close, and yet she was taking care of his daughter.

      As soon as they returned to the house, he would text Skylar and tell her time to come home. Now.

      Plus, he had to cancel his date for tonight. With a sigh, he realized just how much children interfered in their parents’ lives. And she was only three months old.
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      The interview had taken an unexpected turn. One she never anticipated. But the cries of the sweet little girl she held could not be ignored. They had reached into her heart and tugged on the pain she kept hidden there.

      The cry of the child could not be disregarded and she felt drawn to the baby. She needed her and Kayla needed the comfort of the infant.

      Each one was helping the other in a way only they understood.

      As they walked across the yard, she knew she could not become attached to this child because she wouldn’t be here long. Fewer than twenty-four hours.

      “What were they going to pay you?”

      “We hadn’t gotten that far. And since this is a short job, I’ll expect five hundred dollars.”

      Yes, it was a lot, but that would tide her over until she got her next nanny position. Or at least, she hoped it would.

      “Is that Aston Martin your car?” he asked. “Being a nanny seems to pay well.”

      The car had been the only luxury she’d retained from her lavish lifestyle. Gone were the expensive apartment, the luxurious wardrobe, and the weekly spa treatments. Now she lived a modest life with a pricey car.

      “I bought that with the bonus money I made when I worked for a corporation,” she said. She doubted she would ever earn that kind of money again.

      It was her reminder about the company that had done her wrong. Her vow to return to the comfortable status she once held.

      “Must have been a hell of a bonus,” he said.

      “It was,” she replied.

      Since he’d already hired her, she wasn’t divulging any of her private information. That was on a need-to-know basis, and he didn’t need to know. She’d been fired before and lived through it, and she could be again.

      When they walked into the house, she saw where he had been keeping the baby. She strolled over and laid the child on the blanket. Then she changed the tiny diaper. The poor baby made sweet little noises but went right back to sleep.

      The little one was sated and resting.

      Joshua was on his phone texting someone, probably the child’s mother.

      “She needs to get back here,” he said to himself. “I kept her for the weekend, but she promised me she’d be back today.”

      Then he dialed a number and walked into the kitchen area. Only problem was that she could still hear him.

      “Sugar, I’m sorry, but I can’t make it tonight. No, no there is not another woman. No, it’s not a game. Darling, you know you’re important to me. I’ve got to work tonight.”

      The man was lying. The only work tonight was taking care of Mia.

      “Darling, I’ll make it up to you. I promise. We’ll go out next week, and you know what I do to you,” he said low.

      After many more apologizes and promises to the woman on the line, he hung up and walked into the living area.

      Kayla sat on the couch near the baby who was sleeping soundly now that she was fed and had a clean diaper.

      “What is her name?” she asked, disliking how he’d treated the woman on the phone.

      “Whose name?”

      “The woman you were speaking to. Usually when a man calls her darling and sugar that means he doesn’t remember her name.”

      The man gave her a sly grin and shook his head.

      “Oh, I know her name. It’s Patty. And I was really looking forward to spending time with her. But I can’t. Not with this situation here. I have to speak to Skylar.”

      At least he recognized that he needed to be here for his daughter. That was points in his favor. Not many, but still a few she wouldn’t have given him.

      “How could you not know you had a daughter?”

      The man sighed. “Her mother is the daughter of a rich oil billionaire. Her father and mother travel the world and they didn’t raise their daughter. Her nanny took care of her. When Skylar grew up, she liked to party.

      “We met over a year ago and dated for about six weeks before I ended it. That was the last time I saw her until she showed up at my door Friday evening. I didn’t know she was pregnant. I didn’t know this child could be mine until Skylar laughed and told me I needed to get to know my daughter. Even now, I’m not certain.”

      The man was obviously a player. Her least favorite kind of man. The type who had burned her badly in the past, and now she was here taking care of his baby.

      But he didn’t matter. The child was all that was important to her. Joshua could continue his hound-dogging ways because she avoided men like him at all costs. Once burned, twice shy, even though he was handsome as sin.

      Even though his jeans fit tight and clung to his well-shaped derriere like a wet T-shirt.

      And those muscles of his were rippled and firm and looked hard as a rock. But it was the blue eyes that would cause a woman to melt. Just one glance with the long dark lashes could set panties a flame. And Mia had that same color.

      It was all she could do not to say have you heard of birth control? But then again, sometimes it just didn’t work. Sometimes even protection didn’t stop a pregnancy.

      “Now you can no longer go back to not knowing,” she said.

      Shaking his head, he stared at the baby lying on the blanket. “I always use protection. Always.”

      What most men didn’t understand was that birth control was not one hundred percent foolproof. Ever.

      “Tomorrow I’m going to contact my lawyer and ask how I get a DNA test done. I’m still not convinced she’s mine.”

      Leaning back like he was done talking about Mia, he turned on the game and she glanced down at the baby to see if she had awakened. But the child slept on. This was going to be the easiest five hundred dollars she’d ever made.

      Sitting there watching Sunday night football, she kept glancing at the child, wanting to pick her up and hold her. To feel her in her arms. But that wouldn’t be a good idea. It was for one night. One night only.

      The smell of a dirty diaper reached her nose. Suddenly, the baby made quiet little farting noises.

      “Oh no,” Joshua said. “That child has the stinkiest poop.”

      “Most babies do,” she said.

      The child’s eyes opened wide and she blew a raspberry and kicked her feet.

      Kayla sank onto the blanket and smiled at the baby. “Good evening, sunshine. I bet you’re ready for a clean diaper.”

      The little girl cooed and it was the sweetest sound.

      Kayla glanced at Joshua, who refused to look at his child. His eyes were firmly on the television, on the game where big men grunted and groaned as they tried to stop the other team from advancing with the ball.

      There was so much more to life than watching television. Lifting the baby’s legs, she cleaned her up with a wet wipe.

      “That’s what those are for,” Joshua said. “I didn’t know why she sent me those. I thought they were hand sanitizer.”

      The man was clueless when it came to babies and the thought of him spending the last two days alone with her sent a trickle of fear down her spine.

      “They keep her clean between baths,” Kayla said, pulling on a new diaper. “You’re getting low on diapers. I hope you have enough to last until her mother arrives.”

      He glanced at his watch. “It’s getting close to eight. I would have thought she would be here before now. I’m going to call her.”

      He dialed the number on his phone and there was no answer. Only her voice message that said the box was full.

      “What if she doesn’t come back tonight?” Kayla asked, thinking that this woman was truly not responsible. This beautiful baby didn’t stand a chance with a mother that dropped her off with a man who knew nothing about how to take care of a child.

      His brows drew together in a frown. And she could see that he was concerned.

      “I’ll pay you extra to stay,” he said. “I can’t be trusted with her alone. She needs someone who knows what they’re doing.”

      That was for certain. But she hadn’t brought a change of clothes. Nothing.

      “I have a supply of extra toothbrushes.”

      She just bet he did. He probably even had a change of clothes for her if she wanted one.

      Picking the baby up, the little one cooed at her and she knew she couldn’t leave her. Not now. Not when her mother hadn’t returned.

      “I’ll stay,” she said. “Do you have a spare bedroom, I can sleep in?”

      “Yes,” he said. “We can move the baby quilt in there.”

      Glancing down at the baby, she wondered where the child’s mother was. Why had she not come as promised to pick her up this evening? How irresponsible was that?

      The baby gurgled happily and Kayla wished she had a baby toy for her, but she’d looked through the bag and found nothing. So she held her, smiling and cooing at her who swung her arms up and blew a raspberry.

      At midnight, she picked up the sleeping child and carried her into the spare bedroom. Joshua moved the quilt and she laid the child down and then she covered her with another baby blanket.

      When she stood, Joshua was staring down at her.

      “She’s been a different baby since you arrived,” he said. “She’s happy and no longer screaming and crying.”

      That was an easy explanation. “She’s full, she’s warm, and now she can sleep all night,” Kayla said, glancing at the man who even now looked guilty.

      “I’m not a good father. Why Skylar left her with me, I don’t understand. And why she didn’t pick her up is baffling. I’m afraid for Mia’s safety. Maybe tomorrow I should call Child Protective Services.”

      “Not if you think there’s a chance she’s yours,” Kayla said, knowing from firsthand experience what that felt like. “Let’s wait and see what tomorrow brings.”

      “I have an extra-large T-shirt you can sleep in,” he said, gazing at her sheepishly.

      She couldn’t help but wonder how many other women he’d offered the shirt to. But she didn’t want to sleep nude and she couldn’t sleep comfortably in her clothes.

      “Thank you,” she replied.

      A few minutes later, he returned and handed her the T-shirt. It was large, clean, and would feel comfortable for tonight. Tomorrow she would be leaving.

      Her chest ached at the thought of leaving this baby behind. This child, she felt, needed her so badly. Hopefully her mother would return.

      Joshua stood in the doorway when he glanced back at her. “Thank you for staying and taking care of her. She needs you. I needed your help.”

      After he walked out, her heart swelled with love as she glanced down at the sleeping child. Her own baby would have been six months old, and every time she thought of her, tears welled in her eyes.

      Damn the baby’s father. And now this child had been left in a terrible situation. Wiping her tears, she removed her clothes and crawled into bed.

      But sleep didn’t come easy as she thought of the man just up the hall. A handsome womanizer. A man that even if she felt attracted to him, and she did, she could never get involved with.

      Men like him broke women’s hearts and hers was just recovering. Life had dealt her three terrible blows all at once and the thought of being vulnerable again frightened her.

      No, she would be returning to Fort Worth tomorrow.
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      The next morning when he awoke, Kayla was up, dressed, and feeding Mia.

      “We’re running low on baby formula,” she said. “I’ve got about three more bottles.”

      He ran his hand through his hair. Where was Skylar? Again, he tried to call her with no response. She must have partied so hard, she was passed out somewhere or still sleeping with some guy.

      “What if she doesn’t come back,” Kayla said, speaking the words he feared.

      “I don’t know. She promised to be back yesterday. Hopefully, she’s just running late and she’ll show up here today. Can you stay with Mia? I need to get to work.”

      They were moving the cattle and that was his part of the Burnett operation. Cattle.

      Of course, if he told his aunt what was going on, she would excuse him, but he needed to get out into the cool, fresh Texas air and clear his head. His job was to make certain that their cattle herd was well taken care of. And he enjoyed his job.

      “I’ll stay, but if she’s not back by this afternoon, we’re going to have to do a formula run,” Kayla said. “This will last me through the day and that’s it.”

      The thought of Mia going hungry again made him tense. No, she would not go hungry a second time. He felt remorseful enough already. Even if he wasn’t her father, the child deserved to be treated better.

      “I’ll get back early. I’ll tell the front gate to let me know if Skylar arrives and I’ll be here in a flash. She’s got a lot of explaining to do. First off, I want to know why she never told me she was expecting. And then she has some other questions to answer.”

      Kayla held the baby up to her shoulder and Mia burped a healthy sound.

      He glanced at the two of them and suddenly didn’t want to leave. It wasn’t that he didn’t trust Kayla because she had been wonderful. But the thought of going off and leaving them alone left him feeling desolate, empty. The smell of baby powder reached his nose and he had the urge to pick Mia up and hug her.

      Leaning over Kayla, he gazed at the baby and she gave him a little smile, kicked her legs, and waved her arms. His heart warmed, and while it felt so very good, he didn’t want to feel any emotions for this child.

      Quickly, he pushed the feelings down. Feelings would make you hurt, so he did his best not to recognize them or feel them for anyone.

      Last night, he’d lain awake in bed, asking himself what he would do if she was his. There was no way he would ever marry Skylar. But what about Mia?

      Didn’t every child deserve a good home?

      If she was his flesh and blood, then he needed to become a good father. Then the memory of Marcy and Patty came over him and he thought about his wild and crazy life. He wanted it to continue and there was no room for a baby in his world.

      Leaning down, he smiled at the child. “Be nice to Kayla today. I’m going to work.”

      He gazed at Kayla who was watching him. “If you need me, I wrote my cell phone number on a piece of paper and laid it on the kitchen table. Or pick up the phone and dial zero. Security will find me.”

      “All right. Have a good day,” she said as he walked out of the house.

      It felt weird to leave someone in his home with a child. What in the world would she do all day besides taking care of Mia?

      When he reached the barn, his other cousins were there. They all grinned at him. The news was out, and he was sure the entire Burnett clan knew he was a father.

      “You just had to beat out the rest of us and become a father first,” Tucker said.

      “What are you doing home? Don’t you have some celebrity you need to protect?”

      “You missed the Christmas special. Kendra put on a television show at the clubhouse last weekend. You were gone. Oh, and Eugenia was looking for you. You’re next,” he said, smiling.

      Last weekend he’d spent in bed with Marcy at her house. What a wild time. One he’d never forget.

      Dear God, he’d forgotten all about the supposed ghost of his great-great-great-great-grandmother. The matchmaking ghost. And he’d left Kayla there in the house alone with the baby. What if she showed up?

      “I’m not getting married,” Joshua said as he lifted the saddle off the wall. Walking over to his horse, he began to cinch the saddle.

      “That’s what I said as well,” Travis replied. “So when are you going to introduce your daughter to the rest of the family?”

      Already he expected a phone call from his aunt Rose. The woman could be a tyrant and he didn’t like the idea of explaining to her what was going on in his home.

      “When are you going to contact your lawyer and see about a DNA test,” Tanner asked.

      His brother Jacob shook his head. Born two years after him, he was probably the most normal of the three of them. Smart and not a player like Joshua.

      “I told you that sooner or later some woman was going to hog-tie you. Looks like Skylar is the winner,” Jacob said, his deep sapphire eyes that reminded Joshua of Mia gazed at him with disapproval.

      No, he would never marry Skylar even if Mia was his child. The woman was a spoiled, rich woman-child and he feared she would never settle down. Skylar reminded him of his mother and that was not what he wanted.

      “I’m not going to marry Skylar. I don’t even know if Mia is my child. Right now, I’m just trying to get through the day without my family giving me shit.”

      “Not happening,” his young brother Justin said. “You said you would never get a woman pregnant and yet you did.”

      And he had never planned on it. He used protection every time he had sex. It’s just that maybe the condom he used didn’t protect as much as he wanted.

      “That’s not for certain,” Joshua replied. “You can’t believe everything Skylar tells you. I learned that real quick. I could be babysitting some other man’s child.”

      Why that didn’t feel right, he didn’t know. But just one look at Mia’s eyes and he thought she was a Burnett. And, damn, how had that happened?

      “Gotta go,” Tanner said. “There is work to do.”

      The dude ranch closed in November and they took the winter to remodel and update the cabins. But Joshua still had cattle he tended, and today, he needed that time away from people. Just him and several hundred cows.

      Tucker grinned at him. “I’m going to spend time with my wife. Don’t work too hard.”

      Justin and Jacob were whispering over in the corner. That couldn’t be good.

      “What are you guys talking about?”

      “We were wondering if we should throw you a welcome-to-fatherhood shower?”

      Did they not realize how much stress he was under? That was not funny in the least.

      “It’s not certain that I’m the father,” he said. “No showers. Nothing. Now let’s get to work.”

      Just then the security gate buzzed his phone.

      “Is it Skylar?”

      She had lots of explaining to do.

      “No,” the guard said. “Two Dallas policemen are here and they want to speak to you.”

      A trickle of fear spiraled through him. What in the hell did the police want to speak to him about?

      “Tell them I’ll meet them at the house,” he said.

      Why were the police here?

      A feeling of foreboding overcame him and he turned to his brothers. “Work the cattle. I don’t know if I’ll be out there today or not,” he said.

      They both glanced at him, their sapphire eyes wide. “What’s wrong?”

      “The Dallas police are here and they want to talk to me.”

      Turning, he hurried toward the house, fear causing him to walk faster. What could this mean? He had a feeling it wasn’t good.
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      Mid-morning, Kayla had just put the baby down to sleep. Bored, she wandered the house and then decided to see what was in the fridge for supper. She might not be here, but at least it would give her something to do.

      She hadn’t brought her laptop, so she couldn’t work on her new business plan.

      The house was straightened. She’d even washed Mia’s dirty clothes. The baby was running out of everything, and if her mother didn’t return soon, they would have to go shopping.

      How could a mother go off and leave her baby like this? It was wrong.

      Just then she heard voices outside. She glanced out the window and saw a Dallas police car. A trickle of unease wound down her spine and left her nervous.

      What was going on?

      Joshua walked up and led the uniformed patrol officers into the house.

      Standing at the entrance between the living area and the kitchen, she smiled at the policemen.

      “Good morning, gentlemen,” she said. “Would you like coffee?”

      “Ma’am,” they said.

      “Oh, no,” the older man said. “Thank you.”

      “Have a seat,” Joshua said and she could see he was nervous.

      The two men sat on the couch, their expressions grim. “Nice ranch you have here,” the younger officer said.

      “Thank you,” Joshua said. “Been in the family for generations.”

      “That’s nice,” the officer replied.

      With a sigh, Kayla could see they didn’t have good news. They were prolonging the inevitable.

      “Do you know a Skylar Beal?”

      “Yes, I’ve been trying to reach her,” Joshua said. “What’s wrong?”

      The two men glanced at him. “What’s your relationship to her?”

      “We dated for about six weeks over a year ago,” he told them. “On Friday, she dropped off her daughter at my house and told me I was the father. She was going to Dallas to shop and go to a party. Until then, I didn’t know I had a daughter.”

      Again the two men glanced at one another.

      “Her parents are Claire and Kenneth Beal,” he said.

      With a sigh, the one cop shook his head. “They’re on a cruise in the Mediterranean. They said they would get back as soon as possible.”

      “What’s happened?” Joshua asked.

      Kayla knew something terrible had happened for the Dallas police to reach out to him. They must be looking to make certain the baby was all right, because otherwise, why would they contact Joshua?

      “Skylar was killed in a car accident early Sunday morning. Apparently, she’d been drinking and lost control of the Corvette. It flipped three times killing her on impact.”

      Unable to stop herself, Kayla gasped.

      Joshua looked stunned, his mouth opened, his eyes wide and she could see he was in shock. He ran his hand over his face. “Dear God.”

      “The reason we’re contacting you is because there were so many messages on her phone from you. We thought you might know what happened to her daughter. Her parents were very concerned about the baby being in the car with her.”

      Joshua sank down into a chair. “Like I said, she dropped the baby off at my house and told me I was the father. Kayla is here helping me take care of her.”

      The policeman nodded. “If you’re the father, you have custody of her.”

      The other man glanced at him. “I’d suggest you get a DNA test to prove you’re her father. I don’t know if the grandparents will want custody of their grandchild, but her mother is not coming back to pick her up.”

      The older cop stared at him. “Do you want us to take the baby to child protective services?”

      Anger spiraled through Kayla as she held her breath, fearing what Joshua would do. A baby put a cramp in his playboy ways. Until Friday, he didn’t even know he had a child. Would he turn his own daughter over to the foster care system?

      “No, I’ll keep her until her grandparents return. Then we can make a decision about her at that time,” he said before he turned to Kayla.

      “That is if you’ll stay and help me with her,” he said.

      “Of course,” she agreed. This would be so much better than foster care. Poor little motherless baby. She would never know her real mother and that made Kayla sad.

      There was no way she was going to leave this poor child now. Her next nanny job had just been secured.

      The cops rose. “Sorry to deliver such horrible news, but we thought you needed to know. And we had to confirm that you had the baby.”

      “Thank you,” Joshua said. “I’ve been wondering why she’d not returned. I tried to call her. Now I know.”

      Just then Mia started to cry. Kayla picked her up and took her into the living room.

      The cops gazed at her. “How old is she?”

      “We think three months old,” Joshua told them. “I don’t have her birth certificate, nothing to prove she’s mine.”

      “Contact a lawyer,” the cop said. “I think you’re going to need one.” They opened the door and walked out.

      Kayla gazed at Mia then handed the child to Joshua.

      “What are you doing?” he asked surprised.

      There was so much to do now that Mia would be staying at the ranch for a while. She would be as well.

      “I’m going to make a list of what we need. We’ve got to go to the store.”

      “I’ve got to contact my attorney,” he said.

      “You’ve got to change your daughter’s diaper first,” Kayla said.

      This was his life for now. At least until her grandparents returned from their cruise.

      For a moment, she thought he was going to argue with her, but then he took Mia into the spare bedroom and she heard him talking to her while he changed her diaper.

      “I’m sorry, Mia. Your mom was a good woman, but she liked to party way too much. I don’t know what’s going to happen now, but we’ll figure it out,” he told the baby.

      Kayla smiled. At least he wasn’t sending her away. Hopefully this was a sign that he was willing to keep her and be a father to her.

      When he walked in carrying her, Kayla smiled. The baby’s diaper was on crooked, but it was better than that first day when it had almost been to her knees.

      “I need to go to my apartment and get my things,” she said.

      “Is there a baby store near where you live?”

      “Yes.” She had visited it several times when she learned she was expecting. She’d even bought several outfits that she still had, though it broke her heart every time she looked at them.

      The dreams of her own child wearing them was just too much.

      Joshua held his daughter. “I’m her father for now. What am I going to do? I don’t know how to care for a baby. I’m in way over my head. I should have given her to the police. What was I thinking?”

      Kayla walked over to the handsome, terrified man and laid her hand on his arm. A sparkle of desire fired through her.

      “Breathe. Skylar obviously trusted you enough to leave Mia with you. You said her parents were on a cruise in the Mediterranean and they let a nanny raise Skylar. Is that what you want for your daughter?”

      Gazing at her, Joshua shook his head. “No, but what if she’s not mine? Before I make my final decision, I need to learn the truth.”

      “Agreed,” she said.

      Removing her hand, Kayla walked away. What did it matter if he wasn’t her father? This child needed a family. And the Burnetts obviously were one of the wealthiest families in the area. This would be the perfect location to raise a child.

      Picking up her purse, she glanced at him.

      “We don’t have a car seat,” she said. “We can’t take her with us.”

      “What if I just give you my credit card and you go purchase the things we need for her?”

      No, that would not be including him, and if Mia was his child, he needed to learn to participate in her care. Time to become her father.

      “Mia is your responsibility. I’ll go with you to get everything, but you really should have a part in this besides handing over a credit card.”

      “Call Samantha or Emily,” he said. “Their number is on the phone list in the kitchen. See if one of them will keep her while we get supplies.”

      Knowing that Emily worked in the kitchen, Kayla tried Samantha first.

      “Hi, it’s Kayla, the nanny helping Joshua. We’ve had some bad news. Mia’s mother was killed in a car accident. We’ve got to go to the store and pick up supplies. We don’t have a car seat. Could you watch her? She’s been so good since she’s been fed.”

      “Oh my God, of course, I’ll watch her. Bring her over to me. How is Joshua?”

      “I think he’s in shock,” Kayla said. “The police just left. They were searching for Mia.”

      There was a moment of silence before Samantha said, “He didn’t send the baby with them?”

      “No, I’m going to stay on as his nanny until I’m no longer needed,” she said. “Skylar’s parents are due back soon.”

      Samantha squealed. “I’m so excited. And poor Mia. That poor child, I just feel so bad for her. Joshua is going to be just fine with you there by his side.”

      When she hung up, Joshua shook his head. “Let’s get out of here before the family circles the wagons around us. Everyone will be coming by. How can a person’s life change so drastically in just three days? How can it change so drastically with one police car?”

      As much as she wanted to respond, she couldn’t. Her own life had a drastic change like that. She’d gone from top salesperson, soon-to-be engaged, expectant mother, to nothing.

      She’d been knocked to her knees by life just like Joshua was experiencing.

      “We can’t be gone long,” she said. “She’s running low on diapers and formula. And our little missy doesn’t like going hungry.”

      “No, and she likes her formula warmed before she takes it,” he said. Suddenly his eyes widened. “Oh my, what about her medical records? Her shots, when does she needs to see the pediatrician again? Where am I going to get that information? What kind of formula do we buy?”

      Once again, Kayla laid a comforting hand on him. “We’ll figure it out. For now, we need to get to my apartment and the store before they close.”

      He glanced around the house and then at Mia and finally Kayla. “My life will never be the same, will it?”

      She gave a little laugh. “Probably not.”
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redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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