
  
    [image: Joshua]
  


  
    
      JOSHUA

      
        THE BURNETT BRIDES

        BOOK EIGHT

      

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

    

    
      
        SYLVIA MCDANIEL

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: Virtual Bookseller]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Copyright

        Copyright © 2022 Sylvia McDaniel

        Published by Virtual Bookseller, LLC

        All Rights Reserved

        Cover Design: Dar Albert

        Edited by Tina Winograd

        Release date: December 2022

        ebook ISBN 978-1-950858-99-6

        Paperback ISBN 978-0-578-51877-0

        This book and parts thereof may not be reproduced in any form, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form by any means—electronic, mechanical, photocopying, or otherwise—without prior written permission of the author and publisher, except as provided by the United States of America copyright law. The only exception is by a reviewer who may quote short excerpts in a review.

      

      

      [image: Vellum flower icon] Created with Vellum

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Blurb

      

    

    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

      
        Chapter 12

      

      
        Chapter 13

      

      
        Chapter 14

      

      
        Chapter 15

      

      
        Chapter 16

      

      
        Chapter 17

      

      
        Chapter 18

      

      
        Chapter 19

      

      
        Chapter 20

      

      
        Chapter 21

      

      
        Chapter 22

      

      
        Chapter 23

      

      
        Chapter 24

      

      
        Chapter 25

      

      
        Chapter 26

      

      
        Chapter 27

      

    

    
      
        Please Leave a Review

      

      
        Coming Home for Christmas Series

      

      
        Kissing Oaks Billionaire Brothers

      

      
        About the Author

      

      
        Audio Books

      

      
        Also By

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
        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?

      
        
        Are you receiving my newsletter? You’ll receive a free book for signing up and also special deals!!
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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.”
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