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SABRINA

Dropping the news of her pregnancy comes at the worst time, when Nate has to return to set, and she feels guilty running home so soon. Once she’s there though, her ex-fiancé is adamant about taking her back. More family drama isn’t something she wants to deal with when she’s starting her own little family, but that’s silly too. She’ll be a single parent. She told Nate that she’d handle it. 

Missing him complicates that goal. Wishing he could be there with her so she wasn’t alone contradicts her desire to be a single mom. And trying to figure out how to keep their publishing house running is a stickier issue.

When Nate shows up, though, she needs to decide if she can lock in on the love she’s feeling for this man who isn’t such a fling after all. But is he ready for a future in a small town, out of the spotlight? Just to be with her? 

Nate

Blessed with another temporary break in filming, Nate follows his friends’ advice to see Sabrina. While there are a lot of details to concentrate on if he wants to retire and start a family with her, he can’t stand being apart from her. 

Coming to her small town has its moments. Between proving his commitment to Sabrina in front of her best friend, the town cop, and her dad, Nate is delayed. He comes to the first appointment for their baby, though, and being at her side feels like the only place he ever needs to be. 

When Sabrina’s ex shows up to stir trouble, he comes with a partner Nate least expected to face like this. There’s no chance he wants another man to be a parent to his child though, so when push comes to shove, can he determine how to lock down on the love of his life and keep her with him forever? 
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SABRINA

Talk about a mic drop. 

I doubted my heart would be slowing down any time soon. It raced and thumped. Mixing that speedy pulse with the swarm of so many big emotions taking over me, I prayed that I wouldn’t be so dizzy to fall on my feet as I walked away. 

With an uncharacteristic flair I had never attempted before, I made sure I had the last word. 

I’d just told Nate Murphy, the Nate Murphy, as in billionaire super-star actor who also happened to be my Parisian honeymoon fling who left me with a baby at the end of our ten days together, that I was carrying his child and that I’d handle it on my own. 

“Don’t worry?” Nate repeated, just as incredulously as he had the first time I’d suggested that before I spun and began to rush out of this studio-like cavern where they were filming the movie he’d star in. 

“Don’t worry?” He wasn’t asking it, but nearly blowing up with the words. 

Maybe he was taking my suggestion with a dose of reverse psychology, such that because I told him not to worry that he would go out of his way and do exactly that. 

But he couldn’t be worried. Not about me having his baby. I’d absolved him of responsibility by explaining I’d take care of this blessing on my own. I was careful to make sure I told him that I was only relaying this news to him as a common courtesy, that I felt it was the right thing to do to at least inform him of this fact. 

His tone hinted at something other than worry or concern. He sounded mad. If not that, irritated. And still so very, very stunned. I’d surprised him, all right. That hadn’t been my plan or goal, but he could take this news as he saw fit. 

And if it angered him that I’d be having his child, then he could take that attitude and shove it. 

I was out of here. I wasn’t going to stick around and witness any explosion of anger. 

“Sabrina!” 

He chased after. Just like that, he crossed over the few feet I’d managed. His fingers wrapped around my wrist, but it wasn’t a painful touch. This wasn’t an alphahole maneuver of trying to control me physically. Yet, the sensation of his hand on me at all would always stop me in my tracks mentally. I spent too damn long stupidly craving his touch and yearning for him that my body betrayed me each time he laid a single fingertip on me. It reminded me how much I wanted him, how much I knew he could comfort me and soothe me. Like the anchoring rock I hadn’t realized I’d been needing in my life. 

“Sabrina, wait.” He wasn’t ordering me, but his stern tone implied that he had zeroed out in his patience department. I couldn’t blame him. That was a hell of a revelation to drop in his lap. And that was why I’d stalled, delayed, and struggled to know how and when to give him this news. 

It hadn’t been part of my plan to enjoy this time with him in New York, despite the obstacles we’d faced with him so busy working. 

But then again, it hadn’t been my plan to get pregnant like this, either. 

I stopped, too stuck and locked in this urge to see him one more time. Turning slowly, I braced myself for his anger and judgment. For anything that would back up the gut instinct that he had to be unhappy about this news. 

The serious expression on his face proved that I hadn’t misread him. Those firm lips weren’t tipped up in one of those grins that I’d come to see as a reward I craved. His blond brows were still slanted down with a defensive appearance, as if I’d hurt him. And his brow remained furrowed, showing how surprised and shocked he still was. 

But no smile. 

He wasn’t happy, and that was fine. I didn’t need him to be happy about this. I was. Sure, it was an unplanned surprise, but I looked forward to having a child and starting a family. 

“You can’t be serious,” he said, shaking his head and releasing my wrist. As he ran his hand through his short hair, he glanced aside as if waiting for the prank to be revealed. 

“Are you calling me a liar?” I asked. 

“No. I’m—” He scowled at me. “No, I’m not calling you a liar, Sabrina. But fuck. This is...” Again, he pushed his hand through his hair, almost as if he missed being able to grip it and pull it slightly. I’d only ever known him like this, without the signature beard and longer hair that he’d been so famous for. He’d cut it all off and shaved it before showing up in my life, incognito to the rest of the world. 

“You’re putting me on the spot like this. Telling me this out of nowhere and...” He didn’t seem able to string a sentence together further than that. 

Seeing him so guarded like this, like I’d told him this news just to fuck with his head, I felt terrible. I already felt lousy about this because I now had my answer. He could smile and talk up a great big pitch about wanting to be with me and not being done with me yet, but his reaction showed that I really didn’t matter. That I still was an outsider to his life, just the stranger he’d met in Paris and shared a week with in the heat of the moment.

Because his lack of happiness at this news hurt so much, I had to stop letting him close to my heart. He’d break it completely if his mood worsened, and I wanted to kick myself for ever getting my hopes up and starting to daydream. 

I hated that I’d spent any time fantasizing about him being happy, that when I told him, he’d be over-the-moon, picking me up to twirl me as he held me then kissed me. 

That would never happen. Stop being silly. 

I thought I’d come to terms with the fact that we were from two totally different worlds with his fame dictating how he could live—or not live—his life like any other man. But now that I’d released this bombshell on him, I saw how ridiculous I was being. 

What, like he’d just suddenly be a father and make this child his priority? 

Like he’d want to give up the career and lifestyle all to co-parent with his fling? 

I huffed, shaking my head. I did regret putting him on the spot like this. My delivery of this news wasn’t stellar, but I wouldn’t put more of a guilt trip on myself for struggling to tell him. This was hard. And knowing he wasn’t happy made it even harder. 

“How can you just tell me something like that, here, now, like this, when...” 

“I’m sorry.” 

His brows hiked up. “You’re sorry?” 

Dammit. He was not handling this well at all. “I’m sorry to put this on you like this,” I clarified. I wouldn’t tolerate him thinking that I was sorry to be pregnant. After clearing my throat, I winced and hated that he’d think that I didn’t want this baby. “I’m not sorry this happened. I’m...” Laying my hand over my stomach, I tried to find the words to show that I was happy even though he seemed annoyed and appalled. 

“I’m sorry to tell you this before I go.” 

“You can’t—” He barked out another harsh, incredulous laugh. “You can’t seriously plan to just leave. Like this. You think you can tell me something like that and then take off? What the hell, Sabrina?” 

“I...” I hated the sting of tears the threatened to fall again. “I have to go. My dad needs me at home and I can see that this isn’t the place to discuss a baby.” 

Under the burn of too many eyes on us, I freaked out for a moment that I’d caved to tell him my big secret like this. Here, at the filming site, in this humungous warehouse with sets and equipment, all the actors and film crew nearby and as an audience. This was private, sort of. We were in the more open area away from the stages and sets, but I wished that I could’ve given this news to Nate when it was just the two of us. That way, only I would be witness to his unhappy reaction. It’d be less embarrassing, and I could hide and lick my wounds with no one the wiser. 

Still, as he stared me down, I couldn’t deny that I felt freer. It would’ve been hard to tell him that he’d be the father of my baby no matter where, when, or how I said the words. But I’d done it. 

I had told him the one thing that had been eating away at me ever since I saw the positive line on that pregnancy test. 

It was no longer my secret. It was ours. Even though I hated for it to be a fact that would wedge us apart, I felt so damn glad to have it off my chest. I had been so adamant that Nate should be the first one to know about this. Jade had figured it out by accident, and I didn’t want to think that my bestie knowing counted. I had done what I promised to do. I gave Nate this massive FYI. I’d done it. 

And now I’d see through with what I’d told him. 

I’d handle this myself. I already had the doctor appointment arranged. Nursery plans were taking off. I would have this baby and he could be mad about it somewhere else. 

“I need to go.” I cleared my throat, kind of nervous that I’d broken him or something. He stared at me, speechless, not even changing his facial expressions as though I’d frozen him in place. 

“And you can...reach out to me if you have any questions.” With a dip of my chin, I turned again. My movement seemed to jar him though, because with a shake of his head, he reached out to stop me again. 

“No. You can’t.” He frowned, seeming impatient to say something more convincing. “I mean. Please don’t. For fuck’s sake, Sabrina. You can’t just say something like that and leave.” 

Actually, that was exactly what I’d be doing. 

“Nate!” 

I looked past his shoulder as the asshat stormed closer. Nate didn’t flinch. 

“Enough of your drama,” he yelled. “You’re not the only one who matters here.” 

Rook rushed after the assistant nepo producer. “Wait. Hey, man. Just, uh, wait. I think he needs a moment and—” 

That was my proof that everyone here had to have heard my news. So much for keeping it private. I appreciated that Rook wanted to give Nate a chance to absorb this news, but it still wouldn’t change my decision to go. He could lean on Rook and Seth with this news. He could rant and complain to Peggy and Fawn about this. 

I wasn’t sticking around for it. 

I was going home, where I belonged, to raise this baby. 

I sure didn’t belong here, with his fame like a parasite over his soul. 

“Nate!” The asshat assistant producer wasn’t stopping despite Rook and a cameraman trying to intercept him. 

“I’m sorry to interfere,” I told Nate, meaning it but hating that the news that we’d be having a baby would be an interference for someone like him. 

“No. Sabrina. Just stay a little longer.” He glanced back at the assistant stalking toward him. “I can’t have a break now. But after, please. Just stay here and we can talk and—” 

“No, Nate.” I shook my head. I wasn’t brave enough to hear him out.

If he’d accuse me of lying, I’d hate him. 

If he tried to insinuate I was baby-trapping him like another gold-digger, I’d loathe him. 

“I can’t.” 

He furrowed his brow, looking madder yet. “You can’t? Or you won’t?” 

That did seem like a familiar theme between us—me not speaking to him or letting myself be available to hearing him out. But I couldn’t. And wouldn’t. Not for the sake of this baby. 

Tears burned at my lids again, and I started to lose the battle with them once more. 

I wished I could stay.

I wished he could be happy about this surprise. 

But with the assistant rushing toward him to call him back to work, I knew he didn’t really have time for me or our baby right now. 

And with the pang of sadness that he’d always be a step ahead of running away from the paparazzi and everyone else wanting a piece of him, I was aware that it was silly to think I could count on him in my life. 

I wasn’t going to fight for him when the rest of the world wouldn’t share him. 

How could I when it seemed like he would fight me on the idea of us having something together forever? 

With one last look of him, I turned to leave. 
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NATE

I watched Sabrina walk away. The urge to chase after her clawed at me, but I stayed rooted in place, feeling helpless to do anything but stare at her back as she grew smaller and smaller, leaving no matter what I wanted. 

I’d never been this shocked before. When Jack and Claudia tried their worst with me, I had been surprised. I floundered with a deep, innate sense of what the actual fuck when rumors showed up about me. Every time they tried to stir up more shit and start another scandal that they’d hope would force me to cooperate with them and bend to their wills, I experienced this rush of adrenaline. It was a fight-or-flight instinct that kicked in because between those two gold-diggers, all they ever wanted to do was bring me down and take advantage of me. 

But this was something else. 

Hearing Sabrina tell me that she was pregnant froze me in place. It numbed my brain, short-circuiting it for a few moments as I tried to rationalize what she was saying and letting it sink in as a fact. 

It wasn’t a threat though. She wasn’t telling me that to attack me. And I wasn’t locked in place with the need to fight her on her claim or to run away from it. 

Instead, I was numb and dazed. 

Completely, utterly, and absolutely floored. 

Pregnant? 

“Nate!” 

Rook reached me, putting his hand on my back as he stopped rushing toward me from behind. He wasn’t in the best of shape for pulling off cardio, but he’d gone as hard as he could in running across the warehouse space to reach me before the asshat assistant could. 

“Nate,” he repeated, breathless as he patted my back. “If you need a minute...” 

“No. No more minutes,” the assistant producer roared. 

That was all it took for Rook to snap. He was the director, a hotly desired one. No one in this industry could achieve the same legendary status as Rook, but he never let that claim to fame get in the way of his ego. 

Until now. 

The hierarchy on in the movie industry was a finnicky one to follow. Rules had loopholes. Usually, a producer trumped the director. This jerk was just an assistant, self-important because of who his parents were, but this was still Romeo Rook. He’d play along and not use his power over others for the hell of it, but he wasn’t budging now, no matter who this guy was and who his parents were. 

“If your father wants to retain me as the director of this movie, then you will give him another minute,” Rook growled. “You will give him an hour. A day. Whatever I deem necessary.” 

“Rook, you’re being ridiculous.” 

“I’m being serious. Fuck off and give the man a minute to—” 

“To what? Get over another hissy fit from one of his—” 

I turned, gripping the assistant producer by the front of his shirt. Fisting the fabric in my fingers, I lifted him off the floor. His feet dangled in the air as I seethed and glowered at him, just daring him to say another single word. To finish saying anything about Sabrina. I was still shocked by what she’d told me and that she wouldn’t stay to listen to me or talk. But I’d be damned if he said anything about her. 

Sabrina wasn’t one of my anything. 

I had been dumb enough to think she was the only one. 

She was the only woman who could ever claim to be carrying my child, that was for damn sure. 

Now wasn’t the time to let that news distort what I was doing here. 

She had taken off. Independent and stubborn as ever, she left because she decided she had to. I was well aware of what I had to do too. I was here to work. I was under contract. Other people’s jobs depended on me doing mine. 

And I would. 

“Shut up,” I growled at the man. “That’s the last time I’ll warn you.” 

I released him, not caring that he staggered as he stumbled to stand again. Brushing past him, I shoved all the shock, surprise, confusion, and alarm aside. Pushing those heavy sentiments back into a compartment wasn’t easy. I’d never been floored like this, but I knew now wasn’t the time to dwell and analyze and wonder about so many what the hells and how in the fucks. 

Dropping into that shell-like vacancy, I returned to set and ignored how all the stage crew and  my fellow actors stared at me. 

Everyone was watching me. I knew it. And I avoided addressing it.

I was here to work. 

Sabrina had made it clear that she didn’t want me to chase after her. 

She was one-hundred percent stubborn that she’d handle having this baby on her own. 

As I resumed my place on the set and tried to breathe through the residual adrenaline rush of what she’d told me, I hated the niggling thought that this was the ultimate proof I could’ve ever needed. 

If she had already rehearsed telling me that she’d handle this on her own, it only showed how little she’d counted on me being involved. It indicated how little she’d been investing in me. How little effort she’d been putting into us, a concept that I now saw as something that had resided in my head, not hers. 

I hadn’t mattered, not when she could drop news like that on me with a clause that I wasn’t invited to share this with her. 

“Ready?” Rook asked a moment later as everyone took up their spots on the set. A quiet had fallen over the area. Everyone seemed to be on edge, careful and nervous with the drama that had happened back there. But I shut myself off from it all. I locked in on my role and refused to think, to feel, to even ask myself a single question. With a stubborn vacancy, I blocked out all the chaos and clutter in my head and focused on doing my job. 

It was all I could do, but a couple of hours later, the asshat assistant producer decided to pick another argument with Rook and the filming was delayed again. 

“Cut,” Rook called. 

I left the set, not sure where I would go for this break. 

My trailer would be private, at least, but I wasn’t sure about giving myself the freedom to think about Sabrina or what she’d said. 

The second I started accepting the thought that I’d be a father, I wouldn’t be able to rein myself back in from obsessing about it. 

“Hey.” 

I slightly looked up as I walked, seeing Seth rushing toward me to catch up with me. 

“I...overheard,” he said as he matched my stride. 

“I think everyone in the warehouse probably did,” I muttered, unable to share anything more than a matter-of-fact observation yet. I was keeping the best control on my emotions that I could. Once I started to say something and react, the dam would burst. 

“Are you—” 

“No.” I shook my head as I reached the trailer. “No. I’m not okay.” My fingers were clumsy, and he took over unlocking the door. 

As soon as the door was open, I practically fell in. Pacing with my hands on the back of my head, I watched him stand to the side. 

“I’m shocked,” I admitted. 

“Me too.” 

“I’m...” I shook my head, unable to wrap it up in one way. I was excited. I was scared. Surprised. But disappointed, too, that she’d take off and want to dismiss me or my role like this. 

“Do you, um...” Seth winced, seeming hesitant to speak up. 

I stopped pacing, suddenly needing him to talk instead of having the expectation on me to speak. I couldn’t think straight, let alone talk. 

“What?” I asked. “Do I think what?” 

“Do you think it’s true?” he asked. 

“That she’s pregnant?” I asked. I didn’t feel stupid to doubt her. “You said she looked nauseous. You and Fawn.” 

He shrugged. “Well, yeah. She did. But that’s not proof.” 

I shook my head. “No. I believe it.” 

“Without seeing a test or anything?” 

I nodded. It was probably stupid and naïve of me, but I believed her. I’d had that feeling she was hiding something from me, and boy, did I know what it was now. 

“All right, but...” Seth cringed again. “Let’s say she is. How can you know it’s yours?” 

He had me there. And that was one of the questions that had attacked me. 

That critical how. 

“Because I know with the shit Claudia pulled
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