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An interior decorating job in a genuine ancient Romanian castle was supposed to be the opportunity of Josette Fogal's life. Instead, she winds up pregnant, dumped, and running home to Mission City to stay with her brother while she sorts out the mess of her life. As the birth of the baby nears, Anton Deva, her baby daddy, shows up at her doorstep—asking for a second chance. Josette has a lot of big decisions to make, and not much time to get them right. Anton's the kind of tall, muscular, debonair man she always falls for and he's saying all the right things, but can she ever trust him again? 
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  Chapter One


As Josette attempted to stare down her therapist, the futility of the action hit her. She’d been seeing Dr. Kennedy Dixon every other week for seven months, and nothing had changed. 
Life still sucked.
A miracle hadn’t happened.
She was still pregnant.
Admittedly, she’d gone from flat belly to beach ball in the intervening months. Somehow, though, things hadn’t changed at all. She was still living in the spare room at her brother’s house. Said brother was still married to Josette’s best friend—the man she’d been promised to about twenty-five years ago.
Long story. Not worth rehashing.
She didn’t regret not marrying Felix. Although not one hundred percent certain he was gay when she’d suggested he consider dating her brother, she’d been secure in the knowledge she didn’t love him and she couldn’t make him happy.
And vice versa.
“Josette?” Kennedy’s husky voice pulled her from her reverie.
She shook her head. “I don’t know, Kennedy. You’d think after all this time I would know…but I don’t.”
Kennedy placed her notepad and pen on the coffee table. The bright-yellow walls of her office meant to soothe. And, perhaps, in the late summer light, they did.
The baby kicked.
Josette oofed and rubbed her belly.
Kennedy smiled.
Many times, Josette’d wanted to ask her therapist about why the woman was single. Why she’d never married. Why she didn’t have kids of her own. She never would, of course. Aside from such inquiries being incredibly intrusive, Kennedy’s reserve didn’t invite many questions. Josette leaned over and petted Rex, Healing Horse Ranch’s unofficial therapy dog.
Tiffany, the official therapy dog, was in with Dr. Denise Lang and one of her young patients. All of five years old and dealing with some kind of trauma.
Which made Josette feel silly for attending these sessions and taking up Kennedy’s time. But Felix, Josette’s best friend, and Jacob, her brother, insisted.
She snagged a tissue, sensing the waterworks about to begin. “I told him I was pregnant, he told me to get rid of it, I told him to go to hell, and he basically showed me the door, and here I am.”
Kennedy stilled.
Probably should’ve shared this about six months ago… But she hadn’t. She hadn’t spoken any of these words aloud to anyone—not even Felix and Jacob.
She sniffed. “He used to call me his Jo. He claimed that one of his favorite books was Little Women.” She offered a watery smile. “I never knew whether to call bullshit on that or not. I mean, he couldn’t have known the book was my favorite, right? Or how I longed to be independent. Make my own way in the world.” She pressed her fingers to her forehead. “My friend Felix and I were born mere days apart. Our mothers are best friends. They decided, of course, that Felix and I would marry.”
“Well, that’s an interesting idea.” Kennedy’s voice held no censure. Maybe a small touch of humor.
“Right? And…Felix and I just kind of went along with that. I didn’t date in high school, and neither did he. I went to the British Columbia Institute of Technology for interior design. He did his undergrad degree at the University of the Fraser Valley for French and then teacher’s college at Simon Fraser University. We both stayed in Mission City, commuting to our respective schools. Then we got jobs and…our moms kind of…nudged us?”
“Is that a question?”
“Well, sort of. I mean, I’m not sure I remember the exact day I woke up and realized I didn’t love Felix. He’d just bought a lovely cabin in the woods for us. He knew I wanted to get married in the woods, so he figured a cabin would make it perfect.” She wrinkled her nose.
Kennedy’s eyebrow arched.
Josette laughed. “Oh, no, not like that. A post-and-beam wood house with three bedrooms and three bathrooms. The perfect place to raise a family.” Another sigh escaped her lips. She waved her hand. “Kind of like this place.”
A laugh escaped the therapist. “And yet we only have two spinsters in the place.”
“Well, I’d hardly call you and Rainbow spinsters.”
Kennedy owned the therapy ranch, and her younger sister Rainbow ran the day-to-day operations. Aside from canine comfort dogs, they offered equine therapy where patients learned to trust the horses and, hopefully, eventually opened up to their therapists.
As Josette was pregnant when she’d first arrived, she hadn’t gone near the horses. A near miscarriage in her third month made her incredibly cautious and paranoid. A bit too much, her doctor suggested. As if that’s possible.
“Well, if we were in Louisa May Alcott’s time, Rainbow and I would definitely be spinsters.”
Josette figured both women to be in their mid-thirties. She herself had gone to school with their younger sister, Spring. “Well, I didn’t marry Felix.”
Kennedy smiled. “So I gathered—given Felix is married to your brother.”
“Yeah. Part of me was surprised. When I asked Felix what he would do if he couldn’t marry me, he mentioned a guy he was crushing on. Quickly replaying the previous few weeks in my mind, coming up with Jacob’s name wasn’t hard.” She tapped her thigh. “I think I’d always known something was up. I mean, subconsciously, I designed the house with both their aesthetics in mind. The house is very much a mash-up of Felix and Jacob…with just about none of myself in it.”
“And the father of your baby? How does he factor in?”
Rats. Kennedy wasn’t going to allow her the luxury of meandering down a different path. “He doesn’t.”
The other woman yet again arched a perfect eyebrow.
“Okay, well, maybe he should. But he said he didn’t want us anymore.”
“Is he from around here? Do you worry about running into him?”
“Pfft.”
“Uh—”
Josette took a breath. “Anton is a Romanian count. Like, some kind of royalty lineage or something.”
“Okay.”
She doesn’t believe me. Well, I’m not sure I believe me. “The Deva line goes back millennia and, somehow, they’ve managed to hold on to their family estate, despite various political upheavals.” Anton had given her the rundown at some point, but she hadn’t paid attention. Probably because they’d been in bed, basking in the afterglow of yet another torrid lovemaking session. The man could be incredibly gentle. But he could also be ardent and forceful—in all the right ways. Josette’s cheeks heated. “Anyway, something about commoners… I mean, I just wanted him to acknowledge our baby, right? I didn’t mean to get pregnant. I really was on the pill. My doctor said some cold medication I’d taken might’ve interfered or something.”
“That’s true.” Kennedy offered a sympathetic smile. “So, it didn’t go well when you told him.”
“Understatement of the year.”
A knock sounded at the door.
Rex the dog perked up.
Kennedy and Josette exchanged glances. During all Josette’s sessions here, no one had ever knocked.
Kennedy’s wide eyes indicated she wasn’t expecting this either. She gestured to indicate Josette should stay where she was, then went to the door.
Rainbow had knocked. In contrast to Kennedy’s glossy, long, mahogany-colored hair and deep-brown eyes, Rainbow resembled the rest of the Dixon sisters—pale-blue eyes and long, blue-black hair. She glanced over Kennedy’s shoulder at Josette before catching her sister’s gaze. “You know I’d never interrupt—”
The elder sister waved her off. “I know. What’s up?”
“There’s some guy in the waiting room. Big, kind of handsome, dark, and demanding to speak to Josette.” Rainbow shifted from foot to foot. “I tried to tell him that she wasn’t here…but he recognized her car, apparently.”
“Did he give a name?” Kennedy stood motionless.
“Yeah, Anton Deva. Weird accent.” Rainbow rushed on, “Not that I’m a judge of such things and—” She stopped when Josette rose.
“I guess he’s going to make a scene. Although I can’t understand why he’s here. And he must have seen my mother. Who would’ve told him where to find me and what my car looks like.” Josette rubbed her belly.
Kennedy glanced at said swollen belly.
“Well, aside from that.” Josette blinked her eyes, trying not to cry. She didn’t want her eyes to be red when she faced the man she’d thought she loved. And although her eyes were a similar blue to Rainbow’s, she didn’t possess the woman’s stature or beauty. Or Kennedy’s statuesque figure and height. Nope. She was short, and frankly, frumpy with her long, dark blonde hair pulled into a ponytail.
Kennedy strode to her. “You don’t have to see him. The ranch is private property. I can call Constable Seth Jacobs from the RCMP and ask him to escort…Anton…off the property.”
Which would’ve delighted Josette. How would Anton react to having a member of the Royal Canadian Mounted Police tell him what to do?
Likely not well.
And since she didn’t want her baby daddy going to a Canadian jail, she stiffened her spine. “I’ll see him.”
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