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SABRINA

A positive pregnancy test seems like the last thing she needs, especially after her wedding fell apart, with her family’s publishing company nearing bankruptcy, and her sister trying to interfere with her happiness. As she balances finding an elusive man to coordinate his biography, she debates how to tell Nate that their short fling left a lifelong impression in the form of a baby. 

Torn with the need to hunt down Nate and the expectations to travel for work, she’s got no time to focus on the fact she’ll be a mother soon. When her best friend shows her a tabloid of Sabrina in bed with one of the world’s most famous actors, she’s stunned. And guarded. So when she flies to New York for a meeting about the biography, she’s not prepared to see Nate there at the filming site. It feels good to be reunited, but his fame is a curse she doesn’t want to subject their child to. Besides, it’s not like he’d stick around to actually start a family with her, right? 

Nate

It doesn’t matter that he left her a goodbye note at the hotel in Paris. Sabrina doesn’t answer any calls or texts. Desperate to find her, he enlists the help of his friends. His uncle and ex continue to stir up trouble, too, further pulling him from happiness. Seeing that tabloid doesn’t help one bit either. Yet, when he crosses paths with Sabrina on the set, he’s determined to show her that he’s fresh out of secrets. 

Protecting her from the reach of the paparazzi isn’t a simple feat. He tries to work around filming to keep her in his life, but he’s not the only one who notices she seems nervous, as though she’s still keeping secrets from him. 

Just when he wants to cling to the possibility of retiring early to focus on a real relationship—hoping that Sabrina isn’t just another gold-digger out to hurt him—she drops one heckuva bombshell on him... one he’s not sure how to accept. 
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SABRINA

Pregnant. 

I narrowed my eyes and stared at the thin piece of plastic. 

Pregnant? 

Shaking my head, I took my glasses off and huffed a couple of deep exhales on them. As my heart raced from what I was supposed to believe, I calmly-not-so-calmly cleaned off my glasses before replacing them on my nose. 

This had to be the weirdest, most bizarre side effect of jetlag—ever. 

I couldn’t trust my eyes anymore. Maybe I was more stressed than I realized. 

But when I peered through my glasses again, the sight remained the same. 

Pregnant. 

Blinking a few more times, I wondered how I could unplug and plug again to reboot reality. 

Because I so couldn’t be pregnant. 

“You’ve got to be kidding me,” I whispered aloud. 

Sure, I could be pregnant in the simple sense that I was a woman with working parts and nowhere near menopause. And Nate was a man with very clearly working parts. 

We’d had sex so many times that I lost count. My pussy was still sore in a phantom pain sort of way. 

So, yeah. The math, or science, in theory, could add up. 

Yet, this equation of reproduction just seemed so ludicrous with these variables that I had to mentally talk myself down from a full-blown panic attack. 

All I could see was that one word in digital-like font on this stick. 

Pregnant. 

Pregnant. 

Pregnant. 

The dual syllables matched the fast da-dum of my heartbeat. With my pulse pounding in my ears and as dizziness swept over me, I tried to focus and staying as cool as I could and not pass out from sheer shock. 

“Sabrina?” Knocks sounded on the door. Then the knob jiggled. 

I jumped, stuck in my reverie of oh-shit that I dropped the pregnancy test. It clattered in the sink, so with a wince, I retrieved it out of the soapy suds from when I’d washed my hands. 

“Yeah?” I called back to Jade on the other side of the door that I’d locked. Wiping off the stick, I planned to stow it in my pocket until I could sneak it into my purse for further examination later. My best friend’s voice jarred me back to the present moment, and presently, I couldn’t hide in here all day long with this rug-pulled-from-under-my-feet sensation. 

“I won’t waste my breath asking if you’re okay,” she said. 

Oh, you have no clue how not okay I am right now. 

I was stunned. Shocked. Speechless. Surprised. Stumped. I couldn’t think of any other s-words to add on, but the alliteration kept my mind busy. 

“I know it’s hard to be back today, and if you ask me, maybe taking off this week would do you more good than harm.” 

“No. I’ll... I’ll be right out.” 

“You looked pale, Sabrina. I think this stress is taking a bigger toll on you than you realize.” The concern in her voice erased any note of her potentially nagging. She meant well. 

“Yeah, I’m kind of pale.” I glanced at my reflection in the mirror, wincing. Fuck. I look pregnant. I doubted there was a “look” yet I didn’t resemble myself. I bet there wasn’t a normal look for anyone who was returning to the workplace after a failed wedding with someone affiliated with said workplace. But this was something else. My reflection showed how freaked out I was, though, a look that could probably only come with the unexpected news that I wasn’t simply stressed or having a period, but carrying a new life. 

“It’s the jetlag,” I added as I forced a smile and patted my cheeks. 

Come on. Snap out of it. Freak out later. Alone. 

Just grin and bear it and pretend these last ten minutes didn’t happen. 

Analyze it all later at home. Hell, go home early. Get through this meeting and then...deal. 

Nodding once, I smoothed my hand over my pocket then tugged the hem of my shirt down lower to hide any potential bulge of the test in there. 

“Sabrina? You locked the entire bathroom,” Jade called out, trying the door again. 

“No. It just, the lock slipped.” I winced, hating that I was lying to her. It was a defense mechanism and instinct to lock it and deprive everyone else from coming in to use any of the other stalls, but it wasn’t like there’d be a line this early. 

As if to prove my lie as a truth, I unlocked the door, did a fake bit of jiggling the doorknob—which usually was sort of iffy—and then opened it. “See?” 

She narrowed her eyes, concerned. “Oh, girl. You should just go home.” 

I froze, keeping this huge smile on my face. “I’ll be all right.” 

“You’re smiling to crazy, lunatic clown level.” She shook her head. “I’ll tell Ellen and Molly.” 

I cringed. “Wait. Molly’s here? She’s at this meeting too?” Despite how much I was still internally reeling from the fact I was pregnant, I wasn’t ready to face my sister who’d slept with my fiancé. “Shit. Is Parker here too?” 

“Molly is. He’s not.” She had yet to lose that almost constipated look, so worried about me. “And I think you should—” 

“No.” I now had way too much on my plate to delegate what I could and couldn’t manage. I had to show up for this meeting and then I could go home. Simple as that. If I flaked on this meeting, they’d only pester and inquire more, and I didn’t have time to answer anyone’s questions about why I skipped a meeting. I had to go be alone and accept that I, well, I would never be alone again. 

I caught myself from pressing my hand to my stomach as I linked my arm with Jade and marched toward the meeting room. 

“You’re acting weird, girl. Like, I get it. You’ve gone through a lot in a short time but... you’re not cracking now, are you?” 

“Just stressed,” I lied. 

We entered the conference room where my dad, stepmom, and sister were waiting. 

Ellen smirked at my arrival. Dad smiled. Molly didn’t bother to look up from her phone. Always too busy, too preoccupied. Every time we had these quarterly meetings, she’d act like she was superior and participating or being engaged was something beneath her. 

“Finally decide to show up, hmm?” Ellen asked. 

Dad lost his smile. “She would’ve been here yesterday,” he reminded her curtly. “You know she was stuck at the airport.” 

Ellen sniffed. “Well, if you ask me—” 

“No one is asking you,” Dad cut in. 

“She shouldn’t have even been in Paris yesterday.” 

I sat, wondering how Jade didn’t miss the chair she plopped into. Her gaze was on my stepmother, glaring, and not really looking to see where her chair was. I pushed it toward her before she missed it and fell on the floor. 

“I don’t see why you had to stay the whole week of the honeymoon,” Ellen chided. 

“I...” 

No words could form and leave my lips. I had no idea what I could tell her, what I wanted to tell her. Ellen and I had never gotten along, but this was too damn much. 

“Don’t go there,” Dad warned. “After what happened at the wedding, don’t even try to go there, Ellen. Sabrina deserved every minute of that week to rest and get her head on her shoulders.” 

“Or hide,” Molly said, finally glancing up.

I narrowed my eyes at her, wishing I had more backbone to scream or shout at her. To bitch her out for being so cruel. But she wasn’t even worth that. Long ago, I’d learned to just be numb toward her. She wasn’t worth my anger. She wasn’t worth my tears. That was how lousy our relationship was. She couldn’t make me feel anything toward her anymore, nothing that I would waste my time expressing to her. 

Sadly, the concept of lost love was too real with her. 

“Enough,” I said instead, facing Ellen. “I’m here, and I apologize for making you reschedule the meeting from yesterday to today. Now that we’re here, let’s just get on with it.” 

“On with it?” Dad asked, frowning at Molly. 

“Yes,” I replied. “On with business.” 

“And no apology?” Still, he stared at Molly. “No explanation or—” 

“No,” I told Dad. If and when Molly would ever approach me with something resembling an apology, it would be on our own time. I didn’t want to drag more personal things into the workplace. My personal and professional lives were already too blurred here. 

Ellen sighed, as if the idea of Molly having to apologize or explain was silly. Instead, she launched into going over numbers, making loose references to scheduling another time for us to talk about the merger, which was clearly in air now. 

I wanted to care. I should care. That merger mattered in the sense of keeping Darren LLC afloat. 

But as I sat there, not really listening to what anyone said, I tried to get over the shock that I was pregnant. 

I’d only spent ten days with Nate. 

It seemed so farfetched to be knocked up. 

“...so if Molly marries Parker, then the merger shouldn’t be changed,” Ellen said.

I still couldn’t care. I just couldn’t. 

I was too overwhelmed with this fact that I was pregnant. 

“One moment.” I got up without waiting for anyone’s permission. “Just need to go to the restroom. Too much coffee,” I lied. 

I ran back to take another test, then googled how quickly a woman could even be pregnant after sex. Sure enough, the test was positive, and according to the medical know-how of the internet, it looked like I could conceive that quickly. 

When I returned to the meeting, I couldn’t pay any more attention to what Ellen and my dad said. Jade furrowed her brow at me, and a few other employees glanced at me with what looked like concern. 

But with this second positive test, I embraced it as fact. 

I was pregnant. 

Pregnant! 

I really was. Two tests had to be rock-solid evidence, and the more I let that notion sink into my head, I couldn’t help but feel...excited. 

A new and foreign giddiness hit me, and I pulled my lower lip into my mouth and pressed down on it to avoid smiling widely. 

I’d always wanted a family. Ever since my mom died, I dreamed of having children of my own and how I would be as a mother. More than my career here with biographies and even more than my wish for that teen imprint, I was one of those kinds of women who could be so easily inflicted with baby fever. Some woman cooed over puppies or kittens, but I was always the one who got sappy and awwwed at babies. 

And now I’ll have my own. 

Getting over the shock that I conceived so quickly after my limited and unexpected time with Nate would take me a while. Figuring out how I could’ve been knocked up while I was on the pill was another mystery to sleuth another time. 

Right now, as this meeting went in one ear and out the other, I tamped down on this growing and blossoming excitement and thrill. 

I had to come to terms with this new reality first. 

I couldn’t tell anyone yet. 

It was that out there, that huge of a shocker. 

Learning my fling had knocked me up had a bigger wow factor than Parker jilting me at that altar. 

Jade jotted something on a piece of paper and slid it toward me. The old-school style of passing notes would’ve been funny in any other circumstances. 

You’re acting strange. 

I shrugged at her simple note. 

Do you need to pee??

I turned to give her a droll look. 

You’re wiggling and antsy like you’re doing the pee dance.

I took her pen and replied. 

I’m not doing a pee dance. 

She sighed, shaking her head as a manager droned on about quarterly reports, then wrote again. 

You look like you’re sitting on fire and can’t stay still. And you’re smiling weird. Or not smiling. Something. What the hell is going on with you????

Just like her paragraph-style of texts, her sloppy handwriting gave away too much. 

She noticed that something was up with me, all right. Of course, she would. She knew me too well to be able to read me this accurately. 

But I couldn’t answer her. 

I couldn’t tell her the truth. 

That I was about to explode with the excitement and shock and just all of it. Learning that I was pregnant was a big thing to keep in, but she didn’t deserve knowing first. 

Nate should know. 

As the other half of the partnership that made this happen, he had the right to be told first. 

I sighed. 

Nothing, I wrote back. Just a weird day being back. 

That lie placated her, but throughout the meeting, I felt the burn of her stare on me. 

And as I sat there, digesting the fact I’d be a mother, I was determined to keep it a secret. 

For now. 

Nate had to be informed first. That was a fact. It was a privilege and right, no matter what. 

But I had no clue how to find him, and the reminder that he left me without so much as a goodbye stung more than I wanted it to. 
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NATE

On the first full day of being on the set, I couldn’t get Sabrina out of my mind. Hanging out with my friends last night helped, but the second I had a moment to just think, there she was. 

I missed her, yet I wondered if I was a fool to get this stuck on her. 

Fate seemed to promise I’d never see her again with my phone acting up. Peggy had someone on it, trying to go back onto my old phone, but I wasn’t getting my hopes up. 

During the first break, though, Fawn volunteered as tribute. 

“Jeez. I’ll try to find her for you, okay?” 

I paused in sipping my coffee to furrow my brow at her. “Huh?” 

“Your non-fling. The mystery woman. Miss Vacation Lover.” She rolled her eyes. 

“I...” I glanced around and shrugged. “I didn’t even say anything.” 

“Your face does. Look, if I notice how glum and forlorn you are, someone else will. Do you really want one of the reporters to start asking questions?” She hiked her brows up high. 

I grimaced, turning to spot the gaggle of reporters held back in the “press” area on the set. The further we got into filming, the less they’d be around. For this beginning phase, the producers would allow some limited press content. It was all to stir up the hype. Insider access and all. Rook didn’t budge on his twists and spoilers though. According to his rule, no visitors would be allowed back without his explicit say-so as we got further into the filming process. 

Fawn was right. If one of those reporters got a hunch that something was up with me, they’d hound me mercilessly. 

As if they didn’t already. 

“I’d rather not,” I quipped dryly. 

“Because,” she said as she lowered her gaze to her phone and scrolled, “the latest that they’ve dug up about you is either so ludicrous or malicious, you don’t want to give them any more fodder to chew on.” 

“Ludicrous?” I asked. 

She nodded. “Like the latest that you’ve contacted tuberculous and have been investing in a ‘modern’ iron lung.” 

I squinted. “Wait. Is TB even a thing anymore?” 

She huffed and dismissed me with a wave. 

“What’s the malicious part?” I asked, not really wanting to know. Hearing the newest rumors would piss me off, but hey, maybe some misdirected anger would distract me from missing Sabrina. 

“You wanna know?” she asked skeptically. 

“Sure. Hit me.” 

“Claudia is upping the claims that you’re the bad guy,” she replied. 

My ex would never stop. “What, more lies that I beat her?” Fury simmered hotter and hotter in my blood, revving up my muscles like I was actually in a fight-or-flight scenario. 

“That and that you drugged her.” 

I hung my head, scowling. 

“Then more of the same old.” 

“Meaning?” I glared at the floor. 

“That you cheated, threatened her, yada yada.” 

Between Claudia trying to ruin my reputation because I wouldn’t allow her to piggyback off mine or my wealth, and my uncle trying to con me into signing with an irreputable director instead of Rook, I was up to my teeth with false news and shitty press. 

But, like Peggy grudgingly liked to say, there was no such thing as bad press. 

There is when I’m wanting to get the hell out of this industry...

I sighed. 

“So. Aside from”—she waved both hands around to gesture at a storm cloud—“all that, I’ll try to find this non-fling woman for you.” 

“You will?” I smiled, enjoying this “little sister” of mine. If and when I did leave the film industry, I’d miss moments like this. Where she’d hang around because she “worried about Rook being alone” and just be here as a friend. I hated to think of a day when my found family wouldn’t be constantly present because I chose a different path in my career. 

And my found family was all that mattered. 

Jack Kent can rot in hell. 

My uncle would never qualify as family. 

“I can’t promise any miracles, but I can try.” She lifted her chin, stubborn and proud of it. “I’ll snoop and look around.” 

“I don’t even know her last name,” I reminded her glumly. 

“Then I can work back from the hotel.” 

After I told Fawn the little facts and few details I did know about Sabrina and where we stayed, I went back to work. 

All day long, I caught glimpses of Fawn on her phone, and I was more than curious if she was having any luck. I wasn’t sure how she could be so good of a detective to actually locate Sabrina, but since I didn’t have the free time to investigate it, I appreciated her stepping up to do so. 

Later, at a lunch that was probably more accurate as a dinner since it was six o’clock, Fatima and I rolled our eyes at the executive director who was a pain in the ass. Rook seemed about two seconds from strangling the young man who only had his job because of who his father was. 

“What a hell of a first day, huh?” Fatima said as she furrowed her brow. Passing the limited press area, it seemed we had a shared sense of looking forward, making no eye contact, and pretending we were deaf. The whole time we exited together, reporters shouted and yelled, frantic like piranhas in the water for new blood. 

“Yeah. Hell,” I agreed. 

“Mr. Murphy! Do you seriously have nothing to say about beating and leaving Miss Claudia Simmons for dead?” 

Fatima grabbed my arm, stopping me mid-step. 

I groaned, shaking my head. We were so close. The doors were right there. 

“Fatima...” 

She spun, almost eerily like a possessed woman. Without letting go of me, forcing me to turn and face the small gathered group, she glared with a lethal, fierce glower that would slay anyone with half a brain to try to argue back. 

“What did you just say?” she demanded. Each word was bit out like a ragged snarl. And I was reminded, again, why she totally deserved her EGOT status. This was what she must have channeled when she played Cleopatra in that one dark romcom-slash-thriller a couple of years ago. 

“Mr. Murphy, do you have anything to say—” 

“No.” My costar slashed her arm through the air, livid as she stepped in front of me. As if she could bodily block any harm from reaching me. “He will not have anything to say to such a stupid, ridiculous question.” Launching forward in an athletic step, she thrust her arm up and jabbed her pointed finger in the air almost as if she truly wielded the magic powers she was supposed to have in this last Die Again movie we were filming. 

All the members of the small press pool reared back as one, visibly cowering from her projected wrath. 

“And you,” she snarled, seething and fuming, “should be assumed of yourselves to buy into such lame bullshit. Have you no honor? Have you no souls?” 

I tugged on her sleeve. Whispering loudly out of the side of my mouth, I ducked to put my mouth more near her ear. “Save those lines for the set,” I reminded her. Rook would be pissed if she spewed
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