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Her Pregnant Rival

Renée Dahlia

A secret baby made them rivals, but the best revenge is love.

Pregnant and alone, Jamie Cleveland’s life imploded when her lover revealed he was married. The cheating is bad enough, but if Jamie’s controlling father discovers she’s about to be a single mom, he’ll pull her trust fund. Jamie’s fashion blogging is glamorous, but doesn’t pay. Worse still, if she goes it alone, her mother might pay the price for her disobedience, and Jamie can’t allow that. So it’s just Jamie’s luck that when she walks into a prenatal appointment and finds the wife of her baby’s father is her doctor.

Knowing your soon to be ex-husband is a cheating pig is one thing, but being confronted by the gorgeous woman he’s been sleeping with is quite another. Especially since she’s pregnant, desperate, and clearly alone, when she most needs family. Dr Amanda Aitken knows she ought to hate Jamie, but all she can feel is compassion. . . and a frisson of attraction. 

On a whim, Amanda invites Jamie to get to know her child’s half-siblings, and brings her enemy irresistibly close. They can’t fight their desire, but when the men in their lives find out, they’ll have a war between duty and love. . .

Society expects them to be rivals, and neither of them expect that the best revenge is to love each other.


-  Enemies to lovers

-  Secret baby; with a twist

-  Lesbian romance
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An avid reader, Renée Dahlia writes contemporary and historical queer romance. Renée is a bisexual cis woman who is fascinated by people and loves to explore human relationships, with a side of humour, through her writing. Renée has a degree in physics and mathematics, using this to write data-based magazine articles for the horse racing industry. Her love of horses often shines through in her fiction, and she loves a good intrigue and to escape the real world in the pages of a book. When she isn’t reading or writing, Renée spends her time with her four children, usually watching them play cricket.

For all those who have exhausted themselves striving for parental approval that, in the end, was always a mirage.
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Welcome to HER PREGNANT RIVAL, the fourth book in the Kapow Advertising series, set in Sydney, Australia. This is a novella, so a little shorter than the other books in the series. 

HER PREGNANT is a sexy story of two bisexual woman, and rivalry that becomes love. These two will capture your heart, especially if you love opposites attract, enemies to lovers, and getting petty revenge on a terrible man.

Readers, please be aware that this story includes references to pregnancy, domestic violence, gaslighting, a discussion on abortion, and issues around weight loss. 

If you are keen to keep up to date on new releases and, more importantly, sales, I recommend you sign up to my newsletter, or follow me on social media. 

Social Media Links

Twitter

Facebook 

romance.com.au

Instagram 

BookBub

I hope you enjoy reading this book!

Renée
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Chapter 1
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January

Jamie cradled her pregnant stomach as she stepped out of her car. She was only twelve weeks pregnant, barely showing thanks to a tall frame and it being her first—only!—pregnancy. She never wanted to do this again. Holding her belly had already become automatic even though she’d worn a flowing sun dress to ensure her secret stayed safely away from other’s views. Soon she wouldn’t be able to hide her belly as it grew with the life inside. A life created from a terrible mistake. Craig. When would she learn not to do things purely to gain her father’s attention? 

Her best mate, Vince, had found this address and encouraged her to talk to Craig’s wife about her situation but she wasn’t sure it was a great idea. Being here in the plush Eastern suburbs of Sydney, only a few streets away from her childhood house, did nothing to settle the unease that made gooseflesh rise on her arms. With unsteady steps, she reminded herself she was all out of options, hence why she was here about to confess her sins to Craig’s wife. 

Jamie checked her lipstick in the side mirror of her car, fixed her dyed blonde hair, then walked up the short path to the front door. She raised her fist to knock on the door, then lowered it again. 

“This is a bad idea.” She lifted her hand again and knocked, knowing that she needed to get this over and done with. The door opened and a gorgeous woman stood with her hands crossed under her breasts. Jamie forced her gaze up to meet Craig’s wife’s eyes. Her brunette hair was piled up in a messy bun and she had sharp cheekbones, plump lips, and her dark brown eyes were hidden behind fine-rimmed glasses that perfectly framed her face. Wow, Craig had impeccable taste. It should’ve been a boost to her ego, but Jamie had always known that she was conventionally beautiful. Her mother had been a swimsuit model before her marriage, and Jamie had inherited the same looks although she dyed her brunette locks blonde. And until recently, she’d been a dutiful daughter, using her looks for her father’s advantage. Seeing Craig’s wife only reinforced how much she’d screwed up everything. In another world, another life, she’d call this extra flutter in her belly desire, but she couldn’t let herself feel that—not in these circumstances—and it was easy to convince herself it was pure nerves. 

“What is a bad idea?” 

“Coming here is a bad idea.” Jamie shouldn’t have listened to Vince’s advice. Her best friend had recently fallen in love and in the process had figured out his own terrible father issues. He’d been adamant that Jamie needed to resolve her own plight by confessing her sins to Craig’s wife. 

“Do I know you?” 

“Um, I don’t think so. Look this isn’t easy, but I wanted to confess something. I’m the other woman.” 

“Excuse me?” 

“I didn’t know Craig was married; not that it’s any excuse, and I’m really sorry.” 

The woman’s mouth pinched and then she sighed. “Fucking Craig. What has my deadbeat ex done now?” 

“You aren’t angry at me?” 

“No. Yes. Should I be?” 

Jamie stared at the concrete path and her bright pink toenails peeking out of her Sergio Rossi leather sandals. “I doubt that you could summon more anger than I have disappointment in myself.” 

“I see.” 

“You do?” Jamie swallowed, and lifted her gaze slowly to face the awful truth but the woman had a bemused expression. “This is not how I expected this conversation to go.” 

“Would you like me to scream at you?” She raised one perfectly shaped eyebrow.

“Maybe? Would it help?” Jamie knew it would help her. Being yelled at was a language she understood, and she tensed. Ready for it. 

“If I was to yell at you, it would be for being fucking silly and sleeping with my ex-husband. There’s a reason he’s my ex.” Craig’s wife spoke in a calm rational tone that surprised and unbalanced Jamie. She didn’t have the capacity to know what to do now, or how to react to such a lack of anger. 

“Oh.” It took her a moment to figure out what Craig’s wife had said. Craig was divorced? She should’ve known better than to believe the gossip. Being here was a really bad idea and it had nothing to with Craig or her confession. Bloody Vince had steered her in the completely wrong direction, and it hurt like cramps in the bottom of her belly. She automatically started to protect her pregnancy but twisted her hands behind her back instead, so she didn’t cradle her stomach and give away the worst of her situation. If she couldn’t trust her only friend, then she truly did only have herself. No, that wasn’t fair. Vince had stood by her when he didn’t need to. He’d sacked Craig and the guilt over the tangled mess was partly why Jamie wanted to apologise. Getting sacked wasn’t anything to do with her—according to Vince—but she felt like it was her fault anyway. If she hadn’t... Later. She could punish herself later. 

“I’m sorry.” 

The woman squared her shoulders and glared. “Honestly. What were you thinking? I don’t want your apology. If you were foolish enough to sleep with my ex-husband, that’s on you. However...” She drew out the word and Jamie’s shoulders almost touched her neck as all her muscles tensed. “... I am upset that you thought it was a good idea to come here and tell me about it. What the fuck? Did you think that confessing your sins to me would help at all? I already know Craig is a cheating piece of shit. Why do you think he’s my ex? In what world does it help me to meet you?” 

“I’m sorry. This was a bad idea.” It was selfish to even try and ask for forgiveness or whatever she’d let Vince convince her she’d achieve by coming here. 

“It sure was. Go and deal with your fucked up guilt some other way. And stay away from dickhead men.”

Jamie gulped. It wasn’t that simple, not with her Father dictating her life. She nodded and forced herself to meet Craig’s wife’s gaze before she slowly turned around and walked away. Bloody Vince and his ideas of redemption. Just because he’d found love with Riley and had dealt with his daddy issues didn’t mean that hers were as easily resolved. She slipped into her car, turned on the engine, and rubbed her stomach once.

“I’m so sorry, baby. Your biological father is a terrible man, and your grandfather is too. And I’m just a useless fashion blogger with no skills bar my looks.” She had been told so many times that she was a useless waste of space whose only asset was her beauty that she believed it without question. Obviously, it was true. Just look at her life. She eased the car away from the curb and drove carefully towards her favourite beach. Today reinforced her loneliness. She only had herself now, and she would need to find a way to solve her own problems. 

With an inelegant snort—one that no one would see or hear because she was all alone in her car—she knew that wasn’t going to happen. There were too many other people involved. Walking away from her parents wasn’t as easy as it might look from the outside. She had to find a way to protect her baby without compromising Mum’s safety. An impossible task. A little flicker of heady warmth, as if she’d sipped hot tea too quickly, rushed to her head. Was that determination? She was so tired of protecting everyone else at great cost to herself; all she wanted was to be able to put her baby before the needs of her parents. Was it even possible? 
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