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DEDICATION 

This book is dedicated to my husband and son. 

Without the love and support of my loving husband, I’d 

never make it through each day. 

He’s my best friend. 

God gives and takes away. By the grace of God, a child is 

born. 

Thank You, Father, for Your mercy, strength, and love. 

  



 

PROLOGUE 

Rick’s forehead landed on the steering wheel. His muscles were sore...as if 

he’d run a marathon. Food and bed—isn’t that what the doctor ordered? Now if he 

could only get out of the truck. He turned off the ignition. 

Exhaustion beat at him as one foot hit the pavement followed by the other. 

The front door creaked when he shoved it with his shoulder, and the cool darkness 

of the apartment enveloped him. The shattered coffee table lay in a mess on the 

living room floor. He looked around. 

A light from the kitchen shot across the carpet, but the thought of taking a 

bite caused his stomach to roll. Maybe later. Right now all he wanted was some 

shut-eye. He tipped his head back. The staircase seemed like a mountain. Taking 

one step at a time, he climbed the stairs, walked into the bedroom and collapsed 

onto the bed. 

Instead of relaxing, his body tensed in the silence of the room. His mind 

raced. He fought the pain wrenching his chest as he thought on the last several 

days. Unwanted images flashed before his eyes and a guttural cry ripped from his 

throat. Rick rolled onto the floor and, kneeling before the bed, he slammed his fist 

into the mattress. “Why, God? Haven’t we been through enough?” 

  



 

CHAPTER ONE 

Nine months earlier 

Jordyn’s heart pounded as she examined the tiny window on the pregnancy 

test. How long do these things take, anyway? She ran a damp palm down her jeans 

and glanced at her watch. Evidently, not five seconds. 

She fished through the trashcan with shaking fingers and found the 

directions. After a quick scan through the pictures and print, Jordyn arched an 

eyebrow. Three minutes? She peeked at the stick on the sink. Air rushed out of her 

lungs. Or not. Jordyn picked up the “oh-so-accurate” test recommended by her best 

friend. The bold plus sign glared up at her. 

“Honey?” The worried tone of her husband, Rick, as well as the hammering 

on the door had her diving for the edge of the porcelain. “Jordyn, are you all 

right?” 

“I’m fine. Be right out.” She shoved the paper into the garbage while 

scooping the piece of plastic close to her chest. 

Jordyn paused on her way out of the small bathroom and lifted her 

sweatshirt. She ran a hand along her flat stomach. Her sensitive skin quivered, and 

she shook her head in wonder. “Oh, boy.” 

Her husband’s coal black gaze glittered with a mixture of concern and 

apprehension when she walked into the bedroom. His long legs ate the distance 

between them and he cupped her chin. His thumb slid lightly across her cheek. 

“You’re pale.” 

She turned her lips against his hand and kissed it. “I’m good, Rick.” 



“Don’t worry. We can try again.” He touched her nose with his own. “As 

soon as I find a job—” 

“In fact, I’m perfect.” The words rushed from her. Jordyn fingered the collar 

of his shirt. She rose on her toes and whispered, “It’s positive.” 

A few seconds passed and he lifted his head. She dropped back to her heels. 

Joy, fear, anger? His eyes began to twinkle. “Rick?” 

His eyes began to twinkle as he scooped an arm under her legs and she 

squealed when he tossed her on the bed. After a tickle session which left her in 

tears, Rick tucked her close to his side and stroked her tummy. His fingers walked 

up her arm. “A real baby?” 

“I know this wasn’t planned, but we’re fine.” She caught his hand as it 

reached her neck. “Right?” 

After brushing the dampness away from her cheeks, Rick wrapped his arms 

around her. His chin landed on top of her head. “Like you said, honey, we’re 

perfect.” 

* * * 

“But what about my appointment?” Jordyn couldn’t believe it. He was 

leaving? “You said you’d go with me.” 

“I know. I’m sorry.” Rick frowned, a deep line marring his brow, but 

continued to pack his clothes. “Maybe your mom can go.” 

Jordyn crossed her arms and locked her jaw. She glared at the mess littering 

her parents’ guest room. He reached for his shaving kit, and she shoved it toward 

him with her foot. “I thought we were keeping this a secret.” 

“Babe, I have an interview.” He growled and shoved his deodorant in the 

small black bag. “I can leave for Jackson early in the morning, but I still won’t 

make it back in time.” 



Jordyn picked up his razor and blinked back the tears burning in her eyes. 

He’d promised. His fingers enveloped her hand, and she raised her head. 

Rick rubbed his forehead against her bony shoulder. “Forgive me?” 

She kissed his silky hair. “I guess, but only if you get the job.” 

He jerked upright. “What?” 

“I’m kidding.” She snaked her arms around his thin, muscular waist. It’s 

only one appointment, Jordyn. Grow up. You can do this. Biting her lip, Jordyn 

swallowed and nodded. “I understand, honey. Don’t worry. I’ll ask Mom when she 

gets home from work.” 

He gripped her by the arms and pinned her with a hard look. “I’ve got my 

hands full with you, don’t I?” 

A shiver worked its way to her toes when his fingers caressed her slender 

neck. She tipped her head back and smiled. “Absolutely.” 

“I have Discipleship tonight.” He flicked her bottom lip with his thumb and 

glanced at the unpacked duffel bag a few feet away. “Do you want me to stay 

home?” 

For a brief moment, she considered it, but her gaze landed on the study 

guide resting next to the bed. Her husband loved the course he was taking with the 

pastor’s wife and her small group. 

Conviction stabbed deep and she handed him his razor. “No, you go. Maybe 

I can get some alone time.” 

“If your dad comes home—” 

“Dad’s staying with Grandma for a few more days.” Her chest constricted 

with the thought of the frail woman in the nursing home, and she bit her knuckle. 

“She didn’t have another stroke, but things aren’t good. He says she wants to come 

home.” 



He started to speak, but she silenced his words with another kiss. “Go to 

church tonight. It’ll give me a chance to talk to Mom.” 

He glared at her. “I don’t want you in the middle of it, Jordyn.” 

“I can’t help that, sweetie.” She palmed his cheek and fought a smile. “I was 

born there. Go on. It’s almost five o’clock, and the supper starts at five thirty. 

Don’t you have to bring something?” 

“No.” He zipped his bag and tossed it in the corner. After he’d cleared the 

bed of any remnant of unpacked clothes, Rick opened the closet and pulled out a 

worn hoodie. “They’re letting me cook.” 

“You?” Jordyn picked up a brush off the dresser. “Last time I checked, you 

burned water.” 

A snort lifted her hair. She chuckled as an arm slipped around her waist. It 

turned into a squeal when he nuzzled her neck. “Rick, stop.” 

“I’m not the one who burns things, Jordyn Folsen.” He nipped his way along 

her jawbone. 

Her heart jolted when his lips worked toward hers, and she closed her eyes. 

As he deepened the kiss, flames grew in her belly. Arching her back, she latched 

onto his neck but soon, she gasped for a breath. 

Suddenly, a deep rumble rocked his chest and he pulled away. “I need to go, 

honey.” 

Jordyn moaned. “Yes, you do, Rick Folsen.” 

He pocketed his wallet and keys. “Can you do me a favor tonight, babe?” 

She scooped his Bible and study guide off the table. The man didn’t know 

the meaning of the word rest, even when out of work for six months. Rick 

managed to stay busy, although she knew their finances…or lack 

thereof…concerned him. “What’s that?” 



This time, her wrist experienced the warmth of his fingers as he steered her 

through the basement. At the front door, his worried gaze swept the upper floor 

before dropping to her. His palm brushed her smooth stomach. “Stay out of your 

parents’ squabbles…for both of us?” 

He didn’t wait for her answer but slipped out into the windy fall night. The 

door closed softly behind him. 

Jordyn stood at the entryway for a long while before heading to the kitchen. 

She jerked open the refrigerator and winced when a jar of pickles slid off the 

bottom shelf and rolled on the floor. 

She spun and tracked it across the tile to the stove. “Come here, you little 

bugger. You better not be broke.” 

Her attempts failed to move the stubborn lid, and she knocked it on the 

countertop. It yielded after the third try, and Jordyn raised a dill spear to her nose. 

Her stomach churned. Already? No way. She couldn’t be sick. She was barely 

pregnant. Jordyn pressed her hand to her belly and swallowed the bile pressing at 

the back of her throat. Nerves…it has to be nerves. 

After returning the jar to the fridge, she grabbed a water bottle and closed 

the door. A bit of rummaging around the cupboards yielded what she was looking 

for, and she plopped down at the table with a package of crackers. Pulling the 

edges apart resulted in small squares littering the placemat. She picked up a saltine. 

Fun, fun. Maybe she’d ditch food altogether and curl up with a good book. She 

didn’t have anything better— 

“I’m home!” 

She jerked and choked on her water. Jordyn sucked in a breath only to 

dissolve into a fit of coughing. Tears seeped at the corners of her eyes when her 

mother walked into the kitchen. She lifted a hand. 

Her mom pecked a quick kiss on her head. “Are you all right, baby doll?” 



Not waiting for an answer, Joyce Turner stalked to the sink, her heels 

snapping on the floor like a machine gun. Jordyn buried a groan and crunched on 

another cracker. Her heart sank when the reverberating slam of the silverware 

drawer only reinforced her suspicions. A rough day at work didn’t make for 

pleasant conversation. 

After filling a glass with iced tea, Joyce yanked out a dining chair and 

collapsed into it. She passed of a hand over her eyes, which allowed Jordyn to 

snatch the lid off the sugar bowl. Her mother used the white crystals to sweeten her 

tea and then shoved the flowery container toward her. Jordyn caught it, wincing 

when her mom nailed the edge of her glass repeatedly with her spoon. “Bad day?” 

“No, actually.” Joyce tossed the utensil on the table, the metal clanking as it 

bounced across the surface. “Work went well.” 

Jordyn counted the saltines on the mat and squeezed her lips together. If she 

wasn’t mad about her job, and she wasn’t upset with her, that left only one 

thing…or person for her to be ticked at. The crackers blurred under her fingers. 

He’s not even here. She reached for the water bottle. 

The glass slammed down on the wood, ice rattling. Chair legs ground 

against the floor as her mother came to her feet. “I’ve about had it with your 

father.” 

“I don’t think—” 

A long fingernail poked at her and Jordyn snapped her teeth together. She 

leaned back to avoid the stabbing acrylic and artistically-painted enamel. The 

rampage had begun. The little woman before her loved like a lion but had a nasty 

temper. And by all appearances she was in fine form today. Oh, yes, her mother 

was furious. 

Jordyn rubbed her forehead. This is so tiring. How many times had she 

listened to it? Years? She leapt up. Nope…she didn’t have the patience for this 



tonight. A few more weeks and maybe they could find a place of their own. “I have 

to go.” 

Surprise flashed across her mother’s face and the anger faded. “I thought 

you were eating with me.” 

Again, Jordyn swallowed her retort. She sucked in a breath and wheeled 

away from the table. Tossing her crackers into the trash can, she attempted a smile. 

“I’m not hungry.” 

She darted out of the kitchen and raced downstairs to her room. When Rick 

walked through the door several hours later, he found her curled on the bed, tear-

streaked and exhausted. Only after much prodding and a brief argument did she 

admit she’d talked to her mother earlier in the evening. 

“Then what are all the waterworks about?” Rick stroked her long, chestnut 

hair. 

She rolled onto her side and he handed her a tissue. Jordyn sat up and blew 

her nose. “She can’t go with me to my appointment.” 

It wasn’t a lie. Her mother couldn’t go. True, she hadn’t asked her, but 

whose fault was that? Jordyn brushed the thoughts away when his hand enveloped 

the back of her head. 

“Is that all? I’m sure you have a close friend or two who wouldn’t mind 

going with you. Call someone. And don’t worry, I’ll be home as soon as I can so 

we can celebrate.” His grin lifted his lips a fraction of an inch. “After all, we 

wouldn’t want to overstay our welcome.” 

She squinted at him. What’d he mean by that? He tweaked her nose and a 

slow smile lifted in response to the one spreading across his angular face. Peace 

stole its way into her tormented soul. He pulled her closer, and she returned his 

kiss with every bit of promise she possessed. She loved him. She trusted him—no 

matter what the future might bring. 


