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Chapter 1
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Everyone has a moment in their lives when they realize they have made the biggest mistake they possibly could have. Millie Larson thought she had that moment eight weeks ago when she woke up in an empty hotel room with no husband. That moment was nothing compared to what she felt now. 

She finally went to see her doctor because she had a flu bug that she could not seem to shake. She asked Dr. Spaulding to test for everything. She had midterms next week and needed to be feeling better before then. Millie never expected the doctor to test for this. It had never crossed her mind.

Millie exited the doctor's office with more than one booklet about her many different options and information on what to expect from her body at this point. She was in shock and not sure what she wanted to do. Dr. Spaulding told her to go home and think over everything before making a final decision. 

She knew she really only had two choices: keep the baby or give it up for adoption. Her first reaction was adoption. She wanted nothing to do with Lawrence Hansen.

He asked her to marry him after dating for nine months, convinced her to elope, then left before she woke up the next morning. On the nightstand where her diamond ring had been the night before, was a note and their unsigned marriage license.

Millie tried calling Lawrence, but the line had been disconnected, as were all of his social media accounts. It was like he never existed. Millie had been so naive and stupid. 

Millie walked slowly through the parking lot to her car. She was just about to get in when she noticed her tire was flat. She threw her bag in the backseat before going to the trunk to get the spare, only to find it was flat too. Her emotions were already close to the surface and tears of frustration spilled onto her cheeks.

Millie slammed the trunk closed before walking back around the car and glaring at the useless tire. “Give me a break!” She yelled before she kicked the flat. She cursed as pain shot through her foot. She lowered herself to the ground, leaning back against her car.

She pulled her knees to her chest as she ran her hand into her long thick hair. Millie fisted her hand at the back of her head as she curled into a ball and started to cry. She had thought she cried all of her tears in the exam room after Dr. Spaulding told her she ran a pregnancy test, and it came back positive. Apparently not.

Her tears were finally starting to slow when she heard loose rocks grinding into the pavement. “Excuse me ma’am, are you okay?” A male voice asked softly. 

Millie looked over to see a man crouching down to her level a few feet away. The man watched her closely. She stared at him without speaking. Was she okay? No, she was most definitely not okay. 

“Are you alright?” He asked again. Millie felt completely numb and she couldn't seem to get her mouth to form words. “Is this your car? Can we help you change the tire?”

“It's flat.” Millie’s voice was so soft she wasn't sure if the man heard her.

The corner of his lips twitched a little. “That's why we want to help change it.”

Millie shook her head as she leaned her head back against the car. “The spare is flat.” she whispered. 

“Is the tire behind you flat too?” The man asked. 

A second man stepped around the back of her car. “Even if she had a working spare, if that one is flat, she has two flat tires.” He said coming to a stop next to his friend.

Millie squeezed her eyes shut as more warm tears slipped from them. Why couldn't something work out today? Her world was already crumbling around her, now she was stranded.

“How long have you been out here, ma’am? Do you have someone you can call for a ride?” The first guy asked. Millie shook her head. 

“No, you don't know how long you have been out here? Or no, you don't have anyone to call?” The second man asked.

“I don't have anyone to call.” Millie said quietly. “Does it matter how long I have been here?”

“I guess not.” The second man said with a shrug.

“Can we take you home?” The first man asked as he stood. Millie furrowed her brows. Did he mean to take her home to their house? No thank you. “That came out creepy. Can we offer you a ride back to your house?”

Millie closed her eyes again. She was so tired. She couldn't bring herself to care about her stupid car anymore. She was emotionally drained, and she was starting to feel nauseous again. 

“Ma’am?” The first man asked, sounding concerned.

Millie opened her eyes again and looked at the two men. “Sure.” Her voice was still quiet. She couldn't seem to muster any sort of volume.

The first man assisted her to her feet. “Is there anything you need from your car?”

“My backpack.” Millie looked at the backseat.

She watched as the second guy pulled her backpack out. “Did you want us to lock it up?” Millie nodded and he did. 

The first man walked to the other side of her vehicle and opened the front passenger door of the car parked next to hers. Millie felt like a robot as she slowly followed him and sat down. When she didn't reach for her seat belt, the man buckled her in. She didn't miss the concerned looks the two men shared, but she couldn't bring herself to care.

“Ma’am, were you in an accident? Did you fall or hit your head on anything?” The first man asked.

Millie shook her head again and closed her eyes. She just wanted to get home. “Applegate Apartments across the street from the university. Building C. Unit 312.” Millie whispered as another tear leaked onto her cheek. How did she still have tears? She had been crying for what felt like hours.

There was a moment of silence before the car door closed, then two more doors closed before the car started. Millie kept her eyes shut as she tried to block all thoughts of her appointment. She felt nothing but couldn't stop crying at the same time.

“Ma’am, we are at your apartment.” A male voice said softly as someone shook her shoulder gently.

Millie opened her eyes and looked around. They were parked in her designated parking spot. She turned her head slowly to look at the man crouched next to the car. She made no move to get up. Millie felt like she was watching herself from outside of her body. The man released the seat belt, and she didn't even flinch as he leaned over her to reach the button. Millie usually liked her space especially when it came to strangers but she was far too exhausted to care.

He stood and offered her his hand. All she could do was stare at it. He firmly, but gently grabbed her hand from her lap and pulled her from the car. The second man was standing a few feet away with her backpack. 

The first man didn't release her hand as he led her towards the stairs that led up to her unit. He walked slowly and she numbly followed him. Once they got to the landing, he pulled her close to him to allow the second guy to get to the door. They must have seen her keys clipped to her bag.

The door to the other unit on the landing opened and Millie closed her eyes, praying that her neighbors wouldn't try to pull her into a conversation. She leaned her head forward, resting it against the wall. The wall was warmer and softer than she thought a brick wall would be. 

“Oh, good. I'm glad we caught you.” Cindy said triumphantly. Millie inwardly groaned. Her luck was holding. 

Millie opened her eyes. She blinked in surprise when she realized she was leaning against the man holding her hand. Millie turned slowly to face her neighbor as she tried to force a smile. 

“Hey.” Her voice came out barely more than a whisper. 

“The girls and I were talking about possibly going to Mexico this summer, but we wanted to make sure we were here for your wedding. Have you set a date yet?” Cindy bounced with excitement.

Millie’s stomach clenched and her heart felt like someone had stabbed it. “Oh, um. Don't worry about trying to cater to me. I promise your travel plans won't conflict with mine.”

“You two have been engaged for almost six months, you kept telling us that you were waiting for the summer. Have you changed your mind about a summer wedding?”

“I...Uh...” Millie couldn't do this right now. Emotionally she was a mess, and she couldn't seem to think straight. “It won't be an issue.”

“Why not?” Cindy pressed as she put her hand on her hip. Millie eyed the platinum blonde barbie in front of her. Cindy would never stop asking. Better to rip the band aid off.

“Because he left two months ago.” Millie sighed. The man next to her squeeze her hand. 

“When will he be back? I'm sure you can still have your wedding this summer?”

“Not with him.” Millie said firmly. She heard her keys jingle as her apartment door swung open. “It was good talking with you. I need to study.” 

Millie moved as quickly as she could into her apartment. As soon as the two good Samaritans were inside, she slammed her door. She didn't look at them as she took a seat on her couch and buried her face in her hands. 

Yes, it still hurt to think about Lawrence. She had given him over a year of her life, and she had loved him. She gave him a piece of herself that she could never get back. Millie had thought they were married. They got the license and had a ceremony. But Lawrence never signed it. She had even gone to a lawyer a few days afterwards to look into the legality of the marriage. 

He played her and left when he got what he wanted. Now she was carrying his child, even though they used protection. And she was terrified.

“Ma’am, can we go into your kitchen to get a drink.” The first man asked.

“There is water in the fridge. Help yourself.” To her amazement, more tears welled up in her eyes and quickly spilled onto her cheeks.

“Here.” A cold bottle of water was pressed into her hands. The cap had been removed. The first guy sat beside her on the couch. Millie stared at the bottle, unable to do anything. “It would help you better if you drank it instead of watching it.” The man commented after several minutes. 

Millie slowly raised the bottle to her lips. The icy water pulled her a little from her numbed state. “Thank you.” She whispered after taking a small sip. “For the water and the ride.” She finally looked at the man’s face. 

He was handsome with eyes that were the color of milk chocolate. His dark brown hair was just long enough for the front to get in his eyes, and it curled slightly over his ears. It looked like he ran his hand through it often to keep it out of his face, giving him an almost boyish appearance, which was in contrast with the rest of him. He had a strong jaw and a little scruff. His shoulders were broad, and by the way his shirt hung on him, he worked out. He was definitely not a boy, but a man.

He was watching her closely with concern pulling at his features. “Is there anyone we can call for you?” he asked softly. 

Millie shook her head before taking another small sip. Exhaustion was settling in, and she handed the bottle back to the man. She lay down on the couch and closed her eyes again. Her head was beginning to pound, thanks to the hours of crying she had done. Now she was starting to pay the price for it. A blanket was draped over her, but she didn't open her eyes.

*  *  *
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Millie woke with a pounding headache. The moment she sat up, she regretted it. A wave of nausea hit so fast and so hard that she barely made it to the bathroom before throwing up. It had been like this for nearly two weeks. She was tired of feeling sick all the time.

She jumped in the shower, hoping it would help her feel more human. She put on her robe and was towel drying her hair when she heard a knock on her door. The only person it could be was Cindy. The girl was nosey and was no doubt coming to demand details about Lawrence.

Millie walked to the door and pulled it open, determined to tell Cindy to mind her own business. She froze when she saw the two guys from yesterday standing there. Their eyes widened when they saw her in her robe. Millie tightened it around her as her cheeks felt like they caught fire.

She was glad her robe reached her knees and was thick. “Uh.” Millie tried to find her voice, but another wave of nausea had her throwing her hand over her mouth and running for the kitchen sink. 

She rinsed her mouth and splashed water on her face after several minutes. When she turned around, her door was still open, and the guys were still standing at the threshold. Embarrassment filled her.

“Why don't you come in and have a seat? I am going to get dressed. It shouldn’t take me long.” Millie called over her shoulder as she hurried down the hall.

Millie dressed in a pair of jeans and a T-shirt as quickly as possible. Before leaving her room, she glanced in the mirror. Her face was pale, her eyes were dull and slightly red rimmed from all the crying she had done yesterday, and she had lost weight.

Sighing, Millie made her way back to her living room. Her two rescuers were sitting on the couch looking awkward. Millie sat in the rocking chair by the window. 

“I can't thank you both enough for helping me yesterday. I don't know what I would have done if you hadn't shown up.” Millie said quickly, looking down at her hands.

“Glad we could help.” the first guy said with a small smile. 

“Glad you got your tongue back.” The second guy commented with a light laugh. He looked very similar to the first guy. He had brown eyes, and brown hair. It was a little darker and shorter than the other  guy’s hair. He was muscular too. If she had to guess, she would think they were brothers.

Millie couldn't help smiling either. “Yeah, I wasn't quite myself yesterday.” She normally didn’t allow guys into her apartment, but she felt completely safe and comfortable with these two. The shorter haired one seemed to be more of a jokester, while the other one was more chill.

“And today?” The second guy asked as his eyes flicked to the kitchen.

Millie’s smile faded as she shrugged. “I'm better than yesterday.”

Both men looked at each other briefly before turning back to her. “If you don't mind us asking, what happened yesterday?” The first man asked.

Millie stood and walked into the adjoining kitchen. She pulled bread out of the pantry and popped two slices into the toaster. She moved to the fridge and grabbed the butter. Mustering courage, she turned around and leaned against the counter. She didn’t have to tell them everything, but they deserved to know a little of what was going on after helping her.

“I got life changing news yesterday.” Millie said quietly as she stared at the floor. “I think I went into shock or something. I couldn't seem to function.”

“Is there anything we can do to help?” The first guy asked.

Millie laughed as she turned around to butter her toast that just popped up. “Do you have a time machine?”

“She's got jokes now too.” The second man chuckled.

Millie returned to the rocking chair and slowly nibbled on her toast, not wanting to push her stomach too far by eating fast and throwing up again. “So, no TARDIS or DeLorean?”

“No, sorry. But we do have a working car you can borrow until yours gets fixed.” the second guy said.

Millie stared at them with wide eyes. “You don't even know me.” She breathed out. “Why would you loan me a car?” She was planning on calling and getting a rental until she could get hers fixed.

“We have more than enough vehicles at our disposal. We only drive this one when we drive home once a month.” The second guy said as he shrugged. 

“Look, I know we don't know each other but Josh is right, we rarely use this truck. We carpool most of the time to save on gas.” The first man said, leaning forward, his brown eyes locking with hers. “If you want, we can take the keys to your car and get the tires fixed this next week for you.”

“And in the meantime, you can drive Aiden’s truck. If we don't return your car, you can keep it. You would be coming out on top, trust me.” Josh smiled.

Millie shook her head in disbelief. These guys were the kindest men she had ever met. They had already helped her get home and now they were here checking up on her. They were even offering her a car until she got hers fixed. Lawrence would have never been so generous. 

The two men watched her expectantly, but the urge to throw up came over her again. She tried to will her stomach to settle but it was no use. Millie got to her feet and ran down the hall, slamming the bathroom door behind her. She lost every last bit of the meager amount of toast she had eaten. No wonder she was losing weight, she couldn't even hold down toast. 

She brushed her teeth and splashed cool water on her face. Resting both hands on the counter, she stared at herself in the mirror. How was she going to get through this? Millie hung her head and prayed for help. She couldn't do this alone. And she had no idea what to do. 

A soft knock on the bathroom door reminded Millie she wasn't alone in her apartment. She dried her face before opening the door. Aiden stood awkwardly with his hands in the front pockets of his jeans.

“Were you the one that drew the short straw?” Millie asked as she stepped out into the hall. 

“Is she okay?” Josh called from the front room.

“I’m fine.” Millie said as she walked to the front door and pulled on her shoes. She didn’t want them asking about her throwing up, so she asked the first thing she could think of. “Why don't you two show me this loaner car?” 

Millie led the way down to the parking lot. She was surprised when they stopped at the vehicle parked in her designated spot. Her breath caught in her lungs as she stared at the truck. It was a F-450 that was such a dark green color that it looked almost black. You could see the green when the sunlight hit just right. It was her dream car.

“Millie! Are you going to explain what happened?” Cindy’s irritated voice broke into Millie's moment of awe.

“I’m a little busy right now.” Millie didn't even look at her neighbor as she stepped up to the truck. She ran her hand along the smooth metal as she walked along the side of it, admiring every inch.

“This is serious!” Cindy practically yelled.

Millie glanced over at Cindy. “Cindy, I am in the middle of something.” she said as she opened the driver's door to get a look at the interior.

“You really need to get over your fear of commitment, Millie.” Cindy put her hands on her hips. “You are showing more interest in this truck than you are in finding a husband. You should be focusing on Lawrence. A truck isn't going to keep you warm at night like a man can.”

“You obviously haven't looked inside this thing. The seats are heated and large enough that I could sleep comfortably in them.” Millie argued.

Cindy growled as she spun on her four-inch heel and stormed up to her apartment. Millie shrugged and closed the door before making her way to the truck bed. She noted it had a trailer hitch.

“This is the loaner car?” Millie asked as she made her way back around to the front of the truck. This is better than any rental she would have gotten. 

“I can't help but get the feeling you like my truck.” Aiden chuckled.

Millie could not pull her eyes from it. She had always wanted one just like this but couldn’t bring herself to purchase one yet. She had no need for it at the moment. She could not believe these two strangers were loaning her this truck. “I’m in love.” Millie whispered.

“You just pointed out that we just met and now you are saying you are in love with Aiden?” Josh laughed.

Millie smiled as she turned to them. “Oh heavens no. No offense.” She said quickly and Aiden shrugged. “Your truck.” Millie turned her attention back to the vehicle. “I hope you do steal my car so I can keep this.” 

Aiden and Josh laughed. Millie glanced over at them as she smiled. She noticed that Aiden had dimples and she thought again about how cute he was. She gave herself a mental shake. She was not remotely ready to let a man back into her life. Millie’s phone rang and she pulled it from her pocket. It was the doctor’s office. Millie walked a few feet away before answering.

“Hello.” Millie said quietly.

“Hello, is this Millie Larson?” Dr. Spaulding asked.

“It is.” Millie's stomach knotted with anxiety.

“This is Dr. Spaulding. I just wanted to check on you.” Dr. Spaulding said kindly. “I know yesterday was quite a bit of a shock. How are you doing?”

“It was. I still don't really know...” Millie’s voice thickened with emotion.

“I know this was completely out of left field. And I know you are trying to come to terms with the results. How are you feeling physically? Have you thrown up much? That was your original reason for coming in, wasn't it?” Dr. Spaulding asked.

Millie glanced over at Aiden and Josh to make sure they couldn’t hear her. She ran her hand through her hair as she stepped off the curb and walked around the truck again. “I can't seem to hold anything down. I've thrown up three times this morning.” 

“I know that this isn't what you want to hear but morning sickness is common at this stage of pregnancy. However, you have lost some weight from your last appointment a few months ago, so I am sending in a prescription to the pharmacy for an anti-nausea medication. Hang in there, morning sickness should start lightening up around twelve weeks, and remember to keep hydrated.”

“Thank you.” Millie said as she climbed into the bed of the truck and sat down with her back against the cab. “Do you have any idea when the medicine will be ready?”

“You should be able to pick it up later today. Don't be afraid to call my office or my personal line if you have any concerns. I put my cell phone number in the packet we gave you.”

“Okay. Thank you.” Millie said quietly before hanging up.

She closed her eyes and knocked her head gently against the cab a few times. Several more weeks of throwing up constantly. At least her doctor was prescribing something to help. Millie took several slow breaths to try to calm herself. The reality of being pregnant was becoming more and more real.

“You still with us?” Josh asked. 

Millie opened her eyes to see Aiden and Josh looking at her with their forearms resting on the side of the bed. Both men looked concerned. She shrugged as she tried to smile. Josh’s teasing eased some of her tension, and Millie had the desire to tell them everything, but stopped herself. She didn’t know these guys. The only people she had talked to about Lawrence’s betrayal were her lawyer, bishop, and Dr. Spaulding.

“Not quite the radiant smile that you had when you saw my truck, but I guess we can take it.” Aiden smiled at her, but it looked a little forced. 

Millie still laughed as she glanced around her. She really did like the truck. Her notification ringtone went off. She looked down at her phone. The pharmacy had received her prescription, and it would be ready by two that afternoon.

Millie needed to get away from everything for a few days. She needed to eliminate all distractions and come to terms with her new reality. To think through her options and start making decisions. She couldn't live in limbo. She needed a plan.

“So, let me get this straight. You are loaning me this truck to get around for a few days? I can use it to go wherever I need to go?” Millie asked, watching the two men carefully. If they didn’t want her driving the truck a lot, she would get a rental.

“Yes,” Aiden said slowly as his eyes narrowed slightly. “I have two conditions though.”

“Which are?” Millie narrowed her eyes at him too. Maybe she was wrong about these guys. Maybe they weren’t as generous as she had first thought.

“The truck comes back in one piece, and I need your number.”

“Why would you need my number?”

“That way if I have any questions or updates on your car, I can call you.” Aiden answered.

Millie bit her lip as she eyed them. Aiden’s request was reasonable. They seemed like decent guys so far. Not once did they take advantage of the situation, and they were going above and beyond in helping her. They knew where she lived, so what harm would giving them her number do?

“Okay. I can agree to those conditions.” Millie stuck her hand out for Aiden to shake. After a brief hesitation on his part, they shook hands. “But I do have to warn you,” Millie said as she climbed over the tailgate. “I may be out of cell service until Sunday night.”

“Why's that?” Josh asked.

“I have some things I have to do.” Millie shrugged. “And cell service isn't the best.”

“Just be careful.” Aiden said as he handed her a piece of paper and set of keys. There were two phone numbers written on it: one for Aiden, the other for Josh. “If you need anything just give us a call.”

Millie programmed her number into Aiden's phone. They didn't stay long, since they needed to head to work. Millie immediately went about packing and gathering supplies. It was Thursday afternoon, and she didn't have classes until Monday. 

Going on a camping trip for the weekend would give her time to figure things out and to study. Millie packed the truck with tons of blankets and a small bag of clothes before heading to the store. She bought a cooler, tons of food and water, picked up her prescription, and firewood before heading out of town. 

Millie drove for hours before finding a campground that was mostly empty. She picked a campsite that was away from everyone. She set up her hammock, camp chair, and pulled out some snacks before grabbing her backpack and settling into the hammock. 

She pulled out the packet Dr. Spaulding had given her and laid it in her lap. Millie closed her eyes and offered up a prayer asking for a clear head and understanding of His plan. After closing her prayer, Millie began going through the information. 
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Millie lay in her hammock with her book on pregnancy and watched the young family that set up camp a few spots away from her. They had a toddler and a tiny baby. The mother looked tired but happy. The father spent a lot of time with the little boy, playing and having his son help him with various things. The laughter that floated on the wind to her was infectious. Millie found herself smiling and laughing softly as she watched them. 

She had wanted that. A family. She was raised by her grandmother who passed away when Millie was nineteen. During her time of grief, two young men had found her and told her about a church that believed in eternal families. Millie had instantly gravitated to the Church.

She had met Lawrence not long before she started to take the discussions. She had been eager to learn everything about the Church, but Lawrence hadn’t understood why she wanted to be part of a religion with so many rules. She was baptized, even though Lawrence tried to convince her not to. He backed off from belittling the Church as they continued to date. At times he was irritated with her resistance to become physical, but he never forced things. 

Over the next several months, Millie could see herself with Lawrence, building a life together and raising a family. He doted on her, spent all his free time with her, and he made her promises.

After they were engaged, Lawrence kept pushing to move in together, but Millie refused. She told him she wanted an eternal family, and she would not do anything that would jeopardize that. Three months into their engagement, Lawrence suggested eloping. 

At first, Millie resisted the idea. But when she thought about it, he was right, she didn't have anyone she truly wanted at the wedding. He said they could hold a party or something with their friends when they got back. Lawrence planned the whole thing and they left for the weekend.

Millie sighed. The ceremony had been beautiful. A few of Lawrence’s friends were there as witnesses. He had her sign the marriage license first. Then they went to the hotel. She had been both nervous and excited. 

Millie felt hot tears rolling down her cheeks. She banished thoughts of Lawrence as she wiped the tears away. He was no longer a part of her life and would never be. She was fine with that. 

After returning home from her false marriage, Millie spoke with her bishop. She had told him everything. He reassured her that she didn't knowingly sin and that she had been manipulated and lied to. Heavenly Father knew of her situation and loved her. They prayed together and Millie felt peace and her Savior’s love.

Millie shook her head. It was Saturday evening, and she was unsure of what to do. She had gone through the information from her doctor at least three times. Whenever she read through the info on adoption, she would become anxious. And when she thought of keeping the baby, she became overwhelmed. She would be a single mom and she didn’t think she could handle that.

Millie desperately wished she had a friend she could call and confide in. She felt so alone right now. She pulled out her cell phone and looked through her contacts. The problem with being shy was that it was hard to make friends. She talked to people at church and at school, but she hadn't developed a friendship with anyone. 

Lawrence was who she had spent all her time with. Millie squeezed her eyes closed as she gripped the book hard. Why did she end up pregnant when she was on birth control? How could he leave her? Millie stifled the urge to scream in frustration. She was so angry with him. She took a deep breath and let it out slowly. The poor family would probably be traumatized by her outburst.

Millie came across Josh’s number and paused. She started a group text with Aiden and Josh. She hoped they would answer because she really needed a distraction, and they had a knack for making her smile.

Millie: Hey!

Aiden: Hey, Millie. What's up?

Millie: Nothing much

Josh: Why am I not buying that?

Millie smiled as she laid back. The baby at the other campsite began to cry and Millie glanced over at the family. The mother was walking and bouncing the infant and in seconds the crying stopped.

Millie: It's true. There is not much going on around here. 

Josh: So, you are bored and decided what better way to kill time, then to chat with the two of us?

Millie: I needed someone to talk to and I don't really have anyone.

Aiden: We’re listening. 

Millie took a deep breath. This was so hard. She didn't know where to start or what to say. She didn't know either of these guys. Millie stared at the sky, trying to gather her thoughts.

Josh: You can't drop a bomb like that and leave us hanging!!

Millie wiped tears off her cheeks. She put her phone away and closed her eyes. Why did she even say anything? She pulled the hood of her hoodie more over her head and snuggled deeper into the hammock.

“Are you just going to ignore us or are you going to at least say hi?” A woman yelled at Millie causing her to jump and fall from the hammock. “Oh my gosh! I’m so sorry. I thought you were someone else.” The woman hurried over.

Millie looked up at the woman and noticed she was the young mother from the other campsite. Millie glanced around. The adoption booklets and her pregnancy book were on the ground. The woman started picking them up with one hand while she held her baby in the other. Millie hurried to help her. 

The woman paused and looked at the booklet in her hand, then to the pregnancy book in Millie’s. She looked at Millie with a kind smile. “I really am sorry. You aren't hurt, are you?”

“I'm okay.” Millie bent down and grabbed her phone. 

There was a text message waiting for her, but she swiped it away. Her lock screen was a picture of her standing with the elders in front of the church building the day of her baptism. Millie felt a wave of peace as she looked at the picture.

“Are you a member of the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-Day Saints?” The woman asked as she handed Millie the booklets.

“I am.” Millie smiled. 

“We are too.” The woman’s smile grew. “My name is Elizabeth Benedict. But everyone calls me Beth.”

“Millie Larson. Nice to meet you.” Millie stuck the booklets into her pregnancy book.

“I don't mean to be overbearing or nosey, but I couldn't help noticing you are here alone.” Beth said, glancing around Millie’s camp. 

Millie glanced around as well. “I needed to get away from life for a few days. Nature helps me think.” Millie shrugged. 

“Us too. I needed to get away from everything. My in-laws are the best but since Melody was born, I feel like they are always around trying to help.” Beth laughed as she bounced the infant in her arms. “Do you mind if I sit and chat for a while? It's been so long since I talked with someone other than my husband who is my age or with someone who wasn't trying to draw on the walls.”

Millie laughed. “Sure. I’d like that.” 

Beth sat in Millie's camping chair with a sigh. “So, tell me about yourself, Millie. Are you from this area or visiting?”

“I'm a student at the University.” Millie said as she sat on a log near the fire pit. She was surprised that Beth hadn’t asked about the pregnancy stuff. “My life was pretty calm growing up. I lived with my grandma, was homeschooled, graduated high school, met some missionaries, took the discussions, and was baptized eighteen months ago.” Millie set the book down on the ground at her feet and looked at Beth. “What about you?”

“I was born and raised in the Church. I fell for my twin brother's best friend, and we were high school sweethearts. Derek and I have been married for six years. We have one son, Bentley, who is five. This is Melody, she is 3 weeks old.” Beth placed a kiss on the baby’s face.

“Babe, where are the band aids?” Derek yelled from their campsite. “Bentley fell again, and I can’t find them!” Beth rolled her eyes and Millie laughed.

“Could you hold Melody for me? It will be faster if I go grab them myself.” Beth stood and offered the baby to Millie. 

Millie nodded and little Melody was placed in her arms. She watched Beth walk away before she turned her attention back to the baby, and her eyes began to burn. Was she ready for a baby? Whether she was or not, Millie was having one. She gently touched the little girl’s chubby cheeks and her heart ached.

“Are you okay?” Beth asked softly as she slowly sat down next to Millie. “Derek, come get Mel and put her in her bassinet please.” Beth called.

Millie tried her best to rein in her emotions while Beth lifted the baby from her arms and handed Melody over to Derek, before returning to Millie's side. The tears wouldn't stop. The feeling of having the baby taken from her, even if the child wasn't hers, felt wrong and that terrified her.

Beth remained silent but wrapped an arm around Millie’s shoulders, causing Millie's tears to come faster. Beth pulled Millie into a tight embrace and held her as she cried. When Millie’s tears dried, she sat up slowly. 

“I'm sorry. I am a mess right now and probably the worst person to have a conversation with.” Millie wiped her cheeks, keeping her gaze on the ground.

“I think you are the best person to have a conversation with right now. Even if that means you talking and me listening.” Beth said softly. “Does this have to do with that book and pamphlets?”

Millie glanced at the pregnancy book and nodded her head as she let out a slow breath. She didn't know this woman, but Millie needed to talk to someone and there was something about Beth that made Millie want to confide in her.

“I met Lawrence not long before I was baptized. We dated for nine months. He was everything I wanted in a spouse. We supported each other, made sure we went on weekly dates, even if life got busy.  I thought we were in love. So, when he proposed, I didn't hesitate to say yes.” Millie sniffled. “We had been engaged for three months when he suggested eloping.”

“Elope? Why?” Beth asked in surprise.

Millie shrugged. “At first, I thought he was joking around, but he wasn't. After we discussed it, I didn't see a reason not to. I have no family or close friends I felt I had to have at the wedding, and neither did he. He decided that we would have a party to celebrate when we got back. Lawrence planned everything for the next weekend.”

“What happened?” Beth whispered.

“The ceremony was simple but beautiful. Lawrence even insisted on me wearing my wedding dress. I signed the license first and then was pulled into a conversation with one of Lawrence's friends who was one of the witnesses. Not long after the ceremony, we went to our hotel room. I'm sure you know what happened that night.” Millie's face burned with embarrassment.

“So, you and Lawrence are married. Where is he now?” Beth asked, confused. “Is he working?”

Millie shook her head. “When I woke up, I was alone. On the nightstand where I had put my ring the night before was a note that thanked me for the fun night and the ring was gone.”

“What?” Beth gasped.

“It gets better.” Millie glanced at Beth. “Under the note was our marriage license. Mine and the officiator’s signatures were the only ones on it. I tried calling him, but his phone was disconnected, as were his social media accounts. I talked with a lawyer. The man who married us was not even licensed to do so. The marriage is invalid because of that, and not all the signatures were on the license.”

“No.” Beth breathed out. “So, what did you do?”

“I talked with my bishop and tried to move on with my life. But it's hard. I gave Lawrence over a year of my life. I had trusted him, and he betrayed me.” Millie wiped her cheeks angrily.

Beth was quiet for several minutes before she spoke again. “Millie, is he...?” her voice trailed off and Millie nodded.

“I found out a few days ago. I'm eight weeks.” Millie said softly. It was still hard to admit that she was pregnant. Beth hugged Millie again. Millie closed her eyes and leaned against Beth. “I was just making progress in moving on from Lawrence’s betrayal, and now this. I'm so scared and I don't know what to do.”

“I can't even imagine.” Beth said softly. “I'm sure it's hard to think about having that link to such a jerk.”

Millie nodded. “Whenever I go over the adoption stuff, I feel like I would be abandoning the baby. I always wanted a family, but that's not what I could give this child. I'm just a single college student that was taken for a fool. I don't know if I could give the baby what it deserves.” Millie fought the tears that wanted to fall.

“I know I said I would just listen, but can I offer some advice?” Beth asked. Millie sat up, looked at her and nodded. “You seem to be an incredibly strong woman. Families come in all sorts of shapes and sizes. You are young and beautiful. I have no doubt that you will eventually find someone who will accept you and your child. I know this is overwhelming. Honestly, I would probably be hiding in my house crying buckets of tears if it were me, but you and this baby could be a family.”

“You think I should keep the baby.” Millie stated.

“I think you should pray about it and allow Heavenly Father to help you make this decision.” Beth corrected. “But if you do choose to keep the baby, you won't be alone. Derek and I live thirty minutes from the University, and I would be more than willing to help out anyway I can.”

Millie stared at the woman. “We just met.” She said, confused as to why Beth would be willing to help someone she didn't know.

“Every great friendship had to start somewhere.” Beth smiled. “Now, how are you feeling? Any morning sickness?”

Millie sighed. “My doctor gave me an anti-nausea medication to help. I'm so tired, I have to pee all the time, and I can hardly hold anything down.”

“Lemonhead candy helped me with my nausea. Having crackers or something to munch on before getting up in the morning helped me as well. As for having to pee and being tired, I don't have any good tips.” Beth smiled at her. 

“Thank you. I will have to get some Lemonheads when I get back.” Millie smiled as well. She was feeling so much better after talking with Beth. 

“When do you head back?” Beth asked.

“My ward starts at nine. I should head back early tomorrow morning if I want to make it to church on time.” Millie sighed. She didn't know if she wanted to go back to the single’s ward. She was trying to avoid her nosey neighbor, and for some reason, attending that ward while pregnant seemed weird.

“You could head back with us and go to our ward if you want.” Beth offered. “It starts at two, so we will be leaving here at nine.”

Millie thought about it for a moment. Just the fact that Cindy wouldn't be there was enough to have Millie accepting her new friend’s offer. Maybe if she liked it enough, she would see if she could move her records into that ward instead.
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Millie stood in Beth’s bedroom shaking her head. “I can just go in jeans and a T-shirt.”

“There is no reason you can’t borrow a dress. Then you can come home with us and have dinner before going back to your place.” Beth handed Millie a navy-blue maxi dress.

Millie sighed and headed for the bathroom. In just the twelve hours she had known Beth Benedict, Millie already knew it was pointless to argue with her, especially when it came to things that really didn't matter. Derek had whispered that advice to her when Millie tried to spend the rest of the day at her own campsite instead of joining the Benedicts. She threw the dress on and walked out of the bathroom.

“You look beautiful, Millie. Are you ready? Derek said he has the kids already in the car.” Beth asked as she put on a necklace.

“I'm ready.” Millie said, and they headed outside. “I'll follow you.”

The ward was friendly, and Millie found that she liked not feeling so alone. Beth introduced her around and Millie enjoyed sitting with the Benedicts. Beth had to feed Melody during class, so Millie sat with Derek. She thought it would be weird sitting with him, but it wasn't. No one thought twice about them sitting together. At her ward, rumors would have started spreading like wildfire. 

“Hey, Mils, I don't know if Beth told you, but we have a couple of friends coming over for dinner tonight. It's kind of a tradition. The second Sunday of every month they come over for dinner and games.” Derek smiled at her as they walked down the hall to get Bentley from Primary after church ended. He had taken to calling her Mils from the beginning. Millie had been surprised that her instant friendship with Beth had extended to Derek as well.

“She didn't mention them.” Millie said as she bit her lip. She wasn't sure if she was up to a party. Parties were draining for her, and she was already emotionally wrung out.

“Don't let her pressure you into staying.” Derek glanced at her. “We can park your truck down the street and if you want to leave at any point, you won't be blocked in.”

Millie nodded. “Thank you. I think that would be best.”

After Millie changed out of Beth’s dress, she parked the truck around the corner before the Benedict’s guests showed up. It was a beast and took up a lot of space. By the time she returned to Beth’s house, there were two extra cars parked in the driveway. Millie hesitated on the sidewalk.

She glanced back the way she had come before shaking her head. She promised Beth she would stay for dinner, so she would. Derek seemed like a decent guy, and she couldn't see him hanging around with jerks. Not that Beth would put up with that kind of behavior anyway. Taking a deep breath, Millie forced herself to keep walking.

Millie slipped in silently, trying to go unnoticed as much as possible. Gatherings were not her thing. Being around people was hard for her. Growing up, she did online high school and her only companion was her grandmother, who spent all day watching game shows. Millie never learned how to be around large groups of people.

“Mil!” Bentley squealed as he ran for her. So much for going unnoticed. “Pick me up.” the little boy demanded.

Bentley had become her best friend while they were camping and during church. Millie laughed and picked him up. At five years old, Bentley shouldn’t need to be carried and Beth often told the boy that he had two good legs. Millie didn’t mind though; she loved kids and was enjoying spending time with Bentley. She stepped into the living room that was off the entryway. No one was there, so she continued to the kitchen. Beth looked up from making a salad and smiled.

“Everyone is out back setting up horseshoes if you want to join them.” Beth said as she waved her hand towards the sliding door off the dining room.

“Oh, um...” Millie moved Bentley to her other hip. “I thought maybe I could help you prepare dinner or if Bentley wants, I can read him a story.”

“Story!” Bentley screamed and wiggled to get down.

Millie laughed and shrugged when Beth gave her a questioning look. Millie followed Bentley upstairs to his room. She settled into the rocking chair and Bentley brought her a book before climbing up on her lap. Millie began reading using different voices for each of the characters and adding sound effects.

Bentley was laughing so hard that Millie stopped reading. “Ben, if you want me to finish, you need to stop laughing.” Millie laughed.

“You're good with kids.” Derek stepped into the room with a big smile on his face. “Beth sent me up to let you know dinner is about ready.”

“We are almost done.” Millie tickled Bentley's tummy, causing him to giggle. Derek took a seat on the bed and Millie continued reading. 

Derek and Bentley were still laughing by the time the three of them walked into the kitchen. There were two men already sitting at the table and Beth was placing a basket of rolls in the center. Millie kept her focus on the floor, avoiding having to interact with the strangers for a few more minutes.

“Beth, we need to employ Mils to do story time every night for the kids.” Derek said with a laugh.

“Whatever.” Millie playfully shoved his shoulder with a laugh. “You just need to practice.”

“Millie?” Two male voices said in unison from the table. 

Millie looked over. “Aiden? Josh?” Her eyes went wide in surprise.

“What are you doing here?” Josh asked, coming to his feet.

“I invited her.” Beth looked between the three of them. “How do you two know Millie?”

“We helped her when her car broke down and Aiden loaned her his truck.” Josh looked from Millie to Beth. “How do you know her?”

“So, I did recognize the truck. I was a little surprised that someone else could own such a monstrosity.” Beth shook her head.

“That truck is not a monstrosity.” Millie glared at Beth. “It is God's greatest gift to mankind.” 

Beth laughed as she threw her arm over Millie's shoulders. “You, my dear friend, are delusional.” 

Millie smiled at Beth. “Dinner’s done!” A man called as the sliding door opened and the smell of grilled fish hit Millie like a brick wall and her smile fell. 

Beth grabbed her arm and pulled her quickly from the room and down a small hallway. Millie found herself in a bathroom in the nick of time. Beth held her hair for her as she threw up. 

“I'm so sorry.” Millie whispered after rinsing her mouth. 

“No, I'm sorry.” Beth shook her head. “Are you doing okay?”

“I think so. It just hit so suddenly.” Millie dried her hands and mouth. 

They walked back out to the kitchen. Millie took slow breaths to try to calm her embarrassment and rolling stomach. When they entered, Derek was nowhere to be seen, the fish was gone, and Aiden walked up to them.

“Are you okay, Millie?” He whispered as he searched her face.

“She will be. Where did Derek go?” Beth asked as she looked around.

“The food was bad.” Bentley said before shoving a mouthful of mac and cheese into his mouth.

Millie felt awful. She hadn't meant to ruin dinner. Derek stepped back in. When he saw them, he walked over. “Better?”

“You didn't have to do that.” Millie whispered. 

“Mils, can I have a word with you?” Derek asked. Millie glanced at Beth who nodded encouragingly to her. 

Millie followed Derek out into the backyard. He stopped when they were out of earshot of the house. He looked at her kindly and spoke softly. “I don't know your situation and I don't know why you were at that campground by yourself, but I do know one thing; you are pregnant.”

Millie wrapped her arms around herself and looked down at the ground. Her eyes burned and she was so embarrassed. 
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