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Welcome to The Mosaic Collection




We are sisters, a beautiful mosaic united by the love of God through the blood of Christ. 

Several times a year, The Mosaic Collection releases faith-based novels and anthologies in a variety of genres. Our stories range from romance and suspense to literary and women’s fiction.

Join our Mosaic reader family and discover soul-affirming stories of truth and hope at www.mosaiccollectionbooks.com. Join our Reader Community, too! Find us at www.facebook.com/groups/TheMosaicCollection.
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A Baby in the Mix


Lorna Seilstad




Step into the world of Aimee Winslow, where life is as sweet as the confections in her bustling new shop, Baby Cakes. Marrying Micah Masterson, the bookstore owner next door, before the end of year will add another delicious layer to the life she loves. She’d promised God to say “yes” to every opportunity He puts in her path, but after she’s approached by the Department of Child and Family Services about temporarily caring for her cousin’s newborn baby, she faces an impossible decision. How can she fit a business, a wedding, and a baby into her life? Then again, how can she say “no”? 







  
  
To Jade, Micah, Rachel, and Sarai


All four of you are learning to love God 
with all your heart, soul, mind, and strength.
I can’t wait to see where God takes each of you!



 “Let no one look down on you because you are young but be an example for other believers in your speech, behavior, love, faithfulness, and purity.”

1 Timothy 4:12










  
  

“Defend the weak and the fatherless;
uphold the cause of the poor and the oppressed.”

Psalm 82:3













  
  
Chapter One




“Perfect.” 

Aimee stood back and admired her tiny treasure. The crispy sliver of bacon completed her newest creation—a churro-flavored cupcake topped with creamy frosting, candied bacon, and a dusting of cinnamon. 

She turned to her pink-haired, sixteen-year-old assistant and motioned toward the cupcake. “Do you want to try it, Jade?”

“I don’t do beef.”

“Beef?” Aimee shot her a puzzled look and then laughed. “Bacon comes from pigs not cows.”

Jade piped a swirl of creamy frosting on the naked cupcakes in front of her. “Same difference. I’m vegan. I don’t eat meat.”

Aimee started to explain that Jade must mean vegetarian but decided against it. In the three short weeks since Baby Cakes had opened, Jade had already moved through at least five fads, with today’s nose piercing being the newest addition. Still, Aimee had to admit that the girl could bake, and she prayed that the boutique bakery would be the home away from home Jade needed to find her identity.

“We’ve got three special orders today.” Aimee added candied bacon to the remaining cupcakes. “Two dozen cappuccino cupcakes with mocha frosting for a business meeting downtown and another two dozen violet lemonade butterfly cupcakes for a girl’s birthday party.”

“What’s the third one?”

“One of our signature baby cakes—the healthy banana yogurt one.” Aimee continued to add crispy bacon slices to her churro cupcakes. Then, she stretched and rolled her neck from side to side. Thank goodness Jade had come to work for her as soon as school was let out for the summer. Waking at five in the morning was catching up to her.

But it was worth it. 

She glanced at the laminated recipes posted on the wall detailing the five smash cakes that the bakery featured: banana yogurt, applesauce carrot, sweet potato, triple berry, and vegan vanilla. Each smashable cake would be the centerpiece of some baby’s first birthday celebration. 

Her lips curled into a smile. Their popularity made her heart soar. God was blessing the bakery beyond measure. Every day she’d had orders for one or two of the six-inch treasures, but last Saturday she’d had orders for ten of the darling little cakes. Baby Cakes wasn’t crawling along. It had pulled itself up and was taking its first steps toward success—a smashing success. In a few hours, the cake she’d sacrificed an extra half hour of sleep for would be destroyed by a little boy named Ambrose on his first birthday, and she wouldn’t have it any other way. “The smash cake layers are on the cooling rack. I’ll frost them later, but can you start on those other two orders when you’re done with frosting the rest of the churro cupcakes while I put these in the case?” 

“You got it, Coach.”

Aimee grinned at the endearment. Jade played second base on the softball team at the Girl’s Club where Aimee volunteered as a coach. It had been another opportunity to say yes to something God placed in her path. She’d come to call this her year of letting go of control. Saying yes to God’s plans meant saying yes to the Girl’s Club, yes to getting married, and yes to opening this shop.

But coaching the softball team did take a lot of time, and most of that time came from what she’d allotted to her fiancé. Thankfully, Micah not only supported her work with the girls, he’d also gone a step further and sponsored the team. She might not love the fluorescent green color of the t-shirts he’d purchased for their uniforms, each plastered with the store’s name of “Buy the Book,” but she certainly loved the man who’d provided them.

Aimee carefully eased the churro cupcakes into the empty row in the store’s front glass case and inhaled the traces of cinnamon they left in their wake. Delicious. She glanced at the clock. If she hurried, she’d have enough time for a quick, personal delivery.

“Jade.” She peered around the corner to the kitchen. “I’m going to jet over to Micah’s and take him one of these new cupcakes. I think he’ll love it.”

Jade scraped the side of the massive mixing bowl. “If you can even get Tall, Dark, and Broody to taste it.”

“Micah isn’t broody.” She placed the cupcake into a box and slid her cell phone into her back pocket. “He’s simply a little more pessimistic than me.”

Jade didn’t look up. “And ninety-five percent of the population.” 

Aimee said goodbye and scurried out of the shop with a boxed cupcake in hand. Jade might be exaggerating, but she had to admit the girl had Micah’s public persona pegged. How the love of her life managed to keep his bookstore in the black was a mystery. Patrons were certainly not returning week after week because of the warm, fuzzy welcome he offered.

But he was different with her.

She pushed Buy the Book’s door open, and the familiar cowbell clanged. “Why can’t you have a nice, tinkling bell on your door like everyone else?”

“Too many angels would get their wings.” Micah pushed up his glasses and placed the book he was reading next to the cash register. He picked up a steamy mug of coffee and took a swig, then wrinkled his nose. “Why do I smell bacon?” 

“My latest masterpiece.” She set the box on the counter. 

Micah kissed her cheek, then opened the box. He held the cupcake aloft. “What do you call it?”

“Bacon Churro.”

He sniffed it and his brow furrowed. “Cinnamon?”

“Don’t look so skeptical. Go ahead. Try it.”

He removed the wrapper and took a bite. His eyes widened. “Aimee, this is delicious,” he said with his mouth full of cupcake. 

“Why Mr. Pearson, you seem shocked.” She picked up the book he’d been reading—The Supportive Spouse. Bless Micah’s heart. He wanted to make their marriage the best it could be. Then again, maybe someone had ordered the book and he was merely holding it for them at the counter. 

He devoured the rest of the cupcake and took another swallow from his coffee cup. “I could eat that every day.”

She patted the firm muscles of his stomach hidden beneath a Star Trek t-shirt, which had seen better days. “Then, you wouldn’t fit into your tux come September.”

“A tux?” He moaned. “Really, Aimee?”

She chuckled and picked up a wedding magazine from the stand. “Just kidding. We’re sticking with the suits, but we do need to talk about food for the reception and seating.”

He snatched the magazine out of her hands. “Remember our rule. No wedding talk on Binge Night.”

She bit her lip.

“Let me guess. You’re too busy for Binge Night.”

“No, no. I’ll switch some things around. I’ll place my supply order this afternoon before I make my deliveries. Then, I’ll drop by the Girl’s Club and be at your apartment by seven. Will that work?”

He shrugged. “It will have to, won’t it?”

“Micah, I’m sorry. There’s so much to do.”

He pressed his finger to her lips. “I know. It’s the price of success, and I’ll take whatever time I can get. But promise me you won’t add anything else to your packed life. I don’t want to be squeezed out.” 

She kissed the tip of his finger. “Well, it is my year of saying yes.” 

He heaved an exaggerated sigh. 

“But I promise to not take on anything unless I know it’s God’s plan. After all, I do like a little order in my life.”

“A little?”

“All right, a lot.” She captured both of his hands. “And I hope you know you would never be squeezed out. You are my number one priority. Everything will slow down once I get into a rhythm.”

His dark eyebrows hitched, and the corner of his lips lifted. “I seriously doubt that, but I can hope.”

“Did you say the word ‘hope’ without choking? I do believe that almost sounded like an optimistic thought.” She released his hands and moved toward the door. “I must be rubbing off on you. And while I’d love to stay here all day and bask in the sheer joy of your presence, I need to return to the bakery.” 

Before she reached the door, her phone chirped. She pulled it out of her back pocket and looked at the display. The number was not in her contacts, but that had happened more than once since the bakery opened. She moved her finger across the screen and answered. The woman on the other end gave her name, but Aimee missed that. Why was a social worker contacting her? 

She listened to the woman, trying to digest what she was saying. The books on the shelves blurred. This couldn’t be happening. The woman kept talking, something about a quick background check and home study.

She glanced at Micah, concern etched on his face. She should tell the social worker she needed time to discuss this with him, but according to the woman they needed everything in order by the end of the week. “But ma’am, hold on. I don’t know why she gave you my name. I’m a single woman. How can I take on the responsibility of caring for a baby?” 

Aimee tried to absorb the social worker’s response. It would be temporary until her cousin could complete treatment, and if she didn’t take the newborn, he or she would be placed in a foster home. The noose around her heart tightened. Was this God’s plan? She’d promised Micah not to say yes to anything else, but how could she say no when a newborn baby needed her?

“You can still change your mind,” the woman said, “but do I have the go ahead to get things rolling?”

Aimee met Micah’s gaze and swallowed hard. “I guess. I mean yes, please do.” 








  
  
Chapter Two




A baby? 

Micah stared at Aimee, sweat beading on his upper lip. He had to be missing something. It sounded like she had agreed to take someone’s baby. Surely it had to be a member of their congregation who needed a sitter, right? One night might be an inconvenience, but no sweat. They’d be fine.

But that was a long call to arrange a sitter, and Aimee’s pallor was the same color as the pages of the books on his shelves. 

He rubbed the back of his neck and tried to recall the words he’d heard. She’d asked the caller how she could take on a baby as a single woman, but at the end of the call, she’d said yes. 

Yes? Anger flared in his gut. How could she agree to yet another thing? And right after they’d discussed it? Didn’t she respect him? Didn’t she care about their relationship?

“The supportive spouse listens to their partner.”

The words from the book popped into his thoughts, and he forced himself to draw in a long breath. Yes, he needed to listen to her side. He didn’t know the facts yet. He needed to let his take-on-the-world, I-can-do-anything fiancée explain.

Even though Aimee had said goodbye to the caller, she’d made no move to stand up from the window seat. She startled when a sharply dressed woman came into the bookstore and asked for books on travel. Micah didn’t offer to take the customer to the shelf but merely directed her toward the back of the store. 

After the click, click, click of the woman’s heels died away, he grabbed a bottle of water from behind the counter and took it to his fiancée. “Aimee, what was that call about?”

She opened the water and downed half the bottle before scooting over and patting the seat beside her. 

He sat down but said nothing. 

She fiddled with the lid on the bottle. “You aren’t going to like this.”

“Let me decide what I’m going to like, okay?” He bristled at the edge in his voice. “Sorry. Please tell me what’s going on.”

“Do you remember me telling you about my cousin Leah? My Uncle John and Aunt Paula’s only child?”

He nodded. “Hasn’t she been in and out of rehab? We’ve been praying for her, right?”

“We have, but I had no idea she was pregnant.” 

He glanced at the back of the store and was glad to see his customer was still browsing. “So, what does her pregnancy have to do with you?”

Aimee squeezed the water bottle, and the plastic crinkled in her hand. She drew in a deep breath before she continued. “When the baby girl was born, they tested her umbilical cord tissue for evidence of Leah using drugs while carrying the baby. It came back positive.” 

Anger simmered inside Micah. How could a mother be so selfish?

Aimee finally turned to face him. “The Department of Child and Family Services was called, and the social worker told Leah that she couldn’t take the baby home with her. They promised to help her get into treatment if that was what she wanted, and they gave her the option of placing her baby in foster care or asking a family member to care for her. It’s called a kinship placement. She told them she wanted me to take the baby and gave them my name.”

“Why you?” His mind whirled. This was preposterous. He’d been dating Aimee for two years, and he’d never even met her cousin Leah. Why would Leah give DCFS Aimee’s name? 

When the female customer approached with a book in hand, he stood and moved behind the counter. The customer asked if he’d read the book on Hawaii or if he had other books to recommend on the popular vacation spot. Trying to hide his annoyance at her interruption, he told her he did not. Finally, she paid for the book and left the store.

As soon as the door closed, he spun toward Aimee still seated on the window seat. “Isn’t there another family member who could take the baby? What about your aunt and uncle?”

“Uncle John is still recovering from heart surgery, so Aunt Paula has her hands full, and it’s not like there are that many cousins in our family.” The volume of her voice rose now that the store was empty. “Who else could they ask? My brother stationed in Japan? My sister, the college student?”

“What about the baby’s dad?” 

“He’s in jail and looking at fifteen years in prison for a second offense for distribution of a controlled substance.” She sighed heavily, stood, and made her way to the counter to face him. “Apparently, he left Leah when he found out she was pregnant. His parents are both dead, and he didn’t have any brothers or sisters.” She pressed a hand to her heart. “And before you say it, I know there are wonderful foster families out there, but I just couldn’t let this baby girl go to a stranger. I couldn’t say no. I don’t know why, but it was like God wanted me to say yes.”

Micah took in the dark circles beneath his fiancée’s amber eyes. Didn’t she understand that she couldn’t keep up her current pace, let alone add more to it? How was he supposed to protect the woman he loved when she was her own greatest enemy? “Aimee, your plate is already too full.”

“I know. But taking care of this baby would simply be until Leah completes her time in rehab.” She forced a half-hearted smile and gave a little shrug. “Four months. Tops.”

“Let me get this straight.” Micah crossed his arms over his chest. “You’re going to take care of a baby girl for four months, fall in love with her, and then hand her back to her mother, who has a history of repeated drug use? Can you really do that, Aimee? Give the baby back?”

Tears began to trail down Aimee’s cheeks. “I don’t know. I hadn’t thought about that.”

“No, you didn’t, but if you’d have discussed it with me before you said yes, then I could have pointed that out. We could have talked about it and made this decision together.” Frustration building, he walked away from the counter and began to straighten the magazines. Behind him, he could hear her sniffling. He didn’t want to say something he couldn’t take back, but it was becoming harder and harder to do that.

The door to the shop opened, and several ladies wearing purple outfits and red hats entered. They must have had lunch at Martha’s restaurant on the corner. They waved to him and told him not to mind them. Since they were regulars, he simply nodded and returned to his straightening.

“So, now I’m going to get the silent treatment?” Aimee whispered. “Micah, I need to know what you’re thinking.”

“This is not the place to talk.” Micah placed his hand on Aimee’s elbow and directed her toward the back room. 

Inside, the clutter forced the two of them to stand closer than he’d like to at the moment. “All right, Aimee, you want to talk? Let’s talk. What’s this going to do to us? Have you even considered that? You realize that we’ll have to put the wedding on hold.”

Her eyebrows shot up. “What? Why?”

“Be realistic. You can’t possibly plan a wedding, take care of a newborn, and run a bakery.” He ticked off each item on his fingers.

Aimee jammed her fists on her hips and glared at him. “Are you sure that’s the only reason you think we should put off the wedding? Maybe you need to be honest with yourself. What you’re really worried about is me having time for you.”

“Of course I am, but that’s nothing new. It certainly wasn’t the concern at the top of your list when you told that social worker that you’d take a baby.”

“I said yes to her beginning the background check process. That’s all. I can still change my mind.”

He locked his gaze on her. “Will you change your mind? Even if I don’t want you to do this?”

Fresh tears filled her eyes, and she placed her hand on his arm. “Please don’t make me choose between you and this baby.”

His chest heaved and the muscles in his jaw pulsed. He should be supportive. That’s what the book said, but even though she wanted him to tell her everything would be fine, he couldn’t do it. At this point, he wasn’t sure they’d ever be fine again—or if they ever had been—and that thought felt like someone had punched him in the gut. 

“I don’t know what to say, Aimee.” The storeroom seemed to close in around him. He needed air. “I want time to think and pray about all of this. We’ll talk about it tonight.”








  
  
Chapter Three




You have to stop crying. 

Aimee fanned her face with both hands and repeated the words to herself over and over, but the twenty-yard walk between Buy the Book and Baby Cakes was simply not long enough to stem the tears.

She stood outside her shop and stared at the window display. Last week, she’d frosted and decorated the collection of Styrofoam cake rounds and placed her fake cakes on tall, white stands of varying heights. One smash cake model sported a colorful “very hungry caterpillar” while another showed off fondant woodland animals. Her favorite, however, was the third, with its fondant balloons in various shades of pink garnishing a cake topped with a glittery gold castle. Perfectly sweet for any baby girl turning one.

A baby girl like her cousin’s.

She covered her mouth with her hand. Had she really said yes to taking in a baby? Sure, she could decorate a cake for a baby, but what did she know about caring for one? And wasn’t this shop her baby? How would she manage both?

Heart pounding, she pushed the Baby Cakes door open and entered. She paused and inhaled the scent of lemon in the air. Jade must be busy making the violet lemonade cupcakes. 

“Hi, Jade,” she called from the register. “Sorry that took so long.” 

Jade popped her head around the corner and pulled an AirPod from her right ear. “You say something?”

“I said I was sorry that I was gone for so long.” She donned her official, bright yellow apron bearing the Baby Cakes logo and tied it behind her back. “Any customers?”

“Three or four. I sold a half dozen bacon churro cupcakes, and one mother called in to order a peanut butter smash cake for Saturday. She wants dinosaurs on it.” She started to replace the AirPod but stopped. “You okay? You look like you’ve been crying. What did McBroody do this time?”

“Micah didn’t do anything.” Except possibly cancel our wedding. Her throat tightened, and fresh tears threatened to fall. No, she couldn’t go there. They would work this out. She waved Jade away with a swish of her hand and pulled out the order book. “Let me know when those cupcakes are ready.”

Jade nodded and stuck in her AirPod. 

No sooner had she started to make a supply list than the door opened. A middle-aged woman with a fun, spikey haircut entered. 

“Good morning.” Aimee forced a smile into her voice. “Welcome to Baby Cakes. Are you looking for anything special today?”

“Are you Aimee Winslow?”

Aimee nodded.

“Then, I’d like to talk to you. I’m Rachel Connor, and we spoke on the phone earlier today. I need some information to initiate the background check.”

Aimee pushed her supply list aside. “How did you know to come here?”

Rachel chuckled. “I spoke to your mother. By the way, she’s very proud of you and your new shop. She said I could find you here.”

“Does she know about Leah’s baby?”

“No, I didn’t say anything about that. Your mother assumed my calling had something to do with volunteer work you do with the Girl’s Club.” She pulled some papers out of a satchel. “Now, if you can complete these, I’ll get out of your hair.”

“Ms. Connor—”

“Please, call me Rachel.”

Aimee leaned on the counter. “Rachel, I’m afraid you may have wasted your trip. I think I may have made a mistake. I’m not sure I’m the right one to take Leah’s baby.”

“Sarai. That’s the baby’s name.” Rachel shifted her satchel to her other shoulder. “And she is so precious. She’s a little premature but is doing well. The doctor thinks she’ll be ready to go home next week.” 

Aimee’s heart squeezed. “Sarai means princess.” 

“It does? That’s perfect for this little sweetie.” Rachel placed the papers on the counter. “I know you’re scared, but let’s take this one step at a time. First you fill out this form. It is not a promise. It’s a piece of paper.”

“But I have this new bakery, and my fiancé isn’t sure about this.”

Rachel covered Aimee’s hand. “Most women have nine months to think about how a baby will change their lives. You’ve had about two hours. Give yourself and your fiancé a little time to digest this idea.” She picked up the pen on the counter, handed it to Aimee, and tapped the form. “Baby steps, dear. Baby steps.”

Fifteen minutes later, Rachel left with the background check form in one hand, a white chocolate raspberry cupcake in the other, and her satchel tucked beneath her arm. 

Aimee prayed as she rushed around her shop, frosting cakes and filling orders. The social worker had been careful to not frighten her away. She’d even given her the baby’s name, and knowing that name made everything so real. How could she say no to a baby named Sarai?

Tears again pricked her eyes. But she had to say no this time. The more she thought about it, the more she knew one thing. This wasn’t fair to Micah. And more importantly, she could never take care of this baby—even temporarily—if he wasn’t on board.








  
  
Chapter Four




Living above the bookstore had its advantages. Micah’s daily commute was less than a couple of minutes, and that included his detour for coffee. Also, going home for lunch was never an issue. At the top of his negatives list, however, was hauling reusable bags of groceries up three flights of stairs. 

He plopped the bags on his kitchen table and reached for a glass of water. He always made dinner for Aimee on Binge Night, and tonight it was the least he could do. Even though the bookstore had been surprisingly busy this afternoon, he’d managed to get out in time to brave the pre-dinner crowd at Cub Foods. 

He withdrew the contents of the bags, did minimal preparation, and popped the items in the oven before setting a timer on his phone. Aimee should arrive shortly. Could he really go through with this?

With a sigh, he sank down on his sofa. The afternoon had given him time to think. The stupid book on being supportive said couples should laugh together. Well, duh. It also said that a supportive partner didn’t make judgements. Poppycock. Everyone makes judgements. Some people were simply smart enough to not say them out loud. But there was one part in the book he agreed with. It said supportive couples knew they were on the same team.

That was not something he and Aimee had mastered.

Rapid footfalls on the stairs alerted him before Aimee, dressed in athletic-looking white shirt, navy joggers, and orange running shoes, rushed into the room. “I’m sorry. I tried to make it here by seven, but—”

Micah stepped close, cupped her cheek, and silenced her with a long, slow kiss. 

“Wow, I thought you were angry with me.”

“I was.” He pulled away, withdrew two plates out of the cupboard, and passed them to her. “And we still have a lot to talk about, but I want you to know that we are okay, and I love you.”

“I love you too.” Her blue eyes grew watery. “And I’m sorry that I didn’t talk to you about the baby before I gave Rachel the go-ahead to do the background check.”

He pulled the foil pans from the oven and set them on the stove. “Rachel is the social worker?”

She nodded, and her auburn ponytail bobbed. “She came by the bakery today so I could fill out the form. I told her you and I needed to talk and that this wasn’t a sure thing.” After setting the dinner plates on the table, she gathered the silverware. “I prayed about this all day, and I won’t do this unless we are in agreement. I couldn’t do it without you.”

He pulled two water bottles from the fridge and motioned to the table. “Go ahead and sit down. I’ll serve you.”

“It smells divine. What is it?”

“Divine? You skipped lunch again, didn’t you?” He chuckled and shook his head. He carried the first item in its aluminum foil pan to the table. She reached for the foil covering the pan, and he blocked her hand with the tongs he carried. “Stop right there, Missy. You’re going to ruin the big reveal.”

He set two additional dishes on the table, crowding the small surface. He deflected each of her attempts to sneak a peek and finally sat across from her. “Before I tell you what we’re having, I want you to know I heard you a few minutes ago when you said you wouldn’t do this without me and my support, and I appreciate that.”

She gave him an unsure smile that didn’t reach her eyes. 

“God and I had a long talk today about what we should do about this situation.” He started to unfold the edge of the aluminum foil. “You lift off those two lids, and I’ll take this off on three. Ready? One. Two. Three.”

She stared at the collection of food on the table.

“You don’t get it?” He chuckled. So much for his big, dramatic moment. “Baby carrots, a baby spinach salad, and baby back ribs.” He stood up and brought another pan to the table. “Oh, and I forgot these. Baby potatoes.”

“Oh.” She paused. “Wait. You mean—”

“If you want to do this, we’ll do it together. We’re a team. I can think of a hundred negatives, but those are in God’s hands, and he’s placed this baby in ours.”


      [image: image-placeholder]Antique reproduction streetlamps lined the sidewalk of Lakeville’s newest park. Aimee enjoyed the warmth of Micah’s hand, since June’s evenings were still cool. She basked in the comfortable silence between them. In the last two hours, they’d discussed so many things regarding the possibility of Aimee taking in Sarai, including everything from sleepless nights to the Girl’s Club softball team. Micah admitted his natural tendency was to see the potential problems in a situation, so he could easily come up with reasons that this was a bad idea. Aimee, as an eternal optimist, could envision a sweet little baby soaking up all the love they could give her. 

They neared the playground area, and she tugged him toward it. “Come on. I want to swing.” She released his hand and ran to the equipment. Selecting her “ride,” she sat down and waited. “Aren’t you going to push me?”

He chuckled. “Of course I am. I believe it is my job, after all, to always help you fly.” He pulled her swing back and gave it a solid push.

A thrill shot through her that had nothing to do with the playground. She was going to marry this man, and they would weather all of life’s ups and downs together.

“Aimee, I know we agreed that our next step is to meet with Rachel and find out the particulars, but there’s one thing we still need to discuss.” He gave her another solid push.

She lifted her legs to go even higher. “There is?”

Instead of another push, he caught her and walked around to the front of the swing. He held onto the chains and looked down at her. “If you take Sarai—and I know it’s still an if—something will have to go. Honey, you’ve got so much going on in so many areas, and I think we should enter into this whole thing knowing we would have to postpone the wedding. It would just be too much for you.”

Her stomach lurched. “Couldn’t I at least try to manage a baby, the bakery, and a wedding?”

“And a baseball team.” He extended his hand, pulled her to her feet, and placed his hands on her waist. “Sure, you can try.”

But she heard the doubt in his voice and an even louder negative answer in her heart. If she brought a baby into the mix, she would not be getting married in September.








  
  
Chapter Five




It wasn’t easy to manage an hour and a half away from both of their shops, but Jade had agreed to cover Baby Cakes, and Micah’s eccentric Aunt Trish was happy to cover Buy the Book for the duration. The woman always had high hopes of meeting her next husband, but Micah said he didn’t think there was another man on earth as saintly as his dearly departed uncle. 

Rachel greeted them in the hospital’s lobby and directed them to a private family meeting room. Her spikey hair seemed at odds with her business attire but somehow fit her. This woman was able both to follow the rules and to break them when necessary. 

“And you must be Aimee’s fiancé.” Rachel offered her hand. “Micah, isn’t it?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

She winked at Aimee. “He’s a keeper, isn’t he?”

“I certainly think so.”

“Let’s sit down so we can begin.” She took her place in the seafoam green, plastic-covered chair across from Aimee and Micah. “First things first. Are the two of you living together?”

Micah stiffened. “No, ma’am. We’re engaged, not married.”

“Well, isn’t that refreshing?” She flashed them a smile. “I simply needed to know for the home study.” She reached into her satchel, withdrew a paper, and handed it to Micah. “I’m guessing you’ll be spending time with the baby, too, so we need to do a background check on you as well as Aimee. Is that okay?”
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