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BISAC: Fiction/Christian/Romance

 

Whether quoted or paraphrased by characters, scripture taken from the NEW AMERICAN STANDARD BIBLE, copyright 1960, 1962, 1963, 1968, 1971, 1972, 1973, 1975, 1977 by The Lockman Foundation. Used by permission.

 

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, incidents, and dialogue are products of the author’s imagination and are not to be construed as real. Any resemblance to actual events or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.


This short story immediately follows the events in Marrying Mr. Wright, so make sure you’ve read that novel before you dive in.


Labor of Love

Monday, March 28, 2011 

Wright Ranch

Mystery, Wyoming

 

“Ben?” A hand gently gripped his left arm.

The darkness of night had been pushed back by soft light at his back.

Ben Wright rolled over to face Amber, wiping a hand over his eyes. “What is it, honey?”

“Um… I think you need to call Megan.”

“I do?” Her request slowly penetrated his sluggish brain. Megan. The midwife. A shot of adrenaline jarred him completely awake. He sat up, twisted to turn on the lamp on his nightstand, and turned back to study his wife. “Are you in labor?”

“I think so.” She grimaced and laid a hand on her blanket-clad belly. Pain etched lines at the corners of her blue eyes and soft mouth. “I didn’t want to wake you until I was fairly certain it wasn’t just Braxton Hicks.”

The clock on his nightstand read 10:43 PM. “Do you know how far apart the contractions are?”

“About ten minutes.”

Flinging the covers aside, he hopped out of bed, yanked on pajama bottoms, and ran through the house and into the study. He snatched the cordless phone off its base then stared at it. Total blank. How have I forgotten Megan’s phone number? He’d called her dozens of times in the past few months.
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