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      Jack carried the baby car seat carrier by the handle, holding Ashton with a tight grip while the nurse wheeled Annie out to the car. Annie watched as Jack carefully snapped the car seat in place. With half of his body in and the other half out of the car, Annie had a great view of his backside. She widened her eyes as she heard some grunting noises coming from inside the car. “Everything all right in there, Jack?”

      “I’m making sure this car seat is secured,” he said through gritted teeth.

      “Why don’t you come out and let me take a look?”

      Jack slowly pulled back, banging his head. “Ouch.” He rubbed the top of his head.

      Annie looked over her shoulder at the nurse waiting for her approval to get out of the wheelchair. Taking a few steps toward the car, she leaned inside, peeking in. “Looks good. I’ll just slide in here next to the baby,” she said, taking her place.

      Jack waved goodbye to the nurse, and Annie flashed a broad smile. Once the nurse had turned away, Annie went to work fixing the car seat.

      Jack hopped into the front seat and started the motor. He glanced back at Annie. “I knew it. I did something wrong,” he said, palming the dashboard.

      “No, you did a good job, really. It’s just the one strap you missed. It can be tricky. We’ll work on it together,” she said, trying to soothe his ego.

      Jack put the car in gear, checking his mirror three times before pulling out of the pickup zone. “Is the music too loud?” He peered at her from the rearview mirror.

      “No, it’s lovely. Jack, we aren’t going to tiptoe around Ashton. We want him used to sounds.” She chortled at his exaggerated attentiveness.

      “I’m not used to having a baby around.”

      “I’m not either, but I think we’ll be fine. I hope our families and friends will give us a few days before they come to visit.”

      “I told mine to wait until they were invited,” Jack said boldly.

      Annie twisted her mouth to the left and nodded. “I hope you didn’t come across as angry.”

      “No, I just told them that my lovely wife, who just gave birth to my son, needs her rest.”

      Annie took in a deep breath. “Oh, I see,” she said, turning her eyes to the view outside her window.

      “I made sure the house is clean. I put clean sheets on the bed, all the laundry is folded and put away, and I even gave the dogs a bath,” Jack said, interrupting her silent time.

      “Oh, how very thoughtful of you, thanks. I need to get into a routine with breastfeeding and pumping and all of that.”

      “Don’t you worry about a thing, Annie. I’m here to help.” He looked at her again through the rearview mirror.

      “Help? How are you going to help with breastfeeding?” she said

      “I’ll help by changing diapers, fetching things, warming up bottles—that sort of thing. I’m here for you,” he said, sounding almost rehearsed.

      “Okay, where is Jack and what have you done with him? And more importantly, which one has transformed you from the man I love to the man who will drive me crazy if he keeps up this talk? Grandmother or Auntie? Or wait—was it my sister, Mary?”

      Jack hung his head low, quickly raising it again, staring at the road in front. “Grandmother,” he said shyly.

      “Well, don’t listen to her. I’ll be happy for your help, Jack. I really will, but let’s not get crazy. We need a plan.”

      Annie began to tell Jack her solution, and he listened carefully on the drive home. Once inside, Annie sat on the couch and played with the dogs for a minute. “Let them sniff Ashton,” she said to Jack.

      Jack held the seat by the handle and lowered it to Buffy and Isla’s level. Their noses wiggled and snorted, and their tails wagged a mile a minute. Before he could pull up the car seat, Buffy licked Ashton across the face, and Isla put her big paw on the side of the carrier.

      “Whoa, dogs!” Jack said, yanking the carrier up. Baby Ashton stirred.

      “Let’s get him settled into his new cradle,” Annie said, leading the way to Ashton’s bedroom.

      “I love the paint color. It’s so …” Jack stopped without finishing his sentence.

      “Boyish?” Annie suggested, finishing his sentence.

      The room had been painted blue. Keeping with the jungle theme they’d chosen, there was also a large mural on one wall depicting a tree and animals that seemed to come to life, matching his comforter and bumper pad in the crib. Jack carefully lifted Ashton out of the carrier and gently lay him into the new cradle.

      Annie got a kick out of how controlled and perceptive Jack became in the mission of lifting Ashton out of the carrier. His tongue slipped out of his mouth as he concentrated on his every move. He even grunted a little as he lifted the little guy out.

      “He won’t break, Jack,” Annie said as she watched this very robot-like behavior from Jack.

      Except for one sudden moment when Ashton’s hands flew up to the face, he fell back asleep, and Jack and Annie quietly tiptoed out of the room.

      “I thought we weren’t going to tiptoe,” Jack whispered.

      Annie shrugged her shoulders and poked out her bottom lip. “I changed my mind.”

      Jack put his arm around her and pulled her close. “And anytime my baby wants to change her mind, that’s okay with me.” He nuzzled her ear with his mouth.

      “Okay, where’s my phone? I’m calling Grandmother!”
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        * * *

      

      Like most new parents, Jack and Annie had many sleepless nights. Going on as little as three hours of sleep, Annie found the comfy rocking chair in Ashton’s nursery a suitable replacement for her bed. Not really, but when you were holding a bundle of joy like Ashton, all reasonable expectations flew out the window.

      Jack poked his head inside Ashton’s room. “Good morning,” he said, his eyes immediately moving to Ashton.

      “Good morning. Another rough night,” she said as she rocked him.

      “He was doing so well, too,” Jack said, stepping inside the space and crossing toward them both.

      “I know. He’s drinking more ounces. I do believe he’s having a growth spurt.”

      Jack nodded. “He’s our growing boy.” He slid his hand up and down the baby’s torso.

      “Can you hold him? I have to go to the bathroom,” she said, standing up and handing over Ashton.

      Jack began to rock him in his arms while Annie dashed to the bathroom. While Annie finished up, she could hear Jack singing to Ashton. She turned the water off, straining her ears so she could hear more clearly. A wide smile crossed her face as she listened to some made-up song Jack sang and his substituted hums when he couldn’t think of a word quickly enough.

      Annie back stepped into the room and held out her arms. “Okay, thanks. I can take over now.”

      “No, why don’t you go get a cup of coffee, a glass of juice, take a shower, or do something for yourself? I have this,” he said, repositioning Ashton in his arms.

      “You don’t have to ask me twice,” she said, leaning over and kissing Ashton on the cheek then turning her warm kisses to Jack. “Love you both,” she said.

      Annie quickly made her way to the kitchen, where she made herself a cup of coffee. It was the first time in a while she’d enjoyed a hot cup of coffee without either a big belly or holding a baby. She limited how much caffeine she drank, anyway, due to the breastfeeding. She didn’t realize how much she missed the taste.

      After her coffee, she took a fifteen-minute shower. She must have let the water run over her face and down her body a good five minutes. She washed her hair not just once, but twice, and she even let the cream rinse stay on a little longer. She took her time combing out her hair, and then she put on a pair of real pants and a shirt, not just a clean nightgown and housecoat. She even spritzed on some cologne and dabbed a little lipstick on. She actually felt human for the first time in about three weeks.

      She peered into Ashton’s room. Jack had rocked the baby to sleep in the wooden chair, and apparently, had rocked himself to sleep as well. A soft but steady snore escaped his lips. She quietly walked over and leaned down, tapping him once before taking Ashton out of his arms.

      His eyes immediately opened. “Huh, what?” he said a bit confused.

      “It’s just me. Thanks for looking out for him. I feel like a new person,” she said, taking the baby and placing him in his cradle. “Come on,” she said, reaching her hand out to Jack.

      Jack rose from the chair and held her hand. Annie squeezed his hand as they crept out of the room. Once out in the hallway, Annie let go of his hand and hugged him.

      “What’s that for?”

      “I love you so much. We’re going to get through this. One more week and he’ll be a month old. I think it’ll be the turning point for us.”

      “Let’s take advantage of him sleeping. I have something I want to show you.”

      Annie took a few steps away from the room and then stopped.

      “What’s wrong?”

      “I don’t really know. I feel a bit of anxiety,” Annie said, knitting her brows together.

      “You’ve been spending way too much time in there and with him. You have to let me help more.”

      Annie nodded. “I know, but it’s just so hard to give up my motherhood right now.”

      “You’re not giving up your motherhood, Annie. You’d never give that up. You’re letting me … hello … the daddy, help more.” Jack lowered his head so he could focus on her eyes.

      “Okay, I’ll try. What is it you wanted to show me?”

      Jack showed her the diagram for the layout for his new shop. His dad had given him one of the garages they owned. It was in a perfect location, was gated for security, and the best part, there would be no rent to pay—a deal too good to pass up.

      Annie tried to focus on the schematic, but her mind kept floating to the nursery.

      “Did you hear that?” she said suddenly.

      Jack cocked his head to listen. “No, what did you hear?”

      “I thought I heard Ashton cry.”

      “Annie, if he cried, we’d hear him. The nursery is just down the hall.”

      They’d made a conscious decision to use the extra room down the hall on the first floor as the nursery. Neither of them was ready to move Ashton to one of the kid rooms located upstairs. “He’s so little. I want him closer to us,” she recalled saying.

      Jack sighed. “I think you need to talk to someone, Annie. I don’t know if this is normal. You can’t even walk away a little from his room without panicking.”

      Annie averted her eyes from him, and instead, looked at the table and began to fiddle with the corner of his diagram. “I’ll be all right. Just give me a little more time. He’s so little and precious. I can’t bear to be too far from him.”

      Jack pulled her into his arms and hugged her tightly. Annie could feel his concern through his touch. Tears began to form. She quickly swept them away, staring off into space.
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        * * *

      

      Each day, Annie got stronger, and was able to resist the urge to constantly hold the baby, and soon was able to even leave Ashton’s side for a few minutes at a time. But she never went far. Baby monitors were throughout the rooms, and she made sure she was in earshot of them at all times. She even took one into the bathroom with her.

      But as time went on, she liked the idea of going back to work, so after a deep discussion with Jack, she excitedly agreed to give it a chance.

      “Just part time to begin with,” she said looking over at Ashton.

      “Absolutely. Mom is willing and very happy to help in any way, Annie. Maybe start with just a half a day,” Jack said holding her hand.

      She gradually lifted her gaze from Ashton and focused on Jack. “Thanks for understanding. I think I have new mother’s syndrome or something.”

      “You don’t have to apologize, Annie. I’m happy you’re such an attentive mom. Makes me feel all bubbly inside.”

      Annie laughed. “Bubbly?” She shook her head.

      “I’m finding my feminine side—my more sensitive side. How am I doing?

      She leaned over and gave him a quick peck on the cheek. “Just glorious, dear,” she said with just a touch of Grandmother Lilly southern charm.

      Milly had agreed to watch Ashton. She was more than tickled to help. She’d taken care of Crystal, Richard and Diane’s little girl, until she’d started pre-kindergarten, and she still provided after school care for her. Annie’s only concern now was if Milly could handle taking care of a baby, since it had been a while.

      That morning when she dressed, she wondered if she was doing the right thing. Annie looked over at Ashton while he was sitting in his bouncy chair, cooing and drooling. Her stomach hadn’t felt right every since she made the decision to go back to work. Reality set in this morning while preparing to go. She kept telling herself it was just for a few hours.

      Putting the biggest fake smile on she could, she greeted Milly that morning explaining everything to her as if she’d never raised children before.

      “Now, everything you need is in the diaper bag,” Annie said, pulling things out one by one.

      “Yes, dear, we’ve been over this a few times. And I have your cell number programmed as well as 9-1-1.”

      “I’m sorry, Milly. It’s just my first day back to work, and I’m feeling a bit …”

      Milly wrapped her arms around Annie. “I get it. You’re feeling a bit blue. But think about all the moms who have to take their children to strangers. Little Ashton gets to stay with Nana,” she said, gazing over at Ashton.

      Ashton kicked a few times, causing the toys attached to his carrier to move and make noise. Then he kicked some more after he realized he was the one making the movement. A small giggle escaped his mouth.

      “Look, he’s smiling. He’s happy about being here with Nana.” Milly reached down and tugged at his foot.

      “Okay, I’m leaving now,” Annie said, leaning down to kiss Ashton on the cheek.

      “Have a great day,” Milly said, walking her to the front door.

      “I’ll try. I’m only working until two o’clock. I should be here by two thirty.”

      “If you have any errands to run, do them. We’ll be right here waiting for you,” Milly said, reaching down and lifting Ashton out of his carrier.

      Annie tipped her head. “Bye,” she said, waving her hand.

      Annie got in her car and drove to the bakery. Her thoughts kept flipping back to Milly and all the things she’d packed in the diaper bag. “Diapers, check. Bottles, check. Pacifier, check. Extra clothes, check.” Annie sighed. She pulled into the parking lot and soon entered her shop. She flipped on the lights and began heating up the ovens, gathering supplies, and filling the register with funds from the safe. Before long, she was joined by Betsy.

      “Annie!” Betsy hugged her strongly and then stepped back. “It’s so good to see you.” A smile crossed her face.

      “It’s good to be back … I think,” Annie said quietly.

      “He’s in great hands, Annie. Listen, why don’t you help me in the kitchen?” Betsy took off around the counter, tossing her purse behind the cabinet door and grabbing her apron off the hook. Annie followed her.

      Betsy picked up the clipboard and flipped the pages. “Today, we’re making holiday cupcakes. Can you believe it’s October already?” Betsy crossed over to the large metal shelves and began pulling bags of sugar, flour, and other ingredients.

      Annie watched on. “Jack’s birthday is at the end of this month,” Annie said, shaking her head.

      “Are you going to throw him a party?”

      “I don’t know, I really haven’t had a chance to think about it,” Annie said, lifting the mixer heads and popping in the beaters.

      “It’s my favorite time of the year. Fall.” Betsy smiled.

      “Mine, too. Well, I also love spring. And I love summer, but only when we’re on Lady Powell, or visiting the beach.”

      “Or sitting under that gorgeous magnolia tree,” Betsy said, nodding.

      “Yes, that too.” Annie walked around the counter and gazed at the recipes Betsy would be preparing. “Pumpkin Swirl, one of the customers’ favorites.”

      “Everything pumpkin,” they both said at the same time, and then laughed loudly.

      “You know, I think I will have a little party for Jack. He’s been working so hard, and he’s been such a help with Ashton. He deserves recognition on his special day.”

      “There you go. I can make a cake,” Betsy said, looking up.

      “I haven’t planned a real party since …” Annie said, trailing off.

      “Your housewarming, September last year.”

      “He loves Halloween parties, and since his birthday is on the thirty-first, why not?”

      “Sounds great. He’ll love it. And Halloween is on a Saturday this year, so it’s a perfect time for a party.”

      Annie began to dump the flour and sugar mixture in the large stainless-steel bowls. “By the way, how are Grandmother and Auntie? I’ve meant to visit, but I’ve been so exhausted.”

      “They’re doing okay, but since Mary moved out, I see them becoming a bit more reclusive, a bit down in the dumps.”

      “Really? Do you think it’s time for them to move to the cottage?”

      “Well …” Betsy stopped and locked eyes with Annie. “Charles and I had an idea. We wanted to discuss it with you, but since you brought them up …”

      Annie rocked back on her heels. “Okay, go ahead.”

      “What do you think about Charles and me moving in with them?”
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      Annie had to hand it to Betsy and Charles. They’d come up with a better solution than any of them had. Grandmother and Auntie had grown to love them and enjoyed their company. Betsy and Charles both had experience in caring for the elderly, and the patience of a saint, to boot. If Grandmother and Auntie were on board with this idea, then Mary and Annie both agreed they’d give them their blessings.

      Annie made arrangements to meet Mary over at Grandmother and Auntie’s house. Charles and Betsy would already be there. While Annie waited for Mary, she sat in her car and pulled up pictures of Ashton on her phone. She hated to admit her lack of knowledge when it came to anything electronic. But when your camera is part of your phone, you didn’t have to be a pro. She touched his round cheeks with her fingers and smiled. Just then, Mary pulled up behind her. Annie put her phone away and stepped out of the vehicle.

      She pulled her lightweight coat together and lifted the collar. She crossed her arms and hugged them. “Brr, it’s getting cold,” she said.

      “I think we may get hit with an early winter,” Mary said, walking over to her.

      “Ready?” Annie said, nodding toward the house.

      “Ready as I’ll ever be,” she said, taking the first step.

      “Now let me start by engaging them in conversation and showing pictures of Ashton. We’ll ease slowly into the other stuff,” Annie said.

      “Sure, Sis. Whatever you say.” She rapped on the door and then opened it. “Grandmother. Auntie, It’s us, Mary, and Annie.” Mary shrugged as she tiptoed in leaving Annie to bring up the rear.

      “Well, dears, it’s so nice of you two to visit. Tea?” Lilly said with a raised brow.

      Annie nodded and then turned to Mary and smiled. She turned her attention back to Grandmother. “Yes, that would be nice.”

      Lilly followed Betsy into the kitchen, where they could hear them chatter away while they prepared the tea. Annie and Mary sat down on the couch and smiled at Charles. “Grandmother seems like she’s in a great mood. This might go over better than I thought. Where’s Auntie?”

      “She’ll be out soon. She is changing her blouse. She spilled something on it.”

      Annie tipped her head. She knew all too well that both her grandmother and auntie always dressed appropriately, and most of the time overdressed. Annie sniggered. “They’re too funny. We’re family. No need to dress up.”

      “Well, you know your grandmother and auntie,” Charles said with a twinkle in his eyes.

      Mary crossed her legs and began to pump her foot wildly. Finally, Annie placed her hand on Mary’s knee to get her to stop. Mary frowned as she uncrossed them. But poor Mary’s nerves got the best of her and soon her foot began twitching back and forth. Annie sighed.

      “Let me see if I can help them.” Annie rose from the couch and made her way to the kitchen. Just then, the ladies came out holding trays with cups, a small ceramic pot, and a plate of butter cookies. Annie reached for the one Grandmother held. “Let me help you.”

      Annie walked behind the two ladies, and soon Auntie joined them with a freshly laundered blouse.

      “Hello, Mary. Hello, Annie,” she said in her bubbly voice.

      “Good day, Auntie,” Mary said.

      Annie smiled at her. “It’s nice to see you. I have pictures of Ashton to share,” she said, retrieving her phone to show them. They took a few minutes to look at the pictures and then Annie sat back down next to Mary.

      Charles cleared his throat. “Are you and Danny all settled into your new place, Mary?”

      “Yes, we’re very comfy.”

      “And you and Jack are working things out being new parents?” he asked, changing his focus from Mary to Annie.

      Annie nodded. “Yes, it took us a little while, but I do believe we now have a routine. And we’re so blessed to have Jack’s mother, Milly, watching him so I can go back to work.”

      “She’s a doll for helping,” Auntie said, bringing the teacup to her lips She quickly reached for a napkin to catch the dribble making its way down her chin. She let out a small chuckle.

      “How would you like to have Charles and Betsy be your roommates?” Mary said, blurting out the plan without so much of a hint it was coming.

      “Well, what I think Mary is asking,” Annie began, cutting a look toward Mary, “is if you’d like to have their company all the time. Now that Mary has moved out, you have an extra room.” Annie twisted her neck, and then hid her mouth with the palm of her hand so no one could see as she stuck her tongue out at her sister.

      Lilly snorted, and Patty breathed out the breath she’d apparently been holding and gasped. “Share a room … here?”

      Annie’s eyes widened when she realized what they were getting at. Charles and Betsy were not married. They didn’t care what folks did outside of their house, but there was no way in heaven or earth they’d let that go on under their roof. “Oh, that’s right. That might present a problem.” She looked over at Charles and then Betsy for help.

      “Problem solved, Lilly. We’d never think of disrespecting you or your rules. In fact, we’re a bit old-school, too.” Charles reached over and picked up Betsy’s hand and showed them the thin gold band on her finger. “We got married yesterday.”

      Annie’s jaw dropped, Mary gasped, and more loud sighs came from Lilly and Patty.

      “Congratulations, you two!” Annie leaped from the couch and ran to them, hugging them both. “This is great news,” she said, looking over her shoulder at Mary.

      Mary nodded. “Yes, it is, isn’t it, Grandmother and Auntie?”

      “Well, I wish you had let us in on the little secret. We would have loved to do something special for you.” Lilly lifted her chin and grunted.

      “We’ve both been married before, so a simple ceremony was all that we wanted,” Betsy said, squeezing Charles’s hand.

      “But no decision has to be made today. Think it over,” Charles said, speaking up.

      “That’s right. We’re just tossing the idea out there. With Mary living across town, and me and Jack out on the island, we’d feel better about them living here. But it’s up to you, the decision is yours and yours alone to make.” Annie wondered if the reverse psychology was working.

      As they all took in Charles and Betsy’s exciting news, they finished sipping their tea and enjoying the cookies. They talked about family stuff, Jack’s new business adventure, and of course, Ashton. After about ninety minutes, the visit came to an end. Grandmother, Auntie, Charles, and Betsy walked Mary and Annie to the front door.

      “Does this mean that Betsy won’t be working at the bakery anymore?” Patty asked.

      Annie stopped in her tracks and whirled around. “Betsy, I’ll let you answer that.”

      “I’ll still work there, but I’d like to cut my hours. Annie is looking for a new baker now.”

      Annie tipped her head. “Yes, and it is proving to be more difficult than I’d hoped.”

      “You know, we could clear out the attic, and it would be a great mini apartment,” Lilly said out of the blue.

      Annie had forgotten about the space. It held boxes, stacked to the ceiling, an old brass bed, and who knows what else. A private bath adjoined the area, and a small landing near the staircase gave it a nice private feel.

      “Grandmother, that’s a great idea. It really is a nice space. We used to play up there a lot when we were kids.”

      “We could have a weekend where we all pitch in to clean it up, get it painted, etcetera,” Mary said, reaching her arm out to stroke Lilly’s arm.

      “So, does this mean we’re moving in?” Charles said, followed by a burst of laughter.

      “I think so,” Patty said, nodding toward her sister, Lilly.

      “Grandmother, that’s so kind of you to offer them the attic space. It really will make a nice apartment, and you’ll have them right here with you. I may be losing the best baker for Sweet Indulgence, but you’ll be gaining a great cook, baker, and the companionship of two very special people.” Annie smiled over at the newlyweds.

      “Just tell us when and we’ll bring the reinforcements,” Mary quipped.

      “Sounds like a plan,” Betsy said, walking them to the door.

      “See you tomorrow, Betsy,” Annie said, walking out the front door.

      “Peter will be there tomorrow,” Betsy said, bobbing her head between bodies to make eye contact with Annie.

      “Is he fully trained? He can do everything you can do?”

      “He still has a few things to learn, but he’s catching on fast. I’ll be there to help guide him, but he might be the next baker, and no need to look any further.”

      Annie tilted her head and pursed her lips tightly. “That would be the answer to all my prayers.”

      Mary leaned in and kissed her grandmother and auntie on the cheek and then Annie did the same. The two women walked down the sidewalk together, very happy with how things went.

      Annie stood at her car, with one hand on the passenger door. She quickly opened the door and tossed her purse on the seat. “It couldn’t have gone any better.” She slammed the door shut.

      “I know you probably didn’t like the way I handled it, but I didn’t see any reason to pussyfoot around the issues. We’d still be trying to discuss it if I hadn’t just jumped in and blurted out the reason we were there.”

      “I get it. I try to handle them with kid gloves, but they can deal with almost anything. Their age is just a number. They’ve seen a lot and have been around the block a few times. They’re very intelligent women. They know this is the aging process. No matter how much we hate it and don’t want to admit it, it is what it is, and when family offers help and solutions, you just need to give in some.”

      “I couldn’t agree more. And what about those two lovebirds?”

      “I know, I think that was a last-minute decision on their part, but it’s all good. I’m happy for them, and I think it really sealed the deal.” Annie walked around the back of her car. “Have a great day, sis.” She crossed to the driver’s side and opened the door, about to slide in.

      “Hey, Annie?”

      Annie rose up and made eye contact with Mary. “Yes?”

      “If Danny and I did what Charles and Betsy did, would you be as understanding?”

      Annie placed a hand on her car roof. Knitting her brows together, she let out a long sigh. “If that’s what you two choose to do, then I guess we’d have to accept it. I would much rather give you a real wedding. Mom and dad would have liked to see you have the wedding of your dreams. There’s money in the trust for that, too.”

      “I know, but Danny and I aren’t the church type.”

      “Doesn’t have to be in a church. Jack and I got married under that big, old sweet magnolia tree,” she said, recalling their beautiful day.

      “We don’t have anything like that, but we’re still thinking about it.”

      “Are you officially engaged? Where was I when you made this announcement?”

      “No, not officially. We don’t do anything the conventional way.”

      “That’s true,” Annie said.

      “Well, hug that nephew of mine. I’m coming over soon for my auntie fix. That, and to see that big puppy, Isla.”

      “She’s growing as fast as Ashton. Yes, please come by. Bring Danny, too. No need to call, just drop by. Oh, and don’t forget Jack’s birthday bash, two weeks from tomorrow.”

      “Oh, that’s right. We’ll be there.” Mary blew Annie a kiss.

      Annie reciprocated and then got into her vehicle and drove off.
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