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Chapter One 

 

Emily McBride burst into the lobby through 

the front circular doors, leaving the clamor of the 

busystreet behind. She shivered against the 

temperature change between the outside created 

by the cold spring breeze and the office lobby 

heated in part by the bright sun magnified 

through the glass building front. Her heeled 

shoes echoed around the vaulted lobby as she 

headed straight for the elevators. She couldn’t 

help grinning as she waited patiently for the 

doors to open. At twenty-five, Emily was busy 

with all the usual first mother-to-be thoughts of 

planning for a baby. Whew, her life had sure 

changed in the last few years! 

After dating Daniel throughout most of 

college,it seemed only natural to take the next 

step in their relationship. Daniel proposed on the 

steps of her dorm building in front of her 

roommates and about fifty other accidental 

witnesses. Not much room for privacy at 

dinnertime with everyone flooding the sidewalks 

on their way to the cafeteria. She hadn’t cared as 

she flung herself into his arms and gave the 

crowd something to hoot about. It was a 



beautiful fall wedding just as the leaves were 

turning. 

If she was honest, planning the wedding 

had been their first big hurdle. Daniel’s family 

couldn’t see the sense in an outdoor wedding, 

but she had never felt so cherished and loved 

when Daniel, despite his own misgivings, had 

helped make her dreams come true. Chicago was 

fine but couldn’t compare to the openness of 

living in the country. Before college, Emily 

always thought of places like Chicago as nice to 

visit but not really where she wanted to live. 

Her heart was firmly planted in the rural 

Midwest. It was difficult to imagine her child 

growing up so different. She longed for quiet 

evenings sitting on the back deck with her dad 

and enjoying evening shadows slipping across 

the farm. No matter what happened during the 

day, gentleness would slip in with dusk and 

make everything right again. She was trying to 

adjust. A sigh escaped echoing her thoughts, but 

she really missed those times. Would her child 

ever know and value such spirit-filled moments? 

Daniel, busy with his hectic life, never failed her 

in her weepy homesick moods. Thankfulness 

filled her for such a patient husband who listened 

to her concerns over and over and always ended 

with the comforting thought that “he hadn’t 

turned out so bad.” 



Three years of blissful marriage and 

Daniel’s successes firmly establishing his career 

at McBride Marketing were both things to be 

grateful for. Although Emily tried to hang on to 

the happiness of the first years, she knew they 

had hit another hurdle. For the last six months, 

McBride Marketing had been taking its toll on 

their still-young and tender marriage. Pete 

McBride, Daniel’s father, started the business 

and was grooming his son to take over when he 

retired. Daniel’s responsibilities with the 

company demanded he put in long hours. 

Emily wanted to remain supportive. 

Unfortunately, too many nights and weekends 

alone were leaving her feeling lonely and like an 

afterthought to his life. Not needed. Yes, if she 

was honest with herself, she needed this baby as 

much as she knew it would need her. A baby 

would help her fill those long lonely times when 

Daniel couldn’t be there. She had faith they 

would make it through. Just as Daniel had been 

there for her during the wedding disagreements, 

she intended to be there for him as he juggled 

pleasing his father and boss and keeping up with 

being a husband. 

Emily couldn’t keep her thoughts from 

tracing the intervening months since she found 

out she was pregnant. At first Daniel crashed, 

stunned by the news, and then he emotionally 



pulled away from her, almost like becoming 

pregnant had been a betrayal of some kind. She 

had suppressed her hurt feelings at his reaction 

in order to give him the time he needed. He had 

made it very clear to her that night the things he 

wanted to accomplish didn’t include raising a 

child. It never occurred to her he might not 

automatically embrace this change to their lives 

as she had. Rushing home to him that afternoon 

from the doctor’s office ready to share her joy, 

Emily collided with a side of Daniel she had never 

seen before. At first she had been in shock at his 

anger. She shivered as his words flooded back. 

Closing her eyes, she could see herself stumble 

from the room, not wanting to believe the 

husband she adored and loved could be so cruel. 

In those first painful days, Emily didn’t 

know him. Her deep faith and constant prayers 

for Daniel eased some of her worries. She knew 

he was overwhelmed at the thought of adding 

fatherhood to his already inundated life. Needing 

support, she reached out to her mother, and 

their close relationship helped see Emily through. 

Although disappointed in her son-in-law’s 

attitude, her mother insisted Daniel needed a 

little time to adjust, and he would come around. 

Determined to give him the space and time she 

thought he needed, Emily resolved to hide her 

own pain and fears. 



Daniel finally settled on cold indifference 

as a means to communicate with her throughout 

the first few months of pregnancy. It was only 

after she could no longer disguise the changes 

taking place to her body, he stopped ignoring the 

fact she was actually pregnant. Emily, 

heartbroken, had never felt as alone as she did 

in those first few months. 

Pushing her somber thoughts away and 

mentally shaking herself, she pulled back and 

gave herself a mental lecture. That was all in the 

past now. We have made it over that hurdle. She 

was doing her best to make up for those first few 

months of heartache. Secretly, she thought 

Daniel was beginning to come to terms with his 

impending fatherhood. Just this morning he’d 

been in the nursery touching the tiny clothes and 

blankets left in the crib from yesterday’s 

shopping. 

With things back on track, Emily 

pleasantly wrapped herself up in the here and 

now. The future would take care of itself. Her 

thoughts returned to the baby making its 

presence felt more and more as each 

day passed. Things certainly would never be the 

same again for them. She welcomed the changes 

this baby would bring with open arms, ready to 

be a mother and thankful that she was blessed to 



be able to love a child from the first moments of 

life. 

A gentle smile lifted her somber 

expression as the elevator doors opened, and 

she stepped inside. She leaned against the back 

wall to steady herself. She was at the point in 

her pregnancy when anything moving too 

suddenly made her dizzy. She’d been at the mall 

last week when she’d discovered that elevators 

fit into the moving-too-suddenly category. 

Bracing herself with the handrail, she 

watched the numbers climb as the elevator 

moved toward Daniel’s floor. Emily sighed. It had 

been a long time since she had stopped in to see 

Daniel at work. Her plan was simple: take him to 

lunch. 

He’d been working into the night lately 

with no time left over for just them. Her hand 

rested lightly on her abdomen. After the baby 

was born, they probably wouldn’t have a 

moment of peace for quite some time. She 

thought of her friend Denise with four children. 

They were planning a surprise party for a friend 

who was getting married. Although they had 

talked for an hour last night, they hadn’t really 

accomplished anything with all the interruptions 

from Denise’s children. Denise apologized over 

and over, but Emily really hadn’t minded. Every 

time she heard little David call for his mother’s 



attention, she felt her own special thrill knowing 

it would be her turn soon. 

Lost in her own thoughts, at first she 

hadn’t given the two women who entered the 

elevator a few floors down any notice. Juggling a 

bagged takeout lunch and a heavy shoulder 

purse, one of them stepped back to catch her 

balance and almost pushed into Emily as the 

elevator glitched in its fluid movements. 

Throwing a detached smile over her shoulder in 

apology, she didn’t miss a beat in her 

conversation with her friend. 

“All this overtime is getting to me. I’m 

even having trouble staying on my feet.” She 

laughed as she shifted her takeout bag to her 

friend. “I think we all need to blow off a little 

steam.” 

“I don’t have energy left to blow off any 

steam. I’m beat! I can’t wait for this acquisition 

to be done with.” Her friend leaned against the 

elevator wall and held the takeout bag level in 

both hands. “Hopefully this didn’t spill.”  

The first woman lowered her voice. “Daniel 

sure has been difficult to deal with lately. I 

understand the pressure he’s under. Pete should 

never have put him in charge of the whole 

project.” She shook her head. “It’s just too much 

for one person.” 



Her partner shrugged. “Pete’s testing him. 

You know the plan is to open a new satellite 

office. And Pete likes to be sure of what he’s 

doing before he jumps. Besides, the person I 

really wouldn’t want to be is Janelle. As tired as 

we are, she has got to be exhausted! I don’t 

know how she puts up with either one of their 

criticisms.” 

“Knowing Janelle, she’s still probably 

hoping. She was devastated when he got 

married. Now with his wife pregnant, I guess she 

thinks he may turn to her again. Someone said 

Pete was furious when Daniel told him about the 

baby. Yesterday when Daniel asked for time off 

after it’s born you could hear Pete two offices 

awayletting Daniel know how he felt.” 

Emily’s heart turned cold, and the sun 

went out of her day. She gripped the elevator 

handrail for support. Even though she’d known 

Daniel hadn’t been happy about the baby, it 

chilled her to hear these two strangers discuss it 

so callously. 

“From what I’ve heard, Daniel adores 

Emily. But the timing on having a baby couldn’t 

have been worse for him. Things will slow down 

once McBride Marketing is through this 

acquisition. But that won’t happen for at least a 

year. It’s just hard times right now for everyone. 



I guess you have to give Janelle credit for being 

determined.” 

The other woman laughed. “You mean 

stubborn. She just can’t believe Daniel walked 

away from her. I think it wounded her pride 

more than anything.” 

“To be fair, she has a lot to offer, and she 

has been working closely with Daniel through 

this acquisition. She understands the business 

inside and out.” 

Her friend nodded in agreement and 

added, “You never know what lots of stress and 

availability can do to clear thinking.” The woman 

glanced up at the elevator’s progress. With only 

two floors to go, she straightened her clothes 

and adjusted her shoulder bag. “At least we 

know tonight we’re all going to be able to relax a 

little. Management hasn’t thrown a party for a 

long time.” 

The elevator doors opened, and the two 

women exited. 

Emily felt glued to the back wall and 

watched the doors close. The safety of the empty 

elevator calmed her, and she let out the breath 

she didn’t know she’d been holding. Her finger 

reached out and punched the button for the floor 

above. Emily just needed a little time to compose 

herself. She was relieved the two women hadn’t 



recognized her. It was going to be hard enough 

facing Daniel. 

The elevator doors opened and released 

her into a cool inviting hallway where she 

gratefully lowered herself onto a couch in a 

waiting area not far from the elevator. The words 

the two women had spoken raced through her 

mind over and over. Daniel told her he would be 

working late tonight. Instead, he would be 

partying while she sat alone at home! Her 

imagination went into overdrive as she thought 

about the many nights he had been supposedly 

working late. He’d probably been with Janelle 

every time. What did it matter if they were at the 

office alone together or out having fun? It was all 

the same. He wasn’t choosing to spend time with 

his own wife. 

She felt emotionally confused and 

suddenly exhausted. Her first thought was to 

leave the building and never tell Daniel she’d 

come down today. But she knew that wouldn’t 

solve anything. 

They had made a pact. On their wedding 

night, they’d talked about all the differences in 

their lives and the problems, or hurdles, they 

would encounter because of them. Never run 

from a hurdle, and always stick together to get 

over them. Seemed like a good, simple plan at 

the time. They’d kissed on it. 



They’d chosen to think of life’s problems 

as hurdles because Daniel was a runner in 

college. Emily had loved to watch him attack 

each hurdle with confidence and skill as she 

cheered him on. Having tried to sail over a 

hurdle herself, Emily had fallen flat on her face. 

Scraped up and knees bleeding, Daniel scooped 

her up and carried her to the stadium bleachers, 

wiping away her tears as he tried not to laugh at 

the image of her five-foot frame trying to jump 

over something higher than her waist. Of course 

indignation over his humor at her pain and 

humiliation hadn’t lasted past a few minutes 

when he’d pulled her close, told her he loved 

her, and promised to be there to help her over 

hurdles for the rest of her life. 

How naïve had she been? She’d tried to fit 

into his life here in Chicago, but obviously, 

Janelle was a better fit for Daniel. An emotional 

war waged as her heart urged her to follow the 

plan and go to him. Together they could fix this. 

Just one more hurdle to climb together. Nothing 

more. Insecurity assailed her heart. This was 

different. The team was gone. Trust in their love 

weakened by the past seven months couldn’t 

hold out against the assault waged by insecurity. 

Her body slumped against the couch, and her 

throbbing head rested on the cushioned 



backrest. Her hand rubbed her temple in an 

attempt to make it all go away. How could 

she face him and—a horrible thought occurred to 

her—Janelle? Janelle’s desk was right outside his 

office. She’d have to pass her to even see Daniel. 

Crying seemed like a good plan. Emily fought it, 

pulling herself together. 

Pregnancy hormones kicked into high 

gear. Sudden anger drove her to abandon the 

safety of the couch and push the elevator button. 

She took it to Daniel’s floor, determined to get 

answers straight from him. As the doors opened 

and she stepped out, Emily had a clear view of 

Janelle’s desk. Her face drained of color when 

she saw Daniel and Janelle standing close 

together. His head bent near hers, attentively 

listening. 

Janelle was the typical secretary that 

every wife should hate, at least in appearances. 

It was easy to see how her long blond hair and 

perfect figure would be attractive to any man. 

They looked right standing together like that. 

Daniel’s darkness was a perfect match for 

Janelle’s fairness. 

Emily’s heart twisted in agony as she 

gasped and put out a hand for support against 

the wall next to the elevator. Both Daniel and 

Janelle glanced up. Emily panicked and hit the 



elevator call button. Relief washed through her 

as the door opened immediately. Daniel 

hurried in her direction. Anger drained away, and 

her courage to confront him deserted her as she 

stumbled backward into the elevator. The door 

slid slowly closed; she heard him shout her name 

and take off at a run toward her. She huddled in 

the back of the elevator and prayed, Please 

close, please close. Daniel was cut from her view 

as the elevator descended. 

Panic drove her need to get out of the 

building and away from Daniel before she totally 

broke down.  

Seeing the elevator door closing before he 

could reach her, Daniel veered toward the 

stairwell and took the steps in leaps. What was 

going on? He’d been surprised to see Emily 

standing outside the elevator and astounded 

when she’d hurried back in after seeing him. 

She’d looked sick, and he hadn’t liked the way 

she’d been leaning against the wall for support. 

Why would she run from him? Nothing made 

sense. She had been under a lot of stress with 

the baby, and he hadn’t been much help along 

the way. Even so, things had started to turn 

around for them. This morning they’d shared a 

laugh over an article in the paper—refreshing 

after so much forced politeness. 



It was all his doing, he acknowledged that. 

But something in him changed this morning 

when he hadn’t found Emily in the nursery after 

he’d gone looking for her. Instead, he’d been 

instantly charmed by the tiny shoes and stack of 

the smallest diapers he’d ever seen. Knowing his 

wife noticed him coming out of the nursery, it 

seemed like a good time to mend some bridges 

or make sure they both had cleared the hurdle 

caused by his fear of being able to take care of a 

baby at this time in his life. There were no 

doubts about Emily becoming a great mother. He 

just hadn’t known if he was ready to become a 

father. With all that settled this morning, Daniel 

was at a loss as to what was going on. He was 

determined to catch her before she left the 

building and burst into the lobby just as Emily 

pushed through the front doors. 

“Emily, wait!” he shouted. 

Several others turned and watched as he 

rushed past, trying to catch up with her. His 

shout only made her hurry more. Panic flowed 

from her eyes as she threw an agitated glance 

over her shoulder at him. Daniel cleared the 

building seconds later. She backed away from 

him across the sidewalk and stepped into the 

street without looking. 

“How could you, Daniel!” she accused as 

grief overwhelmed her. She laid a protective 



hand over her abdomen as brakes screeched. 

“No!” A wail of suffering and disbelief wrenched 

from her lips. Her eyes instinctively closed, 

seeking to keep the terror at bay. Hot pain 

ripped across her abdomen as she gratefully 

sank into oblivion. 

Daniel rushed to her limp form lying 

awkwardly on the pavement. “Emily! Oh God, 

please help her,” Daniel begged as he fought the 

urge to sweep her up into his arms and keep her 

safe. Not daring to move her, he relived the 

horror of watching Emily’s body fly through the 

air before hitting the ground. Distantly, he could 

hear the sirens of the approaching ambulance 

as he stroked her long dark-brown hair back 

from her face, willing her to open her eyes. 

A crowd of curious onlookers from the 

building spilled onto the sidewalk. Stunned 

silence descended as the severity of the moment 

washed over the crowd. 

“Daniel,” a man hesitantly spoke from over 

his shoulder. He looked up and saw one of his 

father’s partners. 

Bob had come on board at McBride 

Marketing while Daniel and Emily were in college. 

Bob knelt down next to Daniel and laid a hand on 

his arm. Daniel shrugged it off defensively. The 

glare he sent toward his mentor threatened harm 



if he tried to come between him and Emily. 

Protecting Emily was his responsibility. He 

shook off the restricting touch. He was in no 

condition to be reasoned with. Daniel pinned the 

older man with an anguished stare and choked 

out, “I did this to her. How could I have let this 

happen?” 

Paramedics pushed Daniel aside as they 

began to assess Emily’s condition. “She’s seven 

months pregnant,” he managed to get out as he 

stumbled to his feet. A police officer took his arm 

and guided him to the side. Daniel held his head 

in his hands and sank down on the ground. He 

glanced up as Emily was lifted into the air on a 

stretcher. Her eyes slowly opened. Confusion and 

pain etched a path across her face. She wildly 

searched the crowd and found him. Stretching 

her hand toward him, her eyes begged him to 

help her. The paramedics lifted her into the 

ambulance. Daniel sat stunned, in shock, and 

unable to go to her. Bob was still there, urging 

him to his feet. 

“Daniel, pull yourself together. Emily 

needs you right now. They’re waiting for you in 

the ambulance. Get a move on before they leave 

you. I’ll find your dad and send him to the 

hospital.” 

Guilt rode heavy on his shoulders as 

Daniel moved through a fog toward the 



ambulance. As he got closer, he could see 

Emily’s face. Her eyes were closed. He took 

his seat and reached for her hand. Doors 

slammed, and the siren screamed as they raced 

toward the hospital. Her fingers were lifeless in 

his grip. 

“She was awake a moment ago.” He 

looked to the paramedic for reassurance. 

“Try to stay calm. We’ll get her to the 

hospital as soon as we can. She hit her head 

pretty hard.” He pulled a blanket from a shelf 

and wrapped it around Daniel’s shoulders. 

“You’re shaking. We need you to try to stay calm 

so you can help us help her.” 

Daniel took a deep breath and nodded his 

head. 

“Good.” The paramedic picked up a 

clipboard and prepared to write. “Tell me what 

happened.” 

Daniel repeated the details, trying to 

remember everything. He just didn’t get it. Why 

would Emily run from him like that? Seven 

minutes seemed like hours before they pulled 

into the ambulance drive of the hospital. He 

stepped aside as doctors rushed Emily into the 

emergency room. A nurse took his arm, gently 

urging him to follow. 


