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Chapter Six

If it turns blue, it’s positive." The words seemed frightening to Tory as she stood facing her
husband in the bedroom the next morning. The children were still sleeping. She had deliberately
risen early with hopes of putting her fears to rest before breakfast.

Barry looked down at his watch. "Eight minutes left."
"What if we get a false answer? How do we know we can trust this test?"
"I trust it," he said. "They’re pretty accurate. It was right the last couple of times."

"And what if it’s clear?" she asked, frowning. "I thought about it all night. A little baby." Her
eyes misted over, and she swallowed hard.

"If it’s clear, you’ll cry a little and go on."
"And if it’s blue?"

He grinned. "You’ll cry a little and go on."
"So it’s a lose-lose situation."

"Win-win, is what I was thinking."

"Okay, so that vial is either half full or half empty . . . with either clear or blue liquid." She
clutched her head with both hands. "Why am I so nervous?"

"Because you don’t know what you want. Decide if you want it to be blue or clear."

"What do you want?" she asked.




He grinned. "Blue, I think."

A matching grin tiptoed across her face. "I think I do, too."

He looked at his watch again. "Five more minutes."

"If it’s going to turn, do you think it would have turned a little by now?"
He got up. "I'm going to look."

"No!" she said, grabbing his arm to stop him. "No, I don’t want to know."
"Well, I do!"

"I changed my mind," she said, as if her wishes could change the test’s results. "I want it to be
clear."

"Maybe it is."

She fell back on the bed with a bounce. "No, I want blue." She threw her hands over her face. "I
don’t know."

"You don’t have to make up your mind," he said, laughing and bouncing down next to her. "It’s
either blue or clear.

Simple as that." Rolling to his side, he grinned down at her. "This is kind of fun, isn’t it? In the
next five minutes, we could be a family of five."

"Or not."
He checked his watch. "Two more minutes."

She grinned. "One, two, three . . ."

Chuckling, he joined in, and they counted together. When they reached a hundred twenty, they
both launched off the bed and headed for the bathroom, giggling and almost knocking each other
down in the process.

Barry reached it first, but didn’t look. "Are you ready?"
"Show me," she whispered, throwing her hands over her face.

She peaked through her fingers. He was grinning as he held up the vial. The bluest liquid she had
ever seen seemed to glow from it like neon. Tears pushed into her eyes, and a gale of laughter
almost blew her over. Barry started to laugh, too, and setting the vial down, pulled her into his
arms. "We’re pregnant,” he said in a voice soft and highpitched.
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"We’re pregnant," she agreed, shaking her head, unable to wipe the smile off her face.

"Will he be like Spencer, or like Britty?"

"She’ll be altogether different," Tory said. "Not like either one of them. This baby will be one of
a kind."
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