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About A Baby for Christmas


Can a lost single dad and a lonely cowboy find love—and the family of their dreams?

Jake

Becoming a single father definitely wasn’t in my plans. It’s the toughest challenge of my life, especially with my parents gone, but my little girl means the world to me. I’m driving her home to the Rockies for her first Christmas—and because I took a boneheaded shortcut, we’re stranded in the middle of nowhere.

With a blizzard closing in. Fast.

I’m more scared than I’ve ever been when a gruff, gorgeous cowboy gallops to our rescue.

Why does he look so familiar?

Cam

I was a skinny geek in high school with a hopeless crush on Jake—until he revealed his true colors. He’s a backstabbing coward, and I haven’t missed him one bit since he moved to the big city. I spend my days with my dog, my horse, and my yaks. I don’t do people.

Now of all the people in the damn world, he’s on my ranch. Stranded with his tiny, helpless baby.

I can’t abandon them to freeze—even though it means bringing Jake to my cabin to get snowed in. Even though I’ll be trapped with the only man I’ve ever loved.

Even though I only have one bed.

A Baby for Christmas by Keira Andrews is a steamy LGBTQ+ romance featuring a bisexual single dad at the end of his rope, a lonely demisexual cowboy who likes to take charge, hate to love, and of course a happy ending.
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Chapter One


Cam
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Three days before another lonely Christmas, I discovered a baby’s cry was unmistakable.

Carried on the bitter wind, the faint squall jolted me out of a daydream. Bonnie snorted and side-stepped, and I rubbed her chestnut mane as I leaned forward in the saddle.

What the holy hell?

I strained to listen, squinting beyond my herd of shaggy-haired yaks, who briefly lifted their wide heads at the sound before returning to business as usual. They chewed the long, yellowed grass poking up out of the thin layer of snow, their stony expressions and curved horns making them look a damn sight fiercer than they were.

Had the cry come from over toward the mountains? Noises loved to play tricks near the Rockies. I peered into the distance. Across the rolling, snow-dusted fields, beyond dense pine trees peppering the foothills, the white-capped peaks were hidden behind ominous gray clouds. More snow was coming.

A lot more.

I could taste the moisture in the air. Smell it. Feel it in my bones like truth, as dramatic as that sounded. But I knew. Though still below freezing, I’d been able to leave my woolen toque at home and wear my favorite black Stetson. The temperature had risen enough that instead of crystallized snot, there was wetness inside my nose when I inhaled.

A blizzard was coming.

Cocking my head, I listened. There was only Bonnie’s snuffling breath and the whistling wind. After pulling off one of my work gloves, I scratched at my short beard.

“Losing my mind,” I muttered.

When I glanced over my shoulder at where Toby had run off a minute before, he was tensed and staring into the distance. Was he chasing a hare like usual? The spotted mutt barked once sharply.

A baby wailed.

Heart thumping, I wheeled Bonnie with a nudge of my boot, urging her into a trot to follow Toby, who raced down a slope and up the other side. The terrain here was rocky, and I didn’t push Bonnie to go faster even though something was very wrong.

There was nothing down this way except a creek and old Coyote Trail. Yet as we came up over the rise, the cries grew louder, shriller, and absolutely undeniable.

That was a baby.

And the blot of red on the landscape sticking out like a sore thumb was a car.

I automatically reined in Bonnie. It was plain wrong to see a car on this land. But there it was—a small Ford, maybe? Cherry red and stopped at the side of the abandoned dirt road that everyone had called Coyote Trail. If I’d ever known why it had that name, I couldn’t remember now.

The thin layer of snow showed the car’s tire tracks. Even if it hadn’t stopped here, it wouldn’t have gotten much farther. The afternoon was growing darker by the minute. The sun set by four-thirty this time of year, and the approaching storm sure as shit wasn’t helping.

Bonnie stamped her hooves, and I rubbed her tense neck. “Shh. I know. We’re going home real soon.”

Toby had stopped too, glancing anxiously between me and the car. There was a tall figure pacing on the other side of the vehicle, bouncing a bundle that had to be the crying baby.

Coyote Trail wasn’t marked and had only ever been known to locals—who also knew better than to try it now.

What damn fool would come down here with darkness and a storm closing in? With a baby?

I was mighty tempted to turn tail and leave him to it. I’d been looking forward to a quiet night by the fire with my book in one hand and petting Toby with the other. I sure as hell wasn’t in the mood to deal with…whatever this was.

The baby screeched louder as if hearing my selfish thoughts, and I shifted in the saddle with a hot stab of prickly guilt. I’d never actually leave anyone stranded, let alone a child. Maybe they weren’t stranded at all—though they would be soon if they didn’t retreat back to the highway.

Nudging my heels and clucking my tongue, I got Bonnie moving. Toby raced ahead with a bark, and the man in the distance spun around and waved frantically. I lifted an arm in response.

The stranger—wearing a dark parka, a red woolen toque, and a gray scarf wrapped around the lower half of his face—hurried around the hatchback. “Thank God!”

He still held the crying baby, which was so bundled it was only a lump in a puffy yellow snowsuit and a thick blue scarf. Dark jeans clung to the guy’s lean legs.

“What are you doing out here?” I asked, none too friendly.

“I was taking the shortcut into Lonely Creek.” His low voice was muffled by his scarf, only his thick-lashed brown eyes visible between the scarf and hat. “Trying to beat this storm.” Fat snowflakes began to fall on cue, and he looked up, those pretty eyes narrowed. “Might’ve made it if the engine hadn’t conked out at the worst possible time.”

“Nope. Rockslide cut off Coyote Trail.” How did he even know it had existed? I added, “Maybe ten years back.”

The man groaned. “Fuuu—” He was patting the squirming baby hidden against his chest through the layers of winter gear, and he glanced down at it. “Fudge. Do you have a signal? I don’t have any bars.”

I had to laugh. Heartily. “No service out here.” My cell phone sat in a drawer except for when I went into town or Lethbridge.

He groaned again. “Look, I’m really sorry to put you out, but could you give us a lift to town?” He added, “Lonely Creek,” as if there were anything else around. Aside from the ski resorts up in the mountains, Lonely Creek was it.

Staying upright with the baby, he bent his knees awkwardly to pet Toby, who nudged him enthusiastically, tail wagging. Toby hardly ever met new people.

“My truck’s out by the big house,” I said. In only a minute, the snow was already falling more thickly, and the mountains had disappeared in a blink behind a curtain of white. “We’ve got to get inside.”

I glanced in the direction of the two-lane highway, which was even farther and not busy at the best of times. It was way too far, and we’d have to flag down a passing vehicle. Even on a sunny summer day, it wouldn’t be a great plan. It was a terrible one now, as much as I wanted to resolve this.

“You’re positive the engine’s toast?” I asked.

The guy nodded. “But I’m no expert, so please take a look if you can. The dealer promised this car had plenty of years left in it. It’s only been a week.”

He bounced the fussing baby as he walked back and forth, work boots crunching on the rocky side of the old road. Something about him seemed strangely familiar, but I pushed it aside. The clock was ticking.

I hopped down from Bonnie, who snorted disapprovingly but stayed put. Glad for my long leather duster as the wind whipped, I lifted the car’s hood with a creak and peered inside. I knew a bit about engines—enough to know this one was beyond me even if I’d had tools in my saddlebag. I couldn’t see anything glaring, so I closed the lid with a thud.

There was no other option. “We have to ride back to my cabin.” I mentally said goodbye to my peaceful night. More than that, I hadn’t had guests in…ever. Let alone a baby.

The man stared at Bonnie, who nosed at the ground. She was a tall sorrel horse, and though I wouldn’t normally put two grown men on her back, we didn’t have a choice. With darkness and snow closing in, it would take too long for me to ride back for my ATV. Besides, I trusted Bonnie’s surefootedness more than the machine’s.

Bonnie lifted her head, the fresh snow already blanketing her twitching ears, matching the white splotches on her face. I scratched her neck and murmured, “Sorry about this. It won’t be for long.” Louder, I asked the stranger, “Have you ridden before?”

The baby, who’d thankfully stopped screaming, gurgled unhappily. He patted her bundled back with his gloved hand and peered at Bonnie. “Yeah, years ago. But it’s not safe for her.”

“Bonnie’s solid. She can handle the weight for a short distance.” I glanced up at the gunmetal sky. We had to get the hell moving.

“I meant my daughter.”

Oh. Right. I squinted at the yellow lump. I could understand not wanting to take a baby on a horse. “We’ll go slowly, but we’ve got to go.”

The stranger eyed Bonnie warily but nodded. “What about all our stuff?”

“Just bring the necessities. The rest isn’t going anywhere. No one comes down here.”

“Okay. God, I’m such an idiot.”

I wasn’t about to argue, but I stayed silent and didn’t pile on either. Neither of us could turn back time and change his terrible choice to leave the highway.

I paced while he put the baby into her car seat in the back of the hatchback—then pulled out bag after bag after bag. Christ, how did one tiny human need so much stuff?

I cleared my throat. “You’re going to have to get that down to one bag.”

“Um…” The man opened the jam-packed trunk area. He rooted around, coming out with a Toronto Blue Jays duffel. “If I put everything in here, does that work?”

“It’ll have to.” I removed Bonnie’s saddlebag and saddle, keeping the bridle in place and feeding her a frosty apple from my pocket. “I’m going to leave these in your car.”

He blinked at me. “We’re going to ride without a saddle? Isn’t that dangerous?”

“It’s better for Bonnie. We can’t both fit in the saddle, and if I ride behind it, it’ll be a lot of weight on her kidneys.” I squeezed it onto the driver’s seat since it was the only empty space remaining in the car.

As I watched the guy shove diapers, bottles of formula, and jars of baby food into the Jays duffel, the earlier tug of recognition reared up and gave me a vicious kick. I sucked in a harsh breath.

Those thick-lashed brown eyes. Baseball. Long legs. Standing over six feet. Someone who knew old Coyote Trail existed.

No.

Impossible.

Hell no.

“Jake Gregson?” I accused, sharp as a blade.

Jerking upright from where he leaned into the back seat, he thumped his head on the rim of the doorway and yanked down his scarf.

This man wasn’t a stranger after all. I knew the rotten core beneath that pretty face all too well.

Aside from facial scruff over his pale, smooth skin, the strong jaw and full mouth were the same. I hadn’t let myself think about Jake Gregson in a long, long time, but face-to-face with him after—what, thirteen, fourteen years?—it all flooded back.

Desire. Idol worship. Betrayal. Shame. Fury. Hurt.

The hurt could still steal my breath after all this time, and I hated that more than I could stand. I also hated that the bastard was even hotter in his early thirties than he’d been as a teenager. And he was here, invading my land and my life.

I had no choice but to deal with it. I couldn’t abandon him and the baby to freeze. Where was the mother? The front passenger seat was stacked with boxes.

“Do I know you?” Jake asked. He peered closely at me. “I haven’t been home in forever. Sorry, man. I’m blanking.”

That shouldn’t have twisted my guts. I shouldn’t have cared. Of course he didn’t remember. I’d been nothing to Jake Gregson. Never had been, never would be.

“Don’t strain yourself.” I kept my voice gruff and steady, because I’d let him know he could still hurt me over my dead, rotting corpse. “Cam Walsh.”

He jerked like he’d been slapped before going very still. “Is that a joke? It’s not funny.”

I barked out a laugh. “Well, I was a joke to you. But no. I’m Cam Walsh.”

Jake jutted his chin forward, cocoa eyes wide and jaw dropping. “Cam? But you were tiny.” He waved his hand up and down to indicate my body. “And now you’re—” He gaped.

I could admit I’d enjoyed reactions like this the rare times over the years that I’d run into someone from high school. Since my days were usually spent with Bonnie, Toby, and my yaks, it hadn’t been often.

But I didn’t puff up my broad chest and give him a wink like I had Madison Massey when she’d hit on me in the feed store in Lethbridge without recognizing me as the kid she and her friends had jeered at.

As I stared him down, Jake sputtered and shook his head. “Seriously? Cam?”

Then the weirdest thing in an already bizarre day happened: His face brightened with a smile.

He had no damn right.

But my stupid, stupid heart still stuttered in the face of Jake Gregson’s gleaming teeth, the creases in his cheeks, and the crinkle of his eyes. Shit, the way I’d once treasured every single smile he’d granted me.

It’d been pathetic then. Now? My skin went hot with rage at my reaction.

The smile vanished as he snapped his mouth shut and swallowed thickly. “Um… Hey, man.”

We stared at each other in silence, the snow falling thickly. Toby bounded to my side, looking between us with a confused little whine. In the back seat, the baby fussed with soft cries that would probably be screams again soon.

“Wow,” Jake said, having the nerve to laugh. “You look so different. You’re huge!”

I shrugged, trying to be nonchalant. “I was a late bloomer.”

Jake had been the tall, buff guy back then. I couldn’t get a good look at his muscles now under the parka, but at six-three, I was a couple of inches taller. It was a petty victory, but I’d take it.

“Ready?” I asked coldly.

“Um, I think so.” Jake eased the baby from her car seat and examined Bonnie. “You’re sure it’s safe?”

Not answering, I grabbed the duffel and returned to Bonnie, taking hold of the reins. “You get up first.”

“Right.” Jake glanced around as if he was hoping for a last-minute save from anyone else. But it was just us for miles with snow and dark falling fast. “Wait, I’ll get the carrier.” He shifted the baby and awkwardly searched in the back seat with his barely free hand. “Can you take her for a sec?”

I didn’t know shit about babies unless they were cows, yaks, horses, or goats. I dropped the crammed duffel and reluctantly reached for the squirming bundle. A delicate little face with big brown eyes peeked out from thick layers of wool and padding. She looked impossibly tiny to have that much lung power.

I’d once nursed the runt of Mrs. Pinter’s goat litter, feeding him with a bottle and keeping him warm when he was abandoned. Animals were easy. This was a human, and humans were nothing if not complicated as hell.

“This is Cora.” Jake was still holding on to her even though I had her securely under the arms of her snowsuit.

I said, “Uh-huh,” because it seemed like he was waiting for me to respond.

He was still holding on. “I’ve got her,” I said.

Frowning, Jake let go just long enough to yank out a harness thing before locking the door with an electronic beep. The car looked so old I was surprised it didn’t require an actual key to lock.

As he strapped the harness to his chest, I held the baby uneasily. From under her toque and hood, she blinked at me with those huge, serious eyes, her thick lashes like her father’s. I gingerly swung her back and forth. Babies liked motion, right?

Please don’t cry again.

I breathed a sigh of relief when Jake took her back, buckling her securely against his chest facing him. Jake murmured, “We’re okay. We’re going to ride on a horsey! Yeah, we are.” He glanced at me and dropped the light, singsong tone, his cheeks flushing red. “So, how do we…”

Dropping to one knee, I held out my gloved hands as a stirrup and ordered, “Put your boot in my hands. You’re going to hold on to Bonnie’s mane just before her withers.” I glanced up to find him staring between me and Bonnie with an anxious frown.

Standing impatiently, I put his hand on the right spot before dropping back down. Jake still hesitated. I snapped, “Or you can freeze out here.”

I braced for his weight. It was awkward with the baby strapped to him, but Jake raised himself over Bonnie, who obediently stayed still. I passed up the duffel, and Jake held it over his lap. “Scoot as far forward as you can,” I said, before grasping Bonnie’s mane myself. I reached behind Jake and over his thigh, brushing against him. “Brace yourself. I need to hold on to you.”

I hadn’t ridden bareback in ages. When I’d been a skinny kid, hopping up onto a horse had been a hell of a lot easier. I hesitated, glancing up at the darkening sky, snowflakes catching on my beard. We had to move, and I prayed I wouldn’t end up flat on my face.

Bending my knees, I did a little skip-hop and threw my leg over Bonnie’s back, holding her mane with one hand and gripping Jake’s hip with the other as I pulled myself up behind. Bonnie remained steady, and I murmured, “Good girl,” as I leaned around Jake to rub her neck.

There were no two ways about it: Jake was between my legs with my junk shoved against his ass. I had to reach an arm around him to control the reins. I let my left hand hang at my side, or else I’d practically be hugging him from behind.

Bonnie huffed, and I vowed to give her extra treats when we got back to the cabin. Toby was darting around, playing in the falling snow and having a grand old time as always. I urged Bonnie forward, and she picked her way up the slope and back to where the yaks grazed.

I tried very, very hard not to think about Jake Gregson’s ass.

It was beyond bizarre to have him wedged against me, Jake sitting ramrod straight and stiff, one hand clutching the duffel on his lap and the other around the baby strapped to his chest. He smelled like sweat with a faint hint of…rose?

I could barely concentrate, my mind spinning, but Bonnie knew the way. We passed the yaks, who grunted and ignored Toby as he darted among them.

Jake said, “Those are weird-looking cows.”

“That’s because they’re yaks. Humps. Horns. Shaggy coats.”

“Oh. Right.”

“Toby! Leave them be!” I called. Snow stung my face as the wind gusted. “Is the baby okay?”

Jake turned his head, bumping the brim of my Stetson. “Yeah. Sleeping somehow. She’s magic like that.”

I kept my eyes on the white horizon. His face was too close to mine, and I could hear the love in his voice. It made me remember a time when praise from Jake—even an offhand comment about how he liked my boots or something—had fueled me better than a Red Bull.

He added, “Thank you. Seriously, man. You saved our lives.” He sounded completely sincere, but he’d fooled me before. I said nothing.

Jake’s breath puffed warmly over my cheek before he turned back. This had to be some messed-up dream. “Um, is it far?” He nodded to the fields in front of us, Bonnie walking at a good clip toward the cabin. She wanted back in the barn no doubt.

“A few klicks.”

“What if the horse trips on something? If I fall off, I’ll crush Cora.” His voice was suddenly tight with worry.

I clenched my jaw at the insult to Bonnie, which wasn’t really fair. I couldn’t blame him—the baby was so tiny and helpless. After a moment of hesitation, I drew my left arm around, holding the reins in both hands, pressing fully against Jake.
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      the original version of the Work and any modifications or additions
      to that Work or Derivative Works thereof, that is intentionally
      submitted to Licensor for inclusion in the Work by the copyright owner
      or by an individual or Legal Entity authorized to submit on behalf of
      the copyright owner. For the purposes of this definition, "submitted"
      means any form of electronic, verbal, or written communication sent
      to the Licensor or its representatives, including but not limited to
      communication on electronic mailing lists, source code control systems,
      and issue tracking systems that are managed by, or on behalf of, the
      Licensor for the purpose of discussing and improving the Work, but
      excluding communication that is conspicuously marked or otherwise
      designated in writing by the copyright owner as "Not a Contribution."

      "Contributor" shall mean Licensor and any individual or Legal Entity
      on behalf of whom a Contribution has been received by Licensor and
      subsequently incorporated within the Work.

   2. Grant of Copyright License. Subject to the terms and conditions of
      this License, each Contributor hereby grants to You a perpetual,
      worldwide, non-exclusive, no-charge, royalty-free, irrevocable
      copyright license to reproduce, prepare Derivative Works of,
      publicly display, publicly perform, sublicense, and distribute the
      Work and such Derivative Works in Source or Object form.

   3. Grant of Patent License. Subject to the terms and conditions of
      this License, each Contributor hereby grants to You a perpetual,
      worldwide, non-exclusive, no-charge, royalty-free, irrevocable
      (except as stated in this section) patent license to make, have made,
      use, offer to sell, sell, import, and otherwise transfer the Work,
      where such license applies only to those patent claims licensable
      by such Contributor that are necessarily infringed by their
      Contribution(s) alone or by combination of their Contribution(s)
      with the Work to which such Contribution(s) was submitted. If You
      institute patent litigation against any entity (including a
      cross-claim or counterclaim in a lawsuit) alleging that the Work
      or a Contribution incorporated within the Work constitutes direct
      or contributory patent infringement, then any patent licenses
      granted to You under this License for that Work shall terminate
      as of the date such litigation is filed.

   4. Redistribution. You may reproduce and distribute copies of the
      Work or Derivative Works thereof in any medium, with or without
      modifications, and in Source or Object form, provided that You
      meet the following conditions:

      (a) You must give any other recipients of the Work or
          Derivative Works a copy of this License; and

      (b) You must cause any modified files to carry prominent notices
          stating that You changed the files; and

      (c) You must retain, in the Source form of any Derivative Works
          that You distribute, all copyright, patent, trademark, and
          attribution notices from the Source form of the Work,
          excluding those notices that do not pertain to any part of
          the Derivative Works; and

      (d) If the Work includes a "NOTICE" text file as part of its
          distribution, then any Derivative Works that You distribute must
          include a readable copy of the attribution notices contained
          within such NOTICE file, excluding those notices that do not
          pertain to any part of the Derivative Works, in at least one
          of the following places: within a NOTICE text file distributed
          as part of the Derivative Works; within the Source form or
          documentation, if provided along with the Derivative Works; or,
          within a display generated by the Derivative Works, if and
          wherever such third-party notices normally appear. The contents
          of the NOTICE file are for informational purposes only and
          do not modify the License. You may add Your own attribution
          notices within Derivative Works that You distribute, alongside
          or as an addendum to the NOTICE text from the Work, provided
          that such additional attribution notices cannot be construed
          as modifying the License.

      You may add Your own copyright statement to Your modifications and
      may provide additional or different license terms and conditions
      for use, reproduction, or distribution of Your modifications, or
      for any such Derivative Works as a whole, provided Your use,
      reproduction, and distribution of the Work otherwise complies with
      the conditions stated in this License.

   5. Submission of Contributions. Unless You explicitly state otherwise,
      any Contribution intentionally submitted for inclusion in the Work
      by You to the Licensor shall be under the terms and conditions of
      this License, without any additional terms or conditions.
      Notwithstanding the above, nothing herein shall supersede or modify
      the terms of any separate license agreement you may have executed
      with Licensor regarding such Contributions.

   6. Trademarks. This License does not grant permission to use the trade
      names, trademarks, service marks, or product names of the Licensor,
      except as required for reasonable and customary use in describing the
      origin of the Work and reproducing the content of the NOTICE file.

   7. Disclaimer of Warranty. Unless required by applicable law or
      agreed to in writing, Licensor provides the Work (and each
      Contributor provides its Contributions) on an "AS IS" BASIS,
      WITHOUT WARRANTIES OR CONDITIONS OF ANY KIND, either express or
      implied, including, without limitation, any warranties or conditions
      of TITLE, NON-INFRINGEMENT, MERCHANTABILITY, or FITNESS FOR A
      PARTICULAR PURPOSE. You are solely responsible for determining the
      appropriateness of using or redistributing the Work and assume any
      risks associated with Your exercise of permissions under this License.

   8. Limitation of Liability. In no event and under no legal theory,
      whether in tort (including negligence), contract, or otherwise,
      unless required by applicable law (such as deliberate and grossly
      negligent acts) or agreed to in writing, shall any Contributor be
      liable to You for damages, including any direct, indirect, special,
      incidental, or consequential damages of any character arising as a
      result of this License or out of the use or inability to use the
      Work (including but not limited to damages for loss of goodwill,
      work stoppage, computer failure or malfunction, or any and all
      other commercial damages or losses), even if such Contributor
      has been advised of the possibility of such damages.

   9. Accepting Warranty or Additional Liability. While redistributing
      the Work or Derivative Works thereof, You may choose to offer,
      and charge a fee for, acceptance of support, warranty, indemnity,
      or other liability obligations and/or rights consistent with this
      License. However, in accepting such obligations, You may act only
      on Your own behalf and on Your sole responsibility, not on behalf
      of any other Contributor, and only if You agree to indemnify,
      defend, and hold each Contributor harmless for any liability
      incurred by, or claims asserted against, such Contributor by reason
      of your accepting any such warranty or additional liability.

   END OF TERMS AND CONDITIONS

   APPENDIX: How to apply the Apache License to your work.

      To apply the Apache License to your work, attach the following
      boilerplate notice, with the fields enclosed by brackets "[]"
      replaced with your own identifying information. (Don't include
      the brackets!)  The text should be enclosed in the appropriate
      comment syntax for the file format. We also recommend that a
      file or class name and description of purpose be included on the
      same "printed page" as the copyright notice for easier
      identification within third-party archives.

   Copyright [yyyy] [name of copyright owner]

   Licensed under the Apache License, Version 2.0 (the "License");
   you may not use this file except in compliance with the License.
   You may obtain a copy of the License at

       http://www.apache.org/licenses/LICENSE-2.0

   Unless required by applicable law or agreed to in writing, software
   distributed under the License is distributed on an "AS IS" BASIS,
   WITHOUT WARRANTIES OR CONDITIONS OF ANY KIND, either express or implied.
   See the License for the specific language governing permissions and
   limitations under the License.


