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      Nine months ago amid the sun-kissed waves of a cruise, Amelia Miller and Ryan Allen share a magical night that neither can forget. The spark between them is instant, the connection undeniable. But when the ship docks, they are separated before sharing last names.

      Now, on the cusp of the holiday season, fate throws them an unexpected curveball. Ryan and his fellow EMTs receive an urgent call to a hotel where a pregnant woman is in labor. To his astonishment, he finds the mother-to-be is none other than Amelia carrying a precious secret: their child.

      In this heartwarming, contemporary holiday romance, old flames are rekindled as Ryan and Amelia are brought together by the impending arrival of their baby. Among the joy, challenges, and the secret that binds them, can they create a future filled with the warmth of a second chance at love? Join them in this unforgettable tale of insta-love, secret babies, and the magic of the holiday season.
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      Tonight was the last night of the cruise, and Amelia Miller intended to make it count.

      The bass thundered through the main lounge, vibrating up through the soles of her heels and into her chest. Colored lights swept across the dance floor in time with the music, painting the crowd in shades of electric blue and magenta. She'd been dancing for hours, and her skin hummed with exertion and champagne and the intoxicating freedom of knowing that, for the first time in two years, she had nothing to prove.

      The bar exam was behind her. Passed. The job offer from Morrison & Clarke in Cheyenne was signed and sealed. Monday morning, she would walk into that prestigious law firm as Attorney Amelia Miller, but tonight, tonight she was just a woman who wanted to dance until her feet gave out.

      Taylor grabbed her hand and spun her around, both of them laughing, breathless. They'd been friends since their first brutal week of law school, bonded by stress, too much coffee, and the shared determination to make it through. Taylor had kept her sane through the worst of it, and when Amelia's parents had gifted her this cruise as a congratulations present, there had been no question who she'd bring along.

      "I need a break," Taylor shouted over the music, fanning herself. "And another drink."

      Amelia nodded, following her friend back to their table near the edge of the dance floor. She sank into her chair, grateful for the moment to catch her breath. The DJ transitioned into another song, something with a Latin beat that made her want to get right back up.

      That's when she saw him again.

      He stood near the bar, and even in the shifting lights, she could see he was watching her. They'd been playing this game all week, stolen glances across the pool deck, lingering looks at dinner, that one moment in the elevator when their eyes had met and held for three floors before the doors opened and the spell broke. She'd wondered each time if he would approach, if she would, but neither of them had made the move.

      Until now.

      He was cutting through the crowd, headed straight for their table, and Amelia's heart kicked up a rhythm that had nothing to do with dancing. Even in the dim light, she could see the confident set of his shoulders, the easy way he moved. Tall, dark hair that looked like he'd run his hands through it a few times, and those eyes. Even from a distance, she'd noticed those eyes, bright green and impossibly expressive.

      He stopped at their table, and up close, he was even more devastating than she'd allowed herself to admit. A white button-down shirt with the sleeves rolled to his forearms, dark jeans that fit him perfectly, and a smile that made something low in her belly tighten with want.

      "Would you dance with me?" he asked.

      His voice was smooth, with just a hint of gravel that made it interesting. Amelia felt Taylor kick her under the table, a clear message to say yes, you idiot, but she was already nodding, already reaching for his extended hand.

      "Of course."

      His palm was warm against hers as he led her onto the dance floor. The song shifted, and she recognized the opening bars of a Texas two-step. Before she could worry about keeping up, he pulled her into position, and they were moving.

      Oh, he was good. Really good. He led with confidence but not arrogance, spinning her out and reeling her back in with perfect timing. Amelia had taken dance lessons in college, a requirement for some sorority formal she'd long forgotten, but she'd never had a partner who made it feel this effortless, this fun. His hand at the small of her back was firm and sure, guiding her through turns she didn't know she could make.

      When he pulled her close for an underarm turn, she caught his scent, something clean and masculine with a hint of cedar and spice. It made her want to lean in closer, to press her face against his neck and breathe him in. The thought sent a flush of heat through her that had nothing to do with the exertion of dancing.

      The song ended too soon, and they walked off the floor together, his hand still at her back. The contact felt natural, right, like they'd done this a hundred times before.

      "You're an excellent dancer," she said, slightly breathless.

      "Thank you." His smile was genuine, pleased. "Can I buy you a drink?"

      "Please."

      She returned to the table while he headed to the bar. Taylor was nowhere in sight, probably out on the dance floor with the guy she'd been flirting with earlier. Just as well. Amelia wanted this man to herself.

      He returned with two drinks, something colorful with a tiny umbrella, and slid into the seat beside her. Close enough that their knees touched under the table, and neither of them moved away.

      "You've been watching me all week," Amelia said, deciding to be direct. She was tired of games, of waiting. "I kept expecting you to come over."

      He had the grace to look slightly embarrassed, his smile turning sheepish. "I know. I'm attracted to you, obviously, but I had to work up my courage. You're..." He gestured at her, as if that explained everything. "Beautiful doesn't quite cover it."

      Amelia felt herself flush with pleasure. She wasn't fishing for compliments, but hearing it said so plainly, so honestly, made her chest warm. "What's your name?"

      "Ryan." He picked up her hand from where it rested on the table, his thumb brushing over her knuckles. The simple touch sent sparks up her arm. "And you are?"

      "Amelia."

      "Amelia," he repeated, like he was testing how it sounded. She liked the way it rolled off his tongue. "Want to dance again?"

      She was already standing, pulling him toward the floor. This time, the DJ was playing something slow and sultry, all bass and yearning vocals. Ryan didn't hesitate, he pulled her against him, one hand at her waist, the other finding hers. Amelia let her free hand rest on his shoulder, then slide up to the back of his neck, her fingers brushing the soft hair there.

      This close, she could feel the solid warmth of him, the lean muscle beneath his shirt. He smelled even better up close, and when he tucked her tighter against his body, she felt the evidence of his attraction pressing against her hip. The knowledge that he wanted her sent a thrill through her that she hadn't felt in years.

      For over two years, she'd done nothing but study. No dating, no distractions, nothing but constitutional law, torts, and civil procedure. She'd promised herself that once the bar exam was behind her, once she had that job offer in hand, she would let herself live again. Tonight felt like the permission she'd been waiting for.

      When the song ended, Ryan didn't let her go immediately. Instead, he leaned down, his lips close to her ear. "Want to get out of here? Maybe walk the deck? It's quieter out there. We could actually talk."

      Talk wasn't exactly what Amelia had in mind, but she nodded anyway. "Let me tell my friend."

      She found Taylor at their table, and leaned down to whisper in her ear. "I'm going. See you in the morning."

      Taylor grabbed her wrist. "Do you have your phone?"

      "Yes, Mom," Amelia said with a grin.

      "Be careful," Taylor said, glancing at Ryan with approval. "But have fun."

      Oh, Amelia intended to.

      She took Ryan's hand and let him lead her out of the club. The moment they stepped through the doors, the pounding music faded to a distant thump, replaced by the rush of wind and water. The night air was warm and slightly humid, carrying the salt-sweet smell of the ocean. Above them, stars scattered across the sky like diamonds on black velvet.

      They walked toward the bow in comfortable silence, and Amelia found herself hyper-aware of everything, the way their hands fit together, the sound of their footsteps on the deck, the way the ship cut through the dark water below.

      "I'm sad tonight's the last night," she said, looking out at the horizon. "I wish you'd come over sooner."

      Ryan pulled her closer, turning so they faced each other. The moonlight caught his face, highlighting the sharp line of his jaw, the curve of his lips. "You're the first woman I've been interested in for a long time. It took me a while to work up the nerve."

      "Divorced?" Amelia guessed.

      "No." He didn't elaborate, and she didn't push. Tonight wasn't about histories or complications. "What about you? Why is someone like you on this cruise without a man?"

      "I'm celebrating," she said, surprised by how much she wanted to share with him. "I spent two years doing nothing but studying for the bar exam. I finally passed last month, and I start at a law firm in Cheyenne on Monday. My parents gave me this cruise so I could decompress before real life starts."

      "Congratulations." The word was simple, but the warmth in his voice made it feel significant. "That's impressive."

      "Thank you." She tilted her head, studying him in the moonlight. "So what about you? Why is a handsome man like you cruising alone?"

      "Needed a break from work," he said with a shrug. "Sometimes you have to step away from everything to remember who you are."

      Before she could respond, he cupped her face in his hands and kissed her.

      The world narrowed to the press of his lips on hers, warm and sure. He started gentle, almost questioning, but when Amelia made a soft sound of approval and opened to him, the kiss deepened. His tongue swept into her mouth, and she gripped his shoulders, suddenly dizzy with want. Heat flooded through her, pooling low in her belly, and she pressed closer, needing more.

      When they finally broke apart, both breathing hard, Amelia could only stare at him.

      "I haven't been kissed like that in years," she whispered.

      Ryan's laugh was low and rough. "I haven't given a kiss like that in years."

      Amelia made a decision. Life was short, and opportunities like this didn't come along often. She was tired of being careful, of always doing the responsible thing. Tonight, she wanted to be reckless.

      "You're not married, right?" she asked, just to be sure.

      "Single," he confirmed. "Very single."

      "Good." She ran her hand down his chest, feeling the solid muscle beneath the fabric. "Because I think we should go back to your room."

      Ryan's eyes darkened, his pupils blown wide with desire. "You sure?"

      "Very sure." Amelia pulled him closer, letting him feel how much she meant it. "We're two single people on the last night of a cruise. Let's not waste it."

      A slow smile spread across his face. "My cabin. I have a suite. No roommate."

      "Perfect."

      They practically ran to the elevators, both of them grinning like teenagers. In the elevator, Ryan backed her against the wall and kissed her again, his hands on her waist, his body pressing her into the cool metal. By the time they reached the Verandah Deck, Amelia was trembling with anticipation.

      His suite was nicer than her cabin, a separate bedroom, a small sitting area, and a balcony that overlooked the dark ocean. But Amelia barely registered any of it. The moment Ryan locked the door behind them, the air between them shifted, crackling with tension.

      She reached behind herself and slowly unzipped her dress, letting the fabric slide down her body and pool at her feet. She stood before him in just her black lace bra, matching panties, and heels, watching his face as he took her in.

      "Damn, Amelia," he breathed, and then he was on her, his hands in her hair, his mouth claiming hers with a hunger that matched her own.

      She fumbled with the buttons of his shirt, desperate to feel his skin against hers. When she finally pushed the fabric off his shoulders, she had to pause and appreciate the view. His chest was beautifully defined, all lean muscle and smooth skin that she immediately wanted to explore with her hands, her mouth, everything.

      "Tell me you have protection," she said against his lips.

      “Multiple condoms," he assured her, his voice rough with desire. "We're covered."

      "Thank God." She reached behind her back and unhooked her bra, letting it fall away.

      Ryan's gaze dropped to her breasts, and the raw want in his expression made her feel powerful, desired in a way she hadn't in too long. Before she could say anything else, he scooped her up and carried her to the bedroom, laying her down on the bed with surprising gentleness.

      "I've been thinking about this all week," he said, his hands running up her thighs.

      "Then stop thinking," Amelia said, reaching for him. "And start doing."

      He grinned, that devastating smile that had first caught her attention. "Oh no. We're taking our time with this. I want to savor every second."

      And he did.
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      Amelia lifted her mouth to his and Ryan met her halfway, his breath catching as their lips connected. For three years, three long, empty years, he hadn't kissed a woman, and tonight her sweet mouth had him dying for more. The softness of her lips, the warmth of her breath mingling with his, the tentative way she pressed against him as if testing whether this was real, it all conspired to undo him completely.

      Why had he waited so long to finally take a chance and make a move?

      The answer sat heavy in his chest, a weight he'd carried for far too long. His heart had loved another. Sandy's memory had kept him frozen in place, unable to move forward, unable to imagine wanting anyone else.

      But somewhere between boarding this ship and watching Amelia laugh at dinner three nights ago, something had shifted. He'd finally realized he had to move on. He had to let himself live again.

      And yet even now, even as Amelia's fingers threaded through his hair and pulled him closer, he knew this was nothing more than one night of two people satisfying their desires and easing their loneliness. Two ships passing in the night, literally. Tomorrow they'd dock in Miami and return to their separate lives. He'd go back to Missoula, and she'd disappear to wherever she came from.

      But tonight? Tonight was theirs.

      He'd been shocked when she suggested they get naked. They'd been dancing on the upper deck, the ocean breeze cool against their flushed skin, and she'd leaned in close and whispered the invitation in his ear.

      He'd been surprised when she'd stripped down to her underwear without hesitation, revealing a body that made his mouth go dry and his hands shake with want. Yet he was so damn glad she'd been bold enough to ask for what she wanted. It had been way too long. Too long since he'd felt a woman's skin against his. Too long since he'd allowed himself to feel anything but grief.

      It was time for him to heal, and tonight he'd taken the first step. Time for his life to begin again. Time for him to take a chance on another woman, even if just for these fleeting hours before dawn.

      Her mouth covered his again, moving over his lips with increasing urgency, seeking comfort in an age-old connection. And Ryan was more than happy to return her kiss, eager, God, so eager, to once again create a raging passion between them. His hands roamed her back, tracing the curve of her spine, memorizing the feel of her.

      All week he'd stared at her across the dining room, drawn to her auburn hair and bright eyes, wanting her with an intensity that had caught him off guard. But he'd been afraid. Afraid of betraying Sandy's memory.

      Afraid of feeling something again. Afraid of the inevitable pain that came with caring. He'd wasted a lot of valuable time wrestling with ghosts and guilt.

      Already he'd watched her come once, her back arching off the bed as his fingers worked between her thighs, her cries of pleasure echoing in his ears. The sight had nearly undone him. But now he wanted more. He wanted to be inside her when they came together. For them both to experience that long-forgotten feeling of being desired. Of being wanted. Of being cherished, if only for one night.

      Moving over the top of her, Ryan savored the feeling of Amelia's breasts crushed against his chest, soft and warm and perfect. The feel of his cock hard and snug against her center made him groan. He was eager, almost desperate, to push inside her, to lose himself in her heat.

      "Hurry," she whispered, her voice breathy and urgent.

      "No," he replied, though every fiber of his being screamed at him to give them both what they wanted. "We've got all night and I plan on being inside you more than once. But this first time has to be special."

      A whimper came from her throat, a sound of frustrated desire that sent heat coursing through his veins. His hand reached down between them to massage her clit, his fingers stroking the sensitive nub with the practiced touch of a man who'd once known a woman's body intimately.

      Yes, it had been a while, three years was an eternity, but making love was like falling off a cliff. You quickly remembered all the nuances of where to step before you were ready to jump. The terrain became familiar again under your feet, muscle memory taking over where conscious thought faltered.

      He wouldn't compare it to riding a bicycle because it was so much more dramatic than simply not falling. Jumping off a cliff was more like the feeling of reaching that pinnacle together, that moment of freefall where nothing existed but sensation and surrender and the person in your arms.

      Taking a deep breath, Ryan sighed against her neck, inhaling deeply.

      Women smelled so good. There was a special aroma about them that drew a man in, something primal and intoxicating that bypassed rational thought entirely. Amelia's body smelled of passion and possibility. A passion that was quickly enveloping him, pulling him under like a riptide. Her scent mixed with the salt air coming through the open balcony door, and he thought he'd never smelled anything more perfect in his life.

      Sliding over to his side, one hand continued to play with her clit while the other stroked her silky skin, exploring every curve and valley. The touch of her warm, naked flesh beneath his fingers was intoxicating in a way that no whiskey or wine could ever match. The feel of a woman was better than anything on this earth. Soft where he was hard. Yielding where he was unyielding. And it had been way too long since he'd allowed himself this fundamental pleasure.

      She moaned, the sound low and needy, encouraging him to continue. Her hands reached down, fingers grasping for him, but he caught her wrists gently and guided them away. He refused to let her touch him yet. He was a man, not a teenager, and he would not be releasing in her hand like some inexperienced boy fumbling in the dark.

      "Not yet, darling, but soon," he whispered as his lips trailed up to her mouth and he moved back over her, covering her body with his. "Let me take care of you first.”

      It was time. He could see from her expression, eyes dark and glazed, lips parted, cheeks flushed, that she was ready to come once again. And this time, he wanted to be inside her when they both reached for the stars. He wanted to feel her clench around him, wanted to watch her face as pleasure overtook her, wanted to surrender to the moment together.

      He leaned over and kissed the tops of her breasts one last time, letting his tongue trail over her smooth skin, tasting salt and sweetness. Her breasts were beautiful, soft and silky, and her nipples were taut with desire. He circled one with his tongue, then drew it into his mouth, savoring her sharp intake of breath.

      Oh, how he wanted to make her feel good. He wanted to scatter her thoughts until nothing remained but pure sensation. He wanted to envelop her in sensual pleasure until she forgot her own name. He longed to hear her scream his name in the throes of desire, to know that he'd given her something memorable, something worth carrying back to her regular life. No one had done that for him for so very long, and he suspected she needed this as much as he did. It was time for both of them to feel alive again.

      All week he'd watched her, wanting to get her into his bed, knowing instinctively that this woman would fill that empty part of him that had been hollow for so long. And hoping desperately that he did the same for her. This was a big step for him, bigger than she could possibly know. The first woman after losing the love of your life felt monumental, like crossing a threshold from which there was no return.

      Her sapphire eyes had darkened to navy with desire and her breathing was quick and heavy, her chest rising and falling rapidly beneath him.

      "Ryan," she said, her voice urgent and pleading. "Please. I need you.”

      It was time. He'd made them both wait long enough, and he was beyond ready to take her, to finally give in to what they'd been dancing around all week. Sliding on top of her, positioning himself at her entrance, he pushed his penis inside her slowly, giving her body time to adjust to him. But she raised her hips impatiently and took him all the way in with one swift movement, her muscles gripping him tight.

      "Jesus," he groaned, his eyes nearly rolling back in his head at the sensation. She was hot and wet and perfect.

      "I'm not going to last long," she said, her voice strained. "You've driven me wild with passion, making me wait all week. Making me wait tonight.”

      A chuckle rumbled from his chest despite the almost painful pleasure of being inside her. "That's what makes it so good, sweetheart. The anticipation. The build-up.”

      "Damn you," she cried, but there was laughter in her voice mixed with desperation. "Please, I want you to fuck me hard."

      And he gave her exactly what she wanted.

      Rising above her, bracing himself on his forearms, he slammed into her over and over, each thrust deliberate and deep. He watched the passion dance in her gaze, watched her pupils dilate and her mouth fall open.

      The desire rose inside him like a wave, building and building until he couldn't hold it back any longer.

      "Are you ready?" he asked, groaning as he felt his control slipping. "Tell me you're close.”

      "Yes," she cried out, her fingers digging into his shoulders. "God, yes. Please."

      The intensity of his emotions and the overwhelming pleasure she was giving him had him moving faster, harder. He wanted to take her to new heights of pleasure. He wanted to give her everything, this one night of perfection before reality returned.

      "Amelia," he cried out loud as he stared into her desire-filled eyes, holding his gaze as the two of them both reached for the stars together.

      Her inner muscles clenched him deeply, pulsing around him, and he knew she was coming. He felt her body ripple with pleasure, felt her nails rake down his back.

      "Ryan!" she gasped, his name torn from her throat.

      With a mighty final thrust, he ground into her one last time and let himself go, the orgasm crashing over him with the force of three years of pent-up loneliness and need. For several long minutes, they didn't move, both of them trembling and gasping for air. Then he carefully pulled out of her and rolled her to her side, spooning her against his chest.

      They lay there together, catching their breaths, their hearts slowly returning to normal rhythm. His arm draped over her waist, holding her close, and he pressed a kiss to her shoulder.

      This was his first one-night stand and yet he didn't want it to end. This was the first woman since Sandy, and already he wondered where this lady lived. What she did for work. Whether she was as lonely in her regular life as he was in his. Could this be more than just a shipboard romance? Or was he being foolish, reading too much into good chemistry and mutual need?

      "Damn, you do like to draw things out," she said with a breathless laugh.

      He grinned against her skin. "Did you enjoy it?”

      "Oh, yes," she whispered, pressing back against him. "More than I can say."

      "Good," he said, already feeling himself stirring again as her curves molded against him. "Because I'm ready to go again whenever you are.”

      A giggle came from her and she snuggled closer, her hand covering his where it rested on her stomach. "Ryan, that was the best sex I've ever experienced. You've got until six o'clock in the morning. And then like Cinderella, I'll turn into a pumpkin and disappear.”

      Six o'clock. That gave them roughly seven more hours. Seven hours to memorize every inch of her. Seven hours to forget the past and ignore the future. Seven hours to feel human again.

      "Then we better not waste a single minute," he said, already planning how he'd coax her name and phone number out of her before dawn. Maybe this didn't have to end at sunrise. Maybe, just maybe, this could be the beginning of something neither of them had been looking for but both desperately needed.

      But right now, all he could concentrate on was this woman in his bed. This woman who had somehow, miraculously, chased the shadows away.
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      Ryan awoke to brilliant sunlight streaming through the balcony doors of his suite, the harsh brightness stabbing into his eyes like an accusation. For a moment, he lay there disoriented, his body pleasantly sore in ways he'd almost forgotten were possible. Then memory flooded back, Amelia, her skin warm against his, her laughter soft in the darkness, the way she'd whispered his name as they'd made love for the third time just before dawn.

      He sat up abruptly and reached across the bed at the same time, his hand searching for her warmth.

      Empty. The sheets were cold.

      "Amelia?" he called out, his voice rough with sleep and rising panic. "Amelia!"

      He threw off the covers and stumbled toward the bathroom, hoping, praying, she was just in the shower or maybe out on the balcony watching the Miami skyline as they'd docked. Maybe she'd gone to grab them coffee from the café down the hall. Maybe she'd just stepped out for a moment.

      But the bathroom was dark and empty. The balcony vacant except for two abandoned wine glasses from the night before. The silence in the suite was absolute, oppressive, damning.

      Amelia was gone.

      "Damn it," he said, running his hands through his hair as the full weight of his stupidity crashed down on him. "Damn it, damn it, damn it!"

      How could he have fallen asleep? She'd told him, six o'clock and she'd turn into a pumpkin. He'd laughed at the Cinderella reference, had pulled her close, and promised he wouldn't let her disappear. And then, exhausted and sated after hours of lovemaking, he'd drifted off with her nestled in his arms.

      And she'd slipped away like smoke.

      How could he find her? He couldn't let her leave the ship without getting her contact information. Without giving her his number. Without figuring out if what they'd shared could become something more than one perfect night.

      Wherever she lived, they would make it work. He'd drive to Cheyenne every weekend if he had to. Hell, he'd move there if it meant having more nights like last night. Last night had been wonderful, no, more than wonderful. It had been transformative. For the first time since the accident, he'd felt genuinely alive. And he didn't want their time together to end on a note of such colossal failure.





OEBPS/images/christmas-tree.jpg





OEBPS/images/vellum-badge.png





OEBPS/images/heading-swash-ornate-screen.png






OEBPS/images/initial-logo.jpg





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/santas-baby-2025-high-res.jpg
USA TODAY BESTSELLING AUTHOR

SYLVIA MCDANIEL





