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      Ah, to be happy and in love.

      Brenna Ward sighed enviously as she watched Amanda Payne, her newly engaged best friend, take a romantic stroll on the sands of Sydney’s Bondi Beach with Connor Reid. On this sunny, spring day, Connor had just very publicly proposed to Amanda in the middle of Australia’s famous beach. But while Brenna was genuinely happy for the couple, it triggered her discontent over her lacklustre love life.

      She walked behind them as they made their way to Connor’s beachfront apartment, and she wondered when the time would come for her. Three of her best friends—Amanda, Sarah Daley and Rebecca Andrews—were now in permanent relationships, over-fulfilling the group New Year’s resolution they’d made last year.

      Her gaze wandered over to Sarah, who was a few steps ahead, walking hand in hand with her fiancé, Jeff Carmichael, one of Connor’s childhood friends. Yesterday, Jeff’s older brother, Zach, married Rebecca.

      Out of the five best friends, only Brenna and Gemma Aldwyn were yet to fulfil their New Year’s resolution: to make time for love this year so that by next New Year’s Eve, they’d each be lip-locking with a potential happily-ever-after guy at the stroke of midnight.

      Gemma had come up with the idea, all in the name of being brave enough to make the first move on a guy who interested them, and not letting past hurt get in the way of their future happiness.

      Well, it was already September and Brenna was kind of on track with the pact. She was going out with Lance, a nice, soft-spoken and considerate guy who was always prompt for their dates. She was comfortable with him. Problem was, that was all she felt—comfortable. They’d been dating for two months now, and quite honestly, she was starting to feel bored. Although she liked Lance, she wouldn’t really describe her relationship with him as being “rock her world” type. From the beginning it had always been… well… only average. Was it nasty to say she could take it or leave it? Because if she were to be completely honest with herself, that was where she was with Lance.

      She’d told herself she should still continue to see him, though. She was not the type to give up on relationships easily. Who knew what could happen if they'd both put in more effort?

      She shook her head at herself, acknowledging that while holding on could be considered a good trait, it had its negatives.

      Lance was the first man she’d considered a boyfriend since she’d broken up with Darren two years ago. Darren had been her first love and they’d been together for six years. Admittedly, the second half of their relationship had been the on-again, off-again kind, until they'd both finally realised they’d been wasting their time with each other.

      It had been devastating to let go of something she’d invested in for so long. But looking back, she knew she’d stayed with Darren for more or less the same reason she was still with Lance: it had been comfortable and familiar. She felt safe with comfortable and familiar.

      Unfortunately, none of the guys she'd gone out with after breaking up with Darren had tickled her heart—not even Lance.

      Well, actually, that was a lie. There was one guy who had, and still did. But⁠—

      Stop!

      Brenna gave her earlobe a sharp tug in addition to telling herself to stop. It was her ritual to arrest the wayward thought which had been repeatedly sprouting in the last year or so.

      Funnily enough, the ritual had always worked. She again managed to push the crazy notion back into the hidden closet in her heart. She simply couldn’t allow herself to entertain the thought that Ash Payne, Amanda’s older brother, could be anything more than her best male friend.

      “So, Brenna, are you next to get engaged?” Greg Carmichael asked, pulling her out of her musing.

      She raised her eyebrows at Zach and Jeff’s younger brother, who was among the friends invited by Connor to witness his marriage proposal. “Me? What makes you think that?”

      “Well, you took your boyfriend to Zach and Rebecca’s wedding yesterday. I’m assuming you guys must be serious.”

      She chuckled. “No, no. We’re not serious, and I’m far from getting engaged.”

      “Well, thank God for that,” Ash muttered.

      Brenna hid her sigh. Somewhere along the line, Ash’s overprotectiveness for his sister had extended to all four of Amanda’s best friends.

      She’d known Ash since she was eight years old, when she first became close to Amanda. Being five years older, Ash had acted big-brotherly from the beginning.

      Now, twenty years later, Ash still had a habit of sticking his nose in the women’s businesses. None of them minded it, though. They were used to it. But lately, for Brenna, it had turned bittersweet.

      Having no siblings herself, and with parents who had constantly left her in the care of different relatives due to their jobs as political journalists, she’d embraced her best friends’ families as her own. And Ash was the closest thing to a brother she’d ever had. Since she very much valued that relationship, she didn't welcome the growing attraction she felt for him.

      Exactly when she’d started crushing on Ash, she couldn’t tell. It had simply crept up on her, getting stronger in the last few months.

      “Ashton, are you getting all big-brotherly on me again?” she asked, masking her inner turmoil with a term that reminded her how things really were between them.

      “That man’s not good for you, Bren,” Ash said. “He seems like a cold fish.”

      “Hey, that’s harsh. He’s just shy,” she said, defending Lance. Funny, though, how a big part of her agreed with Ash’s sentiment.

      Ash shook his head. “I should dunk you in the sea to wake you up.”

      Brenna snorted. “You wouldn’t dare.”

      “I wouldn’t?” Ash asked ominously.

      “No-o,” she mumbled, her earlier confidence evaporating at Ash’s tone.

      With fast movements she didn’t expect, Ash lifted her in his arms and headed for the water.

      “Ash! Put me down!” she shrieked.

      “You know better than to dare me, Brenna Ward.”

      “It’s cold,” she said pleadingly. While it was a sunny day, the early spring weather was still too cool for her to want to go in the water.

      “Even better. That would wake you up even more, wouldn’t it?”

      “No!” she exclaimed, giggles bubbling out of her.

      A gentle wave rolled up to them. “Oh, damn. It is cold,” Ash said as the water hit his legs, followed by a gust of cool sea breeze.

      Her body shook as she tried to contain her mirth. Why she was finding this funny, she didn’t know. “See? Put me down.”

      “Your wish is my command.” With a grin, Ash swung his arms as if he was going to throw her.

      “Ash! No! Don’t drop me please,” she said, her laughter ringing out with her words.

      “But you just asked me to put you down.”

      “Not in the water!”

      “Well, since my legs are already wet, we might as well go all in.” Ash waded almost waist-deep. Any deeper and she, too, would get wet.

      “Don’t be silly! We don’t have a change of clothes!”

      Ash lowered his right arm, which was supporting her legs, just enough so her feet touched the water.

      She shrieked, extending her legs up and clinging to him like he was her lifeline. She was giggling harder, and she couldn’t stop herself.

      Ash pressed her closer to him.

      Whoa!

      Frankly, the feel of Ash’s muscular chest, his strong arms carrying her and the nice smell of his short, dark hair was driving her to near hysteria. Apart from hello and goodbye hugs, she hadn’t been this physically close to Ash for this length of time before. And, damn, it was making her… swoon. She’d always had a thing for hunky men, and Ash most definitely was one. Even with his busy schedule, he didn’t miss his time at the gym.

      She was getting warm and tingly. And her gaze focused on Ash’s lips. They weren’t far away from hers…

      Panic surged through her. What the hell was she thinking? This was Ash, the guy who treated her like he treated his sister!

      Stop, Brenna! And tug your earlobe!

      Instead, she squirmed, trying to get out of his arms.

      “Brenna, quit moving or I might drop you,” Ash admonished, turning and heading back for the shore. “It’s cold.”

      “You’re a silly goose, Ash. What are you gonna do now? Borrow a pair of Connor’s jeans?”

      “I guess.”

      “You should. You wouldn’t want to catch a cold. Your patients wouldn’t want you coughing and spluttering all over the place while you operate on them,” she teased, knowing getting ill was the last thing Ash wanted. As a sought-after ophthalmologist, Ash had often mentioned he didn’t have time to get sick.

      “Since I was nice enough not to dunk you in the cold water, maybe I could give you an eye operation which would make you see better instead.”

      “My eyesight’s not that bad yet, Doc.”

      “It could be much better,” Ash quipped.

      She giggled, burying her head in the crook of his neck. Goodness, could she at least stop acting like a teenager with a crush? Seriously.

      She sighed as Ash set her down on dry sand. Her hand slid down his muscular chest before she pulled it away, realising what she was doing.

      “So tell me,” Ash said. “Why are you still with him?”

      “Lance?” she asked, trying to ignore the fact that she felt bereft from no longer being in his arms. “Well, he’s nice and his family’s great. We just haven’t spent enough time together lately because he’s got too much pressure at work. Which is also why you thought he was a cold fish from your first meeting at the wedding yesterday. Apart from being the shy type, he was simply not in full party mode.”

      “You’ve met his family? But you said you two are not serious.”

      “Not yet.”

      “So you’re expecting to be serious with him at some point?”

      “I guess.” No, she wasn’t sure at all if she would want a long-term future with Lance. But she wasn’t really thinking now. She was too busy mentally stopping herself from jumping back into Ash’s arms and making an utter fool of herself. Crazy.

      “Let’s go.”

      She glanced up sharply at the brusqueness in his tone. Hmm. He was probably feeling the cold.
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        * * *

      

      Ash forced himself to act nonchalant as he and Brenna trudged on the sand to rejoin the others. What the hell had gotten into him to do what he did? Holding Brenna that close for that long felt so good that it was bad. Very bad.

      And, of course, he was stupid enough to ask the question that confirmed she did like Lance enough to expect something serious down the line. Heck, she was probably falling in love with the man already.

      Yesterday, when Brenna had cut his heart to pieces by bringing a date to Rebecca and Zach’s wedding, he’d made another promise to himself that he’d finally move on. For Brenna to bring a boyfriend to an occasion as important as her best friend’s wedding was a big deal.

      But when he’d heard her say a while ago that she and Lance weren’t serious, he’d stupidly let hope flare in his heart again.

      Carrying her in his arms had been an impromptu decision, like his plan to try one more time to give her strong hints about his feelings for her. But just like before, his intentions were foiled by her words and actions.

      There had been plenty of times in the past when he’d tried to tell her that she was someone very special to him. Problem was, no matter what he’d said and done, Brenna had only ever taken his words and actions as friendly, or even worse, brotherly—which had always stung like hell and had him retreating. If she’d shown even a single ounce of interest, he would have pushed through. But, nope, nothing in Brenna’s responses had indicated she had any romantic notions about him. Not even a tiny bit.

      If Brenna weren’t such an old and close friend, he would have wooed her hard ages ago. But their friendship was a gift, as well as a curse. The fear of it being broken, or even threatened, had him holding back from expressing his true feelings. That, and the knowledge that if he did fully confess, he’d only end up hurting the both of them. He knew Brenna wouldn’t want to hurt him with her rejection, and he didn’t want to force her hand. What was more, there were his sister and their other best friends to worry about. Whatever happened between him and Brenna would most certainly affect them, too.

      Why, oh why, did he have to fall in love with this woman? There was nothing he could do but to keep trying to move on. Every day he wished that he’d finally meet the one person who’d make him forget about Brenna. So far, he hadn’t found her.

      But he had to remain optimistic. If he wasn’t meant to be with Brenna, then there had to be someone else out there for him, right?

      He had to think like that. It was the only thing that enabled him to keep going—and stopped him from doing something stupid, like prostrating at Brenna’s feet and begging her to give him a chance.

      Fortunately, he wasn’t exactly short on females propositioning him for dates. In fact, he’d started seeing a new one—a hairdressing salon owner he’d recently met at a colleague’s birthday party. Sophie had explicitly stated she didn’t want a serious relationship, that she was only after a fuck buddy. It suited him just fine, so they got together.

      “Is the water cold, Ash?” Amanda called from a few metres away, dragging him out of his musing.

      “Yup!”

      “I’ll lend you some dry clothes, bro,” Connor said, which earned the man an adoring look from Amanda.

      Ash smiled. At least his sister had found herself a great guy.

      “So did you manage to wake Brenna up, Ash?” Gemma asked with a grin.

      He shrugged. “My mistake. She was already very much awake,” he said lightly, following the others as they resumed walking.

      It was really him who needed to wake up. Brenna was dreaming of a future, and it involved another man—not him. It was never him.

      So why shouldn’t today be the day he did himself a huge favour? To accept once and for all that Brenna simply wasn’t interested in him? He was sure that the moment he fully embraced that fact—no matter how much it hurt—was the moment he’d start healing, and perhaps open his heart to someone else.

      Yes, the time had come. It was now.

      He took a deep breath and glanced surreptitiously at Brenna. God, she was beautiful. The breeze was whipping her long black hair around her face. And from where he was standing, he could fully admire those beautiful lashes that framed her gorgeous brown eyes. It was a pity she wasn’t his. And today, he finally got it. She’d never be his.

      Silently, he said goodbye.

      His heart squeezed and heavy sadness hit him as he mentally let go of the woman he’d loved for years. They’d still be friends. They’d always be friends. And he’d always be there for her if she needed him. Always.

      But from now on, he’d keep his distance.

      “I think I should head home,” he said casually to the group, not wanting his melancholy to be noticed by anyone.

      “Why?” Amanda asked. “Connor’s clothes should fit you.”

      “Uh.” Damn. He couldn’t think of a good enough reason.

      Amanda linked her arm with his. “You have to stay, Ash. We’re all here—well, except for Bec and Zach—so we could celebrate my engagement.”

      He gave his sister a fake bright smile and dutifully walked with the group to Connor and Amanda’s apartment. Unfortunately, he had no choice.

      Nothing different from how you usually deal with it, Ash. Pretend Brenna’s just another one of your “adopted” sisters.

      Yes, he was an expert in that particular pretense. Hopefully it would be much easier from here on in. Because from now on, there would be no more hoping. Years of hoping was tiring, and his heart was tired.
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      Brenna smiled at Gemma as her friend fell in step with her.

      “So why were you laughing so hard back there?” Gemma asked.

      Brenna chuckled. “I don’t know. I think Ash just took me by surprise.”

      “It looked like you were enjoying yourself. You were hanging on to him like you didn’t want to let go,” Gemma said in a teasing tone.

      Brenna felt heat creep up her face.

      Gemma gasped. “Brenna Ward,” she said in a hushed, shocked tone.

      “What?” Brenna tried to sound innocent, but she was sure she blushed deeper.

      Gemma was still looking at her with round eyes when Sarah left Jeff’s side to join them.

      “What’s going on?”

      “Nothing,” Brenna answered, gulping involuntarily.

      “I made a comment that she looked like she enjoyed being in Ash’s arms, and her answer was this.” Gemma gestured towards Brenna's flushed face.

      Sarah frowned in question before understanding dawned, her face registering deep surprise similar to Gemma’s reaction. “Really?”

      “Really what?” Brenna asked, her discomfort increasing as the two girls continued to stare at her. “I just didn’t want Ash to drop me in the water.”

      “Why are you blushing so hard?” Sarah whispered—almost excitedly, Brenna thought.

      “No reason,” she answered with a nonchalant shrug, her gaze darting a few metres ahead to land on Ash’s back as he walked with Amanda and the other guys. “Um, did you know Ash is really strong? I mean, muscular. As in hard and… strong.” She gulped again.

      “Anyone could tell that just from looking at him,” Gemma said, narrowing her eyes at her. “So…?”

      “So…” she said with a deep sigh, “I think… I think he’s sexy.”

      Gemma and Sarah gasped as one.

      “Because he’s, you know, strong… and hunky,” she babbled.

      Her friends looked at each other with delight.

      “You’ve suspected, haven’t you?” Sarah asked Gemma.

      Gemma nodded gleefully. “For a long time.”

      “Suspected what?” Brenna asked.

      A call from Amanda from up ahead interrupted them. “Hey, girls! Hurry up! We need to discuss what to have for lunch since these guys are of no help. ‘Anything’ is all I can get out of them.”

      “We’ll have to talk about this later,” Gemma whispered insistently as they walked faster to catch up with the group.

      Brenna nodded. For some reason, her heart thumped hard in anticipation.
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        * * *

      

      “So was the water cold, Bren?”

      Brenna glanced sharply at Amanda as they all entered the apartment. Amanda sounded too nonchalant, and hadn’t she already asked her brother the same question?

      “Yeah, it was cold. You should make sure Ash gets out of his wet clothes. Fortunately, only my feet got wet, and only because he dipped them in the water.”

      Amanda laughed in response—a giggle that was suspiciously too high pitched.

      Brenna frowned. Did Amanda notice her reaction to Ash, too? Oh no. Had she been too obvious? Had Ash himself noticed?

      She needed to know the answers, but first she had to attend to her full bladder. “I need to use the bathroom,” she said, just in time to see Greg go in the one nearest the living room.

      “Use any of the others,” Amanda said. “I’ll be in the kitchen to start preparing some lunch.”

      “Okay.”

      Brenna made her way to a corridor leading to the three bedrooms in the sub-penthouse. She walked into one of the guest rooms with an en suite and used the toilet. As she washed her hands, she mulled over her reaction to Ash on the beach.

      His playful actions had addled her brain to the extent that she was still thinking about how hunky and attractive he was.

      Stop, she ordered, then tugged her earlobe.

      But the memories of being in his arms kept on repeating. And she felt like swooning again.

      Argh!

      This was not a simple case of liking a guy and letting him know she was interested. Her close friendship with Ash made it complicated. She could very easily imagine him avoiding her altogether, if he knew how she felt but didn’t feel the same way. She wouldn’t want that. She’d never want to lose Ash.

      So what should she do?

      She shook her head, having no clear answer, and went for the door. As she turned the knob, she checked herself in the mirror for the first time since entering the bathroom. Ugh! Her hair was a mess! She pulled out a tie from her pocket and combed her fingers through her hair, taking her time and ensuring she looked all right with a ponytail. Nah. She looked better with her hair down.

      She rolled her eyes. What does it matter, Brenna?

      She untied her hair just the same and smoothed it with her hands. It would have to do. Ash wasn’t likely to notice anyway.

      She turned around to leave the bathroom, then froze.

      The door was slightly ajar, and there was a small gap—enough for her to see what was happening in the bedroom. Creeping closer to the gap, she leaned in to have a better look, careful not to touch the door lest it moved and gave her away.

      There was Ash, stripping out of his wet clothes, his back to the bathroom door. Fortunately, he wouldn’t be able to tell she was playing Peeping Tom unless he paid attention to the narrow slit she was looking through.

      But Ash was facing the built-in wardrobe. And it had mirror sliding doors. So nothing was hidden from her. Nothing.

      She couldn’t look away.

      Because Ash had taken off his boxer briefs.

      And. She. Could. See. Everything.

      Holy hell. He was stunning.

      Her breathing shallowed as moisture pooled between her legs. She’d seen Ash without a shirt a few times before, but this was the first time she’d seen him fully naked.

      Damn it, she was getting hot and bothered. And right now she wanted to lick his…

      Brenna!

      She shook her head vigorously to stop her lustful thoughts. But her eyes had other ideas. They didn’t want to stop roving Ash’s body. Gosh, he was seriously well hung.

      Ash finished wiping himself dry with a towel, then he put on a new shirt—presumably one of Connor’s. The bottom part of his top must have gotten wet too. Then he stepped into a pair of denim jeans. He was going commando! Oh no, how could she face him during lunch knowing that? Without wanting to undo his fly and reach in? Especially when she’d love to see him hard…

      Argh! Brenna! Stop it!

      She shut her eyes and tried to normalise her breathing, but opened them again when she heard a rustling sound. Ash was stuffing his wet clothes in a plastic bag, and then he left the room.

      Exhaling gustily, she turned around and leaned back on the wall. She almost laughed out loud when she caught sight of herself in the mirror. Her mouth was hanging open, her eyes dreamy. Yes, she looked aroused. Oh Lord, what should she do now?
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        * * *

      

      Brenna swallowed her frustration as the conversation among the group got funnier. Not that she wasn’t enjoying herself, but she and the girls hadn’t had the chance to talk in private yet. Connor and Jeff didn’t seem to want to let their fiancées out of their sights, and Amanda and Sarah seemed happy to either sit on their men’s laps, or cuddle with them. It made her envious, of course, and the fact that Ash seemed to be avoiding her since getting back from the beach was starting to upset her.

      If Ash had noticed her reaction to him or had overheard her conversation with the girls earlier, it could be bad news. It could mean he didn’t want to encourage her.

      Disappointment zipped through her at the thought. It was so acute she had to get up and escape for a few minutes.

      “Coffee or tea, anyone?” she asked. “I’m happy to make them.”

      “I’ll help you,” Amanda said, rising from her seat.

      “Stay here, Amanda,” Gemma said. “This is your little party. I’ll help Bren.”

      The two took everyone’s orders and headed to the kitchen.

      “Oh, I’ve got ice cream in the fridge, too!” Amanda called out.

      “In that case, I’ll help them scoop,” Sarah said, following Brenna and Gemma.

      In the kitchen, Brenna found herself in front of two inquisitive faces.

      “So let’s talk about you and Ash, Bren,” Sarah said.

      Brenna breathed deeply. “Okay. But have you noticed that he seems to be avoiding even looking at me? Do you think he noticed something and he’s uncomfortable with it because he couldn’t imagine the two of us together?”

      “So you’re imagining the two of you together?” Gemma asked, eyes wide.

      “Even I am surprised by this, but for the last hour, the idea just keeps playing in my mind,” she said with candour, wondering for the umpteenth time what had gotten into her. She kept her mouth shut about seeing Ash naked, though. That was only for herself, no one else.

      Gemma and Sarah glanced at each other.

      “What if Ash thinks you see him as a brother, and he’s uncomfortable because he feels something, but thinks you don’t?” Gemma suggested.

      Brenna’s eyes grew wide as the possibility hit her square in the chest. “You think he might be interested in me?” she whispered.

      “Well, I don’t know. I’ve suspected for a long time that he might be, but I haven’t asked him.”

      “Yeah, same here,” Sarah murmured.

      Brenna’s brows furrowed. “Really?”

      “Oh, Bren. You’re the one who always brings up the ‘brother’ thing with Ash. And you never notice his hurt look when you do so,” Sarah said.

      “Oh my God,” Brenna said, her hand flying to her mouth. “Since when?”

      Sarah sighed. “Well, I first noticed Ash looking at you differently when we were in our late teens. When guys came to hang around with us, he seemed to chase off your admirers first before he dealt with the others. I know he made it out as if it was a protective big-brotherly thing to do, but like I said, somehow it seemed different with you. When you started dating seriously, I thought Ash started spending less time with us.”

      “I thought it was because he was busy dating other women himself,” Brenna answered, her heart galloping in her chest.

      “I noticed what Sarah noticed, too,” Gemma said. “But you were oblivious to the whole thing, Bren. When you started going out with Darren and gushed about him, telling all of us how in love you were with him, I thought Ash looked crestfallen. I resolved then that I wouldn’t mention my suspicions to anyone—because it might wreck your whole relationship. If you didn’t feel the same, I couldn’t see the point of bringing it up. I thought it would hurt him more.”

      Sarah nodded in agreement.

      Tears sprung to Brenna’s eyes. “He’s had feelings for me for that long?” And to think it bothered her that she’d been attracted to him for a year. One year compared to ten for him? How could she have been so blind?

      “Yes, I think he's had feelings for you for that long,” Gemma said. “But he’s never said anything to me.”

      “Same here,” Sarah said.

      “But you never spoke about this amongst yourselves?”

      “No.”

      She stared at them, sensing a deep stirring in her heart. “Do you think he still has feelings for me now?”

      Both Gemma and Sarah shrugged.

      “Hey, girls,” Amanda said, appearing in her kitchen. “Is everything okay? You haven’t started anything.”

      “Sorry,” Gemma said with a grin, and started opening cupboards.

      Brenna stared at Amanda. If Ash had told anyone, he would have told his sister. Should she ask her now?

      “Bren? What’s up?” Amanda asked.

      Brenna’s gaze darted towards Gemma and Sarah, but they’d busied themselves with the tasks at hand.

      “It’s to do with Ash, isn’t it?” Amanda said. “What did you guys talk about earlier when he took you to the water’s edge?”

      Brenna smiled. “We were joking about how cold the water was and how we don’t have a change of clothes.” Images of Ash stripping in the guest bedroom filled her mind, making her flush again.

      “Are you imagining my brother in a wet t-shirt contest?” Amanda joked.

      Brenna laughed to cover her embarrassment. “No, I’m imagining him naked.”

      Amanda gasped. “Bren! Are you kidding me? Is this what you guys were talking about? Tell me!”

      With hushed voices, the three shared with Amanda their earlier conversation.

      “There were times when I wanted to throttle you for not noticing, Bren,” Amanda said quietly. “But you were with Darren. Even after you broke up with Darren, you still didn’t notice. I’ve felt sorry for my brother for years. But I know he’d hate for me to interfere. Plus, I didn’t know what good it would do to tell you, since you weren’t interested anyway.”

      Brenna could only stare at Amanda in shock.

      “So what did you talk about at the beach?” Amanda asked with a frown.

      The rest

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        
      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/break-section-side-screen.png





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





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        Chapter 13
      


      		
        Chapter 14
      


      		
        Chapter 15
      


      		
        Chapter 16
      


      		
        Chapter 17
      


      		
        Chapter 18
      


      		
        Chapter 19
      


      		
        Chapter 20
      


      		
        At Last (Time For Love Book 5) Extract
      


      		
        Also by Miranda P. Charles
      


      		
        About the Author
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		Also by Miranda P. Charles


      		About the Author


    


  



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/always-2820x4500.jpg





