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			SOME READER REVIEWS

		


			“Yet another fabulous read from Joan. The storyline is so detailed that I was right there in Little Creek and Maggie’s Cafe. Tales of friendship, love, and second chances. Love, love, loved it! Couldn’t put it down.” [Goodreads]


			“What a wonderful story!  I enjoyed many mornings on my deck with my coffee reading Santa Baby. I wanted to walk down the streets of Little Creek and visit a friend at Maggie’s for a latte’.  So very much enjoyed this. Refreshing and light-hearted. Thank you for the opportunity to preview and review your new releases.” [E-mail]


			“Oh my goodness, Santa Baby is so amazing! I would have given it more than five stars if I could have. I reviewed it on Goodreads and hope my review reflects how great I thought it was. I will review it on other platforms as soon as I’m able. Keep those good books coming!” [E-mail]

			“Libby ends a relationship with her boss and quits her job. Days later, she gets a call from her grandmother’s lawyer and heads to take care of her grandmother’s home and get things in order.


			“Little did she know that she would find a baby alone in a car, with the baby’s dad, Matthew, injured and hospitalized. So begins Libby’s role of taking care of the baby until Matthew is dismissed and ready to care for his son.  


			“Libby is soon reconnecting with friends and getting attached to the precious baby. She has two men competing for her affection, and she’s starting to feel at home in the small town.  


			“I received this ARC and thought I’d give it a go, not expecting to get invested in the lives of the well-written characters.  The story kept flowing and kept my interest from page one. A delightful tale of friendship and love!” [Goodreads]


			“Awesomeness. Read. Beautiful. Storyline.” [Goodreads]


			“SANTA BABY delivers a captivating story without too much conflict, gimmicks, or overly used literary tropes. How refreshing it was to get back to the basics of a good old escape into a romantic and heartwarming story. Its characters are contemporary, smart, and supportive. I kept waiting for the murder, sleuthing, strong language, and even violence. This book proves you can still tell a modern story with simple human interaction, be engaged, smile when required, and tear up at the appropriate cues. This is a fun read that leaves you wanting more.” [BookBub]


			“Santa Baby was a Happily Ever After book. It had funny, witty, wonderful characters in it. It was easy to read and a Romance. Love it!!!” [Goodreads}


			“The author has, once again, written a novel of pure joy. The characters are relatable. I felt at home in their town as I read and watched the story unfold. I was drawn in by the warmth of the characters and their lives. This is an easy-to-read, relaxing, and captivating novel. I highly recommend this book and all others by this author.” [BookBub]


			“I couldn’t put the book down. I was drawn into the story by the warm and genuine characters. This heartwarming holiday book leaves you hoping for another in the series. The book was refreshing, original, and worth reading. I felt hope and optimism after reading Santa Baby.” [Goodreads]

		


		
			DEDICATION

		


			I dedicate this book with love to all who like happy endings. May we continue to make our own happy endings.
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			Libby hurried through the mall, grabbing gifts for Christmas, and then waited in line to checkout. It was late, and when she reached the doors to head outside, she stood in wonder, looking at the falling snow piling up. Making her way to her car, Libby could barely see where she was going amid the large snowflakes coming down more furiously with each step she took. When she reached her car, she threw open the trunk and piled her packages into it, not caring whether or not it was neat.

			As she was about to close the trunk, she realized the car was running. Something was wrong… terribly wrong. Had she loaded her packages into someone else’s car by mistake? She searched all around her, and, sure enough, two cars away in the same aisle, she could make out her car—the same color, make and model as this one. 

			Embarrassed, she kept the trunk open and went to the front of the car to apologize for her error. She tapped on the driver’s window, expecting the driver to be there, but she couldn’t see anyone inside. She wondered why the car was running if no one was there. Then, she heard a squeal coming from the back seat. Curiously, Libby carefully opened the driver’s door and immediately jumped back. “Anyone here?”

			Little hands began flapping from the back seat, drawing her attention to a toddler in his car seat, wearing a Santa hat, smiling at her. 

			“Oh, my! What have we here? Where’s your mommy, little one?”

			The boy gurgled and covered his eyes, playing hide ‘n seek. “Well, I’d better get my packages to my car. Be a good little boy. I’ll be right back to check on you.”

			As soon as Libby retreated, the baby let out a shrill cry, making it known he wasn’t happy to be left alone. “I’ll be right back; I promise,” she assured him.

			Grabbing her packages, she trudged to her car, dumping her parcels on the ground before opening her trunk. After loading them inside, she made her way through the snow back to the car to check on the baby. The car was still running, making it warm enough for the baby, but still…what was going on?

			 Worried, Libby searched the area around the car, looking for footprints. Had the baby’s mother fallen and needed help? When she’d left the mall, she’d been in such a hurry to get home that she hadn’t looked beyond putting one foot in front of the other to find her car and leave. The snow now had piled up more, covering the ground and eradicating any footprints. Libby groaned. She desperately wanted to get into her jammies and warm up, sipping a cup of hot chocolate. She panicked when she realized the parking lot was nearly empty, and soon she’d be the only one left here with the baby. Anger flooded through her. How could anyone leave a baby like that? 

			The baby began to squall in earnest, and Libby turned back. She climbed inside the warm vehicle so she could comfort the baby. He calmed down when he saw her and gave her a lopsided grin. 

			“You are a cutie. There’s no doubt about that, little one. But we need help. I’m going to have to call the police.” The baby gurgled, making Libby laugh. “Well, here goes nothing,” she said as she punched 911 into her phone.

			Libby bit back her frustration as she tried to describe her predicament to the person who’d answered her call. She knew what she said was confusing, but it was difficult to explain. However, the woman promised to send someone as soon as possible.

			A short time later, headlights appeared, and Libby stepped outside to greet the police car. A lone policeman got out of his cruiser, and Libby immediately recognized him. Although a few years ahead of her, they had attended the same school when she’d still been living here. He hadn’t changed a bit. He still looked like the same handsome, self-assured athlete he once was. He’d picked on her as one of the bothersome younger pests who were his sister’s friends. Even then, she’d had a crush on him. 

			In contrast, he didn’t seem to recognize her at all … no surprise since Libby had been chubby and had worn braces on her teeth then.

			“So, tell me, what’s going on here? You say a baby is in your car, and he doesn’t belong to you?”

			“Not quite, officer,” she began, playing it cool, not acknowledging their previous connection. After telling her story, he looked even more confused. 

			Peeking inside the car, the officer spoke to the baby, but the baby screamed in distress, and he backed out. 

			“Please, officer, you need to check the surrounding area. The driver may have fallen and hurt herself. I’ll wait here with the baby,” who seemed to understand and quieted down as soon as Libby came near. 

			A thin wail came from afar. “Help! Help me, please!”

			Libby and the policeman made their way forward to find a man sitting up, groaning and holding the back of his head. Then, he leaned forward, clutching at his leg and moaning. The bottom part of his leg was out of alignment. Something was wrong.

			As soon as he saw them, the man yelled, “My son? Is Mikey okay?”

			While the policeman called for the ambulance, Libby stepped closer and noticed the man grimace. “Yes, your baby is safe. You need to call your wife and tell her what’s happened.”

			He shook his head, and his eyes filled. “No.”

			“Do you want me to call her instead?”

			“You don’t understand. My wife died.”

			“I’m so sorry. What’s going to happen with the baby?” she asked worriedly.

			“Look, I know you don’t know me, but you look like an angel. Can you please take care of him while they fix my leg?” he asked hopefully.

			Libby was stunned into silence.

			“I know I’m asking a lot, but I don’t have anyone else I can call. Will you please help me out?”

			Libby rolled her eyes. She didn’t want to get involved. Then, she thought of the Santa baby in the back of the car. 

			The policeman had overheard the conversation and said, “No need for that. We can call child services.”

			“NO!” chorused Libby and the man together.

			“Please help me, I beg of you,” he urged.

			The ambulance arrived and moved Mathew onto a stretcher and inside, causing him to yelp in pain. Libby trailed behind. “I don’t even know your name!”

			Before passing out, he whispered, “It’s Mathew … Mathew Louden.”

			The ambulance took off, leaving Libby alone with the policeman. She walked back to the car, turned it off, and took out the keys while the policeman opened the door to retrieve the baby. 

			“Hey, it looks like you’re in luck!” he exclaimed as he took out a large diaper bag filled with a few changes of baby clothes, diapers, baby food, and several filled baby bottles of juice. 

			Seeing the policeman, the baby started bawling, and Libby came and gathered Mikey into her arms. “Can you help me move the baby’s car seat to my car? I don’t know how to do it.”

			Libby locked Mathew’s car and carried Mikey to her car. Once the baby was settled in his car seat, Libby said goodbye to the policeman and drove off through the storm, making it to her grandmother’s house just as the baby fell asleep. 

			Quietly, Libby unloaded the packages, brought the baby’s bag inside, and then went back outside to retrieve Mikey. 

			Libby, an only child, had no experience with little ones. What had she agreed to do?
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			After she fed Mikey and changed his diapers, she didn’t know what to do with him. He was too active to be left alone on a bed all night. What if he woke up and rolled off? 

			She was exhausted and wanted nothing more than to get in her jammies and go to bed. So she tucked Mikey into bed with her, where he studied her with rounded blue eyes. He seemed to trust her and soon closed his eyes and slept.

			Libby didn’t think she’d be able to sleep, but her eyes closed after watching him for a while. 

			The first light of day crept through the window, stirring her. Libby rolled over in bed and studied the bundle beside her. Mikey was awake, staring at his fists, opening and closing them, completely enthralled with his movements. Libby laughed. 

			“That’s pretty cool, isn’t it, Mikey?”

			He immediately rose on his knees and headed her way, reaching for her face.

			“Ow! You got my nose!” she teased.

			Mikey squealed in delight, and soon Libby was laughing with him. 

			“Mama,” he said. 

			“Noo, noo. I’m Libby,” she mouthed, seeing if the baby would say her name.

			“Mama,” he repeated and began to cry.

			“Oh, you darling little boy,” she said, hugging and lifting him into her arms. “Let’s get you something to eat. All little boys like to eat, don’t they?”

			Mikey was a guy, all right. Immediately, his crying stopped, and she smiled. What was that expression? Win a man’s heart through his stomach? 

			Libby took two of her grandmother’s tea towels and tied them together. She set Mikey down in the wooden kitchen chair and strapped him in with the towels. He sat there, reaching for the cheerios she spread across the table in front of him. That kept him busy while Libby searched his diaper bag to see what else was inside. 

			The doorbell rang, startling her. She left the kitchen and went to the front, where she heard scratching at the door. “Hello?” she hollered.

			“Libby, it’s me, Mrs. Houghton. Remember? We agreed that I would return your grandmother’s dog today. I’m leaving to go to my daughter’s house for the holidays.”

			Libby’s mind was whirling. Damn! She’d forgotten all about her grandmother’s dog! Taking care of the dog was part of the agreement of Libby’s accepting her grandmother’s house after her death. If not, the house would be sold, with the proceeds going to the Pet Rescue place in town. 

			Libby opened the door, and before she could get it fully opened, Lulu raced inside and headed to the kitchen. Afraid Libby might change her mind about accepting the dog, Mrs. Houghton hurriedly lowered two large bags with Lulu’s bed, toys, and food onto the porch. Then, she turned and raced down the stairs. Libby was pretty sure she’d heard the baby’s squeals coming from inside, but Mrs. Houghton never turned back. 

			Libby entered the kitchen in time to see Mikey laughing as he fed some of his cheerios to Lulu, one at a time. 

			“Down, Lulu, down!”

			Lulu looked at Libby and tossed her fuzzy head in disgust as she followed orders. No one likes a party pooper … apparently, even a dog.

			When Lulu walked away, Mikey began to fuss. Then with a determined look, he pooped his pants, smiling at the end. 

			Libby stopped herself from gagging and, with great determination, laid him flat on the towel covering the couch and began his clean-up. He kicked and laughed, loving the freedom of no diapers. Before she realized what’d happened, he was off the couch and crawling away on the floor. When she reached for him, the sleeve of her bathrobe rubbed across his dirty diaper, collecting some of his mess. She became horrified when she saw what had happened. She swore and unsuccessfully tried to remove her bathrobe without spreading more onto it. Mikey was gaining speed as he neared the dog, who eagerly came forward to greet him and began licking Mikey’s bare bottom. The baby squealed with delight, and it took all of Libby’s strength to move forward to chase Lulu away. 

			Just then, the doorbell rang. Libby looked at the clock in alarm … 8 o’clock! Who in the world would be here at this time of day? Libby raced to the door, leaving the baby and the dog playing together. Cracking it open, the same policeman of last night stood before her. 

			“We need to talk,” he demanded and immediately covered his nose. Noting the mess on Libby’s robe, he said, “I can come back later if that would be more convenient for you.” 

			“Yes, thank you. 10 o’clock would be fine.” 

			Libby firmly shut the door, leaned back against it, and chuckled, seeing the humor at what had taken place. She didn’t think she would ever forget the policeman’s expression before marching away, still covering his nose.
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			At precisely 10 o’clock, the doorbell rang, and Libby hurried to answer it before the noise could disturb Mikey, asleep in the den. 

			“Hi, Joe,” Libby announced to the policeman standing at the door, surprising him. “It’s Libby McIntire. I attended middle school when you were there too.”

			“Libby McIntire? Oh, my God! You’ve sure changed since then,” he said, stating the obvious, scanning her body to the point of being embarrassing.

			Annoyed with his reaction, she mumbled, “And I guess you haven’t.”

			Joe asked, “Can I please come in, Libby?”

			“Of course. Just be quiet. Mikey’s asleep.”

			“That’s what we need to talk about,” Joe said as he passed by her.

			Delaying the obvious, she asked, “Would you like a cup of coffee?”

			“Sure, that’d be great,” he answered enthusiastically.

			Setting the filled mugs before them, Libby sat at the table across from him and asked, “Have you contacted the hospital? How is Mathew doing?”

			“He’s in surgery now. According to the nurse I spoke with, he has a concussion and a badly broken ankle. He’s in tremendous pain at the moment. Unfortunately, it will take some time to heal entirely with an injury like that.”

			“Oooh.”

			“So, you’re little Libby McIntire! I haven’t seen you around for years. Where have you been?” 

			Embarrassed, she answered. “I haven’t been here in quite a while. Back then, my mother and grandmother were at odds, and after we moved away, I never came back, I’m sorry to say.”

			“Are you here now to close up your grandmother’s house?”

			“Yes.”

			“Are you going to put the house up for sale?”

			“I haven’t decided yet.”

			“How long are you going to be here?”

			“I don’t know. It depends….”

			Joe looked at her with interest. The baby made a noise, and they rose together to check on him. Safely tucked onto the couch with chairs blocking him, he slept soundly while making sucking noises. 

			“He sure is cute,” admitted Joe.

			“That he is,” agreed Libby.

			“You know I have to call Family Services, don’t you? It’s the right thing to do.”

			“Please don’t, Joe. The baby is better off with me, and you know it.”

			“You don’t even have the right equipment for him, Libby.”

			“That can be remedied easily enough, and you know it,” argued Libby. “Please let me keep him until his father gets out of the hospital, and that should be soon enough. Besides, it’s Christmas time!”

			Studying her, he said, “Okay. Here’s what I’m going to do. I know where there’s a crib and highchair you can probably use. Let me call and see if we can get it over here for you.”

			Tears filled her eyes. “Thank you, Joe.”

			HHH

			Later, Libby stood back and admired Joe and his brother-in-law Danny’s handiwork of setting the crib in place in the guest room with
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