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Never miss a sale or FREE ebook! Sign up for Amber’s newsletter and be automatically entered in her monthly contest. New subscribers get a gift!

 

How about more free ebooks? Join Amber’s Steamy Readers ARC Team and check out her review copies. It’s free to join.
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Amber is excited to announce a brand new opportunity for her SUPER FANS to hang out with her and show support in her writing. Consider signing up to one of her available REAM tiers for bonus e-content, early access to new releases, and physical goodies like signed paperbacks, swag, and mystery gifts (when this limited-time-only tier is activated).
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Twenty-four hours to fall in love. Does she stand a chance?

 

Professional picture framer Annalise Gallagher knows more about canvasses and framing artwork than affairs of the heart, so she’s resigned herself to watching Elijah Burleigh, the new tour guide at her favorite art museum, from afar. That is, until her friend gives her a magic locket. After she makes a wish for a full-body makeover, she’s transformed into a confident, gorgeous woman with one goal in mind.

Racing against the clock, she sets out to win the heart of her dream man, but will her adventure in love lead to self-discovery or confirm her belief that she’s no Cinderella?

 

– Cinderella’s Enchanted Night is a steamy contemporary romance novella with a magical twist. It’s perfect for readers who like a little dazzle in their read.

– Second edition. Fully revised and edited.
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“I’m a stalker. That’s all there is to it.” Annalise Gallagher gripped the steering wheel of her car as the stranger passing on the sidewalk shot her a frown. Damn it. He probably heard her mumbled confession through the open window. Did he think her crazy for hanging out in the hot vehicle in the middle of July? She snorted. Since her shift at the Changing Times Art Gallery had ended an hour earlier, he’d be right. Summer in Portland, Oregon, was nothing to sneeze at.

She just couldn’t leave without seeing him.

Elijah Burleigh.

Five months earlier, she’d fallen head over heels for the new art restorer/tour guide at the Quicken Museum of Fine Arts and even bought a yearly membership to the museum for full access to Elijah’s tours. 

Unfortunately, he never noticed her, and she didn’t have the guts to introduce herself.

“That’s why I’m a stalker.” Annalise rubbed the bridge between her eyes.

The dashboard clock flashed to 6:03, and her heart sank. Elijah was probably working late. Time to head home and grab the oh-so-yummy double chocolate-and-oatmeal cookies she’d baked for her weekly girls’ night out. Rather, girls’ night in. She and her best friends alternated homes each Wednesday night for their get-togethers instead of blowing their hard-earned cash for overpriced booze in bars.

Annalise stared up at the Renaissance-style museum one last time. With her car across the street from the columns, stained-glass windows, mass of concrete steps, and sprawling stone-block walls, she had the perfect view to stake out her crush.

If only he’d show up.

She cranked the engine as one of the museum double doors opened. Elijah!

He stepped out and lifted his face to the sunshine.

Air clogged her throat. His dark-blond hair gleamed like veins of gold in the light. No way did he buy off-the-rack clothes with those broad shoulders and long legs of his, unless he frequented specialty shops. His gray blazer hung loose over his white button-down, and his dark slacks hugged him in all the right places as he took the steps two at a time to the sidewalk.

She leaned over in her seat as he headed toward his silver sedan parked almost parallel to her darker one. A few vehicles passed, obstructing her view. She pushed against the steering wheel and leaned farther up to keep him in sight. Her arm slipped and smashed the horn. Noise blasted. Shit! She plopped back down in her seat and ducked.

Elijah whipped around and stared right at her car.

Heat flushed her face. She slammed her eyelids shut and blocked out the world, hoping against all hope he couldn’t see her. The pounding of her heart beat erratically in her ears. Would the organ burst from her rib cage?

Twenty, nineteen, eighteen... Counting backward, she reached one and peered out the window. Relief flooded her as Elijah drove away. She sat all the way back up and braced her head against the headrest. “It’s official. You are a loser.” For good measure, she stretched her thumb and index finger into the shape of an L and placed it on her forehead. “And that’s so ʼ90s.”

Her cell buzzed from inside her faux-leather purse. Digging through the messy bag, she pushed aside her wallet, hairbrush, makeup, and crinkled, folded sheets of paper until her fingers finally curled around the smartphone. Her stomach clenched. The name Sybil filled the screen. She swiped to ignore the call.

Her estranged mother, Sybil Gallagher Baudouin, probably wanted to know if Annalise liked her birthday present. Of course, she didn’t like it, but fashionable Sybil would never understand that. Even though she hadn’t seen her mother in almost two years, Sybil always sent her an haute couture dress for her birthday and Christmas even though Annalise didn’t need or want fancy dresses.

She rubbed at the jagged white scar on her lower back and shuddered. No more thoughts of Sybil. The woman didn’t warrant Annalise sinking into the ever-familiar chasm of shame and regret. Pushing her mother and Elijah from her mind, she checked the rearview mirror for oncoming traffic before she pulled out onto the busy, two-lane street.

An hour and a half later, she parked behind Raven St. James’s car in front of Cami’s cute little bungalow. No sign of Tess’s car, which wasn’t a surprise. Her redheaded friend couldn’t be on time to save her life. Annalise walked in without knocking and found her friends sprawled out on the gray-and-brown striped sofa in the living room. The low, soothing notes of a classic R&B song played softly from the stereo as vanilla-scented candles lit the cozy room in the warm invitation. The tension she’d been carrying in her shoulders all day eased out.

“You’re here!” Cami Carlina jumped up and hugged her.

Annalise squeezed her as tight as she could with her hands full, then embraced Raven the same way.

Cami’s mouth dropped open as she ogled Annalise’s treats. “Girl, I love these cookies. You must want me to gain ten pounds.”

Annalise laughed. “I’m no baker like Raven, but I have this cookie recipe down pat.” She laid her saran-wrapped plate and a bottle of bargain-basement dry red wine beside the other treats and alcohol on the coffee table. The heavenly aroma of Raven’s fresh bruschetta on crostini and Cami’s cheese-and-cracker platter mingled with the scent of vanilla and teased Annalise’s nostrils. The saliva in her mouth doubled.

“We probably shouldn’t melt Tess’s death-by-chocolate squares on top of your cookies in the microwave again, but damn, it was scrum-diddly-umptious.” Raven handed Annalise a glass of white wine.

“Did I hear something about my squares?” Tess announced from the open doorway.

“Hey! Come on in.” Cami waved her over and welcomed her with a momma bear hug.

Tess shut the door behind her and joined them. “I used a whole bottle of chocolate syrup for the topping, so I also brought some milk.” She gently set her covered dish on the table and unloaded a half-gallon of milk and a bottle of Merlot from her tote bag.

Annalise relaxed in an overstuffed armchair and licked her lips at the delicious desserts and four bottles of wine awaiting her. If she weren’t careful, she’d become a lush like her mother. Though she and her friends usually only drained three bottles, they’d long agreed to treat the fourth as a thank-you gift to the hostess. Sipping the crisp Riesling, she moaned as the chilled liquid tantalized her taste buds and washed through her in bliss. 

Ever the good hostess, Cami handed out plates and waited until everyone loaded them with treats before she plopped back on the sofa and emptied the first bottle of wine into her glass. “Cinderella had it easy. Come on, let’s have a reality check. Sweet little Ella was stuck in the middle of a nasty situation, then suddenly a prince comes along.” She made air quotes with her fingers. “I know it’s a fairy tale, but maybe princes actually did rescue damsels in distress back then.” 

“Really?” Tess laughed. “You’re up to your neck in history all day at the TV station. You know how it was in Cinderella’s time. Everyone needed to be rescued, not just damsels. They had no running water, bathrooms, or penicillin back then. No. Thank. You.”

“You know what I mean.” Cami tucked her feet underneath her bottom.

Annalise smiled at Raven as her petite, black-haired friend pulled a colorful throw out of a wicker basket near the sofa and lounged beside Cami. “I don’t believe there are any Prince Charmings left in the world. The only men I’ve dated the past few months—no, make that years—are toads.”

“We’re also not the trophy wife or fairy tale type girls. We’re the shy, invisible ones. Matching our bras with the right panties isn’t a concern.” Raven chuckled and popped a chocolaty square into her mouth.

“Hey,” Annalise protested as she pulled back on the neckline of her blouse to show her bra strap. “My bra and panties match. I bought them as a set.”

“Puh-lease. You bought them on sale from the grocery/clothes/hardware store instead of at a boutique or lingerie shop, and you only got it because your other bra had holes in it. You told me so yourself.” Raven sat straighter and lifted her chin in the air. “We’re not the kind of girls who live for shopping, so we’re sitting around in our sweatpants instead of wiggling beneath some gorgeous guy.” She made a check mark in the air with her finger as though she wanted to mark said guy off her to-do list. “Perhaps we should dress like tramps?” 
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