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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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When attraction leads to her heart’s desire, she knows she’s in trouble.

Music instructor Ruby Haynes is ready for the night to be over. Her Halloween plans are ruined, so she’s handing out candy to kids at her family’s music school, a converted Victorian with a mysterious history. Then Brad Emerson and his feisty grandmother show up with a wild story on their lips—there’s a secret room in the attic, which presumably holds Gran’s long-lost childhood doll. Though reluctant, Ruby lets them tour the house, never expecting she would get stuck in the attic with Brad, a man hot enough to melt through her defenses.

Are they destined for one steamy night together, or is it the start of something more?
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Ruby Haynes groaned as the doorbell chimed again. For the third time. The tinkling melody set her teeth grinding and carried across the first floor of the old Victorian for an agonizing fifteen seconds. Couldn’t her visitor take a hint and leave? She’d left a giant bowl of candy on the porch for the trick-or-treaters, so they had no reason to buzz the house. Some overeager kids, already hopped on sugar, obviously didn’t get the memo. She slapped her terrycloth down on a bookshelf in the practice room and glared at the gleaming white piano near the curtained windows.

The instrument didn’t need cleaning.

In fact, she hadn’t found a speck of dust anywhere, especially not on the wide selection of instruments at her disposal. As usual, the Haynes Music Academy was in tip-top shape.

Sighing, she strode to the foyer where the combined scents of lemon cleaner and pumpkin spice air freshener tickled her nostrils. From the ribbon-twined garland hanging across the framed music posters on the paneled walls to the little plastic spiders clinging to the fake cobwebs in the corners, she’d helped her mother decorate with all the excitement of a kid getting ready for the big night. Now, she was all bah-humbug on her second favorite holiday, Christmas being the first.

Damn. Talk about a pity party. She was in a rut. No doubt about that.

With more force than intended, Ruby yanked open the front door. No kids. Adults instead. “Can’t you see the sign on the door? We’re closed for the holiday.”

Shock snapped her back. What the hell was wrong with her, taking her frustration out on strangers? The tall, handsome man and the frail, elderly woman beside him on the covered porch gaped at her. They could be clients wanting to enroll a child in tutoring.

“Sorry about that.” Breathing deeply, she plastered on a smile and gripped the doorjamb so hard her knuckles smarted. “I’m Ruby Haynes, one of the instructors here. If you wish to view the tutoring rooms or enroll a child, I recommend returning tomorrow during our regular business hours. My parents handle the enrollment.”

“Tutoring? Uh, no.” The blond man scratched at his whiskered jaw and cast his gaze down Ruby’s jersey shirt and jeans in a slow perusal before jerking it back to her face. His cheeks reddened. “Nice to meet you. I’m Brad Emerson, and this is my grandmother, Sapphire Collyer-Emerson.” He rested his hand lightly on the older woman’s thin shoulder. “We’re sorry to bother you so late. If you have a few minutes, could we come inside and look around?”

“You want to look around, yet you don’t need our tutoring services? Haynes Music Academy accepts children from the age of five to eighteen, and we take adult clients on a case-by-case basis. If you’re not interested in learning an instrument, I see no reason why you should come in.” She blocked the doorway, swinging her gaze between the man and woman. The crisp autumn wind kicked up, carrying an eddy of wet brown leaves and the comforting scent of woodsmoke. Goosebumps marred her bare forearms, and she pushed down her shirtsleeves.

The meteorologist was right. The last thing her little community of Willow Springs, Vermont, needed on Halloween was rain, but with the dreary clouds churning above, they were going to get it.

“I like you.” The petite, silver-haired woman beamed up at Ruby and struck the foot of her carved wooden cane on the welcome mat, as though emphasizing how unwelcoming Ruby was being. “Outspoken, stubborn, confident. You’re a pretty little thing, too. But, dearie, I’m getting into this house.”

Ruby arched her eyebrow. Determination firmed the woman’s voice and stamped her already wrinkled face in deep craters.

“Easy, Gran.” A sheepish smile curved Brad’s lips. “Ms. Haynes, my grandmother used to live here when she was a child, before her mother moved the family to New York. All she wants to do is reminisce for a while. We have no nefarious motives, I promise.” He spread his arms wide as though he had nothing to hide. “We’re staying at the Deerbourne Inn. If you want a reference, someone there could probably give it. We met the owner, Nathan.”

“No, I’m not going to bother Nate or his staff about this.” The tension in Ruby’s chest eased. “Did you say your last name was Collyer?”

“It’s my grandmother’s maiden name.”

“I see.” Ruby tapped her fingernail on her chin. “That name is marked on some of the old boxes in the attic.”

“Boxes? My family’s belongings are still up there?” Sapphire asked in a gasp and fluttered her hand over her mouth. “I never thought to find any of it. My brothers and I always assumed everything was thrown out.”

“Well, that wasn’t the case for much of it,” Ruby continued. “Long after the Collyers left, the Greer family moved in. My parents later bought the place, about thirty years ago. Parts of it were in shambles, so they had to renovate, but they kept a lot of the Collyer stuff. Mom and Dad always said someone might return for it someday.” She shrugged, swinging her smile between the grandmother and grandson. “I never thought anyone would after so long.”

As the wind picked up again, Brad stuffed his hands into his jacket pockets and rocked back on his heels. “We drove up from the Big Apple today. It was a spur-of-the-moment decision. We didn’t know this place was now a music school until we parked at the curb.”

Sapphire shivered and tightened her wool, fringed shawl around her shoulders. She ducked her face against the gust.

“Oh, I’m sorry. You must be freezing. Of course, you can come in. My manners are lousy.” Ruby backed up and opened the barrier wider for them. Once they crossed the threshold, she closed the door and stilled as the older woman’s breath caught.

“I knew from the outside this was the right house,” Sapphire declared, clutching the neckline of her frilly blouse. “I’ve always had an eye for Victorians. But inside, it’s so different from what I remember—and not because of the decorations.”

“The house has gone through some extreme remodeling. Would you like some coffee to warm up? I have a pot brewing in the break room.”

Sapphire either ignored or didn’t hear Ruby’s offer as she scuttled across the foyer and stroked the armrest of a cushioned chair. “A table with a big mirror used to be right here along the wall, and a coat rack was beside it. An oriental rug ran from the door to the hallway.” Her gaze traveled along the length of the varnished hardwood floor as though she could see the long-ago runner. “After hours of playing, my brothers and I would track in grass all over the rug, then Mama would pinch our ears and shove brushes in our hands to clean it. We soon learned to wipe our shoes outside.” She laughed, tears welling in her faded blue eyes.
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