
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Amourisa Press and Kit Tunstall, writing as Aurelia Skye, reserve all rights to MUSIC IN MY HEART. This work may not be shared or reproduced in any fashion without permission of the publisher and/or author. Any resemblance to any person, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

© Kit Tunstall, 2003

Join Kit Tunstall’s Mailing List to keep up with her new releases across all pen names and get free books. 


Music in My Heart

Aurelia Skye



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Blurb

[image: ]




WHILE SEARCHING FOR the perfect Christmas gift for her grandmother, Kara discovers a beautiful music box in an antiques store. When she and the storeowner open the stubborn latch, they are magically transported to an ice cave, sans clothing, and with making love apparently the only way back to the real world.
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Prologue
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MAMA CLAUS CARESSED the B.H.A. St. Croix music box Santa had brought back for her many years ago, after a stop in Switzerland. In the late 1880s, the box had been new when it caught his eye. Thanks to her care of the polished mahogany, it still gleamed with the same sheen it had when he gave it to her all those years ago.

She opened the lid, gazing with misty eyes at the picture inside of the two of them, when they were still young. A yellowed piece of paper rested in the edge of the picture frame on the inside of the lid. Carefully, she removed it and opened the note. She had long ago memorized the words, but she still liked to see them written in her husband’s bold script.

Dearest Merry,

You inspire the music in my heart.

With All My Love,

Nicholas

As gently as she had removed the note, Mama opened the frame and took out the picture of them on a Christmas long ago. The recipients of the music box would surely have their own picture to add soon.

With a soft sigh, she closed the box and prepared to send it to Baltimore. As much as she hated to part with the lovely box, she would. After all, it was the catalyst needed to bring together a couple meant for each other.
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Chapter One
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KARA HUDDLED DEEPER into her wool overcoat, shivering in the chill of the evening. Twilight was upon Baltimore, and snow fell from the sky in a light mist. The moisture must have affected her curly blond hair by now. No doubt, it was frizzy under her wool hat. She was too tired to care, having spent the last two hours in Harborplace, trying to find the perfect gift for her grandmother. She was about to give up on finding the ideal item and settle for an impersonal gift certificate.

A sign caught her eye, and she admired the old-fashioned font burned into the wooden sign, announcing Ross Antiques. She murmured, “Excuse me,” to the woman walking behind her, cut across the sidewalk, and pushed open the door. She vowed this would be her last stop.

She glanced at the counter, but no one was visible behind it. She heard voices the next aisle over and decided the clerk must be helping a customer.

With no clear idea of what to get Grandmother, Kara decided to wander down the aisles and hope something leapt out at her. The first row contained sconces, candelabras, antique lamps, vases, and other household goods. Nothing seemed right for the utilitarian décor of Grandmother’s apartment at the retirement center, so she moved on.

The other aisles proved equally fruitless, and Kara was about to give up hope when she reached the last shelf on the last row. A cluttered assortment of goblets and cutlery almost hid the treasure her gaze landed on. She knelt down and reached for the wooden box. It was warm to the touch, and a sense of calm filled her. She traced the intricate carvings along the bottom, and then slid her hand up to the lid. Three jade butterflies cavorted on a single rose, painted with exacting detail.

The box seemed to sing to her, and Kara knew she had to buy it, regardless of the cost. She couldn’t explain the compulsion, especially since she didn’t even know the box’s purpose, but she had to have it. She tried the latch, but it refused to budge. The clerk should be able to tell her what the box was for. 
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