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  Editorial Manifesto


The Emberline Passion Books – Manifesto

At Emberline, passion comes first.
We publish fast-burn, addictive love stories that keep you turning the page.
No rules, no pretence — just raw attraction, big emotions, and happily-ever-afters.
Our books are made to thrill, to comfort, to escape.
From billionaires to protectors, from small towns to big dramas —
if it makes your heart race and your cheeks flush, it belongs here.
The Emberline Passion Books — where love is bold, fast, and always unforgettable.
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  Chapter 1
City Girl Meets Country


AMBER 
My BMW's GPS said "destination on right" twenty minutes ago, but all I can see is dust, dry grass, and a dirt road that seems to go on forever.
I pull over and check my phone. No signal. Of course.
"Welcome to Texas, Amber," I mutter to myself, taking off my sunglasses to wipe the sweat from my forehead. It's not even ten in the morning and I'm already melting in this designer blazer that cost more than most people's rent.
The rental car's air conditioning is struggling against the heat, and I can feel my carefully styled hair starting to wilt. This is not how I pictured arriving at my inheritance.
Great-Aunt Rosie's ranch. Half of it, anyway. The other half apparently belongs to some cowboy I've never met who probably thinks I'm here to ruin his life.
I check the crumpled paper in my hand again. "Sunset Ridge Ranch, County Road 47, Cedar Falls, Texas." This has to be it. The mailbox up ahead looks like it's been through a tornado, but I can just make out "S-u-n-s-e-t" painted in faded red letters.
Taking a deep breath, I turn into the driveway. The BMW bounces and groans over every pothole, and I cringe thinking about what this is doing to my suspension.
Then I see the house.
My breath catches. It's not the run-down shack I was expecting. Sure, it needs work – the porch is sagging in places and the paint is peeling – but there's something beautiful about it. Something solid and real that makes my chest tight in a way I wasn't expecting.
It's a two-story farmhouse with white clapboard siding and a wraparound porch. Morning glories climb up the posts, and there are rocking chairs that look like they've watched a thousand sunsets. Behind the house, rolling green pastures stretch toward distant hills.
It's nothing like my sleek Chicago condo with its floor-to-ceiling windows and minimalist everything. This place has... character. History. Like it's been loved.
I park next to a dusty pickup truck and check myself in the rearview mirror. My red lipstick is still perfect, my blonde bob is only slightly disheveled, and my green eyes look determined despite the butterflies in my stomach.
You can do this, Amber. It's just business. One month to decide whether to sell your half and go back to your real life.
I grab my purse and step out, immediately regretting my choice of four-inch heels as they sink into the gravel.
"Well, well. Look what the cat dragged in."
The voice is deep, rough, and dripping with sarcasm. I look up to see a man leaning against the porch railing, arms crossed over his chest.
Holy. Hell.
This is not what I expected when the lawyer mentioned "Wyatt Morrison, ranch foreman and co-owner." This guy looks like he stepped out of a cologne commercial. He's tall – really tall – with broad shoulders that fill out his faded denim shirt perfectly. Dark brown hair peeks out from under a black cowboy hat, and his jaw is covered with just enough stubble to make my stomach flip.
But it's his eyes that make me forget how to breathe. They're the color of whiskey, and right now they're looking at me like I'm something unpleasant he found on his boot.
"You must be the city girl," he says, pushing off from the railing and walking down the porch steps. His movements are fluid, confident, like he owns every inch of this place. Which, I guess, half of it he does.
"Amber Reed," I say, extending my hand for a shake.
His eyebrows raise slightly, but he doesn't comment on my slip-up. "Wyatt Morrison. Though I guess you already knew that."
He stops in front of me, and I have to tilt my head back to meet his eyes. He smells like hay and leather and something essentially male that makes my brain short-circuit for a second.
Get it together, Amber. You're a professional. You've negotiated million-dollar contracts without breaking a sweat.
"The lawyer said you'd be expecting me," I say, extending my hand for a shake.
He looks down at my manicured nails and small hand like it might bite him, then reluctantly takes it. His palm is rough with calluses, and his hand completely engulfs mine. The contact sends a jolt of electricity up my arm that I definitely was not prepared for.
He drops my hand quickly, like he felt it too.
"Expecting you, yeah. Looking forward to it? Not so much." His tone is flat, matter-of-fact. "Rosie left half this ranch to someone who's never set foot on it. Someone who probably can't tell a bull from a steer."
"I know the difference," I lie, lifting my chin. I don't, but I'll be damned if I'll let him know that.
His mouth quirks up in something that's definitely not a smile. "Sure you do, darlin'. That why you wore those shoes to a working ranch?"
I look down at my Louboutins, then back up at him. "These shoes cost more than your truck payment."
"And they'll be about as useful as that truck would be in downtown Chicago," he shoots back.
Touché.
We stare at each other for a long moment, and I can practically see the wall he's built around himself. This man doesn't want me here, doesn't trust me, and has already decided I'm some spoiled city brat who's going to mess up his perfectly ordered world.
He's not entirely wrong, but that doesn't mean I have to make it easy for him.
"Look, cowboy—"
"Wyatt."
"Wyatt," I correct, putting enough sugar in my voice to give him diabetes. "I didn't ask for this any more than you did. But I'm here for the next month, so we might as well make the best of it."
"Month?" He laughs, but there's no humor in it. "You won't last a week."
The challenge in his voice sparks something fierce in my chest. I've been underestimated my whole life – by my ex-fiancé, by clients who thought a young woman couldn't handle their projects, by everyone who looked at my designer clothes and wrote me off as just another pretty face.
"Wanna bet?" The words are out of my mouth before I can stop them.
His whiskey eyes narrow, and for the first time since I got here, he looks actually interested. "What kind of bet?"
My brain scrambles. What am I doing? I don't know the first thing about ranch life. But something about his cocky smirk makes me want to prove him wrong.
"If I can handle whatever this place throws at me for the full month, you help me understand what makes this ranch so special. Really understand it, not just the tourist version."
"And if you can't?"
I take a deep breath. "If I can't hack it, I'll sell you my half for whatever you think it's worth. No lawyers, no negotiations."
His expression shifts, becoming unreadable. "You'd do that?"
"I'm not going to lose," I say with more confidence than I feel.
He studies me for a long moment, and I fight the urge to fidget under his intense gaze. Finally, he nods. "Deal. But I'm not going easy on you just because you're..." He gestures at my outfit.
"Because I'm what?"
"Prettier than I expected," he says gruffly, then immediately looks like he wants to take it back.
Heat spreads through my chest at the compliment, even though his tone suggests he sees my looks as a liability rather than an asset.
"Don't worry, cowboy. I can handle whatever you've got."
"We'll see about that." He turns toward the house, then pauses. "You coming? Might as well show you around the place you think you own half of."
I follow him up the porch steps, my heels clicking loudly on the wooden boards. The sound makes him wince slightly, and I can't help but smile.
This is going to be interesting.
The inside of the house is just as surprising as the outside. The front door opens into a living room with exposed wooden beams, a stone fireplace big enough to stand in, and furniture that looks comfortable rather than stylish. Everything is clean but lived-in, like a real home instead of a showroom.
It's the complete opposite of my minimalist condo, but somehow it feels more welcoming than anywhere I've lived in years.
"Kitchen's through there," Wyatt says, pointing to an archway. "Bathroom's down the hall, stairs lead up to three bedrooms. Rosie's old room is the master – has its own bathroom."
"Where do you stay?" I ask, then immediately regret the question when his jaw tightens.
"Foreman's quarters out back," he says curtly. "Has everything I need."
Right. Boundaries. Got it.
I walk over to the fireplace, running my fingers along the rough stone mantel. There are photos scattered across it – Rosie with various people I don't recognize, all of them smiling and sun-weathered and happy.
"She was a good woman," Wyatt says quietly, coming to stand beside me. "Worked this ranch for forty years after her husband died. Never complained, never quit, even when times got tough."
There's something in his voice – affection, respect, maybe a little grief. It makes me look at the photos with new eyes, wondering about the woman who left me half of her life's work.
"I'm sorry I never met her," I say, and I mean it.
He glances at me, surprise flickering across his features like he wasn't expecting sincerity from me.
"Yeah, well. She talked about you sometimes. Said you were the only family she had left who wasn't..." He pauses.
"Wasn't what?"
"Disappointing," he finishes, but I get the feeling that wasn't what he was going to say.
"What was she like?"
Wyatt picks up one of the photos – Rosie standing next to a beautiful chestnut horse, both of them looking proud and stubborn. "Tough as nails. Could outwork men half her age and outdrink most of them too. But she was fair. Kind. This ranch was everything to her."
"And now half of it belongs to someone who doesn't deserve it," I say quietly.
He looks at me again, those whiskey eyes searching my face. "Jury's still out on that."
It's not quite the reassurance I was hoping for, but it's not a complete dismissal either. I'll take it.
"So what happens now?" I ask.
"Now? Now I show you what you've gotten yourself into." His smile is sharp around the edges. "Hope you brought work clothes, darlin'. Because tomorrow morning, you start learning what it really means to run a ranch."
The way he says it makes it sound less like a promise and more like a threat. But I've never backed down from a challenge, and I'm not about to start now.
Even if this particular challenge happens to be six feet of pure stubborn cowboy who looks at me like I'm either going to save his world or destroy it.
Maybe both.
"I'm ready," I tell him.
His laugh is low and skeptical. "We'll see about that, city girl. We'll see."
As he turns to leave, I catch myself watching the way his jeans fit his long legs and immediately force myself to look away.
This is business, Amber. Just business.
But as I listen to his boots on the porch steps and the truck door slam, I can't shake the feeling that I'm in way over my head.
And not just because of the ranch.






  
  Chapter 2
First Night Doubts


WYATT 
I sit on my porch until well past midnight, nursing a beer I'm not really drinking and staring at the dark windows of the main house.
She's in there. The city girl who's going to decide the fate of everything I've spent the last ten years building. Amber Reed, with her designer clothes and perfectly manicured nails and green eyes that seem to see right through every wall I've built around myself.
I should have expected this day would come. Rosie was eighty-three when she died, and she'd been talking for years about what would happen to the ranch when she was gone. But somehow I always thought I'd have more time. Time to save up enough money to buy the whole place outright. Time to prove myself worthy of the legacy she was trusting me with.
Time to prepare for the possibility that she might leave it to someone else.
"Half the ranch to my great-niece in Chicago," Frank Miller had said when he read the will. "The other half to Wyatt Morrison, in recognition of his dedication and love for this land."
At the time, I'd been grateful. Relieved. Rosie could have left everything to her family and left me with nothing but ten years of memories and a recommendation letter. Instead, she'd made me a partner in the place that had become my whole world.
But now, watching that BMW gather dust in the driveway, I'm starting to understand the full implications of what she'd done.
Rosie had met Amber exactly once, at a family reunion fifteen years ago when the girl was still a teenager. Fifteen years, and somehow she'd decided this stranger deserved half of everything Rosie had spent four decades building.
Why?
I drain the beer and set the bottle down harder than necessary. The sound echoes in the quiet night, and somewhere in the distance, one of the horses whickers softly. Probably Thunder, who's always been sensitive to my moods.
The smart thing would be to make Amber an offer for her half. A fair market price that would give her a nice windfall and let me maintain control of the ranch. I've got some savings, and the bank would probably work with me on a loan for the rest.
The problem is, after seeing those designer shoes and that expensive car, I have a feeling her idea of "fair market price" and mine are going to be very different.
And then there's the other problem. The one I'm trying not to think about.
The way she looked at the house when she first saw it. Like she was seeing something beautiful instead of just old and run-down. The way she squared her shoulders when I challenged her, instead of backing down or making excuses. The way she didn't flinch when Henrietta went after her boots, just laughed and kept going.
Most city folk who end up out here by accident can't wait to leave. They complain about the smell, the bugs, the lack of cell service and decent restaurants. They act like rural life is some kind of hardship to be endured instead of a privilege to be earned.
But Amber didn't complain. She asked questions. Good questions. And when she made that bet about lasting the full month, there was steel in her voice that reminded me of someone.
Reminded me of Rosie.
"Shit," I mutter, running a hand through my hair. This is the last thing I need right now. Complications. Distractions. A woman who makes me think about things I gave up on three years ago.
I learned my lesson with Sarah. Learned it the hard way, standing at the altar in my best suit while her father delivered the news that she'd changed her mind. That she'd decided ranch life wasn't for her after all. That she'd been seeing someone else for months.
The humiliation was bad enough. The entire congregation watching as the groom got left at the altar. The whispers and pitying looks that followed me around town for months afterward.
But the real damage was deeper than embarrassment. It was the moment I realized that everything I'd thought we were building together had been a lie. That while I was planning our future, she was planning her escape.
I swore I wouldn't make that mistake again. Wouldn't trust my heart to someone who saw this life as a stepping stone instead of a destination.
And now here's Amber Reed, with her city sophistication and her obvious intelligence and her green eyes that seem to look right into my soul. Here to decide whether to keep the ranch or sell it to the highest bidder.
I should be hoping she sells. It would solve all my problems. I could buy her out, maintain control, keep everything exactly the way Rosie intended.
So why am I hoping she'll choose to stay?
The thought stops me cold. Stay? She's been here one day, and I'm already thinking about her staying?
But there was something in her voice when she made that bet. Something that sounded like she actually wanted to prove herself. Not just to me, but to herself.
And there was something in the way she looked at the photos on Rosie's mantle. Like she was seeing family she'd never met but wished she'd known.
"Don't be an idiot," I tell myself firmly. "She's here for a month. One month, and then she's gone back to her real life."
But even as I say it, I can't shake the image of her face when she saw the ranch for the first time. The wonder in her expression, like she was seeing something she'd been looking for without knowing it.
I stand up and head inside, telling myself I need to focus on the practical aspects of this situation. I've got a month to show her what ranch life is really like. A month to prove that this place is worth more than whatever some developer might offer her.
A month to convince her that some things are more valuable than money.
The irony isn't lost on me. Three years ago, I was convinced that love was just a pretty word for temporary insanity. That the only things you could really count on were hard work and the land under your feet.
Now I'm hoping a woman I just met will fall in love with the same land I'd die to protect.
As I brush my teeth and get ready for bed, I catch myself planning tomorrow's activities. Not just the usual ranch work, but ways to show Amber what makes this place special. The creek where Rosie used to read on summer afternoons. The pasture where we'll be moving the pregnant mares. The old oak tree that's been standing guard over this land for probably a hundred years.
I want her to see what I see. Feel what I feel when I watch the sun come up over the rolling hills and know that this is where I belong.
The question is: will she see it too? Or will she spend the next month counting the days until she can go back to Chicago and pretend this was all just an interesting detour?
I guess I'll find out.
But as I lie in bed listening to the familiar sounds of the ranch settling in for the night, I find myself hoping for something I haven't dared hope for in three years.
That maybe, just maybe, this time will be different.
That maybe Amber Reed will be the exception to every rule I've learned about women who don't understand this life.
That maybe Rosie knew exactly what she was doing when she left half this ranch to a great-niece she barely knew.
Because if there's one thing I learned in ten years of working beside Rosie, it's that she was rarely wrong about anything that mattered.
And something tells me Amber Reed matters more than I'm ready to admit.
Even to myself.






  
  Chapter 3
Breaking In


WYATT 
I sit in my truck for a full five minutes after pulling away from the house, gripping the steering wheel and trying to get my head straight.
What the hell just happened?
When Frank Miller called to tell me Rosie had left half the ranch to some city niece, I pictured... hell, I don't know what I pictured. Someone older, maybe. Someone who looked like she belonged in boardrooms and corner offices.
I definitely didn't picture Amber Reed.
Those green eyes that flash when she's angry. That smart mouth that makes me want to either argue with her or kiss her quiet. And that slip-up when she almost said a different last name – there's a story there, and despite myself, I want to know what it is.
But wanting and doing are two different things. I learned that lesson the hard way three years ago.
I shake my head and start the engine. I've got work to do, and thinking about how good she looked even after a long drive from Chicago isn't going to get the fences fixed.
But damn if I can get the image of her face when she saw the house out of my head. For just a second, she looked... soft. Like maybe there was more to Miss Designer Shoes than attitude and expensive clothes.
The next morning, I'm up at five like always. Coffee, check the weather, feed the horses. Normal routine that's kept me grounded for the past decade I've been working this ranch.
I'm mucking out stalls when I hear the screen door slam from the direction of the house. Through the barn door, I can see her standing on the porch, and I have to bite back a laugh.
She's wearing what I guess counts as work clothes in Chicago – dark jeans that probably cost more than most people's car payments, pristine white sneakers that have never seen a speck of dirt, and a pink top that looks like it belongs at a country club lunch rather than a working ranch.
But she's here. At six in the morning. That's something, I guess.
"Morning, sunshine," I call out, leaning the pitchfork against the stall door.
She squares her shoulders and walks toward the barn, picking her way carefully across the yard like she's navigating a minefield. "I'm ready for that ranch education you promised."
"This what you call work clothes?" I gesture at her outfit.
Her cheeks flush pink, but she lifts her chin. "It's what I've got."
"Uh-huh." I look her over again, trying to ignore the way those jeans hug her curves. "Well, first lesson: ranch work is dirty work. You're gonna ruin that outfit in about ten minutes."
"Then I guess I better buy new clothes," she says without missing a beat.
Stubborn little thing.
"Alright then." I grab a spare pair of work gloves from the hook by the door. "Put these on. We'll start with feeding the horses."
She takes the gloves, which are about three sizes too big for her hands, and follows me to the feed room. I show her how much hay each horse gets, how to check the water troughs, which horses get supplements.
She listens intently, asking questions that are actually intelligent, taking mental notes. When I hand her a flake of hay, she doesn't complain about the dust or the weight, just carries it to the stall I point out.
"This is Buttercup," I say as we approach a gentle older mare. "She's twenty-two and the sweetest horse we've got. Good one to start with."
Amber stops at the stall door, staring at the horse like she's looking at a tiger.
"She won't bite," I assure her.
"I know that," she says quickly, but she doesn't move any closer.
"You ever been around horses before?"
"Not... exactly." She takes a small step forward. "We had a pony at a birthday party when I was six, but I was too scared to ride it."
The admission seems to surprise her, like she didn't mean to share something that personal. It surprises me too – I hadn't pegged her for the type to admit fear.
"Buttercup's smaller than most horses," I say, keeping my voice gentle. "And she's got more patience than a saint. Go ahead, let her smell your hand."
Amber extends her gloved hand slowly, and Buttercup sniffs it curiously before nuzzling her palm. The smile that spreads across Amber's face is like watching the sun come up.
"She's so soft," she breathes, stroking the horse's nose with more confidence.
"She likes you." And hell if that doesn't make something warm unfurl in my chest. Most people who aren't horse people tense up around them, but Amber's already relaxing, letting Buttercup investigate her hair and clothes.
"How can you tell?"
"See how her ears are forward? And she's not moving away from you. That's horse language for 'you're alright.'"
We spend the next hour feeding all twelve horses, and by the end of it, Amber's white sneakers are scuffed with dirt and her pink top has hay stuck to it. She doesn't complain once.
But it's more than just not complaining. She's actually engaged, asking intelligent questions about each horse's personality, remembering which ones need supplements, learning their names and quirks with the focus of someone who genuinely cares about getting it right.
"Why does Thunder keep trying to bite the other horses when they eat?" she asks, watching the big gelding pin his ears at his neighbor.
"He's the herd leader. Making sure everyone knows their place in the pecking order."
"Like a CEO?"
"More like a school principal. He keeps order, but he also protects everyone when there's real danger."
She laughs at that, and the sound does something warm to my chest. "I can see that. He's got that 'don't mess with me' attitude, but he was gentle when I fed him."
"He respects courage. You didn't back down when he tested you."
"Is that what that was? A test?"
"Horses always test new people. They want to know if you're confident enough to be trusted, kind enough to be liked, and strong enough to keep them safe."
"And what was his verdict?"
I watch Thunder nuzzle her shoulder as she scratches behind his ears, the massive animal gentle as a lamb with this woman who showed up yesterday in designer clothes and is now covered in hay and horse hair.
"I think you passed with flying colors."
The pride in her smile makes something shift in my chest. When's the last time I felt proud of someone else's accomplishment? When's the last time someone else's happiness mattered to me this much?
We move through the rest of the horses systematically, and I find myself watching her more than I should. She's got natural instincts with the animals, reading their moods and responding accordingly. When Buttercup gets pushy about the grain, Amber gently but firmly establishes boundaries. When the older mare Star seems hesitant to approach, she waits patiently instead of forcing interaction.
"You've done this before," I observe.
"Never. But I'm good at reading body language. Horses aren't that different from difficult clients – you have to establish trust and respect before you can get anything accomplished."
"Except horses are more honest about their feelings."
"And they can't fire you if they don't like your design choices."
We both laugh at that, and the easy camaraderie catches me off guard. I hadn't expected to enjoy her







