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      He’s only back for a visit…

      

      Sadie Brandt loves Halloween almost as much as she adores Beau’s Folly, the tiny Kansas town her family has called home for three generations. Almost as much as she secretly adored Tripp Wallace, her older brother’s best friend. When Tripp suddenly shows up just in time for the annual fall festival, long-buried hopes arise to haunt Sadie. When he finally seems to notice she’s all grown up, Sadie isn’t sure if the brief fling he offers is a trick or treat.

      

      …but can he let go—again—of the small town girl he never forgot?

      

      Tripp Wallace has spent the last few years traveling around the world as a digital nomad, managing his tech support business from exotic locations such as Bali and Budapest. Six months of uncharacteristic discontent finally drives him home for a long-overdue visit. Two weeks should be plenty of time to catch up with family and friends as he decides where he’s headed for his next adventure. Any longer than that, and the small town claustrophobia that chased him away in the first place will drown him. Except everything about podunk Bo Fo is different. Better. Warmer. Sweeter. Especially Sadie Brandt, whose blue eyes, red hair, and freckles still beg to be teased.

      

      When Tripp realizes he only has one chance to convince Sadie how he feels, he vows to convince her any which way he can.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            READER PRAISE FOR EMKAY CONNOR’S SEXY SASSY ROMANCE

          

        

      

    

    
      “I love a good short read that is fully developed with great characters and storylines. This one fits the bill.”

      

      “Funny with the feels. Even a short story is a great story.”

      

      “Can’t wait till the next book comes out!”

      

      “I've read several books written by EmKay Connor; she is becoming one of my favorite authors. I can’t wait to read more of her books.”

      

      “…emotionally deep, engaging, relatable, heartfelt, and well written with strong characters, instant chemistry, more. Definitely recommended!”
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      Tripp Wallace had been gone from Beau’s Folly for more than five years, but the small Kansas town looked exactly the same as when he left. Cruising down Main Street in the Jeep he’d rented at Kansas City International Airport, he took in the familiar storefronts, each decked out for the upcoming fall festival, Beau’s Hay Days.

      Green’s Hardware Emporium and Feed Store at the edge of town boasted dried corn stalks and bales of straw. Pumpkins, mounds of gourds, and pots of yellow chrysanthemums were stacked artfully around the windows and doorways of shops and eateries: the Trunk and Trinket thrift store, Blooms Florist, Crew Cutz barbershop/salon which was owned and managed by Bud and Alva Crew, Jensen’s Mercantile, Sweet Stuff Bakery, Perky Pets. Even the red brick county buildings–city hall, library, and post office—were adorned with seasonal accents.

      Orange and black bunting draped the white gazebo in the center of the town square where stately trees lent their vibrant fall foliage as a backdrop. Come evening, Tripp knew, white twinkle lights would pop on, adding a festive sparkle to the downtown area. At the moment, the town shone bright and fresh under a brilliant blue sky studded with cottony clouds.

      It was still early, not yet nine, and most businesses opened at ten. The few people who were out and about took note of his passing and offered a nod or wave. It was unlikely anyone actually recognized him behind the aviator sunglasses, but it didn’t really matter. Like most small Midwestern towns, folks in Beau’s Folly prided themselves on being friendly and welcoming.

      For a young man whose dreams didn’t include marrying the girl next door, siring a new generation, and joining the family business, friendly translated to meddlesome. It was one of the reasons he hadn’t been home before now. He’d made his escape once, much to the dismay of his family, and fully expected his parents to launch a campaign to convince him to stay as soon as they learned he was back.

      Odd.

      That thought—and the anticipation of confronting everyone else who’d objected to his departure—didn’t cause his stomach to roil with anxiety. Since making the decision to return, his emotions had pinballed between reluctance, homesickness, and doubt. Now a noisy rumble sounded from his abdomen, reminding him the last meal he’d consumed had been several hours earlier on the transatlantic flight from London.

      The timing couldn’t have been better. As he waited for the town’s single traffic light to turn from red to green at the intersection of Main and Second, he caught sight of Mary’s Eat-Inn at the end of the next block. The diner served the best biscuits and gravy in the entire county, and Tripp was hungry enough to order a double portion.

      An empty spot at the curb beckoned as if reserved just for him. Angling the Jeep along the curb and sliding the shifter into park, a sense of déjà vu washed over him. How many times had he parked in this same spot? Sometimes to meet up with high school friends for burgers and shakes; sometimes for Sunday brunch with his parents and grandparents.

      Mary’s Eat-Inn was—or had been—the town’s unofficial gathering spot for all genders and generations. Retirees lingered over pie and coffee to talk politics and weather. Young mothers shared recipes and parenting advice over salad plates while their toddlers gnawed on Mary’s chewy peanut butter cookies. A blackboard on the rear wall of the diner noted which days and times were reserved for various clubs, groups, and committees. The Ladies for the Betterment of Beau’s Folly used to meet every Friday morning. Hitching a deep breath, Tripp wondered if the same women from all those years ago would be seated around the long rectangular table in the back of the place today.

      Just one way to find out.

      Tripp climbed out of the Jeep and strode toward the diner. His stomach sounded again, this time with anxiety, not hunger. It wouldn’t be long before someone in the diner realized the young man who’d vowed never to return to Beau’s Folly had finally come home.
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        * * *

      

      “That was a good meeting, don’t you think?” Justine Scott plucked a piece of bacon from Sadie Brandt’s largely untouched breakfast platter and munched away.

      Fixing tired eyes on her best friend, Sadie picked up a triangle of toasted wheat bread and smeared strawberry jam on the crusty wedge. She bit and chewed before responding, doing her best to swallow the weary frustration along with the cold toast.

      “Everyone is doing the best they can with what we have,” she finally said.

      Justine flopped back in her chair and crossed her arms. “You worry too much. No one expects Hay Days to be on par with the state fair or even the Fourth of July festivities. There are plenty of activities for people to enjoy next weekend.”

      “This is my first year chairing the committee, and so far, I’ve lost the children’s petting zoo, Frank Murphy refused to sponsor the Monster Ball, and the city council condemned the Douglas mansion so we don’t have a haunted house.” Sadie set the toast on her plate, the crumbs on the back of her tongue tasting like sand.

      “Well, you might not have a whole zoo, but at least you have goats.”

      It was obvious Justine was trying to be enthusiastic about an activity many people seemed to be losing interest in. Sadie’s heart lurched at the thought of the town’s annual autumn event fading way. Halloween was her favorite holiday, and she’d grown up celebrating the occasion with the town’s four-day fall festival.

      Every year it was the same…but different.

      The movie theater in town kicked things off on Thursday night with a kid-friendly monster flick at five, followed by a classic horror movie marathon for older teens and adults.

      On Friday, the official festivities got underway. Vendors, booths, and displays were set up in the town square, offering visitors food, arts and crafts, handicrafts such as quilts and wood carvings, and homemade treats like kettle corn and fudge. A pumpkin carving contest was held at the makeshift pumpkin patch set up in the parking lot next to city hall. The Hay Days queen was crowned—a title Sadie has proudly worn during her senior year of high school—and then led the Halloween parade through town, riding in the back of Mayor Denhetter’s red 1960 Cadillac convertible.

      The parade included the high school marching band, performers and baton twirlers from Miss Adele’s School of Dance, three or four floats sponsored by local businesses and auxiliary groups, members of the Farm Equipment Co-op riding tractors decorated with LED lights and flags, and the Grand Pumpkin, a huge orange inflatable costume usually worn by Hank Green who owned the local hardware store and stood six-six.

      The high point on Friday was the Monster Ball, an adults-only party best known for extravagant costumes and live music provided by a local band that had hit the country music charts as a one-hit wonder but now played bars and taverns. Each year, a different theme was selected. This year it was Black Magic. Sadie had finished her witch costume weeks ago.

      Frank Murphy, the town’s veterinarian, usually covered the costs for entertainment and refreshments. Last year, however, someone spiked the punch, and Frank’s 16-year-old daughter got drunk and didn’t come home until the next morning. After that, he refused to sponsor the dance, even though it had been his daughter who dumped a bottle of vodka in the punchbowl.

      The fun continued on Saturday with hayrides, a storytelling competition, a weenie roast, and huge bonfire. Beau’s Hay Days concluded on Sunday with a chili cook-off, a pumpkin bake-off, and a children’s costume party with trick-or-treating along Main Street.

      Some might think the fall festival was hokey, but Sadie loved how it brought the community together. She loved creating a new costume every year, walking down Main Street as part of the parade, laughing and dancing with friends at the costume ball, entering a new pumpkin recipe in the bake-off, and gazing upon the faces of family and neighbors in the dancing light of the bonfire. She loved the crisp autumn air, the kaleidoscope of autumn colors, and being spooked by Halloween shenanigans.

      She loved it so much she’d volunteered to chair the Hay Days planning committee, only to have things fall apart. She didn’t have a clue how they was going to pay for the Monster Ball, the children’s petting zoo had been replaced by a herd of pygmy goats, and one of the most popular teen attractions, the Haunted House, was gone.

      “Hay Days attendance
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