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      Kate Maddox waved to her fans and stepped off the stage. The cheers of the crowd rang in her ears despite the headset she wore. They loved her.

      Someone has to.

      She smiled at all the stagehands and worked her way through to her dressing room.

      “Kate!” a voice said from behind her. She sighed, her hand on the doorknob.

      Almost made it.

      She spun and plastered on yet another fake smile. She’d gotten good at them over the years.

      “Hi!” she gushed. She’d seen the woman around backstage but hadn’t spoken to her. “How are you?”

      “I’m really sorry to bother you. I know I’m not really supposed to talk to you, but I was wondering if you’d sign something for my daughter. She loves your music.”

      Her smile felt as fake as the songs she sang on stage every night. Songs that spoke to countless people, but not her.

      “Of course. I’d be happy to. What’s her name?”

      “Rebecca. She’s twelve. She wants to be a singer like you are. She’s already started writing her own music.”

      “That’s amazing. Tell her to keep writing and never give up on her dreams,” Kate said, signing her name with a flourish and adding a heart. There was a part of her that hated hearing about kids looking up to her, but she knew it was part of the job.

      She wasn’t anyone’s role model. She wanted to be, but she wasn’t who she thought she’d be when she started singing. She always dreamed of writing her own songs. Putting her voice into the music. She did a little at first, but her label hadn’t allowed her to record any of her own songs and after a while, she stopped writing them. Instead she sang songs written by others, songs that made her feel like her life was full of sex and fun.

      If they only knew.

      “Thanks so much, Kate,” the lady said, accepting the marker and the flier Kate signed. “I hope you have a really good week off. I heard you’re visiting family for a few days.”

      Kate nodded but didn’t give any details. She tried as hard as she could to keep her private life separate from her public life. Unfortunately, more than she liked got out.

      Thankfully, no one knew her real name.

      Or almost no one.

      “Have a good night,” Kate said with a grin that made her cheeks ache. She waved as the lady walked away, clutching the signed sheet to her chest.

      Kate walked into her dressing room and sighed.

      “Ambush?” a voice said from the other side of the room.

      Kate huffed a laugh. “Always. Are we ready for tonight’s escape?”

      Kate looked at her best friend and assistant. Quynn O’Hara was the most loyal person she’d ever had in her life that wasn’t family. She still kept secrets from Quynn because she never trusted anyone completely, but Quynn knew who Kate really was better than anyone.

      Quynn smiled, her face transforming from the steady mask that kept Kate sane to the devious woman that kept her true identity a secret from the rest of the world. Her neat blonde ponytail and brilliant green eyes gave her a studious look, but Kate knew her friend was anything but.

      “I have your outfit ready and a driver waiting to take you wherever you want to go. I’m going to stick around here since it’s your last show for a week. I think there are going to be more people than usual hanging around.”

      Kate sighed. “You’re probably right. Especially since they all want to know where I live. I never should have admitted I live in Syracuse.”

      Quynn smiled kindly. “You weren’t thinking.”

      “I wasn’t thinking about a lot of things at that point in my life.”

      “Yeah, well, Christian is a part of your past. And keeping who you are a secret is something you have to be okay with.”

      Kate sighed again. “I know. I just don’t know if I can put it all out there. You see how the media is with all these other singers. They’re like vultures. It’s bad enough for me, but if they knew who I really was, I’d never be able to leave the house.”

      Quynn smiled and guided Kate to the chair in front of her mirror. Kate looked at the woman reflected back at her. She was as phony as the smile plastered on her face on stage.

      “Listen,” Quynn said, flipping Kate’s hair into her face. “I know you want to be able to stay out of the limelight. Unfortunately, people are trying to figure out who you are more and more. It’s getting harder for you to hide.”

      “I know,” Kate groaned. She winced as Quynn tugged at her hair. One by one the purple highlights came out, followed by the brown extensions she added to give her hair a fullness that wasn’t natural.

      Quynn dropped each chunk of fake hair into the bag they used for her supplies. One of the many bags that Kate and Quynn never let into the hands of someone else. Kate couldn’t risk a random person getting a hold of her highlights and figuring out that she took them off when she wasn’t Kate Maddox.

      Quynn flipped her hair back over and Katherine looked at herself in the mirror. The clothes still screamed Kate, but Katherine was coming back.

      “I need to wash all this makeup off and change my clothes.”

      “Do you remember what it was like before you became famous? You couldn’t wait to make it big and have a huge contract and concerts all over the world. Now all you do is bitch about it.”

      Katherine gave her friend a sheepish grin. It was the truth. She worked hard to get to where she was. She busted her ass to break into the country music scene. And the truth was, she still loved it. There were just parts of fame that got to her. Parts that made her wish she’d made different decisions along the way.

      Like her choice of men.

      “I shouldn’t complain so much. It would be nice to be able to just be me, but if everyone knew who I was, I don’t think I’d ever be able to be me. I’d be watching my back constantly. I couldn’t go to a bar and pick up a random guy for the night.”

      “Is it one of those nights?” Quynn asked knowingly.

      Katherine nodded, stripping off her stage clothes. The tight dresses, low-cut tops, and pants that felt like a second skin were too much. She had curves galore and complimented her designers that they always hid them well, but it would have been nice to show a little less cleavage. Or a lot less.

      “Where are you headed tonight?”

      Katherine shrugged, but she already knew where she was going. If Quynn knew, she’d insist on tagging along, or follow Katherine without her knowing. But Katherine needed a night to herself. A night to decompress from the tour that felt endless. A night with a stranger and sex that made her forget how much she hated the way she felt at times.

      “I guess I’ll see you at your parents’ house tomorrow?”

      Katherine nodded. Another pang of guilt hit her. She wasn’t planning to meet Quynn at her parents’ house the next day. She had reservations at an inn. She thought about canceling her reservation, but she wasn’t sure. The idea of staying with her parents for a week was less than ideal, even though she loved her parents.

      She just wasn’t prepared to answer all the questions she knew were coming.

      Quynn handed her a makeup wipe once Katherine had her jeans and tank top on. She smeared the heavy stage makeup from her face and finally breathed. She grabbed the gauzy top and pulled it over the tank top then faced the mirror and finally smiled.

      “Better?”

      Katherine nodded. “Much.”

      “Good. I’ll text your driver. You have your bag?”

      Katherine nodded. She hated leaving her guitar behind, but she knew if she walked out with it, everyone would know she was Kate Maddox instead of some nondescript stagehand.

      “He’s ready for you,” Quynn said, tucking the phone back into her pocket. “I’ll run interference for you.”

      Katherine threw her bag over her shoulder and went to the door. Every time she went out, she got nervous. But she looked so very different, she knew the risks were small.

      She just hoped it stayed that way.
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        * * *

      

      Dillon Young took a drink from his beer and looked around the bar. He sighed and tipped the bottle up. It was stupid to think he could show up on a Thursday night and find someone to go home with.

      Dammit.

      Dillon nodded to the bartender and got up. He was halfway to the door when it opened and she walked in.

      Dillon stopped in the middle of the damn room and watched her. Jeans hugged her curves and a flimsy shirt hung off one shoulder. Her light brown hair drifted behind her as her eyes scanned the bar. When they landed on his, they scanned his body as her lips curled up.

      “Hey,” she said.

      “Hi.”

      “Are you leaving?”

      He shrugged. “I was.”

      “And now?”

      He grinned. “It depends on if you’re staying.”

      She looked around then shook her head. “I could go.”

      Dillon put his hand on her lower back and guided her out the door. As soon as it swung closed behind them, he pressed her back against the wall and sealed his lips to hers.

      She knew the score, but he wanted to make sure she understood the only reason she was leaving the bar with him was so they could make each other feel good. It wouldn’t go anywhere beyond the night.

      He thrust his tongue between her lips and ground his hips against hers, letting her feel the way she already affected him. She whimpered and clawed at him, trying to fucking climb him. He didn’t mind helping her at all, scooping her up so she could wrap her long legs around his waist. God he loved a woman who could handle how big he was. When she hooked her heels together, he groaned.

      Fuck yeah.

      “Are you close to here?”

      She nodded and pointed to the hotel next door.

      “Walk?”

      She nodded again, dragging Dillon’s lips back to hers. He kissed her until his balls ached and his cock tried to talk him out of waiting until they were behind closed doors.

      With a groan, he unwrapped her legs and lowered her to the ground. The top of her head was almost up to his nose thanks to the heels she wore. He didn’t usually find women that came so close to his height, especially ones that exuded femininity like she did. There was a classy elegance to her that had him reaching for her again and again as they walked the short distance to her hotel.

      Dillon wondered briefly who she was to be staying at a hotel in Ithaca, but dismissed the thought as quickly as it came. It worked even better for him that she wasn’t a local and he’d never see her again. Then he knew she wouldn’t be after him for anything other than the one night.

      He never imagined being named CEO of his family’s vineyard, Amavita Estates, would bring out the gold-diggers like it did. If finding a woman in his hometown of Bereton, New York wasn’t bad enough with his five male cousins screwing half the women in Seneca County, it only got worse with women who were after him for his money.

      If they knew he didn’t make any more than the rest of his cousins they’d back off, but Dillon didn’t care. He just ignored them. He didn’t want his cousins getting taken advantage of. It was better for everyone if he stuck to Ithaca, thirty minutes south of Bereton, for his hook-ups.

      They made it up to his companion’s fifth floor room without running into another guest the entire time. She tugged him into her room and let the door slam behind them as she kissed him like she couldn’t get enough.

      His fingers dove into her silky hair, tilting her head where he wanted it so he could devour her. She eagerly opened for him, tugging at his shirt as they kissed like they couldn’t do anything without being connected.

      Dillon yanked his shirt over his head, then ripped hers off. His hands went to her breasts, perky nipples pressing against the lacy green fabric of her bra. He unhooked it as he lowered his mouth to her skin, running his tongue over her breast before pulling a nipple into his mouth.

      “Oh, yes,” she moaned, clutching his head to her chest. She dragged him to the other side, showing him exactly what she wanted.

      As he ravaged her, she unbuttoned and unzipped her jeans, shimmying them down until she could kick them and her boots off. She dropped her hands to his jeans, unbuttoning his and trying to shove them down.

      Game fucking on.

      He grabbed a condom from his pocket, always prepared, and shoved his jeans to the floor with his briefs. He rolled the condom down his length, his chest puffing when she fucking purred and reached for him.

      His hips bucked when she wrapped her hand around his cock and stroked him. “I can’t wait. I need you now,” she moaned in a throaty voice that had him more than ready to fucking go.

      He tugged her back in for another kiss, their teeth hitting, lips pinched between, and tongues tangling. She wrapped her arms tight around his neck and tried to climb him. He cupped her thighs and lifted her. Her legs slid around his hips, spreading herself wide for him.

      Dillon plunged in with a single deep thrust. She moaned, dragging her lips from his with the guttural sound. He took a few steps and pressed her back against the wall opposite them. There was a bed somewhere, but he wasn’t patient enough to go ten more steps and try to find it.

      She held on tight, her thighs gripping his hips as she worked to thrust up and down on him. His balls tightened, the need to come racing down his spine and making him fucking tingle.

      He gritted his teeth and clenched every muscle in his body. He rarely stuck around, but he sure as hell made it his mission to give her at least one orgasm that blew her away before he even thought about coming.

      “Oh, God. Yes. Fuck. Harder.”

      Her throaty demands spurred him on. He pressed her back to the wall and used his hands to guide her over his rigid cock. One hand went to the wall, and he slammed into her.

      “Yes,” she moaned. “Keep going.”

      Harder. Deeper. Wetter. He grunted, thrusting into her. Her head hit the wall, her eyes dazed with lust. He clenched his jaw tighter, forcing his eyes from her face. Those pink lips, unfathomable brown eyes, and flushed cheeks made him want to come.

      Her legs clenched tighter, her channel gripping him. His grunts grew louder, drowning out all other sounds around him. She gasped, moaned, and panted.

      Then she fucking screamed.

      “Yes! Oh, God. Yes!”

      The best feeling in the world was when a woman came around his cock. He’d give up just about anything to feel that. As she whimpered, her orgasm fading, he thrust harder into her, shocking her with the force of it. Her second orgasm surprised her if the gasp followed immediately by a moan was anything to go on.

      His throat burned with the need to come. His entire body tensed for a second, then burst like every inch of him was able to let go.

      He yelled as he came, his words mostly nonsensical. She held on to him, milking the last of his orgasm from him as he fought for breath and tried to stay on his feet. He gave up the fight to stand and let them both sink to the floor, still connected. Panting, sweating, hearts pounding.

      They sat there for a few minutes, breath slowing until they weren’t struggling. Dillon was trying to figure out if he could stick around for a second round when she shifted.

      “Damn, that was fun.”

      He chuckled. “Most fun I’ve had in a long time.”

      “How long?”

      He pulled back and looked at her. Those stunning brown eyes watched him, questioning but not judging.

      “Too long,” Dillon admitted.

      She ducked her chin and nodded. “Me, too.”

      Dillon kissed her cheek, feeling more connected to her than he’d been to any of the women he’d hooked up with in far longer than he cared to think about.

      They got to their feet and cleaned up. Dillon still wasn’t sure if he needed to head out or if he could talk her into a second go, but she answered for him.

      “Want a drink?”

      Dillon tugged on his briefs and nodded. “Sounds good.”

      They shared an awkward drink, trading small talk that told him absolutely nothing about the woman he couldn’t wait to be inside of again.

      Hell, he didn’t even know her name.

      “Want to try the bed this time?” she asked.

      Dillon laughed and nodded. He grabbed a second condom but put it aside as he drove her insane with his hands and lips and tongue. When she was writhing on the bed and begging him to fill her again, he was more than happy to do exactly as she asked.

      When round two was over, Dillon slid into bed with her, promising himself he’d be long gone by morning.
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      Quynn woke up Friday morning to the sound of her phone rattling off the nightstand and smashing against the bottom shelf before it fell to the carpeted floor next to her bed.

      She bolted upright, disoriented. She looked around the room before she remembered she was in a hotel room somewhere outside Binghamton, New York, pretending to be with Kate Maddox so Katherine could vanish for a night.

      Quynn groaned and padded to the bathroom knowing whatever was on her phone could wait a few seconds for her to empty her bladder. She spotted the mini coffee pot on her way back to the room and went ahead and started it, knowing she’d need it to get through the day.

      With a fresh cup of coffee in hand, she retrieved her phone from the floor as it vibrated again.

      “What the hell is going on?” she wondered aloud as she swiped the screen to read the latest messages.

      “Oh, shit.”

      Quynn scrolled through alert after alert about Kate Maddox and Christian Blake’s impending reunion.

      “No. No, no, no. This can’t be true. She can’t have gone to see him last night.”

      Quynn opened one of the many articles about them getting back together and studied the pictures first. She knew Kate better than anyone. She knew the nuances of her outfits, the things she liked, how she fixed her hair, even the changes her body went through. Quynn could spot an old picture, even one that had never been printed before, in a heartbeat.

      Except those.

      She flipped to another site, but it showed the same pictures. They were clearly leaked from the same source, which was part of what concerned her. They were dark, almost too dark to make out Kate and Christian together.

      But on the third site, Quynn grinned. “Busted.”

      There was another picture of Kate and Christian. One that showed Kate smiling up at Christian, a look of complete adoration in her eyes. The look made Quynn stop. She hated how hard her best friend fell for Christian. He played her well. So well that even Quynn didn’t see it coming, and it was her job to see things like that coming.

      Quynn shook off her dark mood and focused on the picture again. Kate and Christian were getting into a car, his car. Most people wouldn’t notice the difference, but Quynn did. Not only was Kate wearing a pair of boots that she tucked in the back of her closet and refused to wear again, but they were getting into a car of Christian’s that Kate said he sold toward the end of their relationship.

      It was all a lie.

      Just like everything else Christian said.

      But Quynn didn’t know why he was telling everyone they were getting back together. He had a game, like he always did, and she had an obligation to warn Katherine.

      She thumbed out a quick text to Katherine telling her Christian was telling everyone they were getting back together. She linked to a couple of pages with pictures, including the one that proved the stories were contrived.

      Quynn nibbled on her thumbnail as she waited for Katherine to text back. She reached for her coffee and took a sip, not tasting it as she waited.

      Quynn gave up and took a quick shower, with her phone right outside on ring so she would hear it. She got out, check it just in case she missed a reply, then got dressed.

      Quynn packed up her stuff and double checked that she had a car coming to take her to Katherine’s parents’ house later that day. She was getting frustrated that she hadn’t heard a thing from Katherine.

      A knock on the door had her breathing easier. Katherine was back and they could go. No big deal. They would figure out Christian together.

      “Where the hell have you been?” she breathed as she opened the door.

      Christian pushed inside. “Where is she?”

      “What are you doing here?”

      “I’m looking for my girlfriend. Didn’t you get all the alerts this morning?”

      “She’s not your girlfriend anymore, Christian.”

      He shrugged, his smug smile firmly in place. Those thin lips and shifty eyes made him look like a timid frog. He was attractive enough, but he wasn’t as hot as he thought he was.

      “She’ll come back to me when she hears what I have to say.”

      Quynn snorted and crossed her arms, holding the door open with her foot. “She’ll never come back to you.”

      “Is she here?”

      Quynn shook her head. “Nope. Which you can plainly see.”

      He rolled his eyes like a teenager with attitude. “Fine. Then I’ll have to stop by her parents’ house this week so I can talk to her.”

      Quynn fought to keep her chin from dropping. “We’re not going there.”

      Christian chuckled. “Of course you are. Kate always stays with her parents when she’s in town. That’s why you don’t usually come with her.”

      Quynn hated that Kate shared so much information with him when they were together. She needed to be smarter than that. No more telling men who she really was. Especially not guys she’d only known for short time.

      “Tell her I’ll see her soon. Actually, I think I’ll text her. Give her my news first. Bye, Quynn.”

      Quynn glared at him as he walked out then let the door slam behind him. She had to warn Katherine.

      
        
          
            
              
        Christian was just here. He wants to talk to you. Knows we’re going to stay with your parents.

      

      

      

      

      

      Quynn tapped her phone on her palm and paced. It felt like forever, but she finally got a reply.

      
        
          
            
              
        Okay. Thanks. Talk later.

      

      

      

      

      

      “What the hell is that supposed to mean?”
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        * * *

      

      “How are things going so far?” Dillon asked Kristen when he caught up to her Friday mid-day.

      “Good,” she breathed. She looked rushed and distracted.

      “What do you need help with?”

      “Um… It’s fine.”

      “Kris, talk to me. What’s up? I’m here. I can help. I have nothing going on the rest of the weekend.”

      “I know you’re busy. It’s not a big deal.”

      “Kris,” he groaned.

      “Fine. We need help in the fields. We’re struggling to get everything set for tomorrow. We have our plans, but we need to get it all ready.”

      “I got it, Kris. Get your stuff ready for today. I’ll find Henry and Ryan and take care of tomorrow.”

      “Are you sure?”

      “Yes. Absolutely. Now go.”

      Kristen grinned and sucked in a deep breath. Her shoulders eased as her eyes closed. He felt like a shitty cousin for putting so much on her. They all worked together. She didn’t need to be so stressed.

      “Hey, Kristen?”

      “Yeah?”

      “Don’t hesitate to ask me for help, okay? This weekend or any time.”

      She paused a second then nodded. “Thanks, Dillon.”

      He nodded and headed back to his office. He shut down his computer, told his sister, Andie, he was leaving for the day, and headed home.

      Dillon’s home was his sanctuary as much as anything else. He had one of the two bedroom homes on Amavita Estates to himself. A lot of his cousins shared their houses, but Dillon always lived alone. For a while, he thought he was lucky, but lately he wondered if it was just because none of his cousins or siblings had any interest in living with him.

      Dillon stripped out of his work clothes and dragged on jeans and an Amavita Estates t-shirt. He went back out into the field, texting his cousins to find out where they were and what he could do to help.

      He met up with Henry and Ryan near the first tour stop. Kristen planned out a whole weekend of activities to kick off the summer over Memorial Day weekend. Saturday was supposed to be their biggest day, with a day of tours through the vineyard and tastings at each spot.

      But the best laid plans and all that…

      “What’s going on?”

      Henry sighed. “We’re just trying to figure out how we’re going to do all this.”

      “Like what?”

      “If we’re going to have tastings out here, we need a lot in place. We’ve been talking about this, but it doesn’t feel like it’s going to work.”

      “Have you guys finished up what you’re doing today?”

      Henry and Ryan shook their heads. “Not even close. We’ve been working on all this for Kristen. We haven’t done any trimming or had a chance to get to all the vines.”

      “Get out there. The most important thing is to make sure this vineyard stays running. I’ll work on the logistics for tomorrow.”

      Dillon went the opposite direction of Henry and Ryan, toward his parents’ house. He grabbed the golf cart his parents had and went to work.

      Hours later, Dillon was hot and sweaty and fucking exhausted. He straightened out everything with the tasting and got Kristen’s approval, along with Henry and Ryan’s. He helped his cousins in the field for the rest of the afternoon and went home feeling fucking fabulous.

      And exhausted.

      All he wanted to do was take a hot shower and crash. Too bad he had to go back to the wine and appetizers tasting event for the evening.

      Dillon allowed his gaze to travel over the fields he’d just left as he headed toward his home on the edge of the property. His cousins worked hard and they were doing well, but Dillon loved getting his hands dirty. As acting CEO, he no longer needed to work in the heat of the summer, but he loved it once in a while. He’d been feeling restless. Cooped up in the office was never his dream, but as the oldest, he didn’t get a choice. His dad had him assigned to the CEO role long before he went to college. Dillon liked to be outside, though. Get his hands dirty.

      As he rounded the corner toward his house, he groaned. On his front porch was a woman. He didn’t think he could give a woman what she needed after his long day, but he also only liked his women around when he asked them to be. He didn’t do well with drop-ins.

      Dillon drove closer, the electric cart silent and unnoticed by her, and examined the firm backside covered in stylish jeans as she bent low to look in the front windows. Her heavy breasts swung free when she leaned over, and his cock twitched in his shorts despite his exhaustion. Her long hair was the color of the dirt Dillon was covered in, and he wondered why the color was so sexy on her but not on anyone else.

      A few more seconds and he was within speaking distance of her, but he found himself inexplicably mute. He tried to place those hips, the gentle sway of her seductive ass, the breasts that were teasing him from a sideview, and the hair that he wanted spread over his pillow, but he couldn’t figure out who she was.

      If she was one of his former flings, he was pretty sure he would make time to see her again, but first he had to figure out who she was.

      Dillon cleared his throat and the woman jumped. She spun around and faced him, her rich brown eyes rendered him speechless as quickly as her hips and breasts had done before he looked into her eyes. She had eyes that reminded him of the cat his mother took in after finding it in the field one day, eyes that betrayed all her emotions and hid her true secrets.

      Son of a bitch.

      It was her. The woman he’d spent the night before with. The same one he hadn’t been able to get out of his head all day. Whose bed he left after three rounds of the most amazing sex of his life.

      And she was looking down at him, hands on hips, like gum on the bottom of her expensive looking boot.

      “I was told to come here. I thought someone was going to meet me.”

      She snapped him out of his trance, and he mirrored her aggressive stance. “Well, since this isn’t a hotel, I have no idea what you’re doing here.”

      Her face and demeanor changed instantly. She had the decency to look chagrined and he nearly smiled at her discomfort. “Shit, I’m sorry. The woman at the inn said I could stay here for the week. I have a reservation. I thought you were the person I was supposed to meet.”

      Her tone instantly softened him, although the longer he stared at her certain parts made him harder with the memory of the way she’d responded to him. For some reason he wanted to protect her, to take care of her. There was a fierceness in her eyes but also a vulnerability. He could tell her initial bravado was false, and in the face of defeat, she was beginning to crumble.

      Of course it also pissed him off that she didn’t seem to remember him at all and it’d been less than twenty-four hours since he’d licked her until she came then slid his cock deep into her.

      “I have no idea what you’re talking about. This is my house, not a part of the inn. You said you have a reservation?”

      “I do. Or I did. There was a family up there that said they had a reservation but something went wrong. They drove all day to get here only to find out they had nowhere to stay.”

      Dillon sighed wondering what it had to do with him and his house. And why his one night stand was on his porch.

      “We have lots of guests that like to come and see how things are done, taste the new wine, and enjoy the beautiful weather this time of year. I’m not sure how that relates to me.”

      “The woman at the inn said I could rent this house for the weekend. She said she’d work it out, but I didn’t know it was your house. I’ll go.”

      Her lower lip trembled, and he worried she was going to burst into tears. Instead she sucked in a shaky breath and straightened herself up. She lifted the suitcase tucked behind the porch column and started back down the steps.

      He stepped toward her as she descended the stairs, close enough that when she reached the bottom he caught a whiff of her sweet scent. It was soft and natural, not hidden behind a heavy stench like so many of the women he slept with. He noticed her face was bare again, only a dot of lipgloss coated her perfect bow shaped lips.

      She smiled at him as she walked past, her brown eyes sad, defeated. “I’m sorry I was rude to you.”

      She turned and started to walk away without another word. Dillon stood watching her for a few moments, frozen in place and trying to figure out what he should do.

      Before his brain fully kicked in, he called out to her, “Are you seriously just walking away? You weren’t here looking for me?”

      She turned, her eyes sliding down him. He wasn’t amused by the disinterested look in her eyes. There wasn’t even a glimmer of recognition.

      Wow. And he thought their night was pretty fucking fabulous. Nice to see she didn’t feel the same.

      “I’m sorry,” she said, shaking her head and starting to walk away. “I don’t think we know each other.”

      Dillon chuckled to himself. “I might not have told you my name last night, but I think I know you pretty damn well.”

      Her step faltered, and he wondered if she would turn and come back or simply keep walking. She seemed to be warring the same choices with herself. Finally, she threw back over her shoulder, “Where did we meet?”

      Dillon’s eyebrows rose and an amused grin curled his lips. “Matty’s in Ithaca. Before you even got a drink, we walked out the door. We went to your hotel next door, and, just in case you forgot, you came at least ten times in the three times we had sex.”

      Her gasp was just as throaty as the night before and his cock took notice. He happily would have her naked and screaming his name this time, but he wasn’t sure how he felt about his one night stand following him home.

      Even if a part of him was impressed.

      “How did you find me?” he asked.

      Her eyebrows winged up, angling high above eyes that slid over him again. She shook her head. “Are you really him?”

      “Who else would be able to tell you all that? Who the hell could I be?”

      She shook her head, avoiding his eyes for a minute. Every nerve in his body told him there was something off, something she wasn’t telling him, but he couldn’t shake the need to protect her. That flash of vulnerability he saw in her eyes told him he couldn’t let her walk away.

      “You can stay here,” Dillon finally said. “I have a guest bedroom. It’s not the luxury of the hotel, but it’s clean and it’s private.”

      “I can’t put you out like that. There has to be somewhere else.”

      He shook his head. “Not here. And you’ll have to drive a ways to find somewhere else. All the places to stay until you get up to Seneca Falls are small B&B’s. This weekend is big for everyone. You said a week?”

      She nodded.

      “It’s fine. We have a wine and appetizer night up at The Drunken Grape tonight and tours all day tomorrow if you want to see a little more of the vineyard. Come on in and chill out for a bit. We’ll head up together and straighten all this out.”

      He heard her muttering something to herself before she finally gave in and headed back to him. “I’m not putting out again,” she stated when she stood in front of him, her dark eyes blazing with anger and a hint of fear.

      Dillon leaned back on his heels and looked down at her. He kept his eyes focused on hers, willing himself not to drift from her face. “I don’t remember saying that was part of the deal.”

      She looked him over, taking her time. He stood there and took it, knowing she wouldn’t find him lacking. He kept himself in very good shape, especially for his thirty-seven years. She’d definitely found him more than adequate the night before. Sharing a house instead of a bed was much less of an intrusion. And hell, he was the one letting her into his home.

      “Thank you,” she finally said, meeting his eyes.

      “You’re welcome. Can we go in now? I’ll show you around then I need to shower before we go back to The Drunken Grape. By the way, I’m Dillon Young.”

      “I’m…Katherine Price,” she said, almost as though she couldn’t remember her name. He narrowed his eyes wondering why she hesitated before giving her name, but Dillon realized he didn’t care. She was staying with him for the weekend and then would be at the inn and gone from his life forever.

      Besides, it wasn’t like she could hurt him.
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      Dillon opened his door and stepped back to allow Katherine in first. She smiled at him and stepped inside. She didn’t really know what to think of him. He was gorgeous, that was obvious, but it was also obvious he was one of the workers on the vineyard.

      When Katherine booked her trip to Amavita Estates, she wasn’t sure she’d actually keep the reservation. It was on a whim. She’d been considering buying a place in the area so she could have a home when she was touring the northeast. Small towns were usually good at keeping secrets and didn’t care who you were as long as you didn’t cause trouble. She figured her week off would give her time to look around the town and decide if she wanted to live there. She woke up that morning ready to abandon all her plans and go straight to her parents’ house, but then she got Quynn’s text. Christian was back and wouldn’t hesitate to go to her parents’ house to find her. Which meant she had to hide and figure out her next move.

      Starting with finding a place to stay. Her room was being moved into by a family of four so she couldn’t go back to the inn. Staying with her one night stand wasn’t a great idea either, but she was stuck.

      Katherine glanced around his place and eyed him at the same time. He looked different than the night before. More rugged and a bit dirtier, but sexy as all hell. She stared at his hands, blushing when she thought about the things he did to her with them.

      Too bad she wasn’t positive it was actually him.

      It wouldn’t have been the first time someone pretended to know her when they didn’t.

      The only thing she was grateful for so far was Dillon clearly didn’t know who she really was. If he did, he likely would have been falling all over himself to do everything for her, or trying to get her back into bed. Katherine wasn’t prepared for any of that, not when she was so fragile.

      Dillon’s home was well appointed with wide plank wood floors, an open floor plan that allowed her to see the spacious kitchen, cozy dining room, and large living room in one sweeping view. The kitchen looked high end, with handmade cabinets and natural stone counters. A farmhouse sink sat front and center with an array of stainless steel appliances surrounding it.

      The living room was just as nice with an insanely comfortable looking black microfiber couch, an ottoman to rest your feet on, and a TV that would put any movie theater to shame.

      “It’s not much but it’s home. This way to your room,” Dillon said as he turned into an opening between the kitchen and living room. Katherine glanced around and realized there weren’t any other doors which meant she and Dillon would be sleeping close to each other.

      Unless he left.

      She really hoped he had somewhere else to stay for the weekend.

      She took a deep breath and followed him, pulling her suitcase behind her. Dillon went right in the small hallway into a brightly lit guest room that would be more than comfortable for her. The queen sized bed was covered in fluffy white bedding and looked inviting. Katherine stashed her suitcase in the corner of the room, aware of Dillon’s eyes following her.

      “You have a private bathroom right through here and you are welcome to use the closet and dresser. Make yourself at home. My room is on the other end of the hall. Oh, and your door locks in case you’re worried about me taking advantage of you.”

      He walked out with that running through her head. A few minutes later she heard the water turn on in the bathroom she assumed was in his bedroom. Visions swamped her, images she couldn’t erase. Fantasies about Dillon’s body beneath those clothes, about what he would do to her if she went to join him. She closed her eyes and could envision the water running streaks through his dirt stained skin, washing every inch of him clean.

      It took everything she had in her not to let her gaze travel over him while they were talking on the porch. Under normal circumstances she wouldn’t have been shy about appraising a man, but she was scared. She had to be careful until she figured out what she was going to do, what her next move needed to be. Who she could trust.

      And she needed to stay hidden.

      Katherine was fairly certain the longer she stayed under the same roof with Dillon the harder it would be to avoid jumping him. He was just a vineyard worker, but if he was who he said he was, he had magical hands. And tongue. And that cock of his. She shivered at the memory of him.

      Her people would have a fit if she spent more than a night with him, but she knew the only way she’d ever find the love she sung about in her songs would be to find someone that didn’t know who she was, someone who would love her for her before he knew her as Kate Maddox, country superstar.

      She imagined going to Dillon, finding out if his door was locked, and stripping off her clothes before she stepped into the shower with him. She could picture her hands sliding over his heated skin, the water pooling around her fingers and running over her body from his.

      Kate had her share of lovers in her life, but none who stuck for long. The guy in the bar was the only one she’d been with at all in far too long. She was in a dry spell if there ever was one, and she knew her reaction to Dillon was partly because of how little action she’d gotten lately. He was insanely attractive. That rough look was something she’d always gone for. She could almost feel his calloused hands on her skin, teasing her into a frenzy all over again.

      Her skin heated with her memories of him, and her panties dampened. She stood up and shook her head, catching sight of herself in the mirror hanging over the dresser. “Come on, Katherine, get your head together. You’re here for no time at all, and he’d be all over your money instead of you if he knew who you were.”

      With her resolve in tact, Katherine lifted her suitcase onto the bed and unzipped it. She pulled out a few pairs of jeans, underwear, a couple of t-shirts, some nicer tops, and a couple of dresses. The dresses had been a weakness, not quite stage clothes, but the types of clothes she usually wore when going out. She wanted to be prepared for anything.

      With a sigh Katherine unpacked her suitcase, stashing clothes in the closet and her underwear in the drawers. Even if she was only there a night or two, she felt better when her suitcase was unpacked. She might as well make herself comfortable.

      She used the bathroom, washing her hands and face, then went back to the living room to explore. The kitchen was well stocked and so was the movie collection. Katherine knew she wouldn’t be bored sitting around there all day. She almost regretted not bringing her guitar but she never would have escaped if she had. Something that big would be hard to hide when you’re running away.

      She wandered through the living room, picking up pictures of his family as she went. He had a big family, lots of brothers and sisters, or maybe cousins judging by the pictures of older couples she saw. They looked happy.

      Katherine wondered again at the home. His employers had to be pretty awesome to build him such a nice house on their property. Of course, she assumed he didn’t own it, but it was pretty great of them to house their employees.

      Katherine had found Amavita Estates wines when she was growing up. Her parents had always drunk the local brand, being from Syracuse, New York, and wanting to support the vineyard on the Finger Lakes. When Katherine was younger, her family took a trip there. The area was so beautiful Katherine swore she’d come back if she ever got a chance.

      After her music career took off, Katherine barely had time for anything fun. It was only part of the reason she wanted a home in the area. She was sick of living out of a suitcase and eating room service three meals a day. If she was lucky, maybe Dillon would let her use the kitchen while she was there.

      The water turned off in the shower and Katherine breathed a little deeper. She wanted to appear relaxed and at ease in his home even though she was anything but. Dillon’s door opened and he turned the corner, pulling his shirt over his head, giving her a glimpse of firm muscles, tanned skin, and a path of hair that highlighted exactly where she wanted to be going.

      It was going to be a long few days.
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      “Thanks for waiting. Sorry about that. Uh, are you ready to go?” Dillon asked, avoiding looking at Katherine.

      He thought about her while he was in the shower. She was stunning, sophisticated in an understated way. The way she moved and the way she talked back to him turned him on more than he cared to admit. Even if he hadn’t been covered in dirt he would have needed a shower so he could separate himself from her.

      Not that the shower helped him. He left the door unlocked as much from habit as from hope that she would join him. Dillon wasn’t stupid enough to invite her, not after she’d declared there would be no more sex, but a man could dream. After the cold water failed to calm his desire for her, he turned it to hot and took the edge off his need.

      And then he saw her again. She was standing near the window overlooking the vineyard. It was one of the places he always stood when he was trying to figure something out. He loved looking out over the land his grandparents had turned into a thriving winery. Tina and Carmelo Richliano moved to New York from Italy when they were just married. They wanted to escape from her angry family who thought they shouldn’t be together and decided to start their life together in the States.

      Carmelo worked on a vineyard in Italy so it only made sense to find one when they moved to the United States. He worked at a small vineyard for a family that took them in and treated them as their own. When the family retired, Tina and Carmelo decided to take it over. They started with the one, then slowly acquired more and more land and surrounding vineyards as the business grew. All in all they bought up seventy-three acres in eight different purchases, each including a home or two, plenty of space for Dillon, his three siblings, their five cousins, and the aunts.

      When Carmelo died in a car accident, Tina brought their four daughters in to help run the vineyard. Dillon was the only one of the cousins who was born at that time, but he was too young to remember his grandfather. His parents and the other aunts stepped up. Aunt Christina was seeing Uncle David, one of the workers on the vineyard, when Carmelo died. Aunt Jo was dating Uncle Victor, but they were both in college at the time. The six of them, along with the oldest sister, Dillon’s Aunt Marie, stepped up their efforts to maintain the family vineyard.

      Almost a year ago, the aunts agreed they were ready to step down from the business and turned Amavita Estates over to their nine children. In the last year Dillon had watched three of his cousins and his sister find love, but Dillon was too focused on work to consider love would be in his future any time soon.

      As the oldest of the grandchildren, Dillon took on the biggest burden himself. He wanted to protect his siblings and cousins from any hardships. He spent too many hours of his first year as CEO in the office, but he was feeling restless and wanted to get out more.

      Sometimes Dillon wanted to back off a little, but he knew he wouldn’t. It wasn’t like he had anything else in his life worthwhile. He kept women in his bed because he was lonely at times, but not lonely enough to want to keep any of them around. He’d worked too hard to risk losing everything over a woman.

      Katherine turned and smiled at him, her eyes quickly drifting over his body. His heart rate kicked up under her appraisal, but her face stayed neutral, leaving Dillon to wonder what she thought of him. It didn’t matter, he told himself. She would be gone soon just like they all were.

      “I’m ready,” Katherine finally said. “Is this a fancy kind of thing or am I
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