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  What to Know Before you Read


Rock N' Run is meant for adults and contains explicit and graphic sexual scenes and language. There are also themes and discussions involving addiction, alcoholism, alcohol consumption, a car accident, and anxiety. 
Also, the male character in this story chooses a very unconventional path for handling his addiction. This path is NOT recommended and is intended for entertainment purposes only.
It is this author's intent to never cause harm or distress with her words. If ever you feel there should be a warning about any subject or scene in her work, please reach out to her through her social media or email so she can evaluate and consider your concerns.
Email: dawnloveofficial@gmail.com






  
  Stance on Generative AI


No part of this book has been knowingly created by generative AI. It is this author's stance that generative AI is detrimental to human creativity and hurts human artists and their endeavors. As such, no part of any of her work - writing, photography, narrating, cover design, editing, proofreading, illustrating, or any other service, will be knowingly crafted by generative AI. This author only uses creators she trusts to have and put forth the same values with their work. If, however, some portion of the work she has hired out is ever found to have been created by using generative AI at any time, she will do everything within her power to immediately make corrections and re-hire her work out to other service providers with the same ethical values she holds. 
[image: ]







  
  To all of you naughty smut lovers who thoroughly enjoy an obnoxiously flirty man. May he whisper sexy innuendos in your ear in a growly voice to make you blush and gush.
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  “When we are no longer able to change a situation, we are challenged to change ourselves.” —Viktor E. Frankl









  
  Chapter One

Star


My tires crunch loudly as they slowly trudge through the ever-deepening snow and ice, and the sound echoes throughout the car. The heater, blasting full force to ward off the chill that is determined to seep into the cracks and crevices of the Jeep, is the only other noise to permeate the quiet. I've turned off my music in an effort to clear my head, and the hum of the heater and crunch of the tires offer me the white noise I need to drown out the normal chaos that runs through my brain. The backroad I'm on is deserted except for me and the occasional deer or two, so there isn't even the noise of passing cars to mar the serenity of my drive. 
The white stuff has been falling steadily from the sky all day, and I'm loving every minute of it. Thank God for four-wheel drive. It has been a long damn time since I've had to try to drive through piles and drifts, and although I find it a bit nerve-wracking, it is also strangely peaceful.
A smile crosses my face as I realize the most important thing about this drive through a winter wonderland – this trip is exactly what I needed when I needed it most. 
One month. One month of blessed quiet. I'm disappearing for a while. No deadlines or time restraints. No rushing here or there. No chaos. Just me, my guitar, a notebook, and a stack of best-selling novels that I've been meaning to read.
I've been living out of a suitcase for far too long. And though I love my profession and it has been my ultimate dream come true, I kind of miss having a place I can come home to every night. I suppose you could say my tour bus is home, but it just isn't the same. I miss living in one place. I miss the laid-back simplicity of life in a small-town community. I miss living where you can walk down the street and everyone you pass knows your name and asks how your mom and dad are fairing. I miss the peaceful nights sitting on my front porch swing and listening to the sounds of nature while I lazily strum my guitar.
Hard to believe that I would miss something so simple when I have the privilege and honor of getting on stage almost every night to tens of thousands of adoring fans screaming my name. Yeah, everybody knows me.
I'm Star MacKenna, and I'm currently the top-selling female crossover artist of the decade. I was raised on country music, and that's where my career began, but I've always loved some good old rock 'n roll. I have fun singing in both genres so when my songs started taking off on the rock charts, I decided to roll with it. So, how did I end up on a back road in the middle of winter in the hills and hollers of Kentucky?
I got burnt out.
Rather, I'm on the verge of burning out. I've been on tour almost non-stop with only the occasional break here and there. For years I've pushed myself, my band, my stage crew, and everybody else involved with producing my sold-out shows until we're all at our breaking point. It's my fault. It was completely my choice to have such an aggressive and exhausting tour schedule. I'm not a tyrant, but I expect the same level of commitment from my employees that I put in myself. I take pride in my music, my work ethic, and my creativity.
Therein lies the problem. I've pushed so hard for so long that my creativity has all but dried up. No creativity means no new songs. No new songs means I'm not pleasing my fans. Not pleasing my fans means that my shows and sales begin to suffer.
I promised myself a long time ago that I wouldn't do that. I swore I wouldn't push myself to this kind of breaking point. But here I am.
One night about two weeks ago I was sleeping restlessly as we were traveling to yet another city to perform, and I woke up in a cold sweat. Panic attack. Major panic attack. I couldn't breathe. The bed felt as if it was spinning out of control, and though there was noise all around me, the silence that filled my ears was deafening. My world went from being wide open and full of promise down to the eye of a needle in a single heartbeat. It seemed to last forever, but eventually, the stranglehold on my body, on my lungs, and my mind, began to ease.
When I finally felt I could breathe again I picked up the phone and called my best friend. She's always been my voice of reason and she helped me to sort things out, to make sense of what I was feeling. Once I was able to pinpoint what was happening to me, I knew the best thing I could do for everyone was to take a break.
I didn't even wait until the next morning before I called my manager, and started the ball rolling. The remainder of my shows were canceled with promises to reschedule, refunds given, and my band and crew were given time off – with pay. I began my search for my getaway spot before I ever got off the phone with my manager.
A cabin. A cabin secluded in the mountains with nobody around for miles and miles. I need to be alone. I need to rest. I need to reset my body and mind. Hell, I even feel the need to reset my heart.
Why is that? I've not had much luck in the relationship department. I've dated – short-term and long-term. It never goes anywhere. I've been so dedicated to my career, to my craft, that I haven't allowed anyone else to take up room in my heart. And truthfully, if the people I dated had really wanted a lasting relationship with me, I feel as if they wouldn't have let me push them away, to close them out so easily. I mean, if they had truly wanted me don't you think they would have tried a little harder? Nope. All it has ever taken is a phone call from me saying it was over for whatever reason I came up with on the fly.
It isn't that I don't want someone in my life, I do. I really do. I suppose I just don't feel that I've found the person I'm meant to be with yet. Maybe I'm crazy for believing in some cosmic joining, some mystical romantic alignment, but I really feel that when the right person comes into my life, the stars will align, and we'll both know, without a doubt, that we're each other's person.
Then again, I suppose there's a chance that I'm completely clueless when it comes to love. It's much easier to write and sing songs about it than to go through it. Maybe one of these days it will happen. For now, I just want to concentrate on this respite. I desperately need it. 
When the GPS tells me it is time to turn, I make a left and begin the climb up a steep incline, and the four-wheel-drive of the Jeep kicks into gear, shifting into low and gripping the terrain to keep me from slipping and sliding. I suppose many people would be freaked out, but I'm having the time of my life. This is more fun than I could have imagined!
I round a bend in the road and spot a cabin in a clearing just as the GPS tells me I've reached my destination. I'm pleasantly surprised that there is smoke coming from a tall chimney. I assume the owner decided to get the house nice and toasty for me. As cold as it is right now, the heat from a roaring fire is going to feel amazing. I'm going to get the car unloaded, settle in, and then curl up with a glass of wine and one of these books.
It's going to be the perfect ending to my day and the perfect beginning to my vacation.
I pull the Jeep around to the side of the cabin and am surprised to find a black SUV parked next to the side door. Odd. The caretaker had texted me earlier to get an approximate arrival time. but he didn't say anything about stopping by to welcome me. Well, I suppose I'll have to play nice for a few minutes before I get that glass of wine.
I park the car and jump out to stretch my legs before I grab one of my bags from the backseat and one of the bottles of wine from the case I brought with me, and climb the steps of the snow-covered deck. I check my phone for the key code to get in the house. A grin splits my face once I've punched in the last number and I hear the welcoming click of the door unlocking. I love it when things work as they're supposed to.
I enter a mudroom and immediately begin to stomp the snow from my boots. So I don't track in a wintry mess to be cleaned up, I slip them from my feet and stretch my toes inside my thick wool socks. Taking a deep breath I close my eyes and let the cinnamon sugar scent of the air freshener the cleaning people have used tickle my nose. It smells so amazing and the fresh-baked cookies scent makes my stomach rumble with hunger.
"Hello?" I call out to the caretaker in hopes that I don't startle him with my sudden presence, but I'm met with no response. I call out louder, but I'm still met with silence. The only thing I can think to do at this point is to just go ahead and wander the house and see if I can find him. I desperately want to say our greetings and then send him on his merry little way.
I step out of the mudroom and into the kitchen and am excited to see that everything looks just as it did on the website. The white granite countertops are accentuated by the rustic feel of the dark mahogany wood of the cabinets. And though the appliances are modern, they too have that backwoods, rustic feel that I had been looking for during my search for the perfect hideaway. Once again I smile as I see a plate of cookies waiting on the counter. How sweet! It wasn't an artificial scent that had greeted me. It was actual cookies! I set the wine on the countertop and begin to look around.
I wander into the living room and am immediately drawn to the fireplace. Whoever designed the cabin knew what they were doing by making the fireplace the focal point. The stones look as if they've been pulled from a mountain riverbed – rounded and smooth even in their myriad of sizes and shades. Simply gorgeous! The dark gray carpet is thick, plush, and I can't wait to sink my bare toes into it and enjoy the luxuriousness.
I continue on, wandering through the remaining downstairs rooms. With each room I enter I'm more and more impressed. When I hear movement from upstairs, I decide to head up and investigate. Hopefully, this man is just putting last-minute touches on things and will be easily dismissed.
When I reach the top of the staircase I look left and right. Then zeroing in on the open door that should contain the main bedroom, I walk to it and step through the doorway. Suddenly, I stop in my tracks.
There are someone's belongings scattered around the room. Clothes are laid out on the bed waiting to be worn while others are tossed haphazardly across the arm of a chair. A bottle of water sits on a nightstand, half full. A book with a bookmark sticking out sits next to it. A pair of sneakers and a pair of boots are lined up next to the door.
I'm having a hard time making sense of this when the door to the bathroom opens and every thought I've ever had leaves my brain as a naked man steps into the room, face hidden while rubbing a cream-colored towel over his wet hair.
A tall, naked, buff man with some of the sexiest tattoos I've ever seen has just stepped out of my dreams and into the bedroom I'm supposed to be sleeping in for the next month.
All I can do is stand there, mouth agape, and wonder who the hell he is, and what he's doing here. More importantly, what I'm going to do about him?
And as I'm standing there with my brain whirling in confusion, my body - that greedy, sex-starved bitch - betrays me by lusting after what is clearly the finest specimen of the male form I've ever laid my eyes on.
Fuck…






  
  Chapter Two

Beck


Hot spray from the showerhead rains down on me as I wash off the sweat from my workout. My muscles are pleasantly tired and the warmth from the steamy shower feels amazing. I've always been haphazard with my workouts, but recently, they've become the mental and physical boost that I've needed to keep me sane. You see, I suppose you can say I had a bit of an epiphany. It took me twenty-nine years, but when it hit, it did so with a bang. 
Sometimes life just rolls right along. Sometimes life brings you to a stop sign. Other times you come to a fork in the road and you have to choose a direction. That's where I'm currently at. I've hit a fork in the road of my life and I have to make a choice. I can choose to continue my destructive ways and die – a dead-end road, if you will. Or, I can choose to change my bad habits and live
Several days ago I had a wake-up call – that epiphany I was telling you about. It only took me totaling my brand-new truck and finding myself upside down in a ditch for me to realize that I've gone about as far as I can go on the road I've been traveling. It's time to make a decision.
Alcoholism runs in my family and I've known all my life just how destructive liquor can be when it's abused. You would have thought that knowing this I would have developed an aversion to it. 
Wrong.
Maybe it has as much to do with my lifestyle and career as it does with that familial connection. Whatever. No matter the root cause, it's time, past time even, for me to get my shit together.
I'm not ready to die.
When I managed to walk away from the wreck without a scratch, I knew that it was a sign. Somebody or something, whether God, fate, or the universe, was telling me it was time to figure shit out. So, while I waited with my ass stranded on a steep embankment on a back road in Tennessee for a tow truck to come and haul my gigantic piece of scrap metal out of the ditch, I pulled out my phone and got busy.
I called my manager. I called my band. I called my baby sister, Drea.
I needed to get away. I needed to isolate. I needed time to learn how to live without the crutch I've depended on for most of my adult life. When I was done making a multitude of calls, I pulled up a website and found a place to hide for a while.
I've been at the cabin in Kentucky for two days now. And though I can still feel my body detoxing from the large amount of alcohol that floated through my system when I found myself hanging upside down in the cab of my truck, I already feel better. I suppose I was lucky that I had taken the time to put on my seatbelt. My guess is that if I hadn't, I would likely have been thrown from the truck and not survived.
During my short time here I've been reading, watching a little television, doing strenuous daily workouts, having remote therapy sessions, and doing a ton of thinking and re-evaluating. I've been left with more questions than answers, but as my therapist says, at least I'm finally asking the questions. It's definitely a step in the right direction.
Yeah, I've been trying to keep busy. If I have too much unoccupied time on my hands, I'm afraid I'll give in and go searching for some liquid relief. I even baked some snickerdoodle cookies today. Hooray for slice-and-bake cookie dough! Quick and easy!
At some point, I'm going to have to go back to my life, back to my career. I love it too much to just abandon it. Music is and will always be a part of who I am. But when I do go back, there are going to have to be changes. No more pre-gaming with the band if there is going to be alcohol around. No more going back to the tour bus and tossing back shots after a show. No more pop-up appearances at clubs to make it into the press – the temptation to drink will just be too high.
No, I definitely can't live the same old rockstar life anymore. Who am I?
I'm Beck Harlow and I'm the lead singer for Break the Cage.
We've only recently hit it big. We struggled for years and years playing small gigs all across the country. We signed with a record label years ago and thought we'd really done something. That was great until the record label went belly up and left us standing around holding our balls wondering what to do.
We finally got our big break about two years ago when a scout from a major label heard us at a three-day music festival he was attending with his teenage kids. We were somehow lucky enough to get to play as one of the fill-in acts between the big-name bands. It was great! We came off stage the first day and he basically swooped us up, threw us on an airplane and within a few days we were signed. Crazy, right? Sometimes that's just the way it goes.
We've all lived the typical rockstar life since then. Drinking, partying, raising hell. It's definitely been a lot of fun and everything that a young rocker dreams of. But lately, I've been getting so drunk that I black out. I can't remember anything. I wake up and have no idea who I'm with or how I've gotten there.
Women? Yeah, there have been a lot of them. I couldn't begin to tell you how many. And while I've definitely had some great times with them, something just hasn't been hitting right with me lately. Maybe it's because I see how happy Drea is with her husband and three kids. They're just this perfect little family unit and I think it has finally dawned on me that one of these days, maybe sooner rather than later, I would love to have that. I do actually want to find love and settle down. I think I'd even like to have children someday.
That's never going to happen when there's a different woman in my bed every few days. I don't want to live like that anymore.
I grab the shampoo and begin to wash my hair, massaging my scalp to try to get rid of the headache that has been a nagging reminder that my body is going through changes with my detox. One thing is for sure, the alcohol goes down much more smoothly than it leaves.
Suddenly, I think I hear a noise. I pause in my washing and listen, but it's incredibly hard to hear anything over the sound of the shower running. After a moment I give up and continue getting clean. Once I've rinsed my body of the soap, I lean my head back one more time to let the water run through my hair and then switch off the shower knobs.
I grab a towel as I step from the stall and mostly dry my body before tackling my dripping hair. Looking at myself in the bathroom mirror, I can hardly recognize the man that is reflected. It's odd. This is exactly who I set out to be and not at all who I set out to be, all wrapped up in one. I like who I am and how far I've come, but I'm not liking some of the decisions and actions I've taken on my way here.
Yes, definitely time for a change.
With my hair still dripping, I try again to dry up some of the water and as I step into the bedroom to grab some sweatpants, I mentally begin running through some of our songs. I've been trying to do this a few times a day, too. I don't want to go stale while I'm getting myself right.
When a voice, a smooth and sexy female voice, suddenly starts speaking to me, I almost have a heart attack.
"Interesting. The website didn't say anything about naked men being one of the amenities."
"What the?" I drop the towel and stand there, stunned. "Who are you? How did you get in…" I look her up and down and suddenly a lightbulb goes off as I realize who she is. "Wait. I know you. Holy shit! You're Star MacKenna!"
"Ding, ding, ding! We have a winner! Now. How about you tell me who you are and why you're…" She narrows her eyes at me as recognition dawns on her. "Well, damn. I know who you are, too. Beck Harlow. What are the chances?"
"Well, I can't say as this is how I thought we would be meeting, but nice to meet you all the same, Star." I step forward to shake her hand with a huge grin on my face. I've been a fan of this little lady for a long damn time.
"Woah…" When she holds up both hands in the universal sign to "slow up," it dawns on me that I'm completely naked and I take a step back and chuckle. 
"Sorry. Let me just put some clothes on."
I quickly grab the gray sweats I have lying on the bed and slip them on before rummaging through my suitcase, pulling out a T-shirt, and quickly pulling it over my head. I look back over to where she stands with an incredulous look on her face and I smile once again before stepping back to her and extending my hand. "Hi. It's very nice to meet you. Now, umm…why are you in my bedroom and how did you get in?"
"Nice to meet you as well, but I would like to know the same thing. This is supposed to be my bedroom."
"I've been here for two days. I rented this place out for a month."
"So did I! You've got to be kidding me. How in the hell did this happen?" She waves her hands in frustration.
"Well, I don't know what to tell you, and I don't mean to be rude, but I was here first, so…"
She looks around and I can see the disappointment on her face. "Yeah. I guess I'll just call the caretaker and see if we can get this straightened out. When exactly did you rent out the cabin?"
"Oh, just a couple of days ago. It was a spur-of-the-moment kind of decision."
"Ah ha! Well, then, I'm sure you can find somewhere else to stay. I rented this place out almost two weeks ago. My rental agreement has definitely been in place longer than yours. I tell you what. I'll even be gracious about it and let you stay the night as it's getting late and the roads are getting pretty rough. But you definitely need to clear out of this bedroom. It's mine."
I can see that we're going to butt heads over this. She isn't going to like it, but I'm not going anywhere. You snooze, you lose? First come, first served? Something like that. "Sweetheart, I'm not going anywhere. And as far as the bedroom," I look over to the bed with a mischievous grin, "believe me when I say you're not going to want to sleep in that bed. Not after the things I've done in it." I let that last statement linger in the air. I haven't really done anything. I'm talking about the night sweats I've been having as I'm detoxing. But there's no reason for her to know about that, right? She can think what she will. That bed is mine. Now…if she wanted to share it, that'd be a different story. Unfortunately, I'm not getting that vibe from her.
"Eww! You're gross! Ugh! Fine. I'll take another room for the night, but tomorrow, those sheets get washed and your ass hits the road."
I kind of feel bad for her as she's come all this way so I decide to change my tactic. "Look. There's obviously been a mixup. We'll get it straightened out. As you pointed out, there really isn't anything to be done tonight other than making a phone call. Let's just make the best of a fucked up situation and deal with it tomorrow. Alright by you?"
"Whatever." 
She rolls her eyes and huffs at me as she turns and stomps out of the room to go search for a new place to sleep. Too bad she isn't staying. She looks just as fine from the back as she does from the front. I bet we could have some fun if she'd loosen up a bit.
At that moment my stomach decides to growl and I realize it's definitely time for some food. I worked up an appetite during my workout and since she doesn't seem too eager to let me take a bite out of her, I guess I'll go round up some dinner.
Son of a bitch, I think as I shake my head in awe while I jog down the stairs.
Star fucking MacKenna. What are the chances?






  
  Chapter Three

Star


How the hell did this happen? You can't tell me that the management company didn't realize they'd rented the property to two people at the same time. This is crazy. 
I stand in the middle of one of the smaller bedrooms and shake my head in disbelief as I look around at the cozy decor. I've chosen a bedroom that is as far away as possible from the one currently occupied by Beck. If he's doing what he insinuated he's doing in that bed, I don't want to hear it tonight. I'm tired and my plans for the evening have obviously been changed.
I drop my bag on the bed and remember that I still have to finish unloading the Jeep so I head back downstairs to get the rest of my things and the few groceries that I stopped for in the last town I came through. As I go to walk through the kitchen, I'm startled to see Beck standing there. He isn't moving. He's just standing there like a statue staring at the bottle of wine I left on the counter.
"Umm, are you alright?" When he jerks his head around and looks at me with surprise, I can't help but giggle.
"Damn it! Stop doing that!"
"Sorry. I thought you heard me come in."
I head for the mudroom and have my hand on the doorknob when I hear him come up behind me.
"What are you doing?"
I turn back around and face him with what I'm sure is an incredulous look on my face. "Obviously, I'm getting the rest of my things. I have my clothes, my guitar, some groceries... Of course," I smile up at him and bat my eyes, "you could be a real gentleman and help me carry everything inside."
"I could. But then you will have high expectations of me and want me to help you carry everything out again when you leave tomorrow. Why don't you just grab the bare bones of what you need for tonight and then you won't have so much to cart back out to your car tomorrow?" He grins back at me and I can't help but turn my own smile into a sneer as I narrow my eyes in warning.
"Seriously. I'm not going anywhere, Beck. The cabin is mine. And believe me, if I can be rid of you faster, I will carry every last one of your belongings to your own car for you. Or, if you're going to be an ass, I suppose I could make it easy on myself and just open a window and toss them out. Save us both a little time and effort."
"You've got quite the smart mouth on you, don't you? Interesting." The grin that crosses his face makes me tingle in all the right places. "I think I like it."
I roll my eyes at him and hurry out the door. I grab my guitar case and as I reach to pick up one of the bags of groceries, I hear him curse. The feeling of victory makes my inner competitor do a tap dance.
"Damn it! Let me put some shoes on."
He quickly slips on some boots and comes to help me carry in the rest of my things.
"Shit! It's cold out here!"
"Maybe you should have grabbed a coat, too?"
"I'm not going to be out here that long, honey. I can handle the cold for a few minutes."
We work quickly and manage to get everything into the cabin in two trips. I take my things up to my temporary bedroom and when I come back down Beck is unloading the cold grocery items into the refrigerator. I catch him occasionally glancing at the bottle of wine and as I'm not a complete bitch, decide to offer him a glass. I reach into the clear-fronted cabinet that is filled with wine glasses and pull one down for myself. "I have plenty of wine with me if you'd like a glass."
"No. No. That's fine. I don't need any alcohol." His tone is clipped and I raise my eyebrows in confusion.
"Alright. Well, my plan for the night had been to have a liquid dinner – as in, that bottle of wine is my dinner. So when all this is put away, I'm going to go relax by that fire in the living room and get a bit tipsy while I catch up on some reading. You can go," I
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