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      Jaci Burton is a New York Times bestselling author who lives in Oklahoma with her husband and dogs. She has three grown children, who are all scattered around
         the country having lives of their own. A lover of sports, Jaci can often tell what season it is by what sport is being played.
         She watches entirely too much television, including an unhealthy amount of reality TV. When she isn’t on deadline, Jaci can
         be found at her local casino, trying to become a millionaire (so far, no luck). She’s a total romantic and loves a story with
         a happily ever after, which you’ll find in all her books.
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      She is one distraction he simply can’t resist...

      
      When a movie crew asks to film on his cattle ranch, Logan McCormack doesn’t expect Desiree Jenkins, the young star with the
         bad-girl rep, to be so open, so down-to-earth . . . or so intimately interested in him.
      

      
      Des is desperate for an escape from paparazzi and gossip columns, and she’s found it at Logan’s ranch. But more than that,
         she’s hoping that this real-life cowboy will be the one to accept her for who she is, and give her the kind of happily ever
         after that can’t be found in the movies.
      

   



      
      
      To the toughest, and also the most honorable, the most gentle, and the most loving man I’ve ever known—my husband, Charlie.
            Thank you for being the calm in the rough waters of my life, my shoulder to cry on, and for giving me the love I’ve always
            needed.
      

   



      
      
      Chapter 1

      
      LOGAN MCCORMACK HAD to have been drunk or out of his goddamned mind to have agreed to let a movie crew film on his ranch.

      
      Why he thought it had been a good idea was beyond him. But Martha, the ranch cook and house manager, was starstruck, and when
         she’d heard who the lead actress was—some name Logan had already forgotten, alongside some freakin’ hunk of the month as
         her costar—Martha had gone all melty and told him it would be good for business.
      

      
      Plus, the production company had offered a buttload of cash, and he wasn’t the type to turn down extra money. Since they’d
         be filming on the east side of the property, which was mostly hills and grassland and nowhere near their cattle operation,
         they’d be out of the way. So at the time it had seemed like a good idea.
      

      
      They’d come in a week ago, a convoy of semis and trailers and black SUVs. Logan had been working the fence property and had
         seen them driving in. Hell, it was a Hollywood parade. It looked like the whole damn town had showed up at the gates to the ranch to witness it. He’d gotten all the gossip about it when Martha had served up dinner.
         She’d talked it up nonstop, her voice more animated than he’d heard in a long time.
      

      
      “I’m pretty sure Desiree Jenkins and Colt Stevens are on our property as we speak,” Martha had said as she’d laid the salad
         on the table. “Are you going to go check it out, Logan?”
      

      
      “Why would I want to do that?” he’d asked, way more interested in eating than he was in the goings-on at the east property.

      
      “You rented them the land. It’s your responsibility to make sure they’re settled in.”

      
      He’d said no, and Martha had argued. And when Martha argued about something, it was best you just do whatever she wanted because
         she wasn’t the type to let a topic die.
      

      
      “I’ll go see about it in a few days.” That few days had turned into a week, and Martha had been nearly apoplectic that he
         hadn’t stopped by the movie set yet. Which could affect what she served for dinner, since Martha in a snit meant she could
         take to her room with some kind of mystery ailment, and he’d end up eating baloney sandwiches for dinner instead of a hot
         meal.
      

      
      So after he was done with his work the next day, he climbed into his truck and drove over to the site. Crews had already finished
         building the set for . . . whatever movie it was they were filming. Some post-apocalyptic-futuristic something or other, supposedly
         set on another planet. The sparse vegetation, scrub, and hills of the east property would work just fine for it, he supposed.
         He’d signed the contracts and deposited the check, but hadn’t bothered to pay attention to the name of the film. He wasn’t
         much of a moviegoer. To go to the movies meant heading into town, and he’d rather sit on the porch and have a beer at night.
         He liked the quiet. If he wanted to see a movie, he had a television and one of those subscription accounts. That was good
         enough for him.
      

      
      Martha was right. It already looked like they’d built a small town on some of the flatlands out there. He parked his truck on the rise, popped open the beer he’d shoved in his cooler,
         and leaned against the hood of his truck to watch the hustle of people moving back and forth. Trailers had been set up as
         living areas, though these trailers looked way more expensive than anything Logan could ever afford. They were more like big
         houses on wheels. Probably what the stars lived in while they shot the movie.
      

      
      An SUV came up the road, dust flying behind it. It stopped in front of Logan’s truck and a couple of sunglass-wearing burly
         guys who looked like a more casual form of the Secret Service dressed in black camos and black T-shirts rolled out of the
         vehicle and stalked toward him.
      

      
      This should be good.

      
      “This is a closed set,” one of them said, trying his best to look menacing.

      
      Unruffled, Logan stared at them. “Okay.”

      
      “You aren’t supposed to be on this property.”

      
      “I own this property.”

      
      One of the guys in black frowned at him. “You’re the property owner?”

      
      “Yeah.”

      
      “Got ID?”

      
      Logan let out a short laugh. “I’m not about to show you my ID. Like I said, I own this land and you’re renting it.”

      
      “We’ll still need to see ID,” burly guy number two said.

      
      Logan folded his arms. “Yeah, and you can kiss my ass.”

      
      His attention turned to a slight woman—a girl, really—running up the hill. Technically she appeared to be jogging because
         she wore tight pants that went just past her knees and a sleeveless top that hugged her slender body. She had raven black
         hair pulled back in a braid, and the guys suddenly stepped in front of Logan as if he were about to pull a gun on the woman.
      

      
      When she reached them, she stopped, drawing in several deep breaths.

      
      “What’s up, Carl?”

      
      
      “Saw this guy parked up here and came to check it out. He says he’s the property owner, but he won’t show ID to prove it.”

      
      She finally straightened and stretched her back. “Is that right? And are you the property owner?”

      
      “So it says on the ranch deed.”

      
      She looked him over. “I don’t see any cameras on him. Do you?”

      
      The one named Carl shook his head. “No. He was just leaning against his truck drinking a beer.”

      
      “Then he’s probably the property owner.” She walked over and held out her hand. “I’m Des.”

      
      Logan shook her hand. “Logan McCormack.”

      
      “Nice ranch, Logan.”

      
      “Thanks.”

      
      “Have you been down to watch filming yet?”

      
      “Why would I want to do that?”

      
      She quirked a smile. “I don’t know. I thought maybe you’d find it interesting.”

      
      “Are you working on the film crew, Des?”

      
      Her lips curled into a smirk. “You could say that.”

      
      One of the big guys stepped forward. “Miss Jenkins?”

      
      “It’s okay, Carl. You and Duke can take off.”

      
      Carl shook his head. “Not a good idea.”

      
      She shot him a look. “And I said I’m fine.”

      
      With another serious death glare, the guy named Carl and the other one got into the SUV and drove back down the hill.

      
      “Are those your bodyguards?”

      
      She laughed. “Sometimes.”

      
      “So you must be the star of the show.”

      
      She shrugged. “Well, I’m the lead. I don’t know about star.”

      
      “What are you doing out here?”

      
      “Taking a break. And getting some exercise.”

      
      “Not really a gym on-site for you to work out in, is there?”

      
      
      “No. This is better. A lot of hills to run in. You must love it here.”

      
      “It’s home.”

      
      She leaned against the front of his truck, grabbed the beer from his hand, took a long swallow, and handed it back to him.
         “Thanks.”
      

      
      “I don’t recall offering it to you.”

      
      She turned to her side. “You’re not very friendly, are you, Logan?”

      
      “I try not to be.”

      
      “Yeah? And why’s that?”

      
      “It keeps people away.”

      
      “Oh, so you don’t like people.”

      
      “I didn’t say that.”

      
      She laughed, and he liked the gravelly, raspy, sexy sound of it. Which he shouldn’t.

      
      “Do you have any more of those?” she asked, eyeing his beer.

      
      “I might.”

      
      When she cocked a brow, he added, “Front passenger floor of the truck. There’s a cooler. Help yourself.”

      
      She went around and grabbed a beer, bringing him one, too. “Yours looked about empty.” She popped the top and took a long
         swallow.
      

      
      “You sure you’re old enough to be drinking those?”

      
      There went that laugh again. “I’m sure.” She gave him a sideways glance. “Are you old enough to be drinking them?”
      

      
      “Funny.” He popped the top on his and took several long drinks, wondering why the hell he was standing here next to—what was
         her name again?
      

      
      Oh, right. Desiree. Des.

      
      She leaned next to him and looked out over the valley.

      
      “Just how big is this ranch, Logan?”

      
      “It’s pretty big.”

      
      She shot him a look. “Pretend I’m smart and just tell me.”

      
      “It’s a little over forty-five thousand acres.”

      
      
      “Holy shit. That’s a lot. No wonder you could afford to lend us a small piece of the pie.”

      
      “I didn’t lend it. I’m renting it to your moviemaking company. Which means I make money. Working a ranch is a costly business.”

      
      “I’m sure it is. Though honestly, I wouldn’t know.”

      
      He took another swallow of beer as he studied her. “City girl?”

      
      “A little of that, and a little country. I’ve been around. Never lived on a ranch, though.”

      
      “Where are you from?”

      
      “Just about everywhere.”

      
      “Military?”

      
      She tilted her head and looked up at him. “What makes you think that?”

      
      “I don’t think anything at all. Just guessing.”

      
      “Good guess. Yeah, my dad’s Army. We moved around a lot.”

      
      “So you’ve seen the world.”

      
      She didn’t smile this time. “You could say that.”

      
      “You probably still see a lot of it, being an actress.”

      
      “Sometimes a lot more than I want to.” She took a couple drinks of her beer and kept her gaze focused below, where the movie
         was being filmed. And she stopped talking.
      

      
      Logan didn’t know what to make of Desiree Jenkins. She couldn’t be more than in her mid-twenties at best, which put her firmly
         in the close-to-ten-years-younger-than-him category. Scrubbed of makeup, she looked like a teenager, but there was a worldliness
         in her eyes that made her seem a lot older.
      

      
      She sure was pretty with her long dark hair and wide eyes that he couldn’t quite get a handle on, color-wise. Every time she
         shifted position, so did the color. At first they seemed blue, but now they were more like a brownish green, with little flecks
         of gold in them.
      

      
      “You’re staring.”

      
      He frowned. “Huh?”

      
      
      “You’re staring at me. Do I have dirt on my face?”

      
      “No. I’m looking at your eyes. The color of them.”

      
      “Oh, yeah. They’re like a chameleon. They shift with my surroundings. Pretty cool, huh?”

      
      “Huh. I guess so.”

      
      She leaned back against his car again. “Not much impresses you, does it, Logan?”

      
      “Nope.” But her eyes did.

      
      “So tell me about your ranch. What do you do here?”

      
      “Work.”

      
      “Wow, so descriptive. I’ll bet you’re a great conversationalist at parties.”

      
      “Don’t get to a lot of parties around here.”

      
      “Maybe you don’t get invited to a lot of parties.”

      
      “Can’t say that breaks my heart any.”

      
      She rolled her eyes. “Anyway, about the ranch?”

      
      “We work cattle. We also have horses, but they’re wild mustangs so we don’t mess with them except to make sure they’re fed
         and have water.”
      

      
      “Okay. Do you raise the cattle for beef?”

      
      “Yeah.”

      
      “You didn’t strike me as a dairy farmer.”

      
      “Really. And what does a typical dairy farmer look like to you?”

      
      She shrugged. “No idea. Not like you. You’re more the rugged, work-the-land type, not milk-the-cows type.”

      
      He wasn’t sure whether to take that as a compliment, or whether she’d just insulted dairy farmers. Either way, it was obvious
         she had no idea what she was talking about. Then again, he didn’t know shit about moviemaking. But he wasn’t spouting off
         about it, either.
      

      
      “Well, I gotta go.”

      
      She pushed off the truck and handed him the empty beer can. “Thanks for the drink. You should come down and watch filming.”

      
      “No, thanks. I’m plenty busy with my own work.”

      
      “You might find what we do utterly fascinating.”

      
      
      “I’m interested enough in what I do.”

      
      She cocked her head to the side, revealing a soft column of her neck. He didn’t want to be interested in her neck, but he
         was.
      

      
      “Afraid you might linger a little too long? Maybe get bitten by the acting bug?”

      
      He laughed at that. “Uh, no.”

      
      “Then come on down and watch us work.”

      
      Martha would have a fit if he’d gotten an invite and he didn’t say yes. “My house manager is a big fan.”

      
      “Bring her down to watch a day of filming. We’re doing a big dramatic scene tomorrow. She’d probably love that.”

      
      “She probably would.”

      
      “I’ll have to warn you, there’s a lot of standing around and waiting in between takes, but I promise you the end result is
         always worthwhile. What’s your housekeeper’s name?”
      

      
      “Martha.”

      
      “You and Martha come on out to the set. I promise it’ll be fun.”

      
      There were a million reasons this wasn’t a good idea. But then there was Martha, and he hated the thought of cold sandwiches.
         “What time?”
      

      
      “I’m usually in makeup by six a.m., so we should start shooting by eight.”

      
      “You get up that early? I thought all you movie stars slept ’til noon.”

      
      “Now who’s funny? I’ll let the crew know you’re coming.” She lifted her arms over her head, stretched, then kicked off into
         a run, waving at him. “See you tomorrow, Logan.”
      

      
      Why the hell he’d agreed to that, he had no idea. He had more than enough to do, and losing a day would put him behind.

      
      But at least Martha would be happy.

      
      DES MADE IT back to the film site and ran straight into Theo, her director.

      
      
      “Des. Where’d you run off to?”

      
      “I took a run to get some exercise. Did you need me for something?”

      
      “Yes. We need to do a reshoot of one of this morning’s scenes. I told you not to disappear.”

      
      “Sorry. I’ll head over to makeup and hair.”

      
      “Too late now. I’ve already dismissed the crew for the day, and the lighting isn’t right. We’ll pick it up later.” He walked
         with her as she headed to her trailer. “I wanted to go over tomorrow’s scenes with you, though. How about dinner tonight?
         My trailer?” He put his arm around her shoulder.
      

      
      Her skin crawled and she immediately wanted to shrug him off. Theo was a notorious, disgusting, very married womanizer, who
         liked to hit on his leading ladies, especially on location. But he was also a brilliant director, so one had to take the bad
         with the good. “I need a shower after my run, Theo. And I’ve already made plans to run lines with Colt over dinner. You’re
         welcome to join us, though. We could knock out discussion about tomorrow’s scenes then.”
      

      
      Theo paused, then shook his head. “No, that’s all right. We’ll do it in the morning during prep. I’ll see you then.”

      
      “Okay. See you tomorrow, Theo.”

      
      She stepped up her pace before Theo came up with any more pervy ideas.

      
      “Cornered you, did he?”

      
      She smiled at Colt Stevens, her costar. “He did. Why weren’t you loitering nearby to save me?”

      
      “Sorry, babe. I was on the phone. I saw Theo hook on to you as soon as you got back on set. Did you have a good run?”

      
      “I did. Did you have a good phone call?”

      
      His eyes gleamed. “I did.”

      
      Des looked around to make sure they were alone. “And how is Tony?”

      
      “Pining away for me, as always. I wish he could be here.”

      
      
      “I wish he could, too.” Des wrapped her arm around Colt’s waist. “Why don’t you just come out of the closet and be done with
         it already?”
      

      
      They’d reached her trailer. Colt opened the door for her, and Des stepped in. Colt followed and shut the door. “Oh, right.
         Smokin’-hot movie star who gets all the sexy, romantic roles comes out as gay.”
      

      
      Des shrugged. “So? It’s the twenty-first century, Colt. And you kiss better than any leading man I’ve ever worked with. I
         doubt any of your future leading ladies would be deterred.”
      

      
      Colt sat on her sofa, stretching out his long legs. “Thanks, babe. Tony thinks so, too.”

      
      She laughed. “Seriously, though. We have chemistry through the roof, and it shows on-screen. If you can pull that off, who
         cares who you love offscreen?”
      

      
      “Well, I sure don’t. And you don’t. And probably most of America doesn’t give a shit, either. But my management team does
         care. And they say no to coming out.”
      

      
      She plopped onto the sofa next to him. “I’m sorry. You should be able to live your life freely and not have to parade around
         with a bunch of women you don’t care about while Tony is stuck loving you behind the scenes.”
      

      
      Colt let out a sigh. “I know, love. But it is what it is, and I guess it’s going to stay that way for a while. Maybe someday
         we’ll be able to change that.”
      

      
      She pushed off and stood. “Hopefully sooner rather than later. I want you to be happy.”

      
      “I want you to be happy, too.”

      
      She gave him a smile. “I am happy. I’m living my dream here.”

      
      “Sure you are.”

      
      “Did you get dinner ordered?”

      
      “Should be here in about fifteen.”

      
      “Pop open a bottle of wine for us, then. I’m going to hop in the shower.”

      
      Des stripped and got into the shower, washing away the body makeup from the day’s scenes and the sweat from her run. She thought about Colt. They’d known each other since before
         either of them had even gotten their first part in film, when they’d bunked together in a one-bedroom apartment in Hollywood.
         They’d become fast friends and had stayed that way. She’d found out right away that Colt was gay—hard to hide that kind of
         thing from your best friend and roommate. And when they’d started getting roles together, they’d bonded and supported each
         others’ careers. Fortunately, they’d also been lucky enough to score roles in films together. Which, of course, made love
         scenes sometimes awkward to film, because as close friends, it was hard to play lovers. But they were professionals and they
         were actors. And because they were so close, they had a natural chemistry that lent itself well to the camera, so they worked
         at using that chemistry. They were comfortable together and lit up the screen. They were often linked together in the gossip
         circles, which Colt found hysterical.
      

      
      So did Des. She didn’t mind bearding for him, and often went to premieres and out to dinner with him to give him a cover when
         he didn’t feel like playing the role of a straight guy with some other woman.
      

      
      Until she’d met James and had started a relationship with him.

      
      Which had recently gone up in flames. But she wasn’t going to think about him anymore. He’d already wasted enough of her time.
         She was never going to have a relationship with another actor.
      

      
      Now she was free to hook up with Colt again. At least on the surface.

      
      She got out of the shower and put on a pair of shorts and a tank top. The smell of dinner made her stomach clench. She was
         hungry, so she hurriedly combed out her hair and went into the main room of the trailer, where Colt was laying out forks and
         plates.
      

      
      “Chinese food?”

      
      
      “Yeah.”

      
      “All that salt. I love looking puffy in front of the camera.”

      
      Colt grinned. “You couldn’t look puffy if you tried. Sit down and eat.”

      
      They ate, sipped wine, and roughed out tomorrow’s scenes in between bites.

      
      “I met Logan McCormack, the owner of the ranch, today,” she said as she grabbed a fortune cookie.

      
      “Yeah? What’s he like?”

      
      “Incredibly sexy, in a brooding, loner cowboy sort of way.”

      
      “Really. Would I like him?”

      
      She laughed. “I think you’d love him. And Tony would kill you.”

      
      “Hey, I’m devoted and madly in love and you know that. Doesn’t mean I can’t ogle.”

      
      “I invited him to the set. He said his house manager is a big fan, so he’s going to bring her tomorrow.”

      
      “Hmm.”

      
      She looked at Colt. “Hmmm what?”

      
      “You’re interested. Now I really can’t wait to meet him.”

      
      “I didn’t say I was interested in him, only that he was interesting.”

      
      “Same thing, isn’t it?”

      
      “Not at all.” She cracked open her fortune cookie and popped a piece into her mouth as she unfolded the fortune and read it.

      
      Your life is about to change in new and exciting ways.
      

      
      She’d believe that when it happened.

   



      
      
      Chapter 2

      
      “HOW’S MY HAIR?”

      
      Logan looked over at Martha as they rode toward the set. “What?”

      
      She smoothed down her hair and checked herself in the mirror. “My hair, Logan. It’s humid out here. What if I get to take
         a picture with Desiree or Colt? How does it look?”
      

      
      “It looks fine.”

      
      Martha shot him a glare. “That is not a helpful statement.”

      
      “Your hair looks nice, Martha. Definitely picture-worthy.”

      
      “Too late. Just drive.”

      
      Logan shrugged, not understanding why this whole thing was such a big damn deal. But he loved Martha, so he’d endure it for
         her.
      

      
      There was a designated parking area, and he gave his name to security, who checked him off the list and gave Martha and him
         a day pass, which irritated the crap out of him.
      

      
      
      “Why the hell do I have to have a pass to walk on my own goddamned property?” he grumbled as they were led through a gate.

      
      “Oh, quit complaining,” Martha said, her eyes wide as she soaked it all in.

      
      “This isn’t freakin’ Disneyland, you know. It’s McCormack property. You’ve been here before.”

      
      “Oh, no, Logan. To me, it’s Disneyland. By way of Hollywood. Look at the set, all the people running around. They’ve turned
         the land into something magical.”
      

      
      When he’d told her yesterday that he’d run into Des, she’d squealed, dinner forgotten as she asked him the celebrity version
         of twenty questions. What was Desiree like? Was she nice? What had they talked about? Was she as pretty in person as she was
         on the screen? Had Colt been there with her?
      

      
      Damn, but the woman had been incessant. And when he’d told her Des had invited them on set, her eyes had grown wide as saucers,
         and he thought he might have had to hold her up. She’d gripped the counter and told him he was lying. When he’d assured her
         he wasn’t, she’d abandoned dinner and gone home, claiming she had to figure out what she was going to wear. Good thing dinner
         had been ready so all he and Martha’s husband, Ben, had to do was serve it up.
      

      
      “This is amazing,” Martha said as they wound their way onto the set.

      
      Didn’t look amazing at all to him. It looked like someone had taken piles of rocks and blown them up. There were plenty of
         trees and hills, but a lot of it was scrub. He supposed it was stark and desolate enough for their movie, though he had no
         idea why they didn’t film it in the desert in California.
      

      
      He’d asked them that question and they’d told him there were no clouds out there, not the right kind of scenery for the location
         they required. Here, there were plenty of clouds to give them the gloomy feel for the shoot. Plus, it could potentially rain, and they needed that. They’d given him a lot of explanatory bullshit about this being the ideal location,
         Also, it was private property, which meant they could keep the movie secret from the media.
      

      
      Whatever.

      
      He had to admit they’d done a lot in the short time they’d been here. There were buildings and caves, all painted and kind
         of impressive. On the north end there were giant, steel-like structures painted gray and forbidding, which resembled some
         kind of futuristic metropolis.
      

      
      Maybe it was supposed to look like that. Though only half of it looked like the set. The rest of it was cameras and what appeared
         like a train track and equipment and a hell of a lot of people.
      

      
      “You must be Logan.” A young dark-haired woman came over, wearing capris and a tank top. She also had on a headset and carried
         a phone, a clipboard, and a digital notebook. “I’m Jessica, Desiree’s assistant.”
      

      
      Logan shook her hand. “Nice to meet you. This is Martha.”

      
      Jessica shook her hand. “Des told me you were coming today. We have chairs already set up for you to watch the filming. Follow
         me.”
      

      
      Jessica led them to two chairs with a clear view of the set. “Right here. Is there anything I can bring you? Would you like
         a drink?”
      

      
      “I’m fine,” Logan said.

      
      “Me, too. Thank you, Jessica,” Martha said, smiling so wide Logan was afraid her face was going to break.

      
      “Des will be out shortly to greet you, but then she’ll have to get right on set.”

      
      “Fine with me. Thanks,” Logan said, hoping they could just watch a scene, Martha would be placated and then they could get
         out of there. He had work to do. Cows didn’t exactly manage themselves. And while his crew would work fine alone, he didn’t
         take days off. It wasn’t in his nature.
      

      
      
      “This is so exciting,” Martha said, nearly wriggling in her chair. She really had gone all out, getting dressed up in her
         fancy slacks and Sunday blouse. She’d even put on makeup, something Martha did only for church and special events.
      

      
      He supposed, for Martha, this was a special event.

      
      Logan had worn what he always wore. Jeans and a T-shirt. And his boots. It was just as hot and dusty out here as it was on
         the rest of the ranch. Besides, he saw no reason to get dressed up for these movie people. They were just regular people like
         him, right?
      

      
      “You two look comfortable. You ready for the day?”

      
      Martha clutched his arm as Des appeared from behind them.

      
      She sure looked different from yesterday. Instead of her scrubbed, clean look, she was dressed in tight cargo pants and a
         black tank top. They had her hair mussed, her face streaked with dirt, and what looked like a bloody gash on her arm. She
         wore a strapped thigh holster and some kind of mean-looking futuristic weapon tucked onto her hip, another longer, rifle-type
         one slung across her back. And some very kickass boots with laces and buckles that even Logan had to admit looked sexy as
         hell on her.
      

      
      Martha slid out of her chair and held out her hand. “Good morning, Miss Jenkins. I’m Martha Fleming. Thank you so much for
         letting us come to your set today.”
      

      
      “Hi, Martha. I’m so pleased to meet you, and I’m glad you could make it today.” Des gave Logan a wide smile. “Nice to see
         you again, Logan.”
      

      
      Logan nodded. “Des.”

      
      “Are you ready for an action scene today?” Des asked them.

      
      “They sure have you made up, don’t they?” Martha asked, looking at Des. “How long does that take?”

      
      “Not too bad for today. About an hour and a half in hair and makeup. I’m going to get a little more roughed up, but Colt will
         take the worst of it, so unfortunately for him, he’ll have to sit longer in the chair than I will after this scene.”
      

      
      “How exciting.” Martha was practically vibrating.

      
      “They’re ready for you, Des,” Jessica said.

      
      Des nodded. “I’ll be right there.” She turned back to Logan and Martha. “I hope you enjoy it. The scene is fairly short, so
         I’ll be back to check on both of you after.”
      

      
      She walked away and was soon joined by a tall, sandy-haired man dressed similarly to Des.

      
      Martha gripped his arm again. “Oh, my Lord. That’s Colt Stevens. Isn’t he handsome?”

      
      The guy was muscular, for sure, showing it all off in his half-ripped sleeveless top. Colt and Des smiled at each other as
         they got into position. The director—or Logan guessed it was the director—started calling out something. Des pulled her weapon
         and crouched down behind one of the buildings, Colt right next to her in a similar position. Several other actors dressed
         in black combat gear and wearing some type of creature makeup were on the other side of the buildings. They were armed, too.
         It looked like it was Des and Colt against an army of at least a dozen.
      

      
      When the director called “Action,” Des and Colt started talking. It appeared as if they were trying to strategize an escape,
         but the guys in black made the first move, firing their weapons. Des and Colt fired back. No sounds came from the guns. Logan
         assumed those sounds would be dubbed in later. The firefight lasted only about a minute, but Logan had to admit he’d leaned
         forward, getting into the action, especially when Des and Colt bolted from their position of security, the aliens advancing
         on them. When her gun was out of imaginary ammo, she holstered it and slung the rifle over her shoulder and began to fire.
      

      
      Logan smiled at the way she held the rifle. Des needed some lessons on rifle fire. If it were an actual shoot-out, she wouldn’t
         hit the broad side of a barn with that thing. Then again, this was all make-believe, so it didn’t matter.
      

      
      
      She was hit, presumably in the leg, because she dropped her weapon and went down, clutching her thigh. A bright burst of red
         came from her thigh and the aliens advanced on her.
      

      
      Des was captured, dragged away through the dirt by one of the taller men. Colt started to come for her, but he was jolted
         back as if he had been hit by gun or laser fire, though, of course, there was no gunfire sound.
      

      
      Des screamed out, arms flailing, yelling for Colt to run, not to come for her. Colt hesitated, special effects smoke billowing
         all around them.
      

      
      Nice. It was over in a minute or two, the director yelled “Cut” and everyone got up.

      
      “That was a good take, everyone,” the director said. “We’ll regroup for scene seven in thirty minutes.”

      
      Des brushed herself off and went over to Colt. Heads bent in conversation, gesturing and pointing over the scene they’d just
         shot, Logan studied the two of them as they talked. The connection between them was obvious. The smiles they shared and the
         way Colt touched her made it seem as if they were intimate. He wondered if they were dating.
      

      
      “Wasn’t that exciting?” Martha asked.

      
      “It was interesting.”

      
      “Interesting?” Martha nudged him. “I barely breathed the entire time.”

      
      “Okay, it was a pretty good scene.”

      
      “Look, she’s bringing Colt over.” Martha straightened her blouse, and Logan rolled his eyes.

      
      “You gonna leave Ben for this guy?”

      
      Martha shot him a look. “Of course not. Colt’s young enough to be my son. He’s younger than you, for heaven’s sake.”

      
      “Then I don’t think you need to primp.”

      
      She slapped his arm. “You’re a mean man, Logan McCormack.”

      
      “How did you like the scene?” Des asked.

      
      “Oh, my,” Martha said. “It was amazing.”

      
      
      Des waited.

      
      “It was good,” Logan said.

      
      “Logan, Martha, this is Colt Stevens.”

      
      Colt gave them a genuine smile and shook their hands. “Pleasure to meet both of you. And, Logan, thanks for the use of this
         ranch. I’m hoping to get out and explore, that is, if you don’t mind.”
      

      
      Logan was predisposed not to like Colt, but he was friendly and not arrogant. “Do you ride?”

      
      “Some. I spent time on a ranch in my errant youth, but I’m a little rusty.”

      
      “Oh, you have to come over to the ranch. In fact, you and Des should come for Sunday dinner.” Martha frowned. “What do you
         eat around here, anyway?”
      

      
      Des wrinkled her nose. “Either takeout from town or whatever catering gives us.”

      
      Martha crossed her arms. “Which is?”

      
      “Nothing edible, that’s for sure,” Colt said with a laugh.

      
      “Then you definitely have to come for Sunday dinner. I make home-cooked meals every night, and it’s not that far. It sure
         beats takeout and whatever your catering truck is going to fix for you.”
      

      
      “We wouldn’t want to put you out, Martha,” Colt said. “We’re used to eating in our trailers.”

      
      “Nonsense. You’ll come for dinner. I insist. Besides, it’ll be a treat for me. I’ll get to pick your brains about the movie
         business.”
      

      
      Des looked at Colt, who then grinned at Martha. “Sounds like a win-win to me. Besides, I’d really like to get back on a horse
         again, provided Logan doesn’t mind.”
      

      
      If he said he minded, Martha would likely kill him. “I don’t mind. Come for dinner, like Martha said. The more people Martha
         can cook for, the happier she is.”
      

      
      “This is true,” Martha said with a smile. “Sunday dinner is my specialty.”

      
      “Sunday dinner it is, then,” Des said. “And thank you. If I never see a Chinese-food box again, I’ll be happy.”

      
      
      When the bell rang, Des and Colt had to leave to get ready for their next scene. Colt was talking to Martha, and Des moved
         in next to Logan. “You sure you’re okay about us coming to the ranch house for dinner?”
      

      
      “Hey, I’m not the one cooking. If Martha wants you, consider yourself invited.”

      
      “Still, I’d hate to intrude.”

      
      “You’re already here on the land. A couple extra people at the house won’t make any difference.”

      
      She patted him on the chest. “That’s what I like about you, Logan. So warm and inviting.” She tilted her head back, and he
         was caught again by her ever-changing eyes. “See you later.”
      

      
      “What was that about?” Martha asked after Colt and Des left.

      
      “Nothing.”

      
      “I think she likes you.”

      
      “I think she likes Colt.”

      
      “And I think you know nothing about acting. Or women.”

      
      “That much is true.” What he did know was they were going to have guests for dinner on Sunday. And one of them was Des, a
         woman he didn’t understand at all. Not that he understood any woman, but her in particular.
      

      
      And when she’d touched him, he’d felt something, which bothered him.

      
      He liked the type of woman he could categorize—the kind you took to bed and the kind you stayed away from.

      
      He’d like to stay away from Des.

      
      He’d also like to take her to bed. She had a smart, sassy mouth, a sexy smile, and an attitude a mile long. But he figured
         that Colt guy was her boyfriend, and he didn’t get in the middle of a relationship, so he planned to steer clear of her.
      

      
      He was good at staying away from women, had lived thirty-four years without tangling himself up in a woman. He had enough trouble just managing the ranch, which was enough to handle.
      

      
      Women were a lot more work.

      
      A woman from Hollywood? No way in hell was he tangling with that.

   



      
      
      Chapter 3

      
      “THIS ISN’T EXACTLY a Hollywood premiere, Des. Let’s get a move on.”

      
      Colt paced impatiently in Des’s trailer while she put the finishing touches on her hair, which had decided not to cooperate
         today. Damn Oklahoma humidity. Her hair was flat and uncooperative and looked like a mop. Ugh.
      

      
      Not that she was trying to impress anyone or anything. That someone she was definitely not trying to impress would likely
         not even notice her, anyway, so why would she even bother? She was only going over there for the home cooking.
      

      
      She finally gave up and pulled it back in a high ponytail, slipped on her boots and came out of her bedroom.

      
      “I’m ready.”

      
      Colt gave her the once-over. “You look cute.”

      
      She looked down at her dark blue short-sleeve button-down shirt, shorts, and boots. “Not too casual?”

      
      “No. It’s cute.”

      
      
      She leaned into him. “And you look hot.” Then again, he always did, even in jeans and a button-down shirt.

      
      “What do you think about the boots? Too city-boy-trying-to-look-country?”

      
      “Not at all. Your boots are scuffed, and you’re not a city boy.”

      
      “Tell that to my house in the city.”

      
      She laughed. “Let’s go. I’m seriously craving some home cooking.”

      
      They made the drive over to the main ranch house. Des stared out the window at all the land. Stuck in L.A. all the time, where
         space was at a premium, she gaped at the free expanse of land here, couldn’t fathom what it must be like to look out your
         front door and know the land as far as you could see was yours.
      

      
      She rented a condo and she could hear her neighbors argue. She made good money, but she invested it. One of these days she’d
         like to have property somewhere remote, where she could be alone . . . like this. Someplace to call her own, where she could
         establish roots and never have to pick up and move again.
      

      
      “You’re quiet.”

      
      She turned to Colt and smiled at him. “I’m enjoying the view. Isn’t it magnificent here?”

      
      “It’s pretty damned awesome.”

      
      He pulled into the driveway and parked. Dogs suddenly appeared and started barking, their tails wagging furiously back and
         forth. And, oh my, there were a lot of dogs.
      

      
      “Oh, my God, they have dogs,” Des said with a wide grin. She opened the door and slid out of the SUV, suddenly surrounded
         by yips and wagging tails as the dogs greeted her. She crouched down to pet them, all various breeds and shapes and sizes.
      

      
      “Hi there, cuties.”

      
      “I see you’ve met the dogs.”

      
      Logan’s voice was deep and entered her senses right away. There was just something about him that got to her. She lifted her head and smiled up at him. “I have. What are their
         names?”
      

      
      He stepped down off the porch and gave a low whistle. In an instant, the dogs ran to him.

      
      “Sit.”

      
      It was like magic. They all sat at his feet, clearly knowing who their master was.

      
      She stood and followed while he pointed down the row.

      
      “This is Whip, Duke, Maisie, Sally, Cinder, and Punk. We have a couple of cats around, too, but they’re harder to spot. They
         like women, though, so they might come out today to see you.”
      

      
      Des crouched down to pet them again, shoving her face in their fur. “They’re gorgeous.”

      
      In the meantime, Colt went over to shake Logan’s hand. “Thanks for letting us come over today.”

      
      “You can thank Martha for that. She’d have invited the whole crew if I’d let her.”

      
      Des looked up at him. “I take it she likes to entertain.”

      
      “She thinks everyone needs a home-cooked meal.”

      
      Speaking of Martha, she opened the screen door. “Oh, you’re here. Welcome. What are you doing in the dirt? Dogs, shoo.”

      
      They must listen to Martha, too, because the dogs all took off. Logan held his hand out for Des. She slipped her hand in his
         and he hauled her to her feet.
      

      
      “You’ll get dirty down there on the ground,” he said.

      
      She met his gaze and her stomach fluttered. “I don’t mind getting dirty.”

      
      His gaze held hers, and it was like something she’d never felt before—an instant connection, something hot and primal that
         she’d just love to explore with him—in the dark, just the two of them, alone. But just as quickly as it was there, Logan looked
         away.
      

      
      “Come on inside. It’s hot out here.”

      
      
      The house was magnificent. Old, but in great shape, with its two-story charm, and, oh, rocking chairs on the front porch to
         enjoy that amazing view. She loved all the flowers pouring from pots on the porch. The added color was a burst of sunshine,
         as well as the gardens growing off to the west side of the house. She wanted to investigate . . . everything.
      

      
      Inside was just as charming as out, with polished dark-wood floors and a pretty damned amazing kitchen, with high-end appliances,
         everything so modern in contrast to the old-country charm of the home.
      

      
      “It smells so good in here,” Colt said. “If it tastes as good as it smells, I might never go back to the set again.”

      
      Martha’s cheeks blushed pink. “I can guarantee it’s better than takeout.”

      
      “I’m sure it is,” Des said. “Thank you again for inviting us.”

      
      “I’m thrilled you’re here. Logan, show them the house. Provided you’d like to see it.”

      
      “I’d love to see it.” Des looked to Logan.

      
      “I’ll let Martha show me around later,” Colt said, pulling up a chair at the island. “I’m going to sit here and filch some
         of these corn bread muffins from her. I’m starving.”
      

      
      Martha laughed and grabbed a plate, setting it in front of Colt. “All right. Logan, show Des around.”

      
      Des figured Logan was about as excited at giving her a tour as he would be at having makeup put on for a scene. But he nodded
         and led her out of the kitchen and into a very expansive living area. He stood in the doorway. “This is the family room.”
      

      
      She walked in and perused the furniture, some modern, such as the flat-screen television, but there was a sprinkling of antique
         furniture, too, no doubt handed down by generations of family. She went and got a closer look at an old cabinet. She loved
         that it was scarred, wondering about the history of the piece.
      

      
      
      “I love old furniture,” she said.

      
      “It’s been there as long as I’ve been alive. I think it was my great grandmother’s.”

      
      She nodded, sliding her hand across the old wood, then moved her way to the fireplace, admiring the stonework. She studied
         the photos sitting on top of the mantel—three young boys posed in an older photo. She picked it up, then turned to Logan.
      

      
      “One of these boys is you.”

      
      “Yeah. And my brothers.”

      
      She tapped the child on the left. “That’s you?”

      
      “Yes. The one in the middle is Luke, who’s the second oldest, and the youngest is Reid.”

      
      “So just you three boys?”

      
      “Yeah.”

      
      “Do they all live here on the ranch?”

      
      “No. Only me.”

      
      She rolled her eyes. Getting information out of Logan was like digging out an impacted tooth. “Where do they live?”

      
      “Luke lives in town. Reid lives in Boston.”

      
      “They’re not ranchers like you, then?”

      
      “No.”

      
      She sighed. “And what do they do?”

      
      “Luke’s a cop. Reid’s an architect.”

      
      She moved out of the room and joined him in the hall. “Why didn’t they want to be ranchers?”

      
      He moved down the hall. “Not in their blood.”

      
      “Like it’s in yours?”

      
      “I guess. There’s a mudroom this way that leads out to the other entrance, and the laundry room, and a bathroom. Not much
         to see here. And just bedrooms upstairs. And a couple bathrooms.”
      

      
      When she didn’t start back to the kitchen, he said, “I suppose you want to see those.”

      
      “That’d be nice. Unless you didn’t make your bed and you don’t want me to see it.”

      
      
      He gave her an exasperated look. “Come on.”

      
      They went up the stairs. There was a long hallway, with doors on either side. She stopped at the landing. “Does Martha live
         up here?”
      

      
      He shook his head. “No. She and Ben, her husband, have their own house a little ways down the road.”

      
      “You live here all alone?”

      
      “Yeah.”

      
      “Big house for just one person.”

      
      “It suits me fine.”

      
      She peeked her head into the first couple of rooms, all neatly maintained, then continued down the hall. “Which one’s your
         room?”
      

      
      “The master at the end of the hall.”

      
      “The biggest room, then.”

      
      “Yeah. It used to be my parents’ bedroom.”

      
      “And where are your parents now?”

      
      “My dad died a while back. My mom’s . . . gone.”

      
      She stopped. “Gone?”

      
      “She took off after my dad died. Remarried a short while after. Decided ranch life wasn’t for her.”

      
      He said it so matter-of-factly, but Des knew it must have hit him hard. It probably still hurt. “That must have sucked.”

      
      “It did. We survived it.”

      
      “Obviously you did since you seem to be doing well for yourself. I’m sorry about your dad.”

      
      “Thanks.” He opened the door to his bedroom. “See. Just a plain room. Nothing special.”

      
      And he didn’t want her in his bedroom. Which made her curious, so she stepped in.

      
      Typical guy’s room. Huge bed, dresser, and a chair. Big window. “Oh, there’s a deck.” She turned to him. “Do you mind?”

      
      He looked like he minded, but he said, “Go ahead.”

      
      She opened the French doors and walked out. “Holy shit, Logan. What a view.”

      
      
      Land as far as she could see. Rolling hills, trees, cattle wandering the hillside, it was the most amazing thing she’d ever
         seen. Two chairs sat on the deck, too. She could already imagine herself popping open a beer at night or having a glass of
         wine and settling in to watch the moon and the stars. “This far outside the city, the stars must be amazing at night.”
      

      
      He’d stepped outside next to her. “I wouldn’t know. I don’t sit out here.”

      
      She turned to him. “Are you serious? Why not?”

      
      He shrugged. “I don’t know. When I come upstairs, I go to bed. Not much time to sit out here and watch the stars.”

      
      “Dude. You’re living all wrong. You have to take the time to enjoy life’s beautiful moments.”

      
      He finally cracked a half smile. “Is that a line from a movie?”

      
      “No. Consider it a life lesson. How could you not want to sit out here? Bring a woman up to your bedroom and seduce the hell
         out of her with a bottle of wine and this view?”
      

      
      He stared at her, and she stared back.

      
      “Is that a request?” he asked.

      
      “I don’t know. Are you inviting me to your bedroom?”

      
      “No.”

      
      And that was a quick response. “Too bad. I’d like to sit out here by moonlight. And I’m damn good in bed, too, so your loss.”

      
      She walked away and out of his room.

      
      Let Mr. Silent and Moody suck on that one for a while.

      
      LOGAN STAYED ON the deck and pondered what the hell had just happened.

      
      Had Des propositioned him?

      
      And had he really turned her down?

      
      Well . . . yeah. Hell, yes, he’d turned her down. First, she was way too young for him. Second, she was an actress and out of his league. And Colt was likely her boyfriend. And again, she was too young for him.
      

      
      And gorgeous. And sexy as hell in her short-shorts and boots and, God, those legs. Tanned and long, and he could already imagine
         them wrapped around him.
      

      
      And she was trouble. Capital T, capital R, and all the rest of the letters thrown in, too.
      

      
      Bring a woman up here and seduce her in the moonlight. What the hell kind of woman said shit like that?

      
      He stared out the doorway and into his bedroom, already imagining a tangle of sheets and legs and Des, sprawled naked on his
         bed, her long dark hair spread across his pillow.
      

      
      His dick went hard.

      
      Shit. He dragged his fingers through his hair and tried to think about something else besides Des naked.

      
      He liked his sex uncomplicated, and he knew plenty of women who could give him that. Des was going to be spending time on
         his property. He’d have to see her again and again, and to him, that was a whole lot of complicated.
      

      
      He walked off the deck and looked for Des, but didn’t see her, so he went downstairs. He found her in the kitchen, bent over
         the counter while she chatted with Martha and Colt. He tried not to stare at her ass and legs as he walked in.
      

      
      “Oh, there you are, Logan. Desiree and Colt were telling me about the scenes they’ll be filming while they’re here at the
         ranch. Apparently, much of the movie takes place on the planet, so they’re going to be here two months.”
      

      
      Logan reached into the refrigerator for a beer. “Isn’t that great.”

      
      “It is. And I told them they could come over for dinner whenever they’d like.”

      
      Logan popped the top on his can of beer, then perused Martha’s gleeful expression. “I know you’ll enjoy that.” He looked over
         at Des and Colt. “And so will the two of you. Once you taste Martha’s cooking, you’ll never want takeout or whatever the catering
         truck makes you again.”
      

      
      “That’s what I’m afraid of,” Des said.

      
      
      They moved into the dining room to eat. Ben came in and Martha made the introductions.

      
      “Sorry to be so late,” Ben said. “I was working on the truck.” He looked over at Logan. “I thought it was the starter, but
         looks like it needs a new alternator. You want me to run into town tomorrow?”
      

      
      Logan shook his head. “No. We need to work the calves over on forty-two, and we have two extra hands coming in for that. You
         can handle them. I’ll head into town and pick up a new alternator.”
      

      
      “Okay,” Ben said.

      
      “Actually, Colt has scenes all day tomorrow. I have an early scene in the morning, then I’m done for the day,” Des said. “If
         it doesn’t conflict with your schedule, would you mind if I went into town with you?”
      

      
      Logan looked at her, then shrugged. “That’d be fine. Is there something in particular you want to do?”

      
      “Not really, but I’d like to see Hope, and since I don’t know the town, maybe you can give me a tour.”

      
      “We need more of that medication Emma put Maisie on. Her rash has mostly cleared up, but she’s still scratching,” Martha said.
         “If you’re going to town, maybe you could also stop by the vet clinic.”
      

      
      Logan sighed. “I can do that. Make me a list of what else we need for the dogs.”

      
      “Glad you’re going to town and not me,” Ben said with a grin.

      
      Yeah, Logan figured Ben would say that. Ben hated making a lot of stops. Logan didn’t get into Hope all that often, so it
         wasn’t that big of a deal for him to run errands while he was there.
      

      
      “You should see what Luke’s up to while you’re there, too,” Martha said. “Maybe you can have lunch.”

      
      “Luke’s likely working and won’t have time.”

      
      Martha gave him a look. “He’s gotta eat, same as you.”

      
      Since arguing with Martha was pointless, he nodded. “I’ll text him.”

      
      
      “Though Fourth of July is coming up. He and Emma will be coming over for that, and we’ll all get to see them then.” Martha
         turned to Des and Colt. “Will you two be heading back to L.A. for the holiday?”
      

      
      Colt shook his head. “No. Since it falls in the middle of the week, we’ll just hang out here.”

      
      “We have a big spread on the Fourth. Tons of food, and family and friends come visit. If you don’t mind the ogling of the
         locals, we’d love to have you. Logan buys the biggest and best fireworks and we have a blowout.”
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