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CHAPTER ONE

THE TOWERS AND high-rises of New York City glittered against
the backdrop of a darkening summer sky. Adrian Cabrera
raised his glass of Merlot to his lips and took a long drink,
soaking in the sight of the metropolis from the second-floor
balcony in the crowded Grand Ballroom of the Kingsworth
Hotel.

The view was a preferred distraction from the vapid
comments coming from the woman plastered against his side.
Jackie—if he recalled correctly from her hurried introduction
when she had appeared behind him—had wasted no time
attempting to seduce him.

“Cabrera,” she purred. “Such a sexy last name.”

“A proud last name,” he countered, making no attempt to
keep the irritation out of his voice. “Traced back four
generations to an ancestor who planted the first grapevines at
the base of the Sierra Nevada in Spain.”

“Like the Sierra Mountains in California?”

Adrian gritted his teeth. “The Sierra Nevada is a mountain
range in southern Spain.”

“A winery at the foot of a mountain.” Jackie giggled. “How
thrilling!”

Yes, being at the helm of Spain’s most successful winery
and a member of the ultra-wealthy Cabrera clan was thrilling.
But he doubted his over-eager lady-friend would understand
the excitement of a business acquisition, the anticipation of
tasting a new wine that was the result of years of hard work…

No, all she cared about was a night spent with the
mysterious Adrian Cabrera and perhaps a few weeks being
jetted around the world on one of the family’s private planes.

He risked a glance down. A skintight orange gown
enhanced Jackie’s slender figure, including the generous



amount of cleavage that threatened to burst free at any second.
Dark curls fell in an artfully arranged waterfall over her
shoulder, accentuating sharp cheekbones and a large,
blindingly white smile any model would envy.

But, other than the vaguest stirring of a physical response to
her amply displayed breasts, he felt nothing. After years of
entertaining himself with models, politicians, business leaders
and actresses, he was very selective in his choice of bedmate.
Married women and overly attentive ladies who wore their
greed on their sleeves topped his off-limits list.

“I’d love to know more about your winery.” She smiled
again and pressed her breasts flush against him.

The move jostled his arm. Ruby-red wine sloshed out of his
glass onto the white cuff of his dress shirt. His mild irritation
flared into icy displeasure.

“Oh, no! I’m so sorry…” Her voice trailed off as their eyes
met. “Um… I’ll just let you get cleaned up.”

She scuttled down the length of the balcony and hurried
down the stairs. He watched as she reached the ballroom floor
and disappeared into a sea of evening gowns and tuxedos.

A glance down at his shirt made him sigh. He had plenty of
dress shirts in his closet upstairs in the Roosevelt Penthouse
Suite. It would only take ten minutes to change and rejoin the
party. But the deviation to his routine annoyed him. He always
spent the first half-hour of a wine release alone, surveying
whatever grand room his event planner had booked and
savoring the success that had brought him to this moment.

From evaluating the mineral levels in the soils of the
vineyards to collaborating with his head of marketing on the
international campaigns that had taken Cabrera Wine to the
top of the industry, each wine release marked the end of a
long, demanding journey.

As a Cabrera, he could have asked for much more by way of
reward. All he wanted was thirty minutes to himself.

She’s gone. Focus on the party. Don’t let her ruin your
night.



Tiffany chandeliers cast a sparkle over the golden ceiling as
partygoers milled about the ballroom. Waiters expertly danced
in and out of the guests with silver trays full of culinary treats
like brie-stuffed mini burgers and pork chop bites with a tangy
orange barbeque sauce.

Adrian’s blood had curdled when Cabrera Wine’s event
planner, Calandra Smythe, had read the menu to him. Did
Americans have to put barbeque sauce on everything?

Yesterday’s final tasting had altered his view somewhat,
when he’d been forced to admit that the unique recipes
brought out the velvety flavors of the Merlot. And the
surprisingly tasty offerings had been a hit with both his
American and international clients.

Down below, he watched Calandra flit through the crowd,
her eagle eyes seeking out every tiny imperfection with laser
precision. From relighting candles to adjusting the angle of the
tall vases overflowing with Spanish bluebells and white
carnations, she had everything under control. As always.

He’d started to turn back to the arched window, to pull the
curtain aside and take just a moment longer to enjoy the sight
of the skyline, when he caught sight of a woman gliding in and
out of the hordes of people. Her confident, graceful
movements, coupled with the tumble of blonde hair cascading
over her shoulders, piqued his interest. Elegant, yes, but
something about her seemed out of place compared to the stiff-
necked men and women milling about.

The crowd broke for a moment. He could see her below
him, illuminated by the golden light of the chandeliers and the
glow of the hundreds of candles that lit the ballroom. Her head
snapped up and their gazes collided, caught and held.

The distance between them didn’t diminish the sudden heat
in his blood. Who was she? And why, after months of no one
catching his interest, was he suddenly so drawn to this random
stranger?

The woman looked away and the crowd surged once more.
His eyes narrowed. He wasn’t used to women turning away
from him. Between the handsome looks he’d inherited from



his father, his family’s fortune and his fondness for ensuring
his romantic partners left his bed feeling completely sated, he
never had to seek out female companionship. It always came
to him.

A grin tugged at the corner of his mouth. It would be a
novelty to pursue a woman who had dismissed him with a
glance. Perhaps novelty was just what he needed.

“Are you hiding, brother dear?”

Adrian rolled his eyes and turned his attention from the
ballroom to Alejandro. His younger brother walked down the
length of the carpeted balcony, his broad shoulders barely
contained within the tailored sleeves of his tuxedo. While both
of them sported the dark hair and chiseled features of the
Cabrera family line, Alejandro’s stockier build had led many a
tailor to curse when designing his suits.

But his rugged appearance served him well as head of
Cabrera Shipping. Alejandro never shied away from hopping
on one of the freighters that crossed the Atlantic and working
alongside the deckhands as they braved rough seas to deliver
cargo around the globe.

“I’m not hiding. Just taking a break from the crowds,”
Adrian retorted as he turned his back on the party and moved
toward the window. He drew the curtain aside to gaze out into
the night.

Alejandro joined him. “I saw Jackie Harold rush downstairs.
You’re supposed to seduce the women, not frighten them off.”

Adrian ignored his brother’s jibe and swirled the remaining
wine in his glass. “The Cabrera Merlot is a success.”

The teasing smile disappeared from Alejandro’s face as he
clapped Adrian on the back. “It is. Congratulations, brother.”

For a moment they stood side by side, surveying the
impressive layout of New York. While Adrian’s heart would
always rest in Spain, his jaunts to America provided a brief
respite from his chaotic life in his home country.

Cabrera Wine had grown from a small operation just outside
of Granada into a respected international brand under Adrian’s



guidance. The resulting success came with a price—
specifically the demand of time. Between meetings with the
heads of marketing, business and accounting and trips to the
various vineyards and wineries scattered across Europe, his
schedule left little time for pleasure.

He shrugged off his musings. The success of Cabrera Wine
would always take precedence. He’d made that choice eleven
years ago and hadn’t looked back since.

“How’s Antonio?”

Alejandro chuckled. “Baby brother is celebrating the
success of his most recent launch with a model in the
Caribbean.”

Despite Antonio’s wild youth, the youngest Cabrera brother
had surprised everyone by assuming control of a small real
estate firm attached to the family’s name. Antonio’s opening
of a luxury hotel in the French Riviera marked his third
consecutive success since he had taken over three years ago.

Pride swelled in Adrian’s chest. Nothing could diminish the
success he and his brothers had achieved.

“Madre is worried, of course, but she still acts like he’s five,
not almost thirty years old.”

The mention of their mother momentarily overrode Adrian’s
pleasure and crushed it under the old, familiar sense of anger.
He squelched it and focused his attention back on the crowd
beneath them, where energy and laughter pulsed through the
ballroom.

He’d achieved this on his own. Other than the occasional
visit, his madre had no place in his life.

“Antonio can take care of himself,” he said.

Alejandro picked up on the thread of warning in Adrian’s
voice and swiftly changed the subject. “Are you coming back
down?”

“I am. Although first I’m going to enjoy the rest of my
drink. Alone.”



Alejandro held up his hands. “I’m going. While you savor
your solitude, I’ll see if I can track down a suitable companion
for you to celebrate with,” he threw over his shoulder.

Adrian ignored the jape. Yes, his brother was right. He
hadn’t been tempted by anyone since the day he and his last
lover had amicably parted ways. The release of the Merlot had
consumed his every waking hour, even his dreams. He’d had
no time for sex. And, with the aging of the Tempranillo almost
complete, the next year would demand even more of his time.

But, while he preferred relationships with agreed upon
terms, perhaps one night of passion was just what he needed.

Not with a woman like Jackie, he added mentally. A woman
who was intelligent, savvy and sophisticated.

“Mr. Cabrera?”

The husky feminine voice slid over his senses and sent a
flash of heat over his skin. He took another deliberate sip of
his wine before turning his attention to the second woman who
had invaded his space this evening.

Her.
The blonde woman he’d locked eyes with before

Alejandro’s arrival now stood before him. The neckline of her
dark blue gown plunged down in a V to the silver ribbon
wrapped around her slender waist. From there the dress flowed
into a long, billowing skirt that reminded Adrian of the waters
of the Mediterranean before a storm.

His eyes drifted back up to her face in a slow, deliberate
perusal. Lush silver-blonde curls enhanced her delicate
features. Violet eyes stared back at him, and her caramel-
colored lips were set in a firm line.

“Yes,” he finally responded, his voice cool, showing that,
despite the unusually intense effect she was having on him, he
was still in control.

She stepped forward and held out her hand, bare except for
a simple silver band on her wrist. Adrian grasped her fingers,
pleasantly surprised by her firm grip.



“My name is Everleigh Bradford. Congratulations on your
Merlot. It’s exquisite.”

“Thank you.” He arched a brow. “While your compliments
are appreciated, was it necessary for you to ignore the
‘Balcony Closed’ sign and invade my privacy?”

Everleigh’s chin came up and her eyes flashed with
stubborn fire. “Yes.”

Intriguing… There were plenty of men who would have
cringed at the slightest hint of his disapproval. But not this
woman. She stood her ground, shoulders thrown back, lips
now set in a determined line.

“You’re a busy man, Mr. Cabrera. I need to speak with you
on an urgent matter. I’m sorry for breaking the rules, but it was
necessary for me to have a moment alone with you.”

Her honesty was refreshing. A night with someone as bold
and beautiful as Everleigh would more than make up for his
past few months of celibacy.

He infused his smile with sensuality as he raked his gaze up
and down her slim form once more, this time letting his
appreciation for her body show. “I would greatly enjoy a
moment alone with you.”

Everleigh’s cheeks flushed pink. The blush caught Adrian
unawares. Was she an innocent or just playing a role? Much as
it would disappoint him, she wouldn’t be the first to go to such
lengths to catch his attention.

“This has nothing to do with sex, Mr. Cabrera.”

“Adrian.”

Her lips parted. “I… Excuse me?”

“Please call me Adrian.”

Those beautifully shaded violet eyes narrowed. “This is a
business discussion, Mr. Cabrera. First names are for friends
and family.”

“We could become friends, Everleigh.”



What was wrong with him? He never teased a woman like
this. He complimented, touched, seduced… But with this
woman he just couldn’t help himself.

Perhaps it was the blush. Yes, that had to be it. The delicate
coloring that even now crept down her throat toward the rising
slopes of her breasts…

“We will never be friends, Mr. Cabrera,” Everleigh snapped.
“I’m here to discuss your proposed purchase of Fox
Vineyards.”

Desire fled, replaced by the cold calculation Adrian wielded
in every business meeting. “Then let’s talk.”

He watched as his quick change of personality threw her off
balance. She glanced out over the ballroom, her chest rising
and falling with a deep breath. He waited, never taking his
eyes off her. It was a tactic that had served him well and
caused many a nervous business partner to blurt out something
they wished they hadn’t.

At last she turned back to him and speared him with an
angry gaze. “You’re trying to bully my terminally ill father
into selling the vineyards and the winery that have been in our
family for generations to your international conglomerate. I
want you to stop all communications with my father and allow
me to step into his role.”

He finished off the last of his Merlot while he processed her
words. He’d met with Richard Bradford on several occasions
as they’d negotiated the sale of Fox Vineyards to Cabrera
Wine. The older man had been thinner the last time they’d
met, but Adrian had chalked it up to the hectic lifestyle of
owning a winery.

While Fox Vineyards only maintained one location in
upstate New York, their wines had grown in popularity these
last two years. Adrian had made it known that he wanted to
expand Cabrera Wine into the States, so when Richard’s
attorney had contacted him about selling Fox it had been a
welcome proposal. Not once had Richard mentioned any
illness or a spoiled daughter wanting to take over the business.



It didn’t matter. Adrian wasn’t about to turn down the
opportunity just to appease this brassy young woman. The fact
that he hadn’t made the connection between her last name and
Richard signaled that he was too distracted. Better to put as
much distance between Everleigh and himself as possible.

“Just so I’m clear, Miss Bradford, you believe I’ve
intimidated your father into selling Fox Vineyards?”

“Yes.” For a moment her eyes glittered.

Dear God, please don’t let her cry.
Adrian had zero interest in comforting a bawling woman in

full view of hundreds of guests.

“I see. Have you spoken with your father about how he and
I came to be doing business together?”

Everleigh’s hands curled into fists. “He refuses to talk about
it. All he’ll say is, ‘I had no choice.’ You may be a successful
businessman, and well-respected in some circles, but I also
know you’re ruthless. I will not have you run my family out of
our own vineyard.”

Adrian set his glass on a small end table, his movements
slow and deliberate. The simple action kept him from
displaying the wrath that was rapidly boiling to the surface. He
was a determined businessman who went after what he
wanted, but he wasn’t heartless. The accusations this upstart
American was leveling at him—and on the night of his own
party—angered him as nothing had in a long time.

“Miss Bradford, I could have you arrested for slander.”

Everleigh’s jaw dropped. “Are you denying that you’re—?”

“Threatening a man well-respected in the wine community?
Yes, I deny it because it isn’t true.”

He leaned in, expecting her to back up, but she didn’t. No,
she just jutted that stubborn chin up another notch until her
lips were just a breath away. A mad desire gripped him to haul
her against him and kiss her senseless until she apologized.

No. He would never kiss a woman who disrespected him
like this.



“Never accuse me again of something I haven’t done,
Everleigh Bradford. Tonight, I’ll walk away and leave you
with the embarrassment of knowing you were wrong. Next
time, I will not be so generous.”



CHAPTER TWO

EVERLEIGH STARED AT the retreating back of Adrian Cabrera,
hands clenched tight, nails digging into her palms.

Take a deep breath, girl.
The man was an infuriating beast. None of the stories she’d

heard about him had prepared her for their encounter. His
seductive manner had put her on her guard. She didn’t need an
attraction to her mortal enemy muddying the waters.

And him.

She’d seen plenty of pictures online when she’d done her
research. Dark brown hair, combed back away from his
forehead in a whimsical style that belied his often stern
expression and the tense set of his broad shoulders. Strong,
square jaw with a small cleft in his chin. Chiseled cheekbones,
thick brows over piercing blue eyes and full lips that, in all the
photographs, rarely seemed to curve up in a smile.

So when he’d smiled at her she’d been completely
unprepared for the rush of heat that had pooled between her
thighs.

Maybe she did need to get out and date more. She hadn’t
had such a strong reaction to…well, anyone.

She uncurled her fingers and with slow, measured steps
moved to the balcony railing. Her confidence waned as she
took in the opulence spread out below. She’d never been
surrounded by such luxury. How could a girl from upstate
New York possibly take on a man who’d been raised with a
silver spoon in his mouth?

There had to be over eight hundred people below. Guests
sporting Cartier diamond bracelets and Rolex watches while
they sipped Cabrera Merlot from crystal wineglasses. The
band now assembling on the stage at the front of the ballroom
had been at the top of the U.S. music charts for the past three



weeks. God only knew how much it had cost to have them
perform in the Grand Ballroom instead of a stadium that could
seat tens of thousands.

The Cabrera family obviously had more money than they
knew what to do with.

So why had Adrian Cabrera targeted Fox Vineyards?

Her family’s business had been a part of her life ever since
she could remember. When her mother had finally succumbed
to cancer in her senior year of high school, Fox had been her
saving grace. The winery had filled the hole her mother’s
death had carved out of her heart. She’d thrown herself into
every job imaginable: maintenance, being a cellar hand,
running the tasting room. Achieving a marketing position there
after college, followed by her promotion to Director of
Marketing two years ago, had taken her ever closer to one day
inheriting the role of director from her father.

Her stomach knotted. But her dad had yanked all her hard
work—nearly a decade of it—out from under her when he’d
agreed to sell to a spoiled rich boy without even talking to her.
The only thing he’d said, after her constant badgering, was
that she needed more in her life than Fox Vineyards.

Sure, managing the marketing for Fox left little time for a
social life. But, contrary to her dad’s beliefs, she still enjoyed
her fair share of dates with some very attractive men.

Unfortunately, Adrian Cabrera was in an entirely different
class of man than she normally dealt with. When she’d first
spied him on the balcony he’d looked like a monarch
surveying his kingdom. She’d seen plenty of pictures of him
when she’d researched him after her father’s revelation of the
pending sale to Cabrera Wine. But in person strength radiated
from every feature—from the confident thrust of his chin to
the hardness in his eyes.

And the photographs hadn’t done justice to his confident
sensuality.

His black tuxedo had obviously been customized for his
subtly muscular build. Despite the inches her French heels



added to her height, he’d towered above her when he’d leaned
in, those blue eyes cold and determined. And yet, moments
before her hasty outburst, his eyes had simmered with a
sensual fire. Just the memory of that look sent a shot of heat
through her veins…

Don’t go there, Ev.
She resisted a waiter with a tray full of wineglasses and

grabbed a glass of water from a nearby buffet table. The icy
liquid cooled some of her unexpected ardor and brought her
back to her senses.

Yes, it had been nearly a year since she and her last
boyfriend had broken up. But she didn’t do one-night flings
with strangers—and certainly not with the bastard who was
intent on stripping her father of everything he held dear.

The last time she’d seen her dad rose in her mind. Once a
slender but still formidable man, with iron-gray hair and a
sharp wit, he’d been reduced by leukemia to a gaunt, hollow
shadow of who he’d used to be. He’d been at the window of
his study, his T-shirt hanging loosely off his shoulders.

She’d already known he had cancer—she had been at the
doctor’s appointment and had felt the world tilt beneath her
feet when the doctor had announced the diagnosis. But
yesterday morning, seeing his skin the color of ash and his
once vibrant eyes now listless, reality had crashed in.

Richard Bradford was dying.

The band struck up the beginnings of a classic song,
yanking her out of her memories and back into the ballroom.
Her dad still refused to tell her why he’d decided to sell to
Adrian Cabrera, but that wouldn’t stop her. She might have
jumped the gun with her accusations, and mucked up her first
meeting with the conceited jackass, but she hadn’t donned her
tallest heels and put on twice the make-up she normally wore
for nothing.

With a deep breath, and a squaring of her shoulders, she
walked down the length of the balcony and descended the
elegantly carpeted staircase to the ballroom floor.



Adrian pulled another glass of Merlot off one of the passing
silver trays. What he really wanted was a shot of whiskey after
that encounter with Everleigh Bradford.

He risked a subtle glance up at the balcony. The infuriating
woman had disappeared. If she had any sense, she’d be
walking toward the elevator and would never darken his door
again. He wouldn’t punish Richard Bradford for his quick-
tempered daughter’s actions, but he would certainly have a
word with him.

His blood boiled as her accusations whirled in his head. Yes,
he was a shrewd businessman, but he would never force a
fellow vineyard owner into selling if he didn’t want to.

What the hell had Richard Bradford told Everleigh? Why
would he lie about their deal?

He had just taken another drink when the pesky woman
reappeared at the edge of the room. He leaned against the wall
and watched as she smoothed the skirts of her dress before
advancing into the crowd, her head twisting every now and
then.

Looking for him.

He smirked, despite feeling an odd pang of disappointment.
She was just like all the others who pursued him—not because
they wanted him, but because they wanted something from
him.

Just another Nicole.
His one attempt at a relationship had gone down in flames

not six months after it had started. He hadn’t been a fan of
relationships even before Nicole. Her machinations and her
epic performance the night he’d broken things off had
cemented his bachelor status for life.

Down below, Everleigh paused and greeted a couple seated
at one of the round tables. The man said something to her and
she threw her head back and laughed, those blonde tresses
dancing with a life of their own. Seeing her like this, carefree
and without baseless accusations falling from those sumptuous



lips, chased away the memory of Nicole’s scheming smile and
sparked his desire.

His eyes roamed over Everleigh’s heart-shaped face.
Compared to many of the women here tonight she wore
minimal make-up. She was beautiful, but naturally so. Rather
than simpering and throwing around a seductive pout, she
laughed and hugged and smiled. She had obviously come here
tonight on a mission, but in this moment, unaware that she was
being watched, he saw a glimpse of a woman who could
seduce just by being herself.

It was intoxicating.

Perhaps he should speak with her.

At the very least, he wanted to satisfy his curiosity about
why she had decided to invade his party and risk his wrath.

And maybe, if they could resolve that little matter, she
would agree to spend a night in his bed…

Everleigh ran into several familiar faces as she navigated the
crowd in her search for Adrian. Neil Mikaelsen, the head
sommelier of a popular New York restaurant. Alesha and Ben
Gaiman, owners of a well-known winery in Missouri.

The wine industry spanned continents, but it was still a
tight-knit family. Too bad Adrian Cabrera couldn’t see how
being respectful and even friendly was not only good business
practice but also led to decades-long friendships with people
who knew the challenges and hardships of operating a winery.

The few people she’d spoken with about him had described
his success in glowing terms. The man himself? Not so much.
Aloof, cold and distant had been common adjectives.

She looked around the ballroom once more, but didn’t see
him. The blasted man had to be six and a half feet tall. How
hard could it be to spot him?

She had just congratulated Cora and Cole Owens on their
daughter’s recent marriage when she passed by the dessert
buffet. The table, draped in burgundy silk and lit with gold



votives, offered up treats like gourmet chocolates infused with
caramel and raspberry, chocolate soufflé bites, and an elevated
crystal tray stacked high with cookies dusted with powdered
sugar—polvorones, according to a black sign with gold
cursive.

Beneath it, in small print, was a note.

My abuela would bake up a batch of polvorones in her
tiny kitchen every weekend. We include a dish of “dust
cookies” at every Cabrera Wine event to honor her
memory.
The signature at the bottom, written in a bold script, read

“Adrian Cabrera.”
Surprise filtered through the adrenaline that still pulsed

through her. She hadn’t thought of the man as sentimental.

Curious, she picked up a cookie and bit into it.

Oh, heavens.
Bursts of cinnamon and chocolate filled her mouth as the

delicate treat melted on her tongue. Her senses quivered at the
rich taste. Not that she had any experience with sex, but if she
had, she’d bet these cookies would give lovemaking a run for
its money.

“Delicious, aren’t they?”

Her eyes flew open. Adrian Cabrera stood in front of her,
shoulders thrown back and hands casually resting in his
pockets.

Everleigh swallowed quickly, her mouth drying out under
the intense scrutiny of his hooded gaze.

“Um…yes.” She smiled slightly. “Possibly the best cookie
I’ve ever tasted.” She gestured toward the sign. “And I think
this is great. To honor your grandmother like that.”

Something dark flickered in his eyes, but disappeared too
quickly for her to discern what it was.

“You were looking for me.”

“Mind your manners, Everleigh.”



Dad’s voice echoed in her mind. She mentally forced herself
to relax and not point out that it was polite to thank someone
when they gave you a compliment.

“Was I?”

“Yes.”

Arrogant jerk. She bit down on her tongue. Her first
inclination was to cut this sexy but maddening man down to
size, but she wouldn’t let her temper get the better of her
again. This second chance to speak to him was a blessing, and
not one to be taken lightly.

“I want to apologize for my harsh words,” she forced out.

He tilted his head, his eyes narrowing. “Really?”

She clenched her hands together and looked down. “I’m not
normally so rude. Dad’s health has…” A lump rose in her
throat and she swallowed hard. Now was not the time for tears,
and Adrian Cabrera did not seem like the type of man who
would tolerate weakness. “I reacted hastily and made some
horrible accusations.”

Silence stretched between them. She looked back up and
maintained eye contact. She might have forced out an apology,
but she wouldn’t give him the satisfaction of letting him
intimidate her.

For what seemed like forever, but was probably only ten
seconds or so, they stared at each other. The energy between
them changed, nearly causing her to totter back on her heels.
The strength of the attraction that crackled between them was
like lightning. Carnal thoughts rose in her mind, accompanied
by vivid images of his bronze skin pressed against her body as
they rolled across a bed, tangled in the sheets.

Her cheeks grew hot. One hand flew up to her face before
she could stop it, as if she could hide her response.

Judging by the slow smile spreading across his face, he
knew exactly what was going through her mind.

The band finished their song to a round of hearty applause.
A beat later they struck up another tune. The sultry notes of



the slow song floated on the air as the ballroom lights dimmed.

“Dance with me.”

Her mouth dropped open. “What?”

“We’re at a party. It’s a practical invitation.”

“As I previously stated, Mr. Cabrera, I’m here to discuss
business. I have no interest in pleasure of any kind.”

His eyes darkened. “That’s too bad.”

Oh, no. That damned heat spread down her neck, into her
chest and then lower. Her heart kicked into high gear and
drummed a frantic beat against her ribs. She’d experienced
desire before, but never like this.

“Mr. Cabrera, I—”

“No, Miss Bradford,” he said, his voice low and husky.

She knew it was to prevent eavesdroppers from listening in,
but that didn’t stop the fluttering sensation spreading from her
stomach to her fingertips.

“I’m celebrating a momentous achievement. You crashed
my party. You insulted me. I’m a busy man, with hundreds of
guests who would like to speak with me tonight.” He took a
step closer, his gaze pinning her to the spot. “So you may
dance with me, and we will discuss business, or you may
schedule an appointment with my secretary.” The corner of his
mouth tilted up. Confidence and power were rolling off him in
waves. “I leave tomorrow for Spain and will be back in five
weeks. The day Fox becomes a part of Cabrera, in fact.”

He had her, and they both knew it.

“Fine,” she ground out. “Let’s dance.”

Ignoring the satisfaction in his eyes, she accepted his
outstretched hand. His fingers curled over hers and she sucked
in a deep breath. Her gaze met his and she saw it—the same
unexpected raw desire.

This is not a good idea.



Never had someone just holding her hand inspired the type
of lust that now pulsed beneath her skin as he guided her
toward the dance floor. Her heart thudded as if she was a
teenager going to prom.

Relax. Relax and breathe.
She was a grown woman in a crowded ballroom, dancing

with a man and discussing business. There was absolutely no
need to be acting like a love-struck fool.

He turned and placed one hand on her bare back.

She arched forward, feeling his fingers like flames against
her skin.

How could she relax when she had just walked straight into
the lion’s den?



CHAPTER THREE

EVERLEIGH FIT PERFECTLY in Adrian’s arms. Her body, lithe and
fit beneath the shimmering folds of her gown, pressed fully up
against his as he swung them into a turn. The feel of her skin
beneath his touch, hot and silky, aroused him like nothing had
in a very long time.

“You dance well, señorita.”

“Thank you.”

That delicate blush reappeared, staining her cheeks the color
of rose petals. Would the rest of her body glow with the same
golden-pink hue after they made love?

He blinked. Made love? Where had that thought come
from? He enjoyed sex and, judging by the enthusiastic
responses of past lovers, he was very good at it. However, he
had never “made love” to a woman because he never had
fallen, and nor would he ever fall, in love. Even the affection
he’d felt toward Nicole had been at such a minor level that
when he’d tossed her out he’d been angrier at himself for
being duped by her charade than he had at losing the woman
herself.

Besides, Everleigh might be beautiful and intriguing, but
until they sorted out this mess about the sale of Fox Vineyards
he had no business pursuing her.

A single tear suddenly appeared and clung to her lashes.
The sight created an uncomfortable feeling in his chest. Tears
—as he’d found out on numerous occasions—were often a
ruse. Yet the genuine sadness in Everleigh’s eyes inspired in
him a protectiveness that was foreign to his seasoned
perspective.

“I’m sorry to hear about Richard’s illness,” Adrian said,
making a guess as to the reason for her sorrow.



And he meant it. While Fox Vineyards was a small winery,
Richard Bradford maintained an excellent reputation in the
wine community.

She nodded once, confirming his suspicions. “It’s difficult
to see him go through this.”

“I’m sorry.”

He knew that loss all too well. Abuela Sofia’s unexpected
death just before his tenth birthday had left a gaping hole. The
wizened, silver-haired woman who had steadfastly remained in
the cottage at the edge of the family estate until her death had
been the one constant in his tumultuous childhood. Unlike his
father, who had always been traveling, or his mother and her
lack of interest in his existence.

His time with Abuela had been simple, uncomplicated and
steadfast. She’d been the one person he’d trusted himself to
love unconditionally, just as she had loved him.

Everleigh drew in a shuddering breath. “Thank you. I
assumed you knew. Then again, Dad isn’t telling a lot of
people.”

“It’s not easy losing someone you love. My abuela passed
away in her sleep.”

The words escaped before Adrian could stop them.
Honoring Sofia Cabrera by sharing her chocolate polvorones
at his release parties was the closest he came to sharing
personal details of any kind.

Everleigh’s hand slid up to his shoulder. She gave him a
gentle, reassuring squeeze. “Those cookies are truly
incredible. She must have been an amazing woman for you to
honor her like that.”

“She was.”

Everleigh smiled again, but this one was tinged with the
kindred pain of losing a loved one.

Between anger, desire and sorrow, he’d experienced a full
scale of deep emotions in the past thirty minutes. He didn’t
like it. It was time to return to familiar ground.



“Back to business. What do you want to know?”

Blinking away her tears, Everleigh smoothed her face into
the mask of a skilled businesswoman. Adrian’s admiration
ratcheted up a notch.

“Why do you want to purchase Fox Vineyards?”

“Cabrera Wine is growing quickly. We maintain multiple
vineyards in Spain, three in France and two in Sweden. We
have yet to break into the United States market.”

Her lips thinned. “I see.”

The current of growing irritation in her voice could not be
missed.

“Is a business not allowed to grow and expand?” he asked.

“Of course it is. But why purchase Fox? I love it, but it’s
small. You clearly have the money necessary to buy your own
land and build a much bigger winery.”

“We do. Billions of it.”

Her cheeks reddened again, but this time a deeper color that
spread down her neck and toward the valley of her breasts.
How could anger look so sexy?

“The question stands, Mr. Cabrera. Why purchase Fox?”

“Your vineyards produce some of the finest grapes for
Riesling and Pinot Noir. Your port has won numerous
accolades. Why would I waste time and resources replicating
what is already a well-established operation almost guaranteed
to grow with the right investment?”

“Operation?” Her fingers curled in his grasp. “Fox
Vineyards is more than just an ‘operation.’ It’s a family.”

“A family?” he repeated. “Miss Bradford, that’s a quaint
notion. But holding on to a winery that’s dying in its current
format because it has a ‘family’ atmosphere is not good
business. That’s why Fox is failing.”

“Fox is not failing!” Everleigh snapped.

Several dancers turned to look at them.



Adrian leaned down, putting his lips almost to her ear.
“Unless you want to become the talk of the party, I suggest
you lower your voice.”

She stiffened in his arms and focused on some point over
his shoulder. They swayed to the music for a good thirty
seconds before she spoke again.

“Fox is not failing,” she repeated, her voice a monotone.
“We’ve had some struggles, but struggle does not equal
failure.”

“You haven’t released a new wine in six months. Your
father told me that at least half of your equipment needs to be
replaced and that profits have dwindled. Your winery has an
excellent reputation, but it cannot exist on good
recommendations when it’s hemorrhaging funds.”

“I can fix it,” she insisted.

“I’m sorry. I don’t know why your father has decided to sell
instead of pass control of the winery to you. That’s a
conversation you’ll have to have with him.”

The blood drained from Everleigh’s face. “What did you
say?”

“Your father contacted me six weeks ago. He asked if I
wanted to buy Fox Vineyards.”

Betrayal sucked the energy from Everleigh’s limbs. Had
Adrian not been cradling her in a dancer’s embrace she might
very well have collapsed onto the floor.

How could her dad have done this? He knew what Fox
meant to her—knew that she wanted to take over. At least
before she’d thought Adrian had pressured him, backed him
into a corner somehow. But for him to have contacted
Adrian…

“Miss Bradford?”

Adrian’s voice echoed in her mind as if he were at the end
of a long tunnel. She’d known Fox wasn’t doing great, but
could it truly be in such dire straits?



Even as she looked up at Adrian, hoping to see some glint
of artifice in his eyes, she saw nothing but truth and concern. It
made a horrible kind of sense. Her dad’s increased worries
about the company’s finances… His scheduling meetings for
when she was busy with another project… His refusal to tell
her why he had decided to sell…

Each puzzle piece that fell into place felt like a shot to the
heart.

“It seems I owe you another apology, Mr. Cabrera,” she
managed to force out. “When my father said he had no choice
but to sell, and refused to tell me more, I assumed you had
pressured him into selling.” The music stopped and she
stepped out of his arms. She needed to get out of here. Now.
“Thank you for the information, and the dance. Enjoy the rest
of your party.”

With a quick nod of her head, she turned and walked as
quickly as she could through the crowded dance floor toward
the elevator. Blood pounded in her ears, drowning out the band
and the conversations swirling around her. Each step felt as if
someone else was taking it…as if she wasn’t in control of her
own body.

How could her dad have done this to her? The question
jackhammered its way around her head.

How could he have sold Fox Vineyards without talking to
her first? Did he really think so little of her?

A sob rose in her throat but she squelched it. She would not
break down in front of all these people—and certainly not in
front of Adrian Cabrera.

She reached the elevator just as the doors opened. She
stepped in and pressed the button for the third floor.

A sixth sense made her look up. Adrian was striding toward
the elevator, his long legs eating up the distance. His face was
blank—a handsome façade concealing his thoughts.

Did he want to discuss the sale? Make her understand why
her dad selling Fox was better than her taking over? He might
not be the manipulative capitalist she had assumed him to be,



but he was still arrogant, spoiled and cold. If his comments
about a family business versus an “operation” were anything
to go by, he would turn Fox into a hollow shell of what it
currently was, all for the sake of profit.

She pressed the button to close the doors. Surprise cracked
Adrian’s aloof mask, followed swiftly by anger. She saw him
quicken his pace, but the doors slid shut before he could reach
her.

A tiny smile tweaked her lips as the elevator descended. It
was childish to close the door in his face, but also immensely
satisfying.

The ache from earlier returned and squeezed her heart tight.
Disappointment, fear and betrayal warred for control as she
scrunched her eyes tight.

The one thing she had held on to after her dad’s diagnosis
had been that she would be able to continue the family legacy
with Fox Vineyards—maybe even one day pass it down to her
children. The dream of honoring her parents through Fox, of
staying in the place that had brought her so much joy, had kept
her going on even the darkest days.

Now that dream was gone. Her dad was dying, leaving her
just like her mom had, and she was powerless to save him. Her
entire world was slipping through her fingers and there was
nothing she could do to stop it.

The next morning

“Mr. Cabrera, I cannot give out another guest’s hotel room
number.”

Adrian planted his hands on the marble counter and leaned
forward. The front desk attendant, a small wisp of a girl with
oversize black-framed glasses that dominated her paper-white
face, didn’t move an inch.

“This is urgent.”



“If it’s an emergency, I can dial the police.”

His fingers curled. When had everyone become so
impudent?

“It’s not that urgent,” he ground out.

“If it’s not that urgent, then I can’t be expected to break
protocol and put the safety of a guest at risk.”

Alejandro walked up to him, his hair messed and his eyes
sleepy. Unlike Adrian, in his pressed pants and buttoned-up
shirt, Alejandro sported jeans and a wrinkled gray shirt that
barely stretched across his chest.

Alejandro flashed a smile at the clerk. “Is my brother
bothering you, Leia?”

Of course Alejandro would know the names of the hotel
staff. He made friends wherever he went.

Leia narrowed her eyes. “Yes. He’s asking me to break
security protocol. Unless a guest has told us that their room
number can be given out, I’m not authorized to share that
information. With anybody,” she added with a glare in
Adrian’s direction.

Alejandro turned to Adrian. “Why not just have Leia call
the room?”

“Because I want the room number.”

Alejandro grinned. “Because you know that if Leia calls up
there and tells whoever it is that you want to speak with them
they’ll tell you to go to hell and hang up.”

“I don’t recall asking for your assistance, hermano.”

Alejandro leaned up against the counter and yawned. “This
wouldn’t happen to be about the second woman you chased off
last night, would it?”

Adrian pulled his phone out of his pocket and looked down
at the screen. He didn’t need Alejandro seeing how deeply
Everleigh Bradford had worked her way under his skin.

When she’d closed the elevator doors in his face, fury had
sent him back to the party. He’d channeled that energy into



making the rounds, speaking with guests, sampling the hors
d’oeuvres and delivering a brief speech on the Cabrera Merlot
to thunderous applause.

Halfway through the evening he’d grabbed a polvorone. The
sweet taste of sugar and butter mixed with decadent chocolate
had conjured up a look of pure pleasure on Everleigh’s face
when she’d eaten a cookie.

The memory of her candidness and her passion for Fox
Vineyards had started to chip away at his anger, until he’d
been left with a hollow sensation that had dogged him the rest
of the evening. Even when Alejandro had introduced him to a
stunning nurse practitioner, whose ebony legs had been
displayed to perfection in a champagne-colored cocktail dress,
his mind hadn’t been able to let go of the sight of Everleigh
walking toward the elevator, shoulders thrown back defiantly
even as defeat had radiated from her body.

That image was the reason he had woken up in bed alone
and come to the lobby to track her down. He didn’t owe
Everleigh an explanation. The sale between Cabrera and Fox
would move ahead, as Richard wanted.

But he could at least check on her before he flew back to
Spain.

“If you’re looking for that woman, she checked out this
morning.”

Adrian spun around and pinned Alejandro with a steely
gaze. “How do you know?”

Alejandro grinned wolfishly. “I escorted a young woman to
her taxi this morning. Around seven or so.”

“Seven?”

Alejandro shrugged. “It was a good night. But as we were…
ahem…saying goodbye, I saw your blonde friend walking out
with her suitcase.”

Ten minutes later Adrian was back in his room packing up
his clothes, when his cell rang.



“Good morning, sir,” said his personal assistant, Eli. “I trust
the party went well?”

“Very,” Adrian responded shortly.

Everleigh’s face, pale and yet strong, still filled his mind.
He rubbed his hand across his forehead. Why could he not
focus?

“Good. I have the itinerary for your trip to Spain. You’ll
land at—”

“Eli, change of plan.”

A brief pause, and then “Yes, sir.”

“Get me on the first plane to Rochester, New York, out of
La Guardia—first class—and then a rental car.”

“Yes, sir. What should I tell your father about the meeting
with the Granada tourism board?”

“I’ll follow up with him when I arrive later this week. Tell
him I have some unfinished business with Fox Vineyards.”



CHAPTER FOUR

EVERLEIGH URGED HER HORSE to go faster, savoring the rush of
hot adrenaline and its contrast to the cool wind rushing by. The
thick clouds grew darker. At any moment the skies would open
and douse the landscape with rain.

But Everleigh didn’t care.

“Faster, Paris!”

Paris obliged and quickened her pace, thundering up the hill
so fast the trees passed by in a blur. Half a mile away a long
driveway curved up and over the velvet green hills and led to
the front door of the farmhouse she called home.

She grabbed the reins and eased Paris back from her gallop
until they achieved a slow, easy walk. Paris’s ears drew back
and she snorted.

“Did I slow you down too soon?” Everleigh asked with an
affectionate pat on Paris’s damp neck.

The growing blackness of the sky mirrored her resurfacing
anger. Her fingers tightened on the reins as the disastrous
confrontation she’d had with her father that morning rose up in
her mind.

“You did what?”

Her dad had almost shouted when she’d cornered him in the
library this morning. He hadn’t even let her talk.

“What I do with Fox is none of your concern. Stay out of
it!” he’d snapped, before he’d turned and left the room,
slamming the door behind him.

A minute later she’d heard his car accelerate down the
drive, leaving her alone in the house, with its once comforting
walls pressing in on her like a prison.

Her dad had never spoken to her like that before. They’d
always been partners. Or at least she’d thought they had.



Sadness tugged at her heart, but she shoved it away. Anger
was easier.

Dad might think the discussion was closed, but she
wouldn’t let go so easily. She’d fight tooth and nail to keep
Fox in the family, where it belonged. Keeping it out of the
hands of a man as smug and entitled as Adrian Cabrera would
merely be an added bonus.

The thought of her newfound nemesis conjured memories of
the previous night. The feel of his body against hers as they’d
danced…the woodsy scent that had clung to her dress…

Stop! She didn’t need an unwanted attraction muddying the
waters.

Paris’s ears perked up. A second later a low rumble of
thunder rolled across the countryside.

Everleigh sighed. “Time to go home.”

She reached the driveway and nudged Paris into a brisk
canter. Another rumble broke through the air—but not thunder.
This one was steady and low, like the purr of an engine.

Her shoulders tensed. Maybe her dad was already back.

She glanced behind her, then did a double take. A black
Porsche, sleek and elegant, raced up the drive. Behind the
wheel sat Adrian Cabrera.

Everleigh uttered a word that would have made her mother
cringe. What the hell was he doing here?

Adrian pulled alongside her, keeping pace with Paris, and
rolled the window down.

“Miss Bradford.”

“Mr. Cabrera.” She inwardly winced at the rudeness in her
voice. It wasn’t fair to focus her anger on Adrian. By all
accounts her dad was the one behind this whole mess.
Knowing this, however, didn’t dispel her antagonism.

Adrian was still a snobby elitist who had been born with a
silver spoon in his mouth. Plus, this ride had been her time to
gather her thoughts, to relax before attempting to talk to her



dad again. How the hell was she supposed to calm down with
Adrian’s dark gaze piercing through the armor she’d spent all
morning piecing back together after their erotic dance?

“Are you lost?” she asked.

His lips quirked. “I came to see you.”

Shock rendered her speechless, followed by a warmth that
spread from her chest to her limbs and left her feeling a little
lightheaded.

She blurted out the first thing that came to mind. “Why?”

“And your father.”

Her eyes narrowed. Of course. “To tell him you’ll be
canceling your purchase of Fox since there’s another interested
buyer?”

A scowl marred his chiseled features. “Forget it, Miss
Bradford. You do not want to come between me and
something I want.”

Before she could retort, a loud bang rent the air and sent
Paris skittering several paces to the left. Adrian slammed on
the brakes as Everleigh pulled Paris to a halt, her heart
pounding in her chest. She looked up, but no rain fell.

A string of fiery Spanish drew her attention back to the
Porsche and the rapidly deflating front tire.

Everleigh couldn’t stop herself. She threw her head back
and laughed.

Adrian glared at Everleigh as she doubled over on top of her
horse. Her mirth brought a rosy glow to her cheeks. The wind
caught her hair and tossed it in wild blonde disarray. The
stubborn woman was laughing at him, and he couldn’t stop
staring at her.

Today she sported blue jeans and a threadbare violet sweater
with the sleeves rolled up to her elbows. Barely a hint of
make-up, no jewelry, no bewitching gown…



She was beautiful. And even though the flat tire was a
nuisance he could have done without he enjoyed the result—
seeing her uninhibited and happy.

Her laughter trailed off and she had the grace to look a little
contrite. “Sorry…”

“Judging by the glint in your eye, señorita, you’re not the
least bit sorry.”

Her grin returned, and the smile punched him hard in the
chest with an emotion he didn’t care to examine.

“You have to admit a Porsche isn’t the best vehicle for a trip
into rural New York.”

He conceded her point with a shrug. “I didn’t realize how
far Fox Vineyards was from the city of Rochester.”

The smile disappeared as her violet eyes sharpened. “Then
perhaps it isn’t a good fit for your empire.”

Adrian sighed. Always the winery. He could appreciate a
professional with an unwavering focus on business. But with
Everleigh, he very much wanted to mix business with
pleasure.

“I think—”

An earth-shattering clap of thunder cut him off. Everleigh’s
horse whinnied frantically.

“The storm’s almost here!” Everleigh shouted over the
rising shriek of the wind.

She guided her horse next to a tree, so the thick trunk would
block some of the gusts that barreled over the hills. Another
burst of thunder released the rain the clouds had been holding
on to.

He rolled the window up and stepped out into the storm.

“What are you doing?” Everleigh yelled as he moved under
the tree with her. “Stay inside, where it’s dry.”

“I’m not going to stay dry while you get drenched,” he
snapped back.



“I’m going to ride back to the house. I don’t recommend
waiting out the storm under a tree—but do what you want.
Doesn’t matter to me.”

“Or I could ride back with you.”

Her mouth dropped open. “What?”

“Who knows how long this could last?” He raised his voice
to combat the growing intensity of the tempest. “I’d prefer to
wait until it dies down to change the tire. I know you despise
me, but surely not enough to leave me stranded out here?”

A second passed, then two. Indecision was written all across
her face.

He took a gamble and turned back to the car. “Never mind.
I’ll—”

“Oh, for heaven’s sake. Come on.”

He suppressed a triumphant grin as he hit the lock button
and walked back to her. She scooted forward in the saddle, her
face set in a stony mask. He put his foot in the stirrup and
pulled himself up. The lack of space and the rain-slicked
leather saddle made him slide flush against her back.

Dios mío… The curves of her backside were pressed against
him. Desire flared—more intense than last night, more primal.
He hardened in an instant. He tried to keep his lurid thoughts
at bay, so the evidence of his want didn’t make her
uncomfortable. But, damn, it was difficult.

Especially when she shifted in the saddle and her body
rubbed against him…

“Hold on.”

Before he could reply she uttered a command to the horse
and they were off. His arms slipped around her slender waist.
She stiffened, but he didn’t let go. The flat tire had been
embarrassing enough; he wasn’t going to fall off a horse in
front of the proud Miss Bradford, too.

Despite the storm’s fury, Everleigh guided her horse with
skill. Even when lightning lit the darkened landscape and
thunder roared overhead she stayed focused. If he hadn’t



admired her before, her control of a situation that many
women of his acquaintance would have shied away from made
her even more attractive.

Damn it.
The trees lining the drive provided little shelter from the

rain. The wind sent sheets of water sideways and drenched
them both. His hands rested on her stomach, and he felt the
heat of her skin seeping through her soaked sweater.

“Almost there!” Everleigh shouted over her shoulder.

The house appeared, hazy at first and then sharpening as
they drew closer.

Everleigh Bradford’s beloved home—a rambling farmhouse
with a wraparound porch—was the exact opposite of his
palatial estate in Granada. What would it be like inside? Bright
colors? Lots of plants and cozy nooks?

Everleigh intrigued him. And the possibility of taking her to
bed was becoming more enticing by the minute. Maybe her
attitude toward him would thaw once she heard from Richard
why he was selling. He knew she found him attractive. The
way her body had curved into his on the dance floor, the
sparkle of attraction in her eyes, had told him plenty about
how she felt about him—at least physically. Once the
conversation with her father was out of the way they would
spend the night together, have incredible sex, and then he’d be
off to Spain first thing in the morning.

He just needed to get her out of his system and regain
control.

Everleigh guided the horse around the house to the back.
They galloped past a stone patio, a covered pool, and
numerous maple trees fighting to stand upright against the
wind. A large red barn came into view, with yellow light
spilling out through the doors onto the lawn. Everleigh tugged
on the reins and the horse slowed as it entered the barn.

They’d barely stopped before Everleigh had dismounted and
hurried back to close the doors. Adrian climbed down, but



before he could say anything she disappeared into one of the
stalls.

One of many, he noticed as he glanced around. The barn
looked almost brand-new, with rows of empty stalls, a clean
concrete floor and lights fashioned to look like antique
lanterns hanging from the rafters. The faint scent of hay
wrapped around him as the rain drummed a furious beat on the
roof.

Everleigh walked back into the main aisle with a thick
blanket and a towel draped over her arm. She ignored him and
began toweling off the horse’s neck, cooing soft words of
endearment.

“What’s her name?”

Her shoulders tensed as his voice broke the silence between
them. “Paris.”

“An interesting choice.” He leaned against one of the stall
doors.

“She’s an interesting girl.” Everleigh removed the saddle
and tossed the blanket over Paris’s back. “My mother spent her
senior year of college in Paris. We were supposed to go there
together the summer after I graduated high school, but she
passed away that spring. I like having something that reminds
me of her.”

“Why not just go yourself?”

She shrugged. “I will. Someday.”

He glanced around at the empty barn. “Where are the rest of
the horses?”

“Paris is the only one we’ve ever had.”

She crouched down to wipe off Paris’s legs, and the back of
her sweater rode up to reveal a pale expanse of skin. The sight
heated his blood.

“Then why so large a barn?”

She finished drying Paris off and led her into a nearby stall.
With her back to him, he could indulge in a thorough perusal



of her legs, displayed to sensual perfection in her wet blue
jeans.

Once she’d locked the door, she turned and faced him,
sadness pulling her lips down into a frown. “We planned on
rescuing more—abused horses, old ones in danger of being put
down… When we expanded the winery, we built a special
events barn on the other side of the vineyards. We were going
to use the calmer horses for horseback rides and the ones who
couldn’t be ridden would get to live out their lives here and
add a little atmosphere to the place.”

Adrian crossed his arms over his chest. “A good idea. And
still possible with Cabrera.”

Her eyes narrowed as her hands came up to rest on her hips.

“Also possible if I were to take over the vineyard.”

“Possible, yes. But not probable,” Adrian shot back. “I have
experience in multiple aspects of business—not just marketing
—and a team of professionals and a fortune at my fingertips
that could take Fox to new heights.”

Everleigh squared her shoulders and took a step forward,
closing the gap between them to less than a foot. The sweater
clung to her, hugging the curves of her breasts. With her hair
hanging in damp curls around her face and fire snapping in her
eyes, she reminded him of a feisty kitten caught in a storm.

“Oh, I’m sure… Cabrera sells glitz and glamor and sex. Oh,
and occasionally wine.”

Adrian arched a brow. The kitten had even sharper claws
than he’d realized.

“Sex and wine go hand in hand. Have you not enjoyed that
combination before?” Even as he uttered the words, he felt his
stomach harden. He didn’t care for the idea of her in another
man’s bed.

Two spots of red appeared in Everleigh’s cheeks. “What
I’ve enjoyed is watching the hard work my friends and family
have put into this vineyard come to fruition in a glass of wine
bursting with flavor.” Another step forward. “What I’ve



enjoyed is getting out into the vineyards and pruning the vines
we’ve cared for.”

Another step brought her so close he could see flecks of
gold in the violet of her eyes and feel the heat radiating off her
body.

“When was the last time you worked in your own
vineyards? Talked to one of your employees? When was the
last time you did anything but party like the pampered playboy
you are?”

Every muscle in Adrian’s body tensed. He’d let his libido
run the show for the past twenty-four hours, but no more.

“You, Miss Bradford,” he replied, with a thread of steel in
his tone, “are one of the most arrogant, rude young women
I’ve ever met.”

Her mouth dropped open. “Me? Arrogant?”

He leaned down until his lips were just a breath away from
hers. “You crash my party, then close an elevator door in my
face. When I make a very long and unplanned trip to sort out
this mess with your father, you almost leave me stranded in a
storm. And then you yell at me for wanting to ensure Fox
Vineyards continues instead of collapsing in on itself. Lest you
forget, your father reached out to me, not the other way
around. Perhaps you should direct some of your anger toward
him.”

He’d barely spoken the last words when the rain suddenly
abated, becoming a soft patter. Quietness settled over the barn.

Everleigh blinked, and some of the fight dissolved from her
eyes. “I just…”

She started to turn away, but Adrian put a hand on her arm.
The heat of her skin warmed him once more. His breath
caught in his throat at how quickly and fiercely his desire
flared.

“You just what?”

“You’re right.”



The words were spoken so softly he almost didn’t hear
them.

“I still don’t think you’re the right person to lead Fox.” A
regretful laugh escaped her lips. “But it’s easier to be angry at
you than at my father. You’re not at fault. I’m sorry.”

Her words of apology froze him in place. As a child he’d
craved an apology from his mother, a reason as to why she’d
rejected him. But even years later, when she’d made a few
feeble attempts to connect with him again, she’d never once
explained her actions or apologized. The couple of times he’d
tried to initiate a conversation she’d just teared up and walked
away.

Everleigh looked down at his hand on her arm and then up
at Adrian, uncertainty in her eyes. His fingers curled around
her elbow and he tugged her closer. She obliged, her lips
parting as her gaze settled on his mouth.

“Mr. Cabrera…”

Never had his last name sounded so sexy. The harsh words
hanging in the air dissolved under the heat of the unbridled
lust swirling between them. He leaned down, the
uncontrollable need to taste her overwhelming his good sense.

“Everleigh!”

A sudden shout from outside the barn broke the spell.
Everleigh blinked and took a step back, just before the barn
doors swung open and Richard Bradford rushed in.



CHAPTER FIVE

HER DAD RUSHED into the barn and threw his arms around
Everleigh. Her eyes sought out Adrian over her father’s
shoulder. Whatever desire she’d seen there had gone, replaced
by an impenetrable shield of aloofness.

Had she really been about to kiss Adrian Cabrera?

What must he think of her? Especially after she’d once
again lost control of her temper and behaved in a manner most
definitely not becoming in an aspiring winery owner.

She closed her eyes against the shame. Adrian’s accusation
had hit home with painful accuracy. She was displacing her
anger and focusing it on him. In moments like these, when she
let her emotions control her tongue instead of common sense,
she feared that perhaps her father had made the right choice
after all.

Her dad released her and she opened her eyes as he held her
at arm’s length, his gaze scanning her. “Are you all right? Are
you hurt?”

“Dad, I’m fine. What’s wrong?”

He blew out a breath and released his grip on her shoulders.
“I turned around when I saw how bad the storm was getting. I
didn’t like how we left things this morning, and when I saw
the abandoned car in the driveway and the house empty…”
His voice trailed off as he focused on the man looming behind
her. “Mr. Cabrera?”

Adrian stepped up next to Everleigh and executed a short
bow of his head. “Sí. It’s good to see you again, Mr.
Bradford.”

Her dad’s eyes narrowed. “What are you doing in here with
my daughter?”

“Dad!” Embarrassment heated her face. “I was riding Paris
when he pulled up in the driveway and got a flat tire, so I



brought him home.”

Her dad had the grace to look abashed. “Of course. My
apologies, Mr. Cabrera. I know you wouldn’t… That is to
say…”

Adrian Cabrera waved his flustered comments aside. “No
apology needed. If I had a daughter as beautiful as yours I
would have the same protective instinct.”

He probably threw out compliments left and right to woo
actresses and models into his bed. But that didn’t stop the
electric tingling in her limbs. The men she’d dated before had
never called her beautiful. The few times they had
complimented her they’d used words like “hot” and, on one
memorable occasion, “so doable.”

Her dad cleared his throat. “Would you like to join us inside
the house? I’m shorter than you, but I’m sure we can find
some dry clothes for you to change into.”

Adrian Cabrera’s smile flashed white in her peripheral
vision. “Excellent. And then perhaps we can talk. All three of
us.”

Her dad’s lips thinned. “All three of us?”

“Yes.”

Adrian didn’t elaborate. He just maintained that smile that
appeared friendly on the surface but carried an edge that said
he would accept nothing less than what he wanted.

“Fine.”

Her dad’s voice had lost some of its politeness. He returned
Adrian’s smile, his teeth bared like a cornered dog.

“Twenty minutes in the library, then. All three of us.”

Everleigh resisted the urge to roll her eyes at their battle of
wills and merely murmured her consent before slipping out
through the door. Sunbeams broke through the holes in the
clouds hanging overhead, illuminating the raindrops clinging
like tiny diamonds to the leaves of the trees. The thunder let
out one last, distant grumble that was quickly overridden by
the sweet trill of a bluebird.



The storm had only wreaked its havoc for twenty minutes or
so. So why, Everleigh asked herself as she hurried up the steps
of the back porch, did it feel like so much had changed during
that short period of time?

She yanked open the screen door. The hinges shrieked in
protest at her rough treatment. She paused, breathed in deeply,
and stepped inside.

The kitchen greeted her with its cheery yellow warmth. The
floorboards uttered their usual comforting creak as she fetched
a glass of lemonade from the fridge. The sweet liquid brought
a welcome respite from the humidity left behind by the storm.
Unfortunately, it did little to calm the heat still churning in her
veins.

Dear God, the man hadn’t even kissed her and she could
barely stand up.

As much as she loved her romance books, she’d always
rolled her eyes when she’d read about the heroine’s knees
growing weak. But, given that she’d nearly sagged against
Adrian Cabrera in the barn as her head had spun from the
intensity of her yearning, apparently her favorite authors had
based their writing on fact.

She gulped down the rest of the lemonade and escaped
upstairs before her dad and Adrian walked in. She banished
the memory of how strong and protective Adrian had felt
against her back, of how nice his arms had felt wrapped
around her waist, by hopping into the shower and cranking up
the hot water until it nearly scalded her.

After throwing on a pair of jeans and another sweater she
dried her hair, and was about to head back downstairs when
she caught a glimpse of herself in the mirror of her vanity
table. Dark half-moons stood out under her eyes against the
pallor of her skin. Her lips were equally pale and colorless.

With a groan, she grabbed a tube of lip gloss and swiped on
a caramel color. It didn’t completely take away the zombie
look, but it gave her enough of a confidence-boost to face
whatever awaited her downstairs.



They were both already in the library, where a fire was
crackling in the hearth. Adrian sat in a comfy chair, dressed in
sweatpants and a hoodie. He clearly did not care for the casual
clothing; he sat stiff and straight, despite the plush cushions of
the chair that invited him to relax.

Her dad paced by the fire, his hands behind his back.

“Ah, Everleigh.” Dad’s voice shook even as he forced a
smile. “Please, sit. Tea and muffins from the Fox Creek
Bakery.”

Everleigh grabbed one of the muffins and plopped into the
matching chair across from Adrian. She bit into the muffin,
savoring the flavors of fresh blueberries and rich butter that
melted on her tongue.

She glanced over to see Adrian staring at her. His gaze was
unreadable, his face a mask of granite. “Would you like a
muffin?” she asked with an arch of her brow.

“No, thank you.”

He looked away. The man certainly knew how to flip from
seductive billionaire to cold-hearted executive in the blink of
eye.

“All right.” Her dad stopped pacing and stood in front of the
fire. Tension radiated from his body.

Against the backlight of the fire, there was no hiding the
way his clothes hung off his body. Everleigh swallowed hard
and looked away. Some days she could pretend he was
recovering from an illness, or that he’d just lost weight. But on
days like today there was no denying that Richard Bradford’s
clock was running out of time.

“Everleigh, I’m so sorry.”

The despair in her father’s voice dragged her eyes back to
him.

“I shouldn’t have gone to Cabrera Wine without first
consulting you. I know you’ve always had your heart set on
running Fox. I wanted to give you that legacy, and I know… I
know you would have done me proud.”



He walked over and knelt before her, clasping her hands in
his. Hot tears filled her eyes. She brushed them away with the
back of her hand even as one escaped and trailed down her
cheek.

Adrian Cabrera cleared his throat and stood. “Perhaps I
should leave. This seems like a private matter.”

Her dad leaned forward, kissed her forehead and stood. “It
is, but it also involves you. Everleigh deserves to know the
reason why I’m selling to Cabrera Wine. And, as you pointed
out, if you’re to lead the business we all need to be on the
same page.”

Everleigh frowned. “You’re still going to sell?”

Her dad sighed and ran a hand through his hair. “Yes. Not
because I want to, Everleigh. Because I have to.”

Her heart started to pound against her chest. “What?”

Her dad turned away and looked back at the fire.

Her fear ratcheted up another notch. “What aren’t you
telling me?”

He finally looked back at her, and she barely resisted the
urge to shrink back in her chair. His skin had gone gray, as if
every drop of energy had been leeched from his body. His
shoulders curled in and he gripped the edge of the mantle.

“Everleigh, the winery is bankrupt. If I don’t sell to Cabrera
next month we’ll have to shut down.”

Adrian watched Everleigh as her father’s words sank in. She
stared at him for a moment, the color slowly draining from her
skin. Then she drew a shaky hand through her hair.

He’d known about Fox’s troubles ever since Richard had
reached out—had known last night, when Everleigh had
confronted him at the party. But it hadn’t been his place to tell
her.

He’d eased his discomfort by telling himself that Richard
had withheld the information from his daughter because he



didn’t trust her, because she wouldn’t be able to handle the
change in the family’s finances. But, no. It had all been
because a father hadn’t wanted to hurt his daughter.

Everleigh sank back into her chair as she rubbed her
forehead. “How did this happen?” she asked finally.

Respect stirred in Adrian’s chest. A quiver laced her voice,
but other than that she appeared calm…focused.

Richard scrubbed a hand over his face, defeat deepening
wrinkles. “Little by little,” he finally ground out. “I was too
focused on what was going on with my illness. I ignored the
warning signs. Broken equipment that set production back…
Not having enough inventory to cover orders for the last
rosé…”

“But you said the equipment had been fixed,” Everleigh
broke in, a frown etched into her forehead. “And what
happened with the rosé last fall? The reviews, the pre-orders,
social media…everything was so positive.”

A weary smile tugged at Richard’s lips. “I know. Because
you’re great at your job. The rosé sold too well.”

That gave Adrian pause. Everleigh worked for Fox? He’d
been impressed by the winery’s branding, and their social
media presence rivaled Cabrera’s. But the idea that he might
still have to deal with Miss Bradford after this sale was over
was not a positive one. The possibility of a night with her
disappeared in a flash and left him burning with suppressed
need. He’d dated an employee once. One disaster was more
than enough.

“I didn’t hire the best inventory manager and I wasn’t
paying attention,” Richard said to Everleigh, bringing Adrian’s
attention back to the conversation. “By the time I realized we
didn’t have enough to cover orders it was too late. I had to
issue a lot of refunds and pass on business to other wineries.”

Everleigh sat forward in her chair, her lips parted and her
face pale. Adrian had taken a step toward her before he’d even
realized what he was doing. He changed direction and walked



over to one of the windows, shoving his hands deep into his
pockets.

“How did I not know about any of this?” Everleigh’s voice
trembled.

Adrian kept his gaze trained on the green sloping fields of
the countryside.

“Because I kept you and the rest of the staff in the dark. I
kept thinking I could make it work…that the next thing would
be what was needed to turn Fox around. But that didn’t happen
and it’s led…” He sucked in a shuddering breath. “Led to the
winery being on the verge of bankruptcy.”

Silence reigned, broken only by the crackling of the logs in
the fireplace. Adrian regretted requesting this little meeting. In
a moment of irritation he had suggested it as punishment for
the way Richard had handled this situation. But now, as he
turned just in time to see the play of emotions across
Everleigh’s stunned face, he felt like a bastard.

His mother might have shut him out of her life after losing
the baby, but she’d still ensured that he was raised in luxury.
While Everleigh might not live with the same extravagance,
she nonetheless enjoyed a comfortable life. What would it be
like for her to find out in the blink of an eye that everything
she’d had was gone?

“But surely there must be something we can do,” she
protested. “We have a new wine this summer, two in the fall,
and we have weddings booked for the new venue starting in
October. Dad, we—”

“Fox will continue as a sub-brand of Cabrera,” Adrian
interjected.

That and paying off the mortgage on Richard’s home were
the two things the older man had stood firm on. To Adrian,
paying the mortgage was inconsequential. The compromise to
change the labeling to Cabrera Wine Presents Fox Vineyards
still rankled. Selling up should be just that—selling a
company, not sharing new billing.

Still, the bottom line was worth it.



“So I’m sure you’ll still have your job as Director of
Marketing,” Richard told his daughter. “It’s not just about you
and me. It’s about our employees—all the families who
depend on us—and the other businesses we work with in Fox
Creek. The debts are so… They’re astronomical. If I don’t sell,
we’ll have to declare bankruptcy and we’ll lose the vineyard.
This way we still have some choice.”

“All employees will be retained at their current salary,” said
Adrian. “Including you, Miss Bradford,” he added, even
though a warning bell clanged in his mind. “I didn’t realize
you were behind Fox’s marketing, but you’ll be a valuable
asset.”

Everleigh murmured a thank-you, but he could see that,
unlike Richard, she wasn’t done. No, gears were turning in
that beautiful blonde head of hers, and she was scheming to
solve her father’s predicament. She didn’t strike him as the
kind of woman to shrink away from a challenge, even one as
seemingly insurmountable as this.

Everleigh whirled and pinned him with her sharp gaze.
“What’s in this for you, Mr. Cabrera? Why pay so much
money for a winery that’s financially unstable?”

The woman should have been a lawyer, with her fearless
ability to fire questions at him.

“Like I told you last night, Fox is small, but it’s an
established and well-respected brand. Quality wines. A
presence in the United States. It will give me an opportunity to
expand Cabrera Wine, plus give me well-trained employees
loyal to the company. All things I wouldn’t have if I started
fresh. An infusion of cash and the strength of an international
brand can elevate Fox to an entirely new status.”

“Speaking of which,” Richard said as he stood, “the sale
will be announced at a party here at Fox in five weeks, as well
as who Mr. Cabrera names as director. I’d like for you to
collaborate with Cabrera Wine’s marketing team in the
meantime, to ensure a smooth transition.”

Everleigh’s gaze swung between Adrian and Richard.
Something flared in her eyes—the briefest flash of cunning



and determination.

“Why don’t I accompany Mr. Cabrera to Spain? If I’m
going to continue as Director of Marketing for Fox under the
Cabrera name, I should meet his marketing team and learn
more about the brand in person.”

Oh, she had boldness—Adrian would give her that. Their
eyes met and he could almost feel the resolve burning through
her.

Richard Bradford’s eyes narrowed. “Why?”

“Like you just said—to ensure a smooth transition. We
might be moving forward as Fox, but I’ll need to collaborate
with our parent company.” Her lips curved in a devilish smile.
“Mr. Cabrera himself said I’d be a valuable asset. Might as
well put myself to work as quickly as I can.”

Judging by the creases in Richard’s forehead, he knew his
daughter was up to something. But, like Adrian, he didn’t
know what, and the argument she presented was a logical one.

Richard glanced at Adrian. “Mr. Cabrera, I know this would
be imposing on your hospitality—”

“Not at all,” Adrian interrupted smoothly. “I meant what I
said about Everleigh’s talents. She can join me tomorrow on
my plane back to Spain and she can stay at my family’s home
just outside Granada.”

He took pleasure in the surprise that widened her eyes.

“That’s not necessary,” she said. “I can fly commercial and I
can get a hotel.”

“If we’re going to be one big, happy family moving
forward, then I insist you enjoy the amenities and perks that
come with being a part of Cabrera Wine. Unless there’s
something holding you back?” He flashed her a challenging
smile.

Stubbornness tightened her mouth. Her shoulders
straightened. “No.”

A litany of curses rushed through his head as his groin
hardened. Knowing she was off-limits as a future employee of



Cabrera Wine made him want her even more.

“Excellent. We leave first thing in the morning.”

Adrian turned and left the room before Everleigh or her
father could utter an objection. This fascination with her—this
desire to poke and prod and tease—concerned him. It opened
the door to emotions he had kept locked away for decades.

Allowing himself to experience anything more than physical
attraction was an invitation to play with fire.

Yet the possibility of getting burned had never felt so
enticing.



CHAPTER SIX

EVERLEIGH WALKED BY the library later that night, just in time
to see her dad pour himself exactly four ounces of Fox’s
Riesling and sink into the depths of one of the comfy chairs.
Part of her hesitated about going to Spain, knowing his
prognosis. But when she’d mentioned her hesitation he’d
dismissed it, saying, “Not only will this be good for Fox’s
future, but you need to live, Everleigh.”

She leaned against the doorframe and smiled at the sight of
him curled up in front of the fire, feeling a nostalgic warmth
settling in her chest. When her mom had been alive, her mom
and her dad had spent countless nights in front of the fireplace.
She’d always wondered as a child why sometimes they closed
and locked the doors, although as an adult she had a pretty
good idea what they’d been up to. Their love for each other
had only grown stronger with every passing day.

Her throat squeezed. Eleven years…

Numerous friends and acquaintances had told her that the
pain would fade over time. But on nights like these, when she
could almost swear her mother’s rose perfume lingered in the
air, the pain was just as fresh as the day her mom had grasped
her and her dad’s hands one last time in the hospital and
breathed her last.

Even in the dim light of the flickering flames Everleigh
could see her father’s fingers curl around the stem of the
wineglass. Tension tightened her neck. Was that old craving to
guzzle the entire contents rearing its ugly head?

After her mom’s death he had spent countless hours locked
in this library. First it had been wine, then port, and then
whiskey. He’d spent weeks in an alcohol-induced haze,
signing the papers his manager Bobby had brought him and
sleeping in his chair.



He’d once told her he had no memory of seeing Everleigh
during those weeks. Hardly anything had penetrated the hazy
existence he’d created for himself, save for his own grief.
He’d left his seventeen-year-old daughter to navigate the loss
of her mother alone. Some days she’d felt abandoned. Other
days had been fraught with anger and grief. But most of them
had just been empty. The winery had filled the gap left by both
her parents.

It had been two months after her mom’s funeral when he’d
stumbled into his office, looking for a bottle of wine, and
found Everleigh at his desk, having worked herself so hard
that she’d fallen asleep. Then he’d changed.

As he’d told her the following morning—the first time he’d
actually been sober since the funeral—the sight of his
daughter, so thin and pale, sleeping with her head on a stack of
marketing plans, had shocked him back into sobriety.

To this day, no matter what she’d said, he hadn’t been
convinced that the winery had saved her. But the frenetic pace
of staking trellises, trimming and mulching out in the
vineyards, working until closing time in the tasting room—all
of it had saved her from facing the reality of a dead mother
and an alcoholic father.

Her dad’s fingers shook now, and he set the wineglass
down. Everleigh stepped back into the hall and walked away.
The past was the past. She and Dad had repaired their
relationship over the years, had grown close again.

Although, she admitted to herself as her feet guided her to
the oak door at the back of the kitchen, never as close as
they’d been before her mom’s illness. She suspected part of
that was guilt on his part. And she’d never fully opened up to
him, or to any another person, again. The only constant in all
the mess—the one thing that had been there for her—had been
Fox Vineyards. It had become her identity…something few
people seemed to understand.

The door opened noiselessly, revealing a set of stairs that
curled under the house. She flipped a switch and lanterns came
on above the steps. She descended into the wine cellar, trailing



her fingers along the rough brick as she took a deep, cleansing
breath that eased some of the pain of the past.

The cellar lay before her—racks upon racks of wine bottles,
gleaming beneath the lights. Some of them were covered in
dust and at least fifty years old, others brand-new and polished
to a shine.

She ran her fingers down the length of a bottle of rosé,
feeling the smooth glass soothe some of the raging emotions
that pulsed in her chest. The cozy space had been comforting
her ever since she was a child when, on one particularly
stormy afternoon, when the lightning had frightened her, her
mom had packed a picnic basket and they’d lunched between
the racks on a checkered blanket.

And today she desperately needed comfort. Tomorrow she’d
leave America for the first time in her life. Not on the trip to
Paris she’d put off every year since her mom’s death, and not
for a tour of German vineyards like she and Dad had talked
about, but to fight for the one thing she had left in the world.

Going to Spain was the right move.

With Dad stepping down after the sale, Fox would need a
leader. And, as much as she’d hate it, she’d use this time with
Adrian Cabrera to demonstrate how she would be an ideal
candidate to move up from marketing to being director of Fox.

The thought of having to work under Adrian at Cabrera
Wine made her grind her teeth. But it would be better than
losing the family’s winery completely…living next to the
vineyard she’d been raised in and watching it shift from being
a laid-back, country winery into a glitzy destination for
Adrian’s wealthy friends. Perhaps, sometime down the road,
she could even establish herself enough to buy the winery
back…

A lump rose in her throat. She’d spent countless hours down
here in the dark coolness—sometimes studying for her
bachelor’s degree, other times reading, or thumbing through
family photos. The history that pulsed through the brick walls,
the comforting glow of the lanterns…all had been a balm for
her broken heart.



Her dad hadn’t intended to abandon her after her mom’s
death. She knew that now. But back then she’d been cast
adrift, left to deal with her own grief as she buried one parent
and watched the other turn into a wraith.

In her moments of crisis the juicy burst of a grape in her
mouth had brought her a fleeting moment of joy. The dark
warmth of the cellar had cradled her while she’d cried. The
challenge of creating a campaign to drum up business for their
new tasting room had sparked her love of marketing. Every
day the winery had provided something new—something to
keep her going forward instead of following in her father’s
footsteps.

She’d lost her mom.

Now her dad was trying to sugarcoat his condition, but she
knew he had less than a year left.

The winery was all she had that she could count on.

And it was slipping out of her hands, no matter how tightly
she tried to hold on.

The door to the cellar stairs uttered a groan as it opened. She
quelled her irritation at being disturbed.

“I’m down here, Dad.”

“Your father went to bed.”

Adrian’s voice slid down her spine, dark and sultry. Just the
sound of his husky tones had her heart thumping against her
chest so hard it made her lightheaded.

“Mr. Cabrera.” She stayed where was, eyes fixed on a rack
of Merlot, shoulders thrown back in defiance of the erotic
sensations the damn man ignited. “This is my family’s private
cellar.”

“Your father invited me to take a look around.”

Of course he had.

“Have I intruded on a private moment?”

She whirled around, angry words on the tip of her tongue.
They died as Adrian stepped out of the shadows. Dressed in



dark blue jeans and a black T-shirt that hugged his muscular
chest, he oozed sexuality. Stubble dusted his granite jaw.

What would it be like to feel the scrape of that rough hair
against her skin? Feel it against her neck as he trailed kisses
down to her breasts, her stomach, and even lower still to her
thighs…?

Dear God, Everleigh, get a grip.
Her gaze snapped up to his. Those piercing eyes were fixed

on her, the blue of his irises glowing hot, as if he could see her
every lurid thought.

“Yes,” she forced out, her voice breathy. “I wanted some
time alone before we leave in the morning.”

“You say that as if you’re never coming back.”

The sensual thoughts disappeared as grief tightened her
chest. When she did come back it would be the day before Fox
would officially be announced as being part of Cabrera Wine.
She’d be coming back, but it wouldn’t be the same.

“The house and grounds will always be yours,” Adrian said,
once again reading her mind. “The mortgage is being paid off
as part of the sale.”

“How generous.” Everleigh winced at the snide undertone
in her words. “Truly,” she added softly. “You didn’t have to
agree to that.”

The cellar seemed to shrink around them as Adrian stepped
closer. The vise around her heart tightened. But this time it
was something far more seductive and dangerous than grief.

Desire.

Whoever said the road to hell was paved with good
intentions had obviously not been around someone as
devastatingly attractive as Adrian Cabrera. No, it was paved
with lust, and seduction, and a desperate want for something
more than just a casual relationship or a quick fling.

“I’m glad it makes you happy.”



He stopped in front of her, his well-built body towering over
her. Rather than feeling afraid, or intimidated, she wanted to
lean in, press her cheek against his chest and listen to the
steady rhythm of his heart while he held her and told her
everything would be okay.

Their dance had lingered on her mind during the entire drive
home, creeping into her dreams where the night had ended
with Adrian slipping off her dress and kissing his way over her
naked body instead of her closing an elevator door in his face.

She wanted him so much it scared her.

But no matter how attractive she found him, no matter how
much she wanted him to show her the pleasure sex could
bring, she couldn’t give in. Sex would be fleeting.
Relationships ended. People left.

And each time she lost someone she lost another piece of
her already broken heart.

She stepped back—out of his reach and out of danger. “If
we’re leaving at six in the morning, I should get to bed.”

She started to brush past him, trying to keep as much
distance between them as possible. His hand wrapped around
her wrist, the heat of his grasp scorching her skin.

“I’m just trying to help, Everleigh.”

The softness in his voice was ten times worse than the hard
tones of the suave billionaire who seduced with a single
glance.

Tears pricked her eyes. “I don’t want your help. I want…”

“What?” Adrian prodded when she fell silent.

She lifted her head and looked him in the eye. Words
faltered in her throat, and the yearning to confess her deepest
heartache warred with her not wanting to look like an
emotional fool in front of the man who held her future in his
hands.

“Nothing.”



She’d known Adrian for a mere day. Dumping her
vulnerabilities on one of the world’s richest men was definitely
not the way to convince him to sell to her or put her in a
leadership position.

Adrian released her wrist and she sucked in a breath. A
second later his palm cupped her cheek. Before she could stop
herself she’d leaned into the caress as a breathy sigh escaped
her lips. How could one simple touch be so soothing and yet
spark so much want inside her?

His eyes flashed hot in the dim light. Before she could say
anything, he lowered his head and captured her mouth with
his.

Oh, my.
The desire she’d experienced before paled in comparison

with the white-hot flames licking her body now, as Adrian’s
kiss rushed through her. Firm lips pressed against hers… His
arms wrapped around her—thank goodness, because she was
about to melt to the floor.

No previous kiss could even be described as a real kiss
anymore. All the chaste pecks and several very dissatisfying
attempts at making out faded as Adrian’s tongue teased the
seam of her lips. She gasped and arched against him, wantonly
pressing her feverish body against him.

Each sensuous stroke of his tongue, the tightening of his
arms around her waist, the throbbing need growing between
her thighs—all of it took her to new heights. The hard press of
his erection against her belly emboldened her. She tangled her
fingers in his thick hair and moaned. She wanted him closer,
naked, inside her—oh, dear God, please, inside her…

“Everleigh… Dios mío.”
The ragged edge in his voice spurred her on. She brazenly

pressed her hips against his, thrilled at how he grew even
harder. He fisted one hand in her hair as he continued to
shatter her reality with his incredible kisses. His other hand
drifted down, fingers blazing a hot trail down her neck, over
her collarbone, then lower still.



Sensation exploded in blazing stars as he cupped her breast.
No one had ever touched her like this—so intimately, and yet
with such tenderness it brought tears to her eyes.

“Adrian…”

She breathed his name, ready for the next step, ready to rip
his shirt off and run her hands over his bare chest. Maybe, if
her confidence continued, she’d even let her hands drift lower
to the button on his jeans and—

He released her and stepped back. The loss of the support of
his body sent her stumbling against a wine rack. The bottles
clinked and swayed, but thankfully none of them tumbled to
the floor.

“Are you all right?”

She looked up. Adrian reached out a hand to steady her, but
when he saw that she’d caught her balance he took a step back.
His hair was disheveled, his shirt wrinkled and mussed. But
there was nothing in his face to indicate that he had practically
made love to her in one phenomenal, mind-blowing kiss.

“Everleigh?”

She jerked and dragged her gaze from his lips up to his
eyes. His cold eyes. No heat, no desire. Just chips of blue ice,
regarding her with detachment.

“Um…yes, I’m—I’m fine,” she stammered as she tried to
pull the reins on her racing thoughts.

What the hell had just happened?

Had she imagined their kiss?

“I’m sorry,” he said.

Dread curled around her heart and twisted viciously. “For
what?”

No, please don’t say it.
“For kissing you.” He slid his hands into his jeans pockets.

“That was inappropriate. I’m going to be your boss.”



Shock rendered her speechless. Had that just been a normal
occurrence for him? To kiss a woman and then just stop—shut
it off as if he had flipped a damn switch? Or had she done
something wrong? She was a virgin, sure, but he’d responded
with such intensity…

“I…” She swallowed hard and focused on the last thing
he’d said. “I agree. Entirely inappropriate. Thank you for
putting a stop to it before we did something we’d both regret.”

His eyes stayed trained on hers, hard and unreadable. A part
of her had hoped he might disagree, or say that, while it wasn’t
a good idea, he wanted her as much as she wanted him.

But no. Nothing. Nothing but horrible, humiliating silence.

Embarrassment stung her cheeks and swept downwards,
engulfing her body in a wave of shame that made her want to
sink into the floor.

She should have pushed him away. She should have slapped
him. Anything but respond like a virgin desperate for the
slightest display of affection.

She pasted a small smile to her face. “Six a.m. Sleep well,
Mr. Cabrera.”

Before he could respond, she turned and walked up the
stairs. Each step was precise, measured, designed to show him
she could be just as unaffected as him.

She wouldn’t let him see the mortification that nipped at her
heels, nor the entirely unreasonable yet deep hurt that had
broken off another piece of her heart.



CHAPTER SEVEN

ADRIAN KEPT HIS EYES trained on his laptop, with the distant
hum of his private jet’s engines providing familiar and
comforting background noise. Emails had piled up in his inbox
over the last twenty-four hours—everything from a list of
upcoming events from Calandra to an unsolicited horoscope
whose subject line gleefully announced that he was about to
find the love of his life if he’d just “click now” to read more.

His gaze flickered to the partition that separated the areas of
the plane and provided a bit of privacy for the two couches in
the back. He’d spent countless hours catching a quick nap
there, in between trips to and from wineries and events. And
now a golden-haired distraction slumbered peacefully on one
of those same couches, unaware of the havoc she’d wreaked in
his world over the past thirty-six hours.

When he’d gotten up to stretch his legs, he’d noticed that
she’d fallen asleep on her side, her face turned away from him.
That had left him with an all too enticing view of the curves of
her hips and backside. His libido had conjured up images of
her, of his hands gripping her waist as he claimed her body…

Maldición.
He shouldn’t have gone to the cellar last night. He’d

stopped by the study to say goodnight to Richard and, before
he’d been able to stop himself, had asked after Everleigh.
Then his feet had moved of their own accord to the cellar door
and carried him down the stairs right into the arms of
temptation.

After their kiss he’d stood, feet rooted to the floor, and
listened to Everleigh’s footsteps fade overheard. The desire to
go after her, to finish what they’d started, had burned so hotly
it had scared him.

The one and only time he’d allowed himself to go further
than a few weeks of physical pleasure, disaster had ensued.



He’d enjoyed working with Nicole—had appreciated her
insight into public relations. But when she’d sashayed by him
on the beach at the company retreat, clad in a bright red bikini
and flashing him a sweet smile tinged with seduction, she’d
caught his interest.

He’d broken his rule about dating co-workers and bought
her a drink.

She’d suggested dinner at a local restaurant.

One thing had led to another and he’d awoken the next
morning after a rigorous night of sex to a note on her pillow.

Last night was fun. Find me if you want a repeat.
—Nicole
The thrill of doing the chasing, instead of being chased, and

finding a woman who knew wine, enjoyed sex and talked with
him instead of fawning over his money, had been a novelty. So
much so that he’d helped her secure a job at a new company so
they could continue to date.

The few women he’d been with before had been transparent
in their greed and their interest in his fame, not him.

Nicole had seemed different.

At first.

But he hadn’t missed the sudden gleam in her eye when
she’d first laid eyes on Casa de Cabrera. The razor-sharp
comments she made behind her former co-workers’ backs
when she’d stopped by his office. He’d ignored those early
warning signs, swayed by the adoring way she looked at him,
the chemistry between them in bed and, most of all, the
temptation of caring about someone and having them care in
return.

It was sickening to think of how he’d succumbed to his own
weakness.

The cracks that had lurked beneath the surface of their
seemingly idyllic relationship had widened into enormous
fissures over time. He’d been in lust with the idea of Nicole,
the possibility she had offered. Love had never been part of the



equation, but there had been some affection…trust. Things
that he could now admit he’d craved since his mother had shut
him out of her life.

Nicole had taken the seed of faith he’d given her and ground
it into dust under her too-tall leather heels.

Every relationship he’d had since then had been strategic—
physically pleasurable, with an interesting companion, but no
strings attached. The few times one of his partners had tried to
initiate something more he’d ended it, swiftly and at times
ruthlessly.

They knew the rules.

The same rules he’d bent by following Everleigh home.

The same rules he’d flat-out broken last night, when he’d
succumbed not only to physical desire but to a need to comfort
the woman who was making his life a living hell. The woman
now sleeping as if they hadn’t shared a kiss that threatened to
unhinge him for the first time in years, with her delectable
body, sun-kissed skin and violet eyes that seduced him with a
single feisty glance.

But he would not succumb. The temptations Everleigh
offered weren’t worth the risk. He would make use of her
knowledge of the Fox brand and its marketing over the next
few weeks. And then, after the celebration at Fox, announcing
the sale and the expansion of Cabrera Wine into the United
States, he’d jet off to Rome or Tokyo or even Sydney.

As far away from Everleigh Bradford as possible.

Everleigh woke with a start. She rolled onto her back, blinking
the sleep from her eyes. A white leather couch, identical to the
one she’d fallen asleep on, ran the length of the wall across the
aisle from her. A low rumble trembled beneath her.
Somewhere behind her a deep voice was firing off a string of
words in Spanish.

That’s right. She was on Adrian Cabrera’s private plane, on
her way to Granada, Spain.



As much as she hated having fallen asleep and placed
herself in a vulnerable position, the nap had refreshed her.
Thankfully, the nightmares that sometimes plagued her had
held back.

She’d tried to sleep last night, but had tossed and turned,
with unfulfilled lust waging a war with common sense and
shame. Finally she’d pulled on sweatpants and ventured into
the vineyards around midnight, where she’d sat down on the
grass and cried as she said goodbye.

The vineyards would still be there when she got back. But
Fox as she knew it would be gone forever.

When her cries had softened into shuddering breaths, and
acceptance had settled into her bones, she’d lain back and
looked up. The stars she’d looked at so many times over the
years had twinkled down at her against the smooth blackness
of a country night sky. Hopelessness had drifted away as
resolution had settled once more into her bones.

She might not be able to own Fox, but she could still lead.
She just needed to show Adrian Cabrera what she was capable
of.

Now, she sat up and smoothed her hair. In an attempt to
portray herself as a consummate professional, she’d taken
pains with her appearance this morning. Her alarm had blared
at four a.m., rousing her from the depths of a dream in which
Adrian was slowly removing every stitch of clothing from her
body. The warmth of his skin had felt so achingly real that
she’d hopped straight into an ice-cold shower as soon as she’d
rolled out of bed.

Apparently being rejected by one of the most handsome
men she’d ever met hadn’t been enough to discourage her
suddenly awakened libido.

Ninety minutes later she’d dried and straightened her hair,
applied just enough make-up to show she’d put in the effort,
and donned a white long-sleeved blouse and tucked it into
silky violet trousers. She’d stepped out onto the porch at six on
the dot, laptop case in one hand, purse slung over her shoulder
and a single suitcase at her feet.



Adrian, damn him, had already been parked out front in his
car, dressed in a black suit and sporting a bored expression.
He’d glanced down at his wristwatch and then, without a
single word, had strode forward, grabbed her suitcase, tossed it
in the trunk and opened the passenger door for her.

She’d followed his lead and kept silent for the twenty-five-
minute drive to a private airfield on the other side of Fox
Creek.

The sight of the Cabrera private plane, in all its sleek
elegance, with its espresso-colored hardwood floors and white
leather furniture, had been an excellent reminder of just how
different they really were. And just how far she’d have to go to
impress this man to get what she wanted.

She’d managed to keep herself busy the first couple of
hours on the plane, researching Cabrera’s brand and taking
notes on all she needed to accomplish in the next five weeks.
But somewhere over the Atlantic the research, the early wake-
up and the overall stress of the past two days had propelled her
to the little lounge at the back of the plane, where she’d curled
up on one of the couches and fallen asleep.

She stood, smoothed the wrinkles from her pants, and
walked out from behind the partition that separated the
couches from the executive space of the plane. Four plush
chairs arranged around a table dominated one side. The other
side played host to two overstuffed plush chairs, one of which
was occupied by Adrian.

Golden light filtered through one of the windows and lit up
Adrian’s face as he spoke on the phone. Her breath caught. His
teeth flashed white against his golden skin as a smile spread
across his lips, genuine and so handsome it made her chest
tighten.

His eyes landed on her and the warmth disappeared so fast
she nearly took a step back.

“Adiós.” He hung up and stared at her with a blank gaze.

Everleigh sat down across from him. Despite the several
feet between them, distance did nothing to tamp down her



racing pulse or quell the fluttering in her belly. The cold mask
he wore now couldn’t hide his masculine beauty, the striking
planes of his face and the strength in his jaw. She knew now
what his skin felt like to the touch…rough and hot.

Stop. She didn’t want to hope that something might come of
their acquaintance, whether it be a night of passion or
something more. She couldn’t handle another disappointment.
Not now, when her entire world was spinning so quickly she
could barely catch her breath.

“Where are we?”

Adrian glanced out the window. “Two hours from Spain.”

“I didn’t realize I’d slept that long.”

He returned his gaze to his laptop. “It was an early morning.
I trust you slept well?”

“I did. Thank you.”

Silence descended, filled only by the distant roar of the
plane’s engines. She glanced around, taking in the splendor
and mentally trying to tally up how much something like this
must cost.

“What’s the first thing you’ll do if you get Fox?” she asked.

Adrian looked up, one brow arched. “You mean when.”

She gritted her teeth. “Yes, when.”

“Is this a trick question?”

“No. I’m curious.”

And she was. The thought of Fox passing into someone
else’s hands hurt like a punch to the stomach, but she needed
to face reality.

He closed his laptop and regarded her with a hooded gaze.
“Increase salaries. Replace equipment. Expand distribution.
Ensure efforts like your event venue and horse sanctuary
continue.”

She blinked in surprise, warmth filling her chest. “The
horses? Really?”



“It’s an excellent marketing tool to draw in more guests.”

The cozy feeling disappeared. Of course Adrian would see
the horses as nothing more than a means to an end.

“Sounds like a lot to accomplish in a short amount of time.”

“If you’re not up to the task, Miss Bradford, Cabrera Wine
can provide you with a generous severance package and a
recommendation that will land you any job you want.”

Panic flared, along with a healthy dose of anger—a
common emotion around this infuriating man.

“No, Mr. Cabrera. I’m more than up to the task. I was
merely going to point out that with my father stepping down
after the sale you’re going to need someone to lead Fox. And
not just lead, but take it through the major changes you’re
suggesting.”

A cold smile spread across his face. “Ah… The real reason
why you’re here on this plane.”

“What?”

“You didn’t come to ensure a smooth transition.” He leaned
forward, his eyes hard. “You came because you want
something from me. What happens if I say no?” He didn’t wait
for her to answer, just continued on. “Will you actually do
your job? Or will you try to make the sale fail?”

Everleigh stood, stalked to the back of the plane where
she’d left her bag, and grabbed it. Each step she took back
toward Adrian upped her wrath, until she almost trembled
from not giving in and lashing out.

She pulled out her laptop, opened the document she’d been
working on, and set her computer in front of Adrian. “Yes, I
want you to consider me for the position of director of Fox.
But I also spent two hours researching your brand and
developing a campaign to announce the sale of Fox to
Cabrera.” It took every ounce of control she had to keep her
volume low and her voice steady. “I’m not going to sabotage
the winery and all the people who work for it just because my
family no longer has control over it.”



Adrian stood and the plane seemed to shrink. It was no
longer spacious and welcoming, but too small as he filled the
space. Today he was back in his customary outfit of black suit
pants and a dress shirt buttoned neatly at the throat and wrists.
A navy tie emphasized the blue of his eyes that she knew
could turn from ice-cold shards to fiery seduction in the span
of a heartbeat.

They blazed now with a fire that moved the heat of her
anger lower into her belly, where it settled, traitorously,
between her thighs, and sparked an altogether different kind of
heat. She sucked in a shuddering breath. His eyes flickered
down to her chest, and then her hips, before coming back up to
her face.

Was he remembering their kiss in the cellar? The way
they’d fit so perfectly against each other? The way his arms
had tightened around her?

The feel of his strength and the evidence of his arousal had
made images of them naked, his body pressed against hers as
he slid inside her, light up her imagination…

“I’ve known women who would do just that.”

His blunt words brought her erotic thoughts to a screeching
halt. In that moment she hated him. Hated that he would even
entertain the thought that she could be like the women he’d
known, hated the attraction raging like wildfire through her
veins, hated how her world was once again being tossed into
turmoil.

She leaned in, taking pleasure in the surprised look in his
eyes. Adrian Cabrera wasn’t used to being challenged. “If you
think I’m that petty, you can go to hell.”

With that parting remark she grabbed her computer and
moved back behind the partition. The idea that she would
purposely torpedo Fox violated not only her professional
ethics but her personal sense of responsibility to all the people
who worked for her family, who had helped give them the
success and comfort she’d enjoyed all her life.



Not that her display of anger had helped her chances of
getting the director position…

Doubt flickered in her mind. She hadn’t even lasted five
minutes around Adrian without losing her temper. How could
she possibly work under him, even if it meant staying at Fox?

But, really, did Adrian think she would be that conniving?
How horrible to live in a world where you constantly
suspected the people around you of having ulterior motives.

She put that disquieting thought, and any bit of sympathy
and desire for him, out of her head and stared out the window
of the plane.



CHAPTER EIGHT

TIME FLEW BY, and before she knew it the shimmering
turquoise waters of the Atlantic gave way to the white sandy
beaches of Spain’s coast. Sailboats dotted the ocean, looking
like little toys bobbing on the surface of the water. Beyond the
water lay Motril, a modest-sized town perched on the edge of
the sea.

She swallowed past the lump in her throat. Her dad had
planned on joining her and her mom in Paris for her
graduation trip, and surprising her mom with a two-week tour
of all the major wineries of France, followed by England,
Spain, Switzerland, Italy…

All that had been dashed away with three words from a
doctor in the hospital to her mom, the day after she’d
collapsed, which had ripped Everleigh’s fairy-tale upbringing
to shreds.

“You have cancer.”
The sight of the tears in her dad’s eyes yesterday when he’d

finally told her the truth about the winery had thrust her back
to the day of her mom’s funeral. It had been a sunny day, and
the brightness had taunted them as they’d stood side by side,
clutching each other’s hands as if they’d drown without each
other.

Before her dad had disappeared into a wine bottle.

She’d never blamed him for his actions, but what if he had
been there for her? Would Fox still have become the focus of
her world?

More than one man she’d dated since college had accused
her of putting the winery before them. One had even snapped,
as he’d stalked out the door, “You’ll never find someone
who’ll put up with your obsession.”



Obsession. She could still hear the ugliness in his tone. The
idea that Fox was an obsession, instead of a passion, a place to
hide from the world, had dug its claws into her and never fully
let go.

Which was why, she reminded herself now, letting go of the
possibility of owning Fox was a big step. One she should be
proud of.

The flight attendant walked into the main cabin, her ebony
hair curled to perfection and a perky smile on her face. She
nodded to Adrian, who had hardly looked up from his laptop
the entire flight, and stopped in front of Everleigh.

“We will be landing in just a few moments, Señorita
Bradford,” she said in a musical voice. She leaned down and,
before Everleigh could protest, buckled her seatbelt for her.
“Please remain seated until we taxi in. I hope you had a
pleasant flight.”

“Yes, th-thank you,” Everleigh managed to stutter.

Adrian didn’t even glance up, his eyes focused on the
screen.

What had he been like as a child? Had he always been so
serious? Or had something turned him from a happy boy into
the intense, brooding beast he was today?

The plane touched down and within minutes Adrian had
ushered her outside into the warm Spanish sunshine, onto the
runway, and immediately into a stylish black limo without
saying a word.

Patience.
They’d gotten off to a bad start, but she still had five weeks.

A little over a month to wow him with her marketing skills
and show him just how valuable she’d be as director.

Unlike the private jet, Everleigh had been in limos before.
So she managed not to act like a girl from the country as she
took in the full mini bar and polished custom wood trimming.

“Casa de Cabrera is half an hour from here, just outside of
Granada,” Adrian said as the limo merged into traffic. “Once



we arrive, our butler Diego will show you to your rooms.”

“Rooms?” Everleigh repeated. “As in plural?”

Adrian nodded briefly. “You’ll have a suite with a bedroom,
a sitting room, a balcony and a private bathroom. Dinner is at
seven-thirty in the main dining room, or you can dine in your
own rooms if you prefer.”

Everleigh acknowledged his comment with a nod, and
focused her attention once more on the view outside the
window.

The city of Granada was stunning. Medieval-style buildings
meshed with modern construction, creating a beautiful blend
of past and present. Each side street they passed overflowed
with plant life, from large purple flowers that tumbled over
brick walls to trees dripping with oranges that begged to be
plucked.

As they left the city and continued on toward the mountains,
she spied the beige-tinted walls of the famed Alhambra palace
and fortress, sprawled across a hilltop, partially obscured by a
dense elm forest.

Maybe she would find a day or two to escape into the city
and soak up the culture of the city.

Or at the very least escape the powerful presence of the man
seated across from her who, despite her best intentions,
continued to dominate her thoughts.

Adrian hit “Send” on his latest email before his eyes flickered
to Everleigh. Her fury at his suggestion that she would
sabotage the sale had seemed genuine. But the emotions
clouding his normally excellent judgment made him even
more suspicious.

Truth be told, she would be a good candidate to lead Fox.
Her knowledge of the winery, her experience in branding and
marketing, her relationships with the employees, would all
help with the transition, and they might even retain Fox’s
current clientele if a familiar face led the way.



But a decision of that magnitude required more than a one-
minute pitch from a woman who had quite a temper on her.
Although since their latest argument on the plane she’d been
quiet. Her gaze had remained fixed out the window almost the
entire drive. However, with each passing mile he’d noticed
some of the tension easing from her shoulders. And the joy in
her expression when she’d seen the flowering fields had
unsettled him.

He looked out his own window and surveyed the fields.
When had he last looked at the beauty of his home? So much
of the time he was focused on his computer, on a call with his
chief financial officer, on anything but the world right in front
of him.

It reminded him of that last morning he’d sat with his
abuela on her front porch, sipping tea and watching the sun
rise. Funny how he could remember those details so clearly—
the crisp scent of mint tea, the faint buzzing of bumblebees.
She’d encouraged him to try talking to his mother once more.
He’d brushed her comments aside.

That was when she’d asked him the question that still
haunted him twenty-six years later.

“When will you trust yourself to love?”
The next morning his parents had come into his room—

something they hadn’t done in years. His mother had kept her
eyes trained on the floor. His father, with a hitch in his
normally steady voice, had shared the fact that Abuela had
passed away in her sleep.

The one relationship that had never failed Adrian—the one
love that had never demanded anything—had been gone in the
blink of an eye, leaving behind a sorrowful pain more intense
than anything he’d ever known.

He shoved away the sharp sting of old memories and turned
his attention back to his laptop. He’d found happiness of a sort
in the surge of adrenaline he experienced with every
accomplishment for Cabrera Wine, in the pride he took in
seeing Alejandro and Antonio prosper.



They’d never been close as children, but as they’d each
tackled their own endeavors in the Cabrera empire the bond
between the three had grown and strengthened. They were
colleagues, friends, united in the common pursuit of success.

The limo turned a corner and Casa de Cabrera appeared—a
stunning mansion sprawled across fifteen thousand square
feet. Stone stairs swept up to a wide flagstone path that led to
two-story wrought-iron doors. Arched windows glinted in the
sunlight, hinting at the luxurious rooms inside. A fountain
splashed in the middle of the circular drive. Flowerbeds full of
bright magenta blooms served as an elegant contrast to the
sandstone-colored walls and reddish-brown roof tiles.

A small red convertible caught his eye. His chest tightened.
Why had Madre not accompanied Padre to Paris? Trying to
avoid both Everleigh and his mother while trying to get caught
up on work was going to be a challenge he didn’t need right
now.

Out of the corner of his eye, he saw Everleigh’s mouth drop
open. He bit back a smile. “Welcome.”

She turned to him, her eyes wide. “This is your home?”

“Yes.”

A small frown creased her forehead. “Do you ever get lost?”

“Not since I was eight.”

His attempt at humor didn’t faze her. If anything, she
seemed to withdraw into herself, her expression growing
pensive. He’d got used to Everleigh’s spark, her confidence
and wit. He didn’t like this change.

But you don’t need to like it, he reminded himself. Use her
knowledge and expertise. Deliver her back to New York.
Complete the purchase of Fox and move on.

The limo pulled up to the stairs. His driver, Miguel, hopped
out and opened the passenger door before Everleigh could
unbuckle her seatbelt.

“I hope you enjoy your stay with us, señorita.”



Adrian missed whatever it was Everleigh murmured back to
Miguel, but he caught her subdued tone. It shouldn’t bother
him.

But it did.

Diego, the family’s long-time butler, opened the front doors.
The only two clues to the recent celebration of his sixty-fifth
birthday were the slight tinge of silver at his temples and the
crinkles at the corners of his eyes. The man had barely aged
since Adrian was a toddler.

“Welcome, señorita,” Diego said with a slight bow and a
gentle smile. “Señor Adrian has said you will be joining us for
a few weeks. We’re delighted to have you.”

His words brought a small smile to Everleigh’s lips. “That’s
very kind of you. I know this was arranged last-minute. I’m
sorry if I’ve put you out.”

“Nonsense,” Diego replied. “Señor Adrian tells me this is
your first trip to Spain. We must make it memorable. But first,
I imagine you’d like to rest?”

“That would be lovely.”

Diego picked up the suitcase Miguel had brought in from
the limo and disappeared up the north staircase.

Everleigh turned to Adrian and, again, the faintest wisp of a
smile crossed her face. “Thank you.”

Her simple words surprised him. Rarely had a woman
thanked him for something without having a hidden agenda
behind her gratitude.

The smile disappeared. She turned and started to follow
Diego.

“You’re welcome, Everleigh,” he finally forced out.

He saw her shoulders tense, saw her hesitate, but then she
quickened her pace and disappeared up the stairs. Leaving him
alone in the marble entryway of his family’s home. The house
he’d grown up in, lived in practically his whole life when he
wasn’t traveling.



He turned in a circle, ignoring the family portrait that
featured him, his brothers and his parents, seated on a white
bench outside the house.

A lie on canvas.

That day had been terribly hot, with the sun beating down as
the artist had taken far too long to capture the scene. Adrian
had stood next to his mother, his hand resting listlessly on her
shoulder. The artist had painted him with a small, innocent
smile on his round face, instead of the daggers Adrian had
given him for forcing him into such close proximity with his
mother.

His eyes traveled over the hallway, from the rosewood table
topped with a crystal vase to the marble sculpture posed in
front of a two-story mirror. What had Everleigh seen when
she’d first laid eyes on Casa de Cabrera? Had she been
impressed? Or had the sight confirmed her accusations that his
world of glamor was unsuitable for Fox?

His hands curled into fists as he stalked down the hall into
his study. This questioning of his own ability as a businessman
and leader in the wine industry was unacceptable. He
analyzed, yes, and self-critiqued, and looked for ways to
improve. But he never questioned himself like this—never had
before that headstrong woman had crashed his party and upset
his world.

He hadn’t thought about Abuela, Nicole or the pain of his
childhood this much in a very long time, and he could place
the blame of reliving the past squarely on Everleigh’s
shoulders.



CHAPTER NINE

EVERLEIGH WAITED UNTIL Diego closed the door before letting
her shoulders sag. She fell back on the feather bed, sinking
into a plush silver comforter.

The opulence surrounding her was almost too much to take
in. The sleigh bed was the comfiest thing she’d ever laid on. A
watercolor painting of the Alhambra palace she’d seen on the
drive in hung above the headboard. Luxurious button-tufted
armchairs were arranged in front of a large bank of windows
that led out onto a balcony, where there was a view of the
nearby snowcapped peaks of the Sierra Nevada Mountains,
stretched tall against a periwinkle-blue sky.

She got to her feet and walked outside to breathe in the
crisp, clean mountain air. The sight of the house had unnerved
her. The private jet, the limo, the mountainside mansion—all
of it reminded her that not only was she no longer in New
York, but she was moving in an entirely different kind of
society.

Tears stung her eyes. Her mom would have loved all of it.
The scenery, the adventure of traveling, the challenge of
talking to a man like Adrian… She’d had a gift for making
even the most curmudgeonly soul smile.

Everleigh gripped the railing. God, she wished he’d never
kissed her. Although it didn’t matter how strong their
attraction was—they were too different. She was a country
girl. He was a sophisticated international billionaire. She
wanted love, a husband and a family she could share the
farmhouse and Fox Vineyards with. He wanted status, fortune
and the occasional tryst. All she’d get from him would be a
night, maybe two, and then he’d move on.

A gentle wind teased her hair and drew her back to the
moment. The bed called for her to crawl under the covers and
sink into a blissful sleep. But just beyond the gorgeous gardens
she spied a familiar sight: row upon row of vines.



Her feet moved of their own accord and took her out of the
guest room, down the stairs and out through a pair of doors at
the back of the main hall. She stepped into a lush backyard,
thick grass cushioning her steps as she bypassed flowering
trees and bushes. A wrought-iron gate sat in the wall
surrounding the gardens, separating the cultured landscape
from the rambling beauty of the vineyards.

She lifted the latch and walked into the fields.

A deep breath brought the welcome scents of foliage and
moist soil, and she felt the stress melting away and leaving her
more relaxed than she had been in days. She slipped off her
sandals and savored the softness of the earth underneath her
feet. Heaven.

She walked over to one of the vine stakes and bent down for
a closer look. The trunks of the vines were healthy, thick, and
covered in bright green leaves. A couple bunches of tiny
grapes hung from the vines. In another month or two the
grapes would mature and be ready for harvest.

“Buenos días.”
Everleigh whirled around to see an older woman standing a

few feet behind her. Thick brown hair tumbled over one
shoulder, with delicate strands of silver weaving through the
tresses. The sharp angles of her jaw and strong, pronounced
cheekbones were offset by a kind smile that made Everleigh
feel at ease.

“Uh…buenos días,” Everleigh replied.

The woman’s smile widened. She was dressed in jeans with
dirt-stained knees, a black shirt and gardening gloves. A straw
hat hung from one hand, while the other clutched a pair of
pruning shears.

“You are a guest of Casa de Cabrera?” the woman asked,
her voice husky and tinged with a lilting Spanish accent.

“Sort of,” Everleigh replied with a laugh. “I’m here on
business for a few weeks. Mr. Cabrera was kind enough to
give me a place to stay.”



“Mr. Cabrera has good taste in who he chooses to do
business with.”

Everleigh flushed hot at the implication behind the woman’s
words. “Oh, no. No, I’m just here to help with the transition of
a purchase he’s making.” Everleigh tugged on the end of her
ponytail, suddenly self-conscious. “I didn’t catch your
name…?”

“Isabella.”

“It’s nice to meet you, Isabella. I’m Everleigh.” Everleigh
gestured to the vineyards. “Have you worked here long?”

“Oh, yes, many years. I am prejudiced, but I think it’s the
most beautiful winery in Spain.”

Everleigh smiled. “I’ve only seen this one, but I’d have to
agree. The flowers along the main drive are out of a fairy-
tale.”

Isabella cocked her head slightly. “So you like it here?”

“Very much. Whoever designed all this had an eye for
detail.”

A twinkle appeared in Isabella’s eye. “I agree. It was nice to
meet you, Everleigh.”

She bowed her head in Everleigh’s direction and then
continued on, deeper into the vineyards.

Adrian might make her feel about as welcome as the plague,
but at least there were some people at Casa de Cabrera who
were pleasant and welcoming…

Adrian looked up as his mother walked into his study. His
shoulders tightened as his chest filled with the resentment he
often felt around Isabella Cabrera.

Had it really been thirty-three years since she’d come back
from the hospital? The memory of her getting out of the car,
with dark circles under her eyes and lines of sorrow etched
into the skin around her mouth, and turning away from him as
he ran to her with arms outstretched was burned into his mind



forever. That and the sight of the empty baby carrier in the
backseat.

He never would have guessed that that one moment would
lead to years of Isabella barely being able to stand to look at
him, let alone try to be his mother.

In the blink of an eye, he shut off the emotions that seethed
beneath the surface. Stoicism was his only means of surviving
being around his mother.

“Been digging in the gardens, have we?” he asked, with a
glance at her dirt-stained jeans.

“Just checking the vines for the new Cabernet Sauvignon.”
Isabella walked over to the decanter of ice water Diego had
brought in and poured herself a tall glass. “And meeting your
new American friend.”

He paused, detesting the slight uptick in his heartbeat at the
mention of Everleigh. “Oh?”

“Lovely young woman.”

Isabella casually sipped her water, but Adrian knew that
tone. She had latched on to something, and now she was on
the hunt for information.

“She is.”

Isabella waltzed over to a green armchair and sat, still trying
to look casual and failing miserably. He felt her eyes on him as
he walked back to his desk. He sat and turned his attention to
his computer. She was up to something, but he was damned if
he would give in and ask her what.

The chair squeaked as she stood and meandered over to his
desk. “I hear we’re taking her family’s winery.”

His fingers paused over the keyboard, frustration tightening
his jaw. “Is that what she told you?”

“No, your father told me.”

He took a deep breath, followed by another, as he forced his
muscles to relax. To him, Javier Cabrera was more of a
business associate than a father. As a father he’d been distant,



focused on growing the Cabrera empire. As a mentor and
member of Cabrera Wine’s executive board he was
exceptional—a seasoned professional with a brilliant mind
who never hesitated to give his sons advice and guidance.

“Did he also tell you that Everleigh’s father is the one who
reached out to me? Or that without Cabrera purchasing Fox
the winery would most likely go under?”

“He mentioned that, yes.”

“And that I offered to keep all employees on?”

Isabella perched on the edge of the desk. “Yes. It just seems
very sad.”

“So the poor, pampered heiress is now left a pauper?”
Adrian snapped. “Except that I’m paying top dollar for Fox,
I’ve left her and her father the house and land, and I’ve added
a twenty-five percent increase to the salaries of everyone who
chooses to stay.” He stood, feeling that familiar irritation
crawling underneath his skin. “I even agreed to Bradford’s
terms that Fox be a sub-brand of Cabrera. A sub-brand. I’ve
been more than generous. And, if that weren’t enough, I’m
keeping Everleigh on as head of marketing and even
considering promoting her to director of Fox. She has no
grounds for any complaints.”

Triumph flashed in Isabella’s gaze. Adrian resisted the urge
to squirm. He had a sinking feeling he had somehow revealed
something his mother had been searching for, although for the
life of him he couldn’t imagine what.

“Did you ask her what she wanted?” she asked.

“Of course.”

Did you?
Everleigh had certainly made her intentions clear from the

beginning, but had he truly asked her what she wanted?

“I like her, Adrian.”

He rolled his eyes. His mother’s endorsement of anyone’s
character meant nothing to him. In fact, it should serve as a
warning to stay away from Everleigh.



“Just because you like someone it doesn’t mean I’m going
to alter a business deal. I’m considering Everleigh for the
position of director. But I will not make a decision on
something this important without considering other
candidates.”

Isabella hopped off the desk. “I did not ask you to.”

Uh-huh.
“Why not take her to dinner? If you’re going to do business

together, you could at least be a good host and show her
Granada.”

Considering how the last time they were alone he’d nearly
ravished Everleigh against a cellar wall, dinner with her was
the last thing he needed.

“I’m busy.”

To his surprise, Isabella didn’t push. She walked around the
desk and planted a kiss on the top of his head. As much as he
tried to maintain his neutrality, the motherly gesture produced
in him a longing he hadn’t felt in years. He jerked away before
he could stop himself.

Isabella reared back as if she’d been slapped. He saw the
flash of pain across her face, and in that moment he hated her
for it. She had been the one to inflict years of heartache on
him. And now she just expected his forgiveness…?

In all the years she’d been trying to worm her way back into
his life she’d never once apologized for the hell she’d put her
three-year-old son through. One day his mother had gone to
the hospital, happy and devoted and ready to bring home a
baby—a sister Adrian had envisioned sharing his toys with.
The next Isabella had come out of the hospital empty-handed,
a hollow shell of her former self who could barely look at him.

She’d no longer dried his tears when he had a nightmare.
There had been no more afternoons spent splashing in the
pool. His mother had disappeared into her room, and whenever
Adrian had asked for her Abuela had been the only one to
respond to his cries. It had finally sunk in a year later, when
she’d come back once more from the hospital, with a baby boy



in her arms she couldn’t stop smiling at, that she no longer
loved him.

“Just remember,” Isabella called over her shoulder as she
walked to the door. “I didn’t raise you to hide from something
that scares you.”

“You didn’t raise me at all.”

The cruel words hung in the air between them. Isabella
paused, her shoulders slumping. He waited. Would she finally
say something?

She walked out, closing the door softly behind her.
Running, as she always did.

She’d started to show an interest in him again around the
time of Abuela’s death. She’d played with his emotions, reeled
him in with meaningless gestures and made a small part of him
hope they could reconcile.

But when he’d tried to talk to her about the past she’d
always run away with her tail between her legs, dashing his
hopes repeatedly, until he’d just stopped hoping and started
throwing his walls up again. The lack of emotion had been a
welcome respite from the constant up and down—the torture
of ceding control again and again, only to be faced with more
pain. Never an apology, never an explanation.

He’d never figured out what his mother’s end game was.
Assuaging her own guilt? It clearly wasn’t making amends for
the trauma she’d inflicted on her oldest child. And the one
time he’d broached the subject with his father, he’d merely
said it wasn’t his story to tell.

Adrian sat back in his chair and rubbed the bridge of his
nose. As tense as their relationship was, he didn’t enjoy
hurting his mother. But her accusation that he was scared of
Everleigh had been a slap in the face. The emotions he’d been
feeling for her were coming too fast. Most likely rooted in a
combination of lack of sex and the novelty of Everleigh
compared with the women he normally dated.

Fresh off a rigorous year of preparing for the launch of the
Merlot, and not experiencing any female companionship, it



was only understandable that he’d had an extreme reaction.

An extreme reaction that included daydreaming of
Everleigh…of swiping the papers off his desk and laying her,
naked, on the smooth surface so he could…

Stop!
He just needed to keep his desires at bay until the sale was

done and he could get her out of his house and back to the
United States.

Yet what his mother had said about connecting with
Everleigh in a strictly professional way made sense. At the
very least Everleigh would be a part of Fox. If he chose her for
director of Fox Vineyards they would need to have a good
working relationship.

After their disagreement on the plane he wondered if, given
her resentment, she’d contribute her best efforts to Fox’s
success. Having resentful employees was never a good
business practice. Perhaps behaving in a more conciliatory
manner would be in his best interests.

Before he questioned himself again, he stood and stalked
out through the door, up the stairs and down the hall to her
room. He knocked once.

“Just a minute!”

The smile disappeared from Everleigh’s face as soon as she
opened the door. She’d changed into black yoga pants that
hugged her legs and a light blue T-shirt with the Fox
Vineyards logo emblazoned across her chest. Had he ever
found a woman in such casual wear sexy?

“Oh. Hello.”

He arched one brow. “You were expecting someone else?”

“No.” She leaned against the doorframe and crossed her
arms, the move making her breasts shift under her shirt. “Just
not you.”

“Then perhaps this isn’t the best time to invite you to
dinner.”



Those violet eyes widened in astonishment. He liked it that
he’d thrown her off balance—a fair trade for her surprising
him on the plane, when she’d leaned so close he’d been able to
feel the warmth of her body and smell the exotic perfume
clinging to her skin. He’d tasted her mouth, but what would
the rest of her taste like? Would she arch and sigh as he kissed
her breasts, or bury her hands in his hair and demand
satisfaction as he licked the soft folds between her thighs?

“Dinner?”

Her one-word question pulled him back from the brink.

“A meal usually taken in the evening. Sometimes people eat
it together.”

“Uh-huh.” A frown wrinkled her nose. “Why are you asking
me to dinner?”

“The party to announce the sale of Fox to Cabrera is just
over a month away. You’re here to review marketing,
branding, and possibly to become the new director of Fox. We
have a lot to discuss.” He glanced down at his watch. “It’s
four-thirty now. We’ll leave at seven.”

He turned and left before Everleigh could say another word.
If she wanted a say, she’d show up. If she didn’t, then he
would make the necessary decisions without her.

Either way, he was going to be taking a very cold shower
tonight.



CHAPTER TEN

EVERLEIGH STRUGGLED TO contain her awe as she took in the
courtyard of the restaurant. Round tables were artfully
scattered amongst the flowering almond trees, their tops
dressed with flickering candles and small bouquets of red
roses. Water fell from a three-tiered fountain in the middle of
the square—a pleasant melody against the backdrop of sultry
instrumental music and the hum of conversation.

She’d been frantically eyeing the dresses she’d stuffed in
her suitcase when Isabella had arrived with two evening
gowns. It had been disconcerting to realize the woman who
had made her feel so at ease in the garden was Adrian’s
mother.

“Fortunately, we are the same size,” Isabella had said as
she’d blazed into the room with a bright smile and hung the
dresses up, bowling over Everleigh’s discomfort with her
cheery energy. “I thought you might want more variety to
choose from.”

A tactful way of saying she’d guessed that Everleigh hadn’t
brought anything formal enough for the restaurant Adrian was
taking her to.

Gratitude had overridden her embarrassment, and the dress
she’d settled on—a silvery gray with a silky halter top and a
sparkling skirt that fell in soft waves to her sandaled feet—
made her feel glamorous. She’d taken pleasure in the slightest
widening of Adrian’s eyes when she’d walked out through the
front door at five minutes to seven. He hadn’t complimented
her, and this was most certainly not a date—as she’d reminded
herself at least twenty times. But the confidence-boost from
being on an equal footing had quieted her nerves.

Now Adrian sat across from her, his eyes coolly surveying
his surroundings.



Tonight he’d donned another suit, obviously custom-tailored
by the way it followed the lines of his solid, muscular frame.
Everything from his lapels to his shoes was black, save for a
burgundy tie. The dark colors made him look even more
forbidding and formidable.

As much as she hated to admit it, Adrian knew the wine
industry. The questions he’d shot at her, about everything from
their competitors in the States to the strategy behind their
latest marketing campaign, had revealed a sharp mind and a
resolve to be number one in a very competitive business. And
the conversation had turned out to be surprisingly enjoyable.

Whenever she’d talked about Fox Vineyards with the
previous men she’d dated their eyes had glazed over and
they’d responded with the occasional grunt. Adrian not only
engaged with her, but he paid attention, his eyes never leaving
her face as she talked.

The intimacy of his unwavering focus both shocked and
thrilled her. She felt emotionally bare—naked to his intense
scrutiny as she answered his questions—but she didn’t want to
stop. It was exhilarating to be listened to and heard for what
felt like the first time in years.

But, despite the surprising sensuality threading its way
through their discussion, she managed to reply with detail and
diplomacy. Adrian wasn’t just making pleasant small talk. No,
he was testing her.

“What are your thoughts on the party?” he asked.

She took another deep sip of wine and looked out over the
courtyard, trying to achieve the same aloofness he’d conveyed
all evening. Did he not feel the electric tug of attraction
between them? Or was he just ignoring it?

“In terms of…?”

“It will be an event that will set the tone for Fox moving
forward under the Cabrera name. It’s not just about the
customers, but the employees, too.”

He speared her with that dark gaze that sent sensual shivers
up and down her spine.



“How would you accomplish that?”

Before she could answer their waiter reappeared, giving her
a much-needed moment to think.

“Have you decided on your entrées?” the waiter asked.

Adrian glanced up and said something to him in Spanish.
The waiter bowed his head, collected the menus and
disappeared.

“I ordered for us,” Adrian said in reply to her quizzical look
as he raised his wineglass to his lips.

Irritation rippled over her skin. “Typically, a guest gets a say
in what she’s going to eat when dining out.”

“Yes. But when I already know what’s best, why waste
time?”

The man was insufferable. But now, she reminded herself as
she bit down on her tongue, was not the time to take him to
task over his rudeness. Not when she was essentially being
interviewed for the position of director.

“I would say collaboration,” she said.

Adrian arched that irksome brow. Never had she seen
someone convey so much emotion with an eyebrow.

“Collaboration?” he repeated.

“Yes. My thought for the party. Unity, teamwork,
partnership—whatever you want to call it.” Her mind raced
ahead of her, all the puzzle pieces falling into place as she
envisioned the event. “Invite employees and our biggest
clients, the owners of restaurants, grocery chains, et cetera.
Create a social media build-up the week before the party.
Publish joint statements from my father, myself, you…the new
director.” She shot him a look, but his face remained passive.
“Feature both Cabrera and Fox wines and use the event to
announce the next new wine for Fox—the first official release
after Fox becomes part of Cabrera.”

Pride burned bright in her chest. There were so many details
that had to be worked out, but it was an excellent beginning. It



was the perfect blend of what Fox Vineyards was and what
they could be moving forward.

“Hmm…”

She bit down even harder on her tongue. Hmm? That was
it?

“It has potential,” he said.

“Potential?”

“Yes, potential.”

Their waiter reappeared before her temper got the better of
her. He set a steaming bowl of paella in front of her. Shrimp,
mussels and chicken topped a bed of onions, tomatoes, green
peas, bell peppers and rice, all of it covered in an olive oil
sauce mixed with parsley, lemon juice and garlic.

She picked up her fork and took a bite. The hearty flavor of
the shrimp with the crisp, sweet freshness of the peppers hit
her tongue. She closed her eyes and let out a small moan.
“This is heaven.”

She opened her eyes and nearly choked. Adrian’s gaze was
fixed on her lips, and his eyes were blazing with a heat that
sent her heart thundering. She swallowed hard and reached for
her water glass to cool the lustful fire burning its way across
her skin.

“Um…good choice.”

Adrian blinked and the expression was gone.

How did he do that? Suppress any emotion as if it was
nothing while her own were wildly out of control?

Before she could ruminate on that concerning thought, the
strains of a guitar came over the courtyard. Three musicians
had set up by the fountain. A woman in a red dress with a rose
perched in her black curls stepped up to a microphone and
began speaking in Spanish.

“A local Spanish band,” Adrian explained. “They perform
around Granada. She’s encouraging the audience to embrace
the spring weather and dance.”



The singer smiled coyly, issued a command to her band and
dove into a sultry but lively tune. Several guests stood and
began to dance in the space around the fountain.

Everleigh smiled. No matter what happened in the weeks to
come, she would savor this memory of couples dancing across
the stone patio beneath a blanket of stars.

Adrian’s phone rang. He glanced down at the screen and
frowned. “My apologies. I must take this.”

Before she could comment, he stood and moved away, his
phone pressed to his ear. Did the man ever stop working? He
hadn’t relaxed since the moment she’d met him.

A young man with a confident smile flashing white under
his beard approached her. “Me concedes este baile?”

Everleigh smiled back. “No comprende.”
“Would you dance with me?”

She paused. Would it be rude to dance with another man
when Adrian was treating her to this incredible dinner? But,
he’d had made it clear this was a business dinner and, that
steamy kiss in the cellar aside, he had no interest in anything
other than using her expertise and knowledge to ensure a
smooth transition.

“I’d love to.”

The man led her out to where the other couples danced and
swept her into a lively version of what she assumed was a
tango. He led her around the courtyard, occasionally twirling
her out, only to bring her back against him, his hand resting on
her lower back as he smiled.

She smiled back, focusing on enjoying the man’s skillful
mastery of the dance and how well he led her into each turn
before expertly moving them in a circle around the fountain.
Gradually all thoughts of Adrian disappeared as the music
filled her veins and the novelty of the moment chased away
her tension.

Out of the corner of her eye she caught movement behind
one of the trees. She turned her head and met Adrian’s furious



gaze. She stumbled.

Her dancing partner caught her as the song finished with a
flourish. “You are all right?” he asked as the diners burst into
applause.

“Yes.” Everleigh forced a smile to her face even as her heart
thudded wildly. “Thank you for the dance. I just… I saw
someone, and it startled me.”

Before he could ask more questions, she squeezed his hand,
thanked him again, and walked back to her table. She kept her
pace slow and measured, but inside her stomach was twisted
up in knots.

She sat down and forced herself to take a drink of water as
Adrian approached, his movements like a predator stalking its
prey.

“Have fun?”

The ice in his words froze her blood. “Yes, I did. Did you
get your business taken care of?”

“Yes.”

He snapped the word out with such ferocity she leaned
back. “Are you all right?”

He stared at her for what felt like forever before he sat down
in his chair.

“I stepped away for two minutes—three at the most. I came
back and you were cavorting with another man.”

His statement cut deep. “What is wrong with me dancing
while you took a business call? You’ve made it clear on more
than one occasion that there’s nothing between us but a
professional relationship. You stepped away to conduct some
business, so I decided to dance with a charming man.”

His eyes narrowed. “He wanted more than just a dance,
Everleigh. Don’t be naïve.”

She wanted to punch him in the mouth, but that would
certainly ruin any chance she had of securing the director’s



position. So she did the next best thing she could as her anger
surged into fury.

“This conversation and this dinner are over. Goodnight, Mr.
Cabrera.”

She stood, grabbed the silver clutch Isabella had loaned her,
and walked away. She’d made a commitment to work on her
temper. A good business leader didn’t surrender to her
emotions. But, damn, it was hard to walk away without tossing
the remnants of her wine in his arrogant, holier-than-thou face.

Everleigh forced herself to take measured steps toward an
arch carved into the wall of the courtyard. She stepped into a
quaint street, each side lined by rows of orange trees. A terrace
of little shops sat on the other side of the cobblestones, with
displays of pottery, jewelry and clothing in their windows.
Fortunately, the shops appeared to be closed for the night,
leaving her alone to contemplate this latest insult.

Defeat settled heavy on her shoulders as she walked over to
a wall surrounding one of the groups of orange trees. She sank
down onto the cold stone and closed her eyes.

Even if she’d kept a lid on her temper she’d no doubt
offended Adrian to the point where he would consider
removing her from Fox. Why bother keeping on an employee
who seemed to do nothing but set him off? Would working at
Fox even be enjoyable if she and Adrian did nothing but spar
every time they were in close proximity to each other?

But why had her dancing upset him? Logic told her that he
was jealous—a thought that gave her an unwelcome thrill.
However, given how far he’d gone to keep at her arm’s length
since their interlude in the cellar, him being jealous didn’t
make sense. He made decisions without emotion, with only
facts and statistics to guide him.

So what the hell had set him off tonight?

Her hair prickled on the back of her neck as awareness
skipped across her skin, hot and electric. She looked up to see
a man standing in the archway.

Even with his face in shadow, she knew him in an instant.



Adrian.



CHAPTER ELEVEN

ADRIAN TOOK A cautious step forward, keeping a watchful
gaze on Everleigh. She stared back at him, her eyes
unreadable, her body tense as if she would flee at any moment.

He’d screwed up. Everleigh’s proposal for the party had
impressed him more than anything he’d heard from his own
marketing team in a long time. His employees followed his
lead; they focused on numbers and statistics. Everleigh had
responded in less than a minute with an idea that wasn’t just
smart but personalized. She was excellent at her job and,
judging by her ready answers to every one of his other
questions, she had the background to serve as an excellent
director of Fox.

But when he’d come back to see her in the arms of that
man, jealousy and rage had burned through him like a wildfire.
Even discovering the texts on Nicole’s phone between her and
her lover hadn’t inspired an ounce of the possessiveness he’d
felt as he’d watched another man’s hands move over
Everleigh’s body. It should have been his hands cradling her
hips, his fingers gliding up and down the curve of her back as
she arched against him.

Why was he so drawn to this woman? He’d spent most of
his life making informed decisions, using common sense like
armor against the unstable emotions that so many of his fellow
businessmen fell prey to. He didn’t let feelings get the better
of him. He’d been enticed by Nicole, had entertained
something more than just a physical attraction, but even then
he’d kept a certain distance between them.

Yet just the sight of Everleigh casually dancing with
someone had made him want to hunt the man down and wring
his neck. Dangerous thoughts that he hadn’t seemed able to
control no matter how hard he tried.

Now he stood here in this empty street, angry all over again
because Everleigh had walked away from him. Because she



had broken through his resolve to stay away from her.

“What do you want?” she asked, each deep breath making
her chest rise and fall, giving him a glimpse of the swells of
her breasts beneath her silky top.

“For you to come back inside.”

She looked away and muttered something under her breath.

“What?”

“Nothing.”

She bit down on her lower lip, the action reigniting his
banked lust.

“Thank you for the invitation, but I don’t think us spending
any more time together tonight is a good idea. I’ll find a ride
back to the house.”

She started down the street, her hips swinging back and
forth under the dress. The slit parted, revealing the warm ivory
of her thigh.

Adrian caught up to her in three strides and blocked her
path. He should let her go. But some unexplained madness
drove him on.

“How? You don’t speak a word of Spanish, you have no
idea what a taxi costs in Granada, and I’m guessing you don’t
have any euros.”

Everleigh gritted her teeth, as if trying to control her temper.
“I memorized the address of your mansion and I have a credit
card.”

She tried to brush past him, but he stepped in front of her.
Even though she was on the tall side, the top of her head
barely came up to his chin. What if she came across a mugger,
or worse, as she stumbled around Granada at night?

“I have no doubt you could find your own way back. But
it’s after dark, you’re in a new city and you’re upset. Don’t be
a fool.”

She blew out another breath and ran a hand through her hair,
making those enticing golden curls kiss the tops of her



shoulders.

“I don’t get it. One minute you kiss me like you own me,
then you tell me it’s business only, and then you turn into an
alpha ass because I have the audacity to dance with someone
while you’re on the phone. And now you’re concerned for my
safety.” She looked up at him, her eyes flashing in the dim
light of the streetlamps before she refocused on the ground.
“You frustrate me, and you anger me, and you’re sexy as hell
and it’s driving me crazy.”

Each word hit him with the force of a freight train, sinking
into his veins and fanning the banked coals of his desire into a
raging inferno. He moved in front of her once more. She either
didn’t notice or didn’t care. She stayed where she was, hands
on her hips, eyes trained on the ground. The intoxicating
passion radiating off her in hot waves enticed him like nothing
ever had.

A soft moan escaped her and she lifted her tearstained face,
her eyes meeting his. “Why won’t you just leave me alone?”

“Because I can’t.”

And with that pronouncement Adrian surrendered to
temptation once more and kissed her.

The world slowed to a crawl. He tasted the wine on her lips,
felt her surprise. She froze. And then she came alive. Her arms
encircled his neck as she pressed her body flush against his.
He groaned, the memory of how good she felt against him
spurring him on as his hands tightened on her waist. The heat
of her skin seeped through the silk of her top. He fisted his
hands in the material so he didn’t pull the dress off in the
middle of a public street.

Her lips firmed under his as she returned the kiss. She
moaned, and the sound increased the desire that pumped
through his blood to a fever pitch so intense it almost hurt. He
moved his hand up and cradled her face, pulling her even
tighter against him so he could feel her…any part of her that
he could.

“Everleigh…” he whispered against her mouth.



The sound of him saying her name seemed to feed her lust.
She pressed her hips against his and he groaned again. God, he
wanted her. He wanted to see her naked, feel her surround him
with her wet heat and hear her cry out as she came undone in
his arms. He wanted to see her wake up, to watch a satisfied
smile stretch across her face before she kissed him and let him
savor her body again and again.

Before he could question himself, and before common sense
could stop him, he dragged his mouth away from hers and
kissed his way down her neck, over her chest and down. His
hands cupped her full breasts, bringing them to his lips as her
head dropped back in submission. One tug and one of her
breasts was bare to his gaze. He bent down and placed the
lightest kiss on its rosy peak, his groin tightening as her nipple
pebbled under his lips. He sucked her into his mouth as her
fingers dug into his hair, her hips bucking against his as she
whispered his name and moaned.

Then the restaurant’s band struck up another tune, the fast-
paced melody carrying over the walls of the courtyard.
Everleigh’s hands slid down to his chest and suddenly pushed
him back. His eyes flew open to see her staring at him, her
mouth slightly agape, her hair falling in messy waves around
her flushed face. She frantically pulled her top up before her
fingers drifted up toward her lips, swollen and red from
kissing.

A burst of raucous laughter sounded behind them. Adrian
looked over his shoulder to see a trio of young men walking
down the street, their boisterous singing an indication that they
were well on their way to being drunk.

When he turned back Everleigh was halfway down the
street. She glanced back at him once, eyes wide, chest
heaving, lips still swollen. And then she disappeared around
the corner.

He stood, rooted to the spot by the remnants of his desire
and the volatile tide of emotions their kissing had let loose.

What the hell had just happened? He hadn’t been able to
keep his hands off her. Never had desire and emotion



combined in such a heady concoction that he’d seriously
contemplated pushing Everleigh up against the nearest wall
and burying himself inside her.

Slowly, breath by breath, he calmed his racing pulse. He
continued on down the street and stepped onto the main road
outside the restaurant in time to see Everleigh getting into a
cab. Casa de Cabrera was well known in Granada. The cab
driver would see her back to his home safely.

An hour later his limo pulled up in front of Casa de Cabrera.

Diego met him at the front door. “Did you have an
enjoyable evening, señor?”

“Yes, thank you.” He glanced at the stairs. “Is Miss
Bradford in her room?”

“Sí, señor.”
Diego, ever the professional butler, didn’t even blink an eye.

The man had a better poker face than Adrian.

“She arrived thirty minutes ago.”

“Thank you.”

He went to his study and, once the door was closed, yanked
his tie off with a curse. What the hell was going on? Where
had his iron control disappeared to? Above all, why was he so
attracted to a woman he couldn’t spend more than five minutes
with without arguing?

He needed time. Space. No more conversations with
Everleigh.

He’d arrange for her to meet and work with his marketing
team. He’d screen candidates for the position of director,
although the chances of finding someone better than her were
unlikely. But that was a conundrum he’d deal with at a later
date.

From now on he’d be dealing with Everleigh Bradford from
a distance. For both their sakes.



CHAPTER TWELVE

EVERLEIGH WOKE WITH a gasp. Her arm flailed out and
knocked into the juice glass perched on the patio table. It fell
onto the balcony with a crash, the glass shattering across the
pavestones. Her chest rose and fell as she sucked in a breath.
She ran shaking fingers through her hair.

It was just a nightmare.

Knowing that didn’t slow her thundering pulse or wipe
away the sorrow squeezing her lungs so tight she could barely
breathe.

Ten years later and it was still so vivid—the horrid memory
of her mother on that hospital bed, her frame almost skeletal
beneath the stark white sheets, whispering, “I love you,” her
words weak and raspy. Everleigh had smoothed the hair back
from her mother’s face and forced a smile to her own as she’d
promised that they’d spend Christmas in Paris.

Not five minutes later her mother’s hand had gone limp.
And the shrill, unending beep of the heart monitor sometimes
echoed in her mind—the soundtrack of the worst day of her
life.

A knock on the door startled her out of her morbid musings.
Diego had probably heard the glass break.

“I’m fine, Diego,” she called over her shoulder.

The door opened and a second later clicked shut. The butler
had been so kind to her these past two days, bringing her food
in her room since she’d holed up there to avoid Adrian as
much as possible and recover from the jet lag that had
overcome her with a vengeance.

A cowardly move on her part, but also effective. She’d
accomplished quite a bit during her self-imposed exile.

She’d also had multiple video calls with her dad. Just being
able to see him had eased some of her worry. The impending



sale of the winery and knowing that his employees would be
safe had taken quite a bit of stress off his plate. That was
evident in his voice and the glimmer of energy in his eyes. It
was a positive in what seemed to be an endless cycle of bad
news.

But, lovely as her brief sabbatical had been, Adrian had set
up a meeting between her and his marketing team for
tomorrow. She hated to leave the haven of her room, but she
knew the longer she hid, the more difficult it would be for her
to rejoin the world. Her chances of being named director were
probably slim to none by now, and she certainly wouldn’t win
herself any points by playing hermit.

Doubt whispered in her ear. If a forbidden kiss with her new
boss sent her into hiding, was she even capable of leading? No
matter how hot the kiss had been, and no matter how
incredible Adrian’s rock-hard body had felt against hers, she
should have pulled herself together, acted like an adult and put
their interlude out of her mind.

Easier said than done when the taste of him still lingered on
her lips… He’d left his mark on her—from the woodsy scent
she couldn’t get rid of, no matter how many times she
showered, to the lustful heat that had sunk its roots deep into
her heart.

She closed her laptop as the footsteps behind her grew
louder. “Diego, there’s really no need…”

She turned in the chair and felt the words die on her lips.
Adrian stood in the doorway, dressed in dark jeans and a black
cable-knit sweater, the sleeves rolled up to his elbows. Stubble
shadowed his jaw and his hair was tousled, as if someone had
been running their fingers through it.

Just like she had two nights ago, when she’d nearly given
up her virginity in a side street.

“Are you all right?” he asked.

She swallowed hard. “Yes. Fine.”

He glanced down at the glass shards scattered across the
balcony. “Do you make a habit of smashing glasses?”



“No.”

Despite the distance from her chair to the doorway, he
loomed over her…an overwhelming presence that sent a
shiver down her spine. She tossed aside the blanket draped
across her lap and stood. A sharp pain stabbed the bottom of
her foot and she fell back into the chair with a hiss.

Adrian uttered something in Spanish and rushed over.
“Little fool!”

“You know I can hear you, right?”

He ignored her as he took her bare foot in his hands,
wrapping his fingers around her ankle with the utmost care. A
stinging throb warred with the warmth of his grasp.

“Let go.”

“There’s a piece of glass stuck in your foot. Wait here.”

As much as she wanted to argue, she stayed seated, biting
her bottom lip to offset some of the pain pulsing in her foot.
He disappeared into the bedroom and reemerged with
bandages and a wet cloth in one hand and ointment in the
other.

“Are you always this prepared?” she asked through gritted
teeth.

“I own a winery that hosts parties. Sometimes they get
raucous. The housekeeping staff keep necessities in all of our
guestrooms.” He knelt before her and took her foot in his hand
once more. “Stay still.”

He cradled her foot and slowly pulled out the piece of glass.
The initial removal sent an electrifying sting up her leg. Her
fingers tightened on the arms of her chair, but she didn’t let out
a peep. Adrian placed the offending glass on the table and
started to wash the wound.

“I fell asleep in my chair…jet lag,” she said.

“And then what?” he asked.

She struggled to keep her face impassive. “What do you
mean?”



“Something startled you?”

“Just an accident, that’s all.” She wasn’t about to share the
intimate details of her nightmares with him.

“Don’t play games with me, Everleigh.”

“I’m not the one who plays games.”

He sighed and set the cloth aside. “I overreacted. To you
dancing. I’m sorry.” He dabbed ointment on the cut.

Stubbornness demanded that she refuse his almost apology.
But logic overruled. “Well…thank you.”

He nodded, his eyes trained on her foot as he wrapped it in
gauze. The sight of his tan fingers against her skin made her
thighs clench. If he noticed her reaction, he ignored it. He
tossed the glass in a nearby waste basket and went back inside,
reappearing a moment later with a broom and dustpan.

He made quick work of sweeping up the mess before sitting
down at the patio table opposite her. His eyes zeroed in on her,
pinning her in place with the dark intensity that made her think
very sensual thoughts.

“What were you dreaming about?”

Everleigh rolled her eyes. “You’re like a dog with a bone.”

“Tenacious? Yes. You’re hiding something from me.”

“I’m not hiding anything.”

Adrian’s eyes softened, and the abrupt change threw her off-
balance. He reached across the table and before she could jerk
back he grabbed her hand, his thumb rubbing slow circles on
her palm.

She swallowed hard against the sudden ache in her chest.
This was the Adrian she had glimpsed on their ride in the
rain…the man who’d refused to wait inside his car while she
was outside in the storm.

But was this the real Adrian? Or was he merely being kind
to her to ensure she followed through on her work instead of
making trouble?



“Talk to me,” he said.

Those words broke through the strong wall she’d built
around her heart. She’d never felt the urge to share her
innermost thoughts, even with the men she’d dated. If they had
zero interest in Fox, her greatest passion, why would they care
about anything else that mattered to her?

But here, now, she wanted nothing more than to talk to
Adrian.

She looked out over the gardens and the vineyards that
stretched beyond. As soon as she talked she’d be opening a
door. A door that would be extremely difficult to close. Was it
worth it?

A hawk soared in the distance, its wings dark against the
bright blue sky. Keeping her eyes trained on the bird, she
started to speak.

“My life before my mom’s cancer was incredible. I grew up
in a beautiful farmhouse… I had two parents who loved me. It
was perfect.” A hard lump lodged in her throat. “Until it
wasn’t.”

She withdrew her hand, hating the loss of his warmth and
comfort, and stood. Distance would make her confession
easier. Ignoring the pain in her foot, she hobbled to the edge of
the balcony.

“When my mother got her diagnosis it didn’t seem real at
first. Plus, you hear so many success stories—people beating it
and going on to live even more amazing lives.” Her voice
broke. “Except she didn’t. She died in the hospital right before
my high school graduation. I still dream about my last night
with her.” She swallowed hard past the lump. “My father
didn’t handle her death well. The first couple of months after
she died I was by myself. Fox was all I had. It became my
lifeline. Eventually my father and I got back to a good place,
but it was never quite the same.”

Her eyes fell upon the rows of grapevines, and the familiar
sight calmed some of the ache in her chest.



“Fox is real. Physical. I can reach out and touch it. It’s
always been there. My mom’s death, my dad’s diagnosis, the
guys I dated who didn’t understand why I loved the winery so
much…everything’s always changing. Fox is the one thing
that has never changed.” She closed her eyes as that ever-
persistent sense of loss crept over her—a darkness she
couldn’t escape. “Now it’s going to. No matter what my role is
at Fox, it’ll never be the same.”

A chair scraped against the pavestones. She opened her eyes
and turned around just as Adrian stopped in front of her. The
smell of cedar curled around her. The fragrance catapulted her
back to their kisses, to how beautiful and sexy and safe she’d
felt in his arms.

Don’t go there.
Just because he was being nice right now, it didn’t mean

jumping into bed with him was the right thing to do. She’d
waited years for the right man—for her Prince Charming.
Adrian might have the wealth and status of a prince, but
“charming” was not the first adjective that came to mind.
Brooding, perhaps, or sensually forbidding…

“I know the sale is the right thing for the winery.” She
looked up at him. “For the people who work for us. I’ve
accepted that. But knowing that my dad is doing the right
thing isn’t enough to take away the pain.”

Adrian stared at her for a long moment. She resisted
squirming under his inquisitive gaze. Then something in the
air changed between them. Made her forget all the reasons
why she shouldn’t go there. Maybe it was her dark musings, or
that horrid sense of loss, but she felt the charge between them
even more acutely, felt their attraction all the way to her core.

She didn’t know whether he moved first or she did. But
suddenly he was just a breath away. And then they were
kissing, her hands on his face, his arms wrapped around her
body as if he couldn’t bear to let her go. His lips moved over
hers and coaxed from them a gasp, which he took advantage of
to slide his tongue along her lower lip.

“Adrian…”



His lips left hers to trail kisses over her cheek and down her
neck. Her fingers tangled in his hair, clutching tighter as he
placed a soft kiss on the tops of her breasts swelling above her
neckline.

“Yes,” she moaned. “Please, Adrian.”

He pulled back and clutched her face in his hands, his eyes
glittering with passion. “Dios mío, novia. What are you doing
to me?”

She stood on tiptoe and placed a soft, teasing kiss on his
lips. “Exactly what you’re doing to me.”

A growl rumbled in his chest as he pulled her back against
him. And if she had thought his first two kisses passionate,
they didn’t compare to the carnal assault he now leveled on
her body. His hands drifted over her, skillfully caressing her in
places no other man had touched.

He lifted her off her feet, spun her around and pressed her
against the wall. Her legs instinctively went around his waist,
pressing her most intimate place flush against his hardness. A
gasp escaped her at the sheer, sensual pleasure. Never had she
felt such desire…such raw, aching need.

Her hips moved of their own accord, arching against him as
he rained kisses down on her jaw, her neck, her chest. When
she ground herself even harder against him, he captured her
wrists in his grip and pinned them above her head.

“Are you trying to make me embarrass myself?” he
demanded, his voice raw.

She stared at him for a moment, lust robbing her of the
ability to think. But then realization hit and she couldn’t help
herself; she laughed. To think that she, an inexperienced
country girl, could bring someone like Adrian Cabrera to the
edge. It was empowering and, oh, so delightful…

“What?”

The glower on his handsome features made her smile. “I
don’t know what I’m doing, Adrian. I just want you.”



The words were out before she could snatch them back. She
saw the instant he comprehended what she meant.

“You’ve never been with a man?”

She squirmed under his penetrating gaze. “Could you put
me down?”

“No, this is actually quite a good position for getting the
information I want.”

He leaned down and nipped her collarbone, sending another
shock of desire through her.

“Answer my question.”

“Fine. I’m a virgin.”

Slowly he released his hold on her wrists and gently set her
on her feet. Did the idea of bedding a virgin really displease
him that much? Embarrassed, she tried to scuttle to the side,
but his arms flew up and he pressed his hands against the wall,
caging her in.

“Don’t run from me now, Everleigh.”

She stared at him. The shame she’d felt in the wine cellar
back home crept over her once more. “I’m not running. Had I
realized you didn’t care for women of my inexperience, I
wouldn’t have kissed you back.”

Before she could escape he captured her lips again, his
tongue teasing hers, his teeth grazing her lower lip. The
distance he kept between their bodies heightened the tension
coiling inside her, tighter and tighter, until she was sure she
was going to explode.

Finally he released her and rested his forehead against hers,
his breathing ragged. “It surprised me, that’s all. If you haven’t
noticed, the knowledge has not changed my wants.”

Her eyes drifted down below his belt. Oh, no, his desire had
not ebbed in the slightest.

“Why me?”

His question caught her off-guard. “What?”



“You’re twenty-eight years old. You’re a stunningly
beautiful woman and you’ve been in relationships before.” He
leaned in, his eyes glittering, the sun creating a halo around his
hair that made him seem like a dark angel. “Why me?”

She started to answer and then faltered. There wasn’t just
one reason. The pull she felt toward Adrian, the emotions he
stirred inside her, were unlike anything she’d experienced
before. Everything she’d ever wanted—the passion, the raw
desire, the intoxicating man she couldn’t get out of her mind—
was right in front of her.

“Because you make me feel, Adrian.”

And, dear God, she wanted to feel something other than
loss, other than heartbreak. She wanted, for just one day, not to
be reminded of her mom’s death, of her dad’s illness, of
everything that was about to change in her world. Whether or
not this moment with Adrian was just that—a brief moment in
time—the need to feel him against her, to feel him inside her,
burned so hot she could barely catch her breath.

She sucked in a deep breath and met his gaze head-on.
“Take me to bed.”



CHAPTER THIRTEEN

ADRIAN STARED AT HER for so long, the daring that had seized
her started to retreat. Then she looked up and swallowed at the
naked desire glittering in his eyes.

“Are you sure?” he said.

The harsh raggedness in his voice sent shivers of pleasure
down her spine. He wanted her—truly wanted her.

Boldness pushed her up onto her toes as she wound her
arms around his neck and pressed a kiss as light as butterfly
wings to his granite jaw. “Please…”

He scooped her up in his arms in one powerful motion that
left her breathless. She curled into him, keeping her arms
around his neck, and laid her head against his chest as he
carried her inside. The thump of his heartbeat against her
cheek brought a smile to her face and an unexpected rush of
longing.

She leaned up to press a kiss against the pulse visibly
pounding at the base of his throat. Another growl emanated
from Adrian’s chest as his arms tightened around her. Thrilled
that she had such a visible effect on him, she flicked her
tongue against his skin.

“If you keep teasing me, this will be over far too quickly.”

Feminine satisfaction flooded her veins as he set her gently
on the bed. His eyes flared as he raked her body with a gaze
that threatened to burn the clothes right off her body. He
kneeled on the bed, his tall, muscular frame looming over her,
before leaning down and capturing her lips once more in a kiss
that shook the ground beneath her.

His hand settled on her belly, the pads of his fingers burning
her skin and sending hot trails of liquid heat to the junction of
her thighs. She wanted to melt into him, to tear off her
sundress and slide, naked, down his body until he filled her.



Wicked, wicked thoughts…but she wanted, needed, to feel all
of him.

The speed of their kissing slowed, mellowed, but they did
not cool. The sensual pace and his deliberate caresses—a
brush of lips, a nip of teeth, a teasing tongue—made her
squirm against him. He traced lazy circles up her waist,
teasing the skin beneath her breasts.

A whimper escaped and he chuckled in response. She pulled
back and was about to issue a demand when he cupped one
breast. The pressure, the intimacy, made her knees weak. He
gently squeezed, caressing her flesh with long, gentle strokes
even as he continued to kiss her senseless. When he tugged on
her nipple she arched, writhed as her blood boiled and she
sagged against him.

Before she could utter another word he released her. In the
span of a heartbeat he slid the zipper of her dress down and
pulled it up over her head. Cool air danced on her skin,
drawing her nipples into hard points. A moment later he drew
one of those hard buds into his mouth and sucked, making a
line of fire blaze from her breast straight to the apex of her
thighs.

“Adrian!”

He released her, trailing his lips across her skin and
covering her other breast with gentle kisses. He didn’t stop
kissing her as he masterfully divested her of her panties, so
quickly she didn’t even have time to be embarrassed by her
nudity, leaving her bare beneath his gaze.

Seconds passed as he took her in. She fisted her hands in the
sheets, trying not to cover herself. Finally, after what seemed
like hours, he uttered one word that made her feel like a
goddess.

“Beautiful.”

He stood, stripped himself of his clothing and reached into
the nightstand. He pulled out a condom and she watched in
fascination as he rolled it onto his thick length.

Dear God.



She’d felt his desire before, but the sight of him erect made
her wonder just how someone of his size would fit.

He rejoined her on the bed, the sunlight streaming in from
the balcony windows casting shadows over the tendrils of dark
hair curving over his muscular chest. He pressed a kiss to her
forehead, then her eyelids, then her cheeks, and finally to her
lips in a caress so sweet she thought her heart would burst
from the tenderness of it all.

When he lay on top of her, his naked heat covering her from
head to toe, she squirmed beneath him. His hardness settled in
the cradle of her thighs and she arched her body, begging for
release.

“Everleigh?”

Her eyes met his and she paused at the seriousness reflected
in the dark depths.

“I want you. But I need to know that you’re sure. Once you
give me this, there’s no going back.”

Tears pricked her eyes as her heart sang.

Adrian started to push up, away from her, but she snaked
her arms around his neck and kissed him with all the passion
she could pour into a single touch. “Please don’t stop.”

He guided himself inside her, the initial sensation foreign.
He pressed soft kisses on her face and neck as her body
stiffened against the sharp pain.

She gritted her teeth. “I don’t like that.”

“I know, querida. And I don’t want to cause you pain. Do
you want me to stop?”

She paused. Already the pain was subsiding. Some of that
warmth lingered just beneath the surface. And as she shifted
beneath him, getting used to the sensation of him being inside
her, the desire slowly returned.

“No. Just…be gentle.”

He pressed the sweetest, softest kiss on the tip of her nose.
“I can do gentle.”



Slowly he withdrew, and then pressed back inside her, each
thrust accompanied with a feather-light kiss to her jaw or a
soft caress on her breast. And with each thrust her desire grew
along with her confidence. Gradually she started to meet his
thrusts, her hips moving in sync with his. His breathing grew
erratic, his eyes hotter as they moved together. She wrapped
her arms around him, savoring each touch, each movement, as
a heat built inside her unlike anything she could have
imagined.

And then she came apart in his arms, her cries matching his
as beautiful pleasure filled her and carried her over the top.

She didn’t know how long she lay there, sated and drowsy,
but at some point the bed dipped as Adrian got up. The
sensation of something warm on her thighs a moment later
made her open her eyes. Adrian knelt between her legs, gently
cleansing her skin with a wet towel.

“You don’t have to do that.”

Embarrassment made her reach for the sheets—anything to
cover her—but Adrian captured her hand and brought it to his
lips. The gentle kiss he pressed to the inside of her palm
touched her heart and threatened to pull her under.

“Let me do this for you.”

When he’d finished, he tossed the towel into the bathroom
and lay back down, pulling the sheet over both of them. She
curled up against his chest, soaking in the heat radiating off his
incredible body. Her eyes drifted shut and she slowly
descended into sleep, with the soundtrack of Adrian’s
heartbeat playing against the palm of her hand.

The soft trill of a bird drew Everleigh out of the most relaxing
sleep she’d had in ages. She smiled, her eyes still closed, as
she stretched under the covers. Her hand reached out, seeking
the warmth of Adrian’s body. Her fingers settled on a cool
sheet.

Her eyes snapped open and her head swung around.



Aside from a slight indentation in the sheets, and the
lingering scent of cedar on the pillow, there was no sign that
Adrian had even been there.

She didn’t know how long she stared at the empty space.

Her decision to sleep with Adrian had been one that, in the
heat of moment, had seemed so right. Every touch, every
kiss…seeing the flare in his eyes when he’d looked at her,
feeling him move inside her…all of it had surpassed every
expectation and drawn her into a web of emotion that had
ensnared her body, heart and soul.

She’d fully embraced every feeling, even though Adrian had
made it clear so many times how he felt about relationships.
So this shouldn’t hurt. She shouldn’t feel abandoned, adrift,
embarrassed.

But she did. She felt all of that and more.

Because it hadn’t just been the incredible, mind-blowing
sex. It had also been the tenderness when he’d taken care of
her afterwards…the way he’d cradled her in his arms as she’d
fallen asleep. For a moment she’d thought that maybe their
time together had meant something more to him.

She pulled the sheets up over her nakedness and rolled away
from the spot where Adrian had lain just hours ago. No matter
what she’d thought, she’d obviously been wrong.



CHAPTER FOURTEEN

ADRIAN STARED AT his laptop a couple of days later, his anger
ratcheting up a notch every time he reread Calandra’s email.

My apologies for the short notice, but I’ve

accepted a job with Harrison Industries. I will be

unable to attend or coordinate the Fox party in

two weeks. I have attached my notes for the

event. Best wishes.

He closed the screen of his laptop. Never in a hundred years
would he have pictured Calandra being the type to quit with
such short notice and just a brief apology—let alone before a
major event.

But his head of marketing, Jade, and her team were building
a great campaign. Everleigh had only been with them for two
days, and already Jade was praising her work. They would
assume some of the responsibilities for planning the party.
Calandra had an assistant who could probably handle most of
the other details, and there were other employees he could call
on.

But the massive change caused by Calandra’s message did
not bode well.

Although, come to think of it, Calandra had not been at peak
performance since the night of the wine release party in New
York. A typo in a client email…entering a meeting two
minutes before it started as opposed to her customary ten…
Little things, but he should have paid more attention.

Something had obviously been wrong, and he’d let his
damned attraction for Everleigh distract him to the point where
he’d lost one of his most valued employees. He could reach
out, offer her more money, more time off—whatever she
wanted. But the ring of finality in her email told him she
would turn him down.



An ache built in his temples. He leaned back in his chair, his
eyes falling on the row of awards displayed on the far wall.
The sight of the gold and silver plaques, each one a testament
to the success of his company, anchored him. And he clung to
that anchor to keep himself from falling even deeper into the
mire he’d created for himself.

When he’d given in to his desire and claimed the gift
Everleigh had offered him his desire had woven together with
a fierce need to protect, to keep her from anyone else who
might even dare to look at her.

Mine.
That mantra had played over and over in his head until he’d

woken, hours later, with his arms wrapped around her slender
body. The sight of her bare skin, glowing golden-red under the
rays of the afternoon sun, had aroused him once more and
made his hands tighten possessively on her hips.

Possession. Protectiveness. Need. Emotions he hadn’t
experienced in…ever.

The languid warmth had disappeared under a crushing cold
wave of reality. It hadn’t just been sex. No, it had been
something much more.

Which was why he’d eased himself out of bed, dressed
quickly and disappeared.

It was also why he had avoided her these past couple of
days as he’d pondered how he could possibly name her
director after he’d compromised them both.

Until this morning, when he’d passed his director of human
resources in the hall and an answer had come to him. He’d
sent Everleigh a professional, carefully worded email, telling
her to report to his office in Cabrera Wine’s main building in
downtown Granada. The less personal the setting, the better…

“Mr. Cabrera?”

He turned and his breath caught. Everleigh stood framed in
the doorway, her lush hair tumbling down over her shoulders.
A scarlet skirt followed the curve of her hips and flared out
around her knees. Her sleeveless black top, loose and tucked



into her waistband, did little to curb his imagination from
filling in the blanks of what was hidden beneath.

His eyes snapped back up to her face, to see irritation
evident in her narrowed gaze.

“You summoned me?”

He suppressed a smile. He knew she’d been working on
curbing that temper of hers, but when it did slip through it sent
a bolt of desire straight to his groin.

And it wasn’t just about the sex—although that had
certainly exceeded even his wildest expectations.

No, it was her. The passion that motivated her actions, her
pursuits and dreams. It aroused him, enticed him, like nothing
ever had.

No.
The more he thought of her like that—the more he looked

beneath the surface of her incredible body—the more he risked
the inevitable hurt that came with opening up to someone. Yes,
sneaking out of her bed had been cowardly. But staying and
risking getting caught up in something that would end in pain
hadn’t been worth it. He’d done the best thing for both of
them.

“I did,” he said.

As she walked toward him a blankness descended over her
face. It threw him. He’d anticipated anger, that he’d left her
bed without a word. But this was unexpected and, as much as
he didn’t like it, it bothered him. Had their night together had
such little impact?

“My event planner just quit. No notice.”

Everleigh sat in the chair before his desk and crossed one
leg over the other. Her skirt rode up, exposing a knee and the
barest glimpse of her thigh. If she were any other woman he’d
suspect her of deliberately taunting him. But the gaze she
leveled at him was disappointingly professional.

“The one I met in New York?”



“Yes. Calandra.” He handed Everleigh his laptop and kept
his eyes off her legs. “Very unlike her. She’s worked for me
for years. I never would have expected this.”

“It does seem odd. But people are complicated. What are
you going to do?”

There. The tiniest undercurrent of anger. She wasn’t
impervious to what had happened between them. But instead
of satisfaction, he felt regret and that damned longing cut
through him. He should have stayed…should have ensured she
was all right. He had been her first and, so far, only lover.

The thought of any other man touching her made his fingers
curl into fists.

“I can manage almost all of it,” he said. “Calandra kept
good notes and confirmed everything before she quit.” He
leaned back and steepled his fingers. “But the next event she
was supposed to oversee was the Fox party. She has a good
assistant. Between her, some other employees, and by bringing
the marketing team into the mix, I can make sure the event
will go smoothly. Which is why I’ve ‘summoned’ you.” He
paused. He knew he was doing the right thing. “I won’t be
overseeing the hiring of the new director for Fox.”

Surprise widened her eyes. “You won’t?”

“No. Given recent events, I feel I’m not able to provide an
unbiased review.”

The blank façade dropped from her face and a rosy pink hue
dusted her cheeks. He knew what she was thinking—could see
the memory of him pressing her into the silk sheets as her wet
warmth clenched around him reflected in the darkening of her
eyes, her parted lips.

“Even if that night hadn’t occurred, Everleigh, given the
way we met, and everything that’s happened since, I cannot be
the person to choose the new director of Fox. My HR
department, led by Benny Alonso, will be conducting
interviews in two weeks. I’ve already told him you will most
likely be applying for the position.”

“So… I still have a chance?”



“Yes.” He breathed in deeply. “Everleigh, you’re good at
your job. Fox’s marketing is excellent, and so is your
knowledge of the wine industry. You’re a great candidate. But
I cannot be the one to make that decision. If it ever got out that
we’d had a previous…encounter it could hurt both of us.”

She stared at him for a long moment and then nodded. “I
understand. Thank you.”

Perfect. She’d accepted his reasoning without question—
hadn’t given in to theatrics or thrown something at his head.
But he could still sense anger and hurt lurking beneath the
surface.

Words rose up in his throat. She’d confided some of her
deepest secrets to him. Perhaps sharing his own sordid
experience would help explain why he’d left her bed, why
there would never be anything between them aside from the
memory of an incredible night. Was that why he felt so
compelled to unburden himself? To tell her his secrets in
return?

“I learned the hard way that having a relationship with a
coworker always ends badly. Nicole was an employee in our
public relations department when my father handed me the
reins of Cabrera Wine and told me to make it grow. I knew her
only professionally, but she caught my attention on a company
retreat to Italy. The façade she presented hooked me.”

Years later and it wasn’t the loss of Nicole that still ate at
him. No, it was the shame of being duped—the anger of letting
his guard down and giving even a modicum of control to a
woman who had ruthlessly used him as a means to an end.

“It was eleven years ago. We dated for six months. She
moved to another company, so we could see each other
without breaking the no fraternization policy. The first two or
three months were enjoyable. She was from a wealthy family,
but she told me she didn’t want to be just another spoiled rich
girl.”

Everleigh sat quietly, her eyes trained on him. He resisted
the urge to shift, to scoot his chair back, further away from
those violet eyes that saw far too much.



“One day her phone started beeping incessantly while she
was in the shower.” To this day he didn’t know how, but he’d
known. “I checked it. She’d been carrying on an affair with a
former colleague of mine almost the entire time.”

Everleigh’s hand flew up to her mouth. “Oh, Adrian. I’m so
sorry.”

“Don’t be.” The words came out harsher than he’d intended,
but he didn’t want pity. Didn’t deserve it. Not after the fool
he’d been. “I can forgive myself those first few months. But I
shouldn’t have been so taken in. I should have ended it.”

He stopped short of telling her the last thing Nicole had
done in an attempt to keep him on the hook. The pain and
anger at how ruthlessly she’d acted, how hard she’d tried to
manipulate him in one last desperate act, still pulsed inside
him, raw and ugly.

“Adrian, I don’t know anyone who hasn’t made mistakes
when it comes to a relationship,” she tried. “Even me.”

Her defense and her compassion touched him. But it didn’t
matter. Compassion couldn’t erase the years of damage that
had been done.

He’d accepted that falling into that relationship with Nicole
had just been a Band-Aid for the bigger issue—the hole left by
years of firstly abandonment, and then the confusion and
heartache his mother had wrought. He didn’t just avoid
relationships to protect himself. No, he protected others from
falling for a man who by all appearances was the epitome of
success, but who outside of his career was nothing more than a
damaged, hollow shell.

The hand on his shoulder made him start. He looked up to
see Everleigh looking down at him with such mercy in her
eyes it churned his stomach. He didn’t deserve any of it.

“Adrian—”

“Don’t.” He stood, making her drop her hand from his
shoulder, and moved away. Distance. He needed distance from
the temptation she offered with her kind heart and passionate
soul.



“Nicole manipulated me. I will never put someone else
through that hell. I’ve shared this with you to explain why I
won’t be a part of the hiring process.” He turned and caught
her gaze with his, needing her to understand. “And why we
can never have more than one night.”

Seconds ticked by. He saw her jaw work as if she wanted to
say something, a myriad of emotions flashing across her
beautiful face. And then she took a step back. Relief clashed
with regret. He wanted her. But he’d already taken too much
from her, with nothing to offer in return. Everleigh was a
forever kind of girl. And forever was something he could
never give any woman.

“I understand.” She smoothed the wrinkles from her skirt.
“Thank you for sharing, Adrian. Just remember—everyone
makes mistakes, including you. You shouldn’t have to keep
paying for it.”

She started to walk away. His heart clenched. He wanted her
to stay. How many times had a woman walked away from
him? His mother, so many times over the years. Nicole, when
she’d stalked down the driveway in a flight of fury.

But there were no tears from Everleigh. No, there was grace
and compassion—an offering so tempting he barely restrained
himself from reaching out and grasping her gift as if it was a
life-preserver that would pull him out of the emotionless
prison he’d created for himself.

She paused, one hand on the doorframe, and turned to look
back at him. “I imagine it’s pointless stating this now, but I did
not give up my virginity to secure that job.”

Maldición. “Everleigh, I never thought that. Not once.”

A wistful smile appeared. “Thank you.”

With that she turned and slipped out of the room.

He wanted to follow her, sweep her into his arms, take her
home and carry her up the stairs to his room, where he would
lay her naked across his bed and take her to new heights of
passion until she was crying out his name. He wanted to feel



not just her body beneath his but the emotions she inspired…
warmth and protectiveness and affection.

But he sat, hands curled into fists, until the sound of her
footsteps had faded.



CHAPTER FIFTEEN

EVERLEIGH PAUSED IN the hallway outside Adrian’s office a few
days later, her heart hammering like a jackhammer. The last
time she’d stood here she’d been vacillating between anger at
his silence in the days since they’d made love and shame that
it bothered her so much. Emotions that had been tempered by
their interaction and which had vanished altogether when
Adrian had shared why he was turning the decision about
Fox’s director over to a hiring panel.

As much as she wanted him to name her director, he was
right. If someone found out that they’d slept together, and that
he’d been behind her promotion, her career in the wine
industry would be ruined. The fact that he’d even considered
her reputation in all this had left her with a dangerously warm
feeling in her belly.

Then there’d been his confession about Nicole. Just thinking
about it made her chest hurt. The more he’d shared, the more
the puzzle pieces had fallen into place. She physically ached
for the young man who had just wanted to be loved for who he
was, for the years he’d been punishing himself by never
allowing another woman into his life.

The more she came to know him, the greater was the
challenge in keeping her feelings at bay. Still, she’d made the
effort to do just that.

The last few days had passed in a hazy blur. As much as
she’d initially detested the idea of working with another team,
she’d actually enjoyed collaborating with Cabrera Wine’s
marketing department. Led by Jade, a no-nonsense director
with a dry sense of humor, the team had showered her with
compliments while also providing suggestions and feedback
that had given her a boost she hadn’t felt in years.

New ideas were flowing as if a dam had been opened, and
the work she was putting in was some of the best she’d ever



produced. And with her busy schedule she’d thought she’d
succeeded in keeping her thoughts off Adrian.

Except whenever he dropped in to discuss the upcoming
party with the marketing team and their eyes met, restrained
passion snapping in the air with such electricity she couldn’t
believe no one else felt the heat. Or at night when she awoke,
damp and gasping, from another dream that seemed so real she
could still feel Adrian’s lips lingering on her skin even as her
hands clutched the cool empty sheets beside her.

It wasn’t just the memories of their ardent night that kept
him in her mind. It was seeing him greet the receptionist by
name and ask about her recently married son. It was watching
him hold an umbrella over an elderly man outside the office
one rainy afternoon while his designer suit got soaked.

Most of all, it was the pain he’d trusted her with that
afternoon. How had she ever thought him cold and unfeeling?
Beneath the billionaire’s mask he was an incredible man who,
while powerful and sometimes downright arrogant, was also
intelligent, kind, and just as passionate about his career as she
was about hers.

Now she stood outside his door, heart fluttering and knees
weak. Adrian had sent her another frustratingly brief email,
asking to see her in his office as soon as possible. Her mind
raced with possibilities. Did he want to talk about her work?
The sale? Or was he, too, still consumed with illicit memories
of their night together?

“Buenos días, Señorita Bradford.”

Everleigh whirled around to see Isabella Cabrera smiling at
her.

“Oh, good morning.” Everleigh barely caught herself from
bringing her hands up to her cheeks. Nothing like having the
mother of the man she’d slept with catching her daydreaming
about him.

Isabella held up a small paper bag. Sporting a green silk
pantsuit and with her dark hair twisted into an elegant chignon,



she looked as if she’d just stepped out of the pages of a fashion
magazine.

“I imagine my son is very busy, but I was in town and I
wanted to surprise him.” She leaned in with a conspiring
twinkle in her eyes. “He’s always had a sweet tooth. When he
was little, I used to take him to a bakery off the Plaza Nueva
and get him leche fritas for breakfast.”

Everleigh smiled, imagining a dark-haired boy staring wide-
eyed at the treats inside the bakery. Something tugged low in
her stomach. What would Adrian be like as a father…?

“That sounds like a wonderful memory.”

A shadow passed over Isabella’s face. “It is.” She glanced
down at the bag, her previous enthusiasm gone. “I… I was not
a good mother for many years.”

“I have a hard time believing that.”

Isabella shook her head. “The child I had after Adrian—a
little girl—died during delivery.”

Everleigh sucked in a breath. “Oh, Isabella… I’m so sorry.”

“The loss…it took a toll on me.” Isabella tapped a finger on
her forehead. “Emotionally and mentally. It was a topic not
discussed as openly as it is today. And then, when I got
pregnant with Alejandro, I was so terrified I was going to lose
him I sequestered myself in my room. Once he was born, I
clung to him his entire first year.” A deep sigh escaped her
lips. “By the time I clawed my way out Antonio had been
born. Before I knew it years had passed, and I realized I had
lost my first son.”

The older woman’s frank admission had stunned Everleigh
into silence.

“I’m sorry,” Isabella said with a forced smile. “I should not
have shared such personal details—”

“No,” Everleigh rushed to reassure her. “My father and I
went through a difficult period after my mother died. It took us
a while to repair our relationship.”



“I am glad you were able to. Unfortunately, Adrian and I
have not had the success you and your father did.” She rubbed
a spot on her temple. “Probably because I haven’t been able to
bring myself to talk to him about it.”

“Why not try?”

“I need to. I’m trying to work up to it, to explain…”
Isabella’s eyes fell to the floor, her voice becoming so soft
Everleigh could barely hear her. “But after so many years, how
could he possibly forgive me?”

The grief in Isabella’s words soaked into Everleigh’s bones.
Not just grief for the lost years between mother and son, but
for yet another reason as to why Adrian held himself back,
kept his emotions at bay. She would, too, if she’d experienced
the repeated pain he had.

“Buenos días.”
Everleigh and Isabella both turned to see him standing in

the doorway of his office, his handsome face frozen into a
granite mask.

“Buenos días, mi hijo.” Isabella recovered more quickly
than Everleigh, and held out the bakery bag with a smile.
“Leches fritas with extra cinnamon. I was out shopping and
wanted to surprise you.”

Adrian took the bag and pecked Isabella on the cheek, the
gesture brief and almost businesslike. “Gracías.”

Isabella blinked, longing evident in the lines around her
eyes. “Well… Have a good day.”

Adrian turned to Everleigh as Isabella disappeared down the
hall, his face blank. “Good morning.”

“Good morning.” Everleigh nodded toward the bag. “That
was very thoughtful.”

He shrugged. “I suppose.”

He turned and walked back into his office without another
word, leaving the door open behind him. She took a tentative
step inside. Should she say something about what Isabella had
shared with her? No, she decided as she closed the door



behind her. As much as she wanted to see a reconciliation
between mother and son, it was Isabella’s choice.

She looked around the office. Last time she’d been so
focused on him and their conversation that she hadn’t really
noticed the environment Adrian ruled his empire from. The
room mirrored the man. Black marble flooring, a cluster of
sleek silver chairs around a coffee table and a desk in front of
floor-to-ceiling windows that overlooked Granada. The outer
walls of the Alhambra stood tall and proud in the distance.

He gestured for her to take a seat. She knew if she had any
sense at all, she’d maintain the same level of indifference
Adrian was displaying and keep things professional.

“Jade says your work has been exemplary.”

“Thank you.”

He scrubbed a hand over his chiseled chin and she realized
that, for the first time since she’d met him, Adrian was
uncomfortable.

“What’s wrong?” she asked.

His eyes flew to her face and he stared at her for a long
moment. She barely resisted the urge to squirm under that dark
blue-eyed gaze that heated her blood.

“There are several Fox Vineyards partners who share your
concerns about an international brand buying the winery.”

“Who?”

“The entire town of Fox Creek, for starters.” He drummed
his fingers on the desk. “The mayor, the chamber of
commerce, several other wineries in the area… They’re all
afraid we’re going to try and turn the area into New York
City.”

Everleigh suppressed a smile. “Not surprising. We like our
small-town way of life.”

He frowned again, his jaw tightening. “Cabrera Wine is not
going to change that.”



“But how do they know that, Adrian?” She waved her hand
around the office. “This place looks like a spread from GQ. I
told you before: Cabrera Wine is glamorous. Your brand
represents luxury—jet-setting around the world in a private
plane while sipping a hundred-dollar bottle of wine. Fox
Vineyards is sipping a glass of rosé in your backyard while the
sun sets. You have to understand why some people are nervous
about this takeover.”

“Sale,” he ground out.

She rolled her eyes. “Sale, takeover, buyout—whatever you
want to call it. Unless you allay their fears, you’re going to
have problems.”

He sat back, irritation evident in the tense set of his
shoulders. “So how do I fix it?” he asked finally.

She leaned back in her own chair, unable to contain a
Cheshire cat’s grin from spreading across her face. “Are you,
the great Adrian Cabrera, asking for my help?”

Judging by the darkening glower on his too-handsome face,
he was doing precisely that.

“You have to say please, Adrian.”

His fingers curled around a pen, his grip so tight she half
expected it to break in two.

“Por favor, señoríta.”
The words rippled over her skin and sent a delicious shiver

down her spine. She swallowed hard, praying he hadn’t seen
her visceral reaction to the seductive sound of his native
language.

With a casual smile meant to conceal the dangerous effect
he still wielded over her heart and body, she stood.

“Then let’s get started.”



CHAPTER SIXTEEN

EVERLEIGH SET HER PHONE down with a relieved sigh and
leaned back in her chair.

“Good work.”

She looked up as Adrian handed her a glass of water.
“Thank you.”

Their fingers brushed and the electric spark that had become
so familiar to her arced between them. By unspoken mutual
agreement, they ignored it.

The office that had seemed so spacious three days ago had
shrunk with every hour they’d spent together. She’d spent
most of her time keeping her eyes on her screen and off his tan
muscled arms when he rolled up the sleeves of his dress shirt.
But as the true depth of the situation for Cabrera Wine had
been revealed—including a threat from the president of the
Fox Creek Chamber of Commerce to withdraw support for
Fox Vineyards—she’d become focused on the task at hand.

She took a long drink, the cool water soothing her throat.
She’d been glued to her phone and her computer all weekend,
soothing ruffled feathers, uttering reassurances… Over two
dozen more invitations had been issued for the party.
Hopefully meeting Adrian in person and hearing how Fox
would continue would ensure a peaceful transition—not just
for the winery but for the town, too.

A quick glance at the clock revealed that it was past eight
o’clock. She’d adapted quickly to Granada time, but working
nonstop had drained her.

Adrian sat down across from her. She averted her eyes.
Having finished putting out several of the largest fires had the
unfortunate side effect of giving her time to bring her attention
back to how devastatingly attractive he was.



How was it possible for a man to look so sexy in something
as simple as black pants and a dark green dress shirt? He’d left
the top button undone, giving her the barest glimpse of the
skin at the base of his throat. Had she kissed him there as
they’d made love? Those minutes had been a pleasurable rush
of silky caresses, hot skin and burning kisses as he’d moved
inside her.

She took another drink of water, hoping to squelch the lust
burning through her. She’d enjoyed working alongside him,
brainstorming and laying out a plan for the future of Fox
Vineyards. They’d ordered lunch in every day, discussing
discounts at the winery’s event space for local businesses over
Spanish delicacies like gazpacho and fried green peppers. The
plan they’d eventually crafted had been so well done, it had
left her with an incredible sense of pride.

Hard to believe that just recently she had felt like giving up
control of the winery. It would have been like cutting off her
own arm. But, seeing her dad grow more and more relaxed on
their nightly conference calls, and seeing a future for Fox
Vineyards she’d never thought possible, it had become clear to
her that the sale was the best thing for the winery.

She closed her eyes and let her head fall back against the
chair. “Thank you,” she said again.

“For what?”

The surprise in his voice was evident. She opened her eyes
to see curiosity flicker across his sculpted face.

“I can see how this sale will help Fox Vineyards prosper.
There’s a part of me that will always be sad that things didn’t
go as I planned. But,” she added with a smile, “I haven’t
enjoyed my work this much in years.”

“It’s I who should be thanking you,” Adrian replied. “We
could have sold a lot of wine without you, but I doubt we’d
have had the support we have now because of you.”

His compliment sent a cozy warmth spiraling through her
and deepened her smile. “That means a lot.”



Adrian stood, turning his back on her to move to the
windows. Her contentment dimmed a little. What would it be
like if he opened up, took a risk and allowed himself to feel as
she had these past few weeks? Would he still be the billionaire
who broke hearts and eschewed commitment? Or would he
find happiness in a relationship with someone he could trust?
Someone like her?

She shook her head and stood up too. Her eyes landed on
the Alhambra. The last rays of the setting sun illuminated the
reddish hue of the outer walls of the fortress. “It’s so beautiful.
Someone mentioned the gardens are incredible.”

A heartbeat later Adrian turned to her. “Let’s go.”

She blinked. “What?”

“To the gardens.”

“But it’s eight-thirty at night. Aren’t they closed?”

“They offer night tours. And even if they didn’t, my mother
sits on the board and my father donates an obscene amount of
money every year.”

She should say no. Common sense demanded that she
decline, go back to Casa de Cabrera and crawl into bed. That
would be a much smarter option than exploring a romantic
garden at night with the only man she’d ever slept with.

“I’d love to.”

Thirty minutes later Adrian escorted Everleigh through the
gardens adjacent to the historic palace. Ancient cypress trees
spread their branches out against the backdrop of a darkening
sky, where stars were blinking between the leaves like little
diamonds. The look of wonder on her face as she gazed
around made the late-evening sojourn more than worth the
trip.

“It’s beautiful,” she breathed.

“Sí. I once knew the Alhambra like the back of my hand.”
Adrian felt Everleigh’s inquisitive gaze land on him. “Abuela
Sofia brought me up here nearly every day one summer.”



“Was that the summer your mom lost the baby?”

His head snapped around, the cozy feeling of nostalgia
disappearing under a splash of ice-cold reality. “How do you
know about that?”

Instead of shrinking from his frigid tone, Everleigh held his
gaze. “Your mother told me.”

“She what…?” Old wounds rose up, ugly and pulsing with
pain.

“The day she brought the leches fritas to your office.”

For a moment he couldn’t breathe. Black spots clouded his
vision. He turned away from Everleigh before he yelled at her.
She didn’t deserve his wrath. How many times had he wanted
to talk to his mother about how she’d abandoned him in his
younger years—first after the loss of his sister and then when
she’d focused all her attention on Alejandro and Antonio?
He’d never blamed his brothers; they’d been babies. And his
father had been distant ever since Adrian could remember. But
his father had never dangled love and adoration in his face and
then snatched it away in the blink of an eye.

“She’s been trying to buy her way back into my life for a
long time,” he finally grated out.

“I don’t think that’s what she’s trying to do.”

Slowly he turned to face her. “Then what is she doing?”

“Your mother shows love with gifts. She brought me a dress
for that dinner you and I had.”

Pinkness tinged her cheeks. He knew she was thinking of
their kiss in the street afterward, just like he was.

“I call that bribery.”

Everleigh laid a hand on his arm. He froze, wanting to shrug
off the comfort she offered and yet not wanting to lose her
touch.

“People show love in different ways. I don’t want to break
your mother’s confidence, but she feels guilty over whatever
happened between you two.”



He counted to five, forcing his muscles to relax as he
regained control. “When I was three years old my mother
became pregnant. With a little girl. The last three months of
the pregnancy were hard. She went into the hospital and I
thought she was coming back with my sister. She came back
alone.”

Before Everleigh could spout words of condolence, he
turned away again and walked over to a myrtle hedge, his eyes
fixated on the fountains that sent arcs of water up into the air
before splashing down into the pond.

This had been one of his favorite places as a child. The
soothing sound of the fountains had eased some of his pain as
he’d sat on the walkway and watched the water for hours.
How ironic that his place of refuge should now play host to
him confessing his deepest pain.

He didn’t have to. Everleigh wouldn’t push. But he needed
her to understand—needed her to hear his side, not just his
mother’s version.

“The loss of her child sent my mother into depression. For
months she just lay in bed. I can’t imagine what that loss did
to her. But…” His throat grew thick. “I’d been happy. I
thought our family was going to grow. And instead I lost both
my mother and my sister. My mother acted like she could
barely stand to be around me. I was three and she just…left.”

The fountains continued to play their relaxing melody, the
joyful sound a stark contrast to the thunderous cloud of
emotions building in his chest.

“Abuela became my caregiver. She helped ease a lot of the
pain. When my mother became pregnant with Alejandro she
remained on bedrest until she gave birth. I would go into her
room in the mornings, kiss her on the cheek, and then spend
the rest of my day with Abuela.”

He didn’t stop to see if Everleigh was still listening. He
looked up at the covered mezzanine on the other side of the
courtyard, where the stone archways were lit up like jewels by
the last fingers of sunlight clinging to the horizon.



“Alejandro was born. Then, soon after, she was pregnant
with Antonio and again on bedrest. Aside from my morning
kiss on the cheek and the occasional meal, I hardly saw my
mother for years. She only started paying attention to me after
Abuela died. By that time I barely had any idea who she was.”

Silence reigned behind him.

He shoved his hands in his pockets, his throat growing tight.
“Maybe that’s why I made excuses during my time with
Nicole. I just wanted…”

The words wouldn’t come out. Even though he’d admitted it
to himself, the thought of saying out loud what he had truly
been seeking made him feel so cowardly, so weak and
desperate.

“To be loved?” Everleigh whispered.

The words hit him so hard he could barely breathe. Invisible
fingers squeezed his chest, tightening around his lungs as the
truth lingered in the air.

“Nicole didn’t just play me. She lied to me. When I broke
things off and she was begging me to reconsider she told me
she was pregnant.”

He could still feel the curl of his lip over his teeth, feel that
hard rock settle in the pit of his stomach as years of suppressed
fury had taken hold of him and he’d ordered her out of his
room, out of the house, and out of his life.

“My mother lost a daughter. I lost my mother. To hear a
woman throw around something so valuable, so important as a
child, as a way to manipulate me…” His nails dug into his
palms. “I saw in her face almost immediately that it was a lie. I
hated her. In that moment I hated her so much. I’d allowed
myself to feel just the slightest bit of affection for her, and all
it led to was pain.”

He’d wanted—needed—to grab something, to break it and
watch it shatter into a thousand pieces. And he’d despised that
feeling…knowing he wasn’t in control.

“Adrian.”



The sound of his name on Everleigh’s lips slid over him—a
soothing balm to his pain. He breathed in deeply, the perfume
of bougainvillea flowers and Everleigh’s scent filling him and
easing his fury enough that he was able to rein himself in.

Slowly, he turned. Everleigh stood right behind him, her
beautiful face lit by the garden lights. Her lips were parted, her
eyes shining with unshed tears.

“Don’t cry for me. It was a long time ago.”

“That doesn’t mean it doesn’t still hurt. Sometimes I’ll see
something, hear something that reminds me of my mother’s
death, or my father burying himself in his grief. It still smarts.”

It made Adrian furious even to think about seventeen-year-
old Everleigh alone, heartbroken and scared. Richard might
have made amends for his past behavior, but it didn’t stop the
rush of anger. Why did parents have to cause their children so
much pain?

Before he could respond, Everleigh stepped forward and
slid her arms around his waist. He froze, even though his body
responded, desire and a fierce need coursing through him at
her touch.

Bit by bit, he relaxed. He settled a hand on her back. The
warmth of her skin seeped through the material of her dress.
His fingers started to move of their own accord, drifting up
and down in a light caress.

Everleigh looked up at him. Their eyes locked and the night
ground to a shuddering halt. He wanted to lay her down
beneath the branches of the cypress trees, kiss her naked skin
as he undressed her and savor the sounds of her desire, the
moans and sighs that had whispered through his mind and
tortured him ever since he’d claimed her body as his own.

It wasn’t just pleasure he craved, though. Sex with
Everleigh had been more than physical enjoyment. With her,
he’d felt alive, and the emotions she’d brought out in him had
taken their lovemaking to new heights he’d never enjoyed with
any of his past bedmates.



He’d told her everything—laid bare every secret he had to
hide—and still Everleigh stayed. What would it be like to fully
give in to the need pulsing through him, drawing his heart
closer and closer to the woman he held in his arms?

A camera flashed, the light making them blink and break
their eye contact. Everleigh stepped back, her hand flying up
to shield her face, and Adrian uttered a curse.

“Sorry!” an older man called from across the courtyard.

His wife chastised him about looking like a tourist as she
pushed him down the walkway and into another part of the
garden.

Suddenly Adrian felt the night which just a moment ago had
cradled the two of them in an intimate embrace press in on
him. The allure of opening up to Everleigh, of trying
something new, was gone. Fear sank its hooks into him so
deep he couldn’t shake loose.

“It’s getting late.”

Everleigh glanced down at her watch. “It is.”

She looked up at him, eyes wide and uncertain.

“We should go.”

Not the words he wanted to say. But he couldn’t do it. Even
if he could overcome his past, he’d spent eleven years turning
himself into the opposite of the kind of man Everleigh
deserved. As much as he wanted her, he would never cause her
the type of pain that had been inflicted on him.

Everleigh deserved warmth, affection, love. Everything he
couldn’t give her and never would.



CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

FOUR DAYS LATER, Everleigh walked into the soaring front hall
of Casa de Cabrera, exhaustion tugging at her body. Her
interview with Adrian’s HR panel had taken over an hour and
a half. She’d answered each question confidently. They hadn’t
thrown anything surprising at her. But, once she’d shaken the
hands of all the committee members, thanked them for their
time and walked out of the conference room, the motivation
that had energized her had abruptly disappeared.

The last three weeks—the uncertainty, the rollercoaster of
emotions that had taken her to extraordinary highs and horrific
lows—had all hit her at once.

Halting steps carried her up the stairs and to her suite. She
walked into her bedroom, dropped her purse on the floor and
collapsed on the bed. The last week had been a blur of
working with Jade and her team during the day on marketing
campaigns for Fox after the sale was announced and spending
her evenings reviewing every piece of information on Fox and
the North American wine industry she could get her hands on.

The few times she’d seen Adrian they’d exchanged polite
greetings, but nothing more. There’d been no glimpse of the
raw sorrow she’d seen in the Alhambra gardens, just a bold
billionaire who commanded respect by walking into a room.

Every time she saw him—every time that tantalizing cedar
scent summoned memories of being wrapped in his muscular
arms—she’d barely stopped herself from reaching out and
touching him.

He’d made it clear that one night was all they’d have, and
she’d accepted that. But it didn’t stop the flood of emotions
he’d released with his caresses, his attention, and—whether he
wanted to admit it or not—the trust he’d placed in her when
he’d shared his painful past.



She sat up and buried her face in her hands. As much as she
wanted to deny it, she was falling for Adrian Cabrera. And
acknowledging it left her at a crossroads. One road led to the
safety she’d come to crave over the past ten years—firm
ground, built by things like Fox Vineyards, that at least until
recently had been invincible. Another was a twisted path that
led to God knew what. Happiness? A future with the family
she’d always wanted yet hadn’t quite believed could be hers?

Would Adrian entertain the possibility of a relationship with
her if he knew how much she was coming to care for him?

Or was she just setting herself up for more heartache?

She pushed herself off the bed and shed the burgundy
business suit Isabella had lent her for the interview. Isabella
had shared the fact that she’d invited Adrian to lunch, and that
she was finally going to talk to him. That tidbit of information
had sent Everleigh on another emotional rollercoaster ride.
Would talking with Isabella heal some of Adrian’s old
wounds? Help him realize that loving someone didn’t always
have to end in pain?

The white cotton sundress she’d bought this last weekend in
Granada whispered over her skin as she pulled it on, the feel of
the soft fabric soothing her inner turmoil with its gentle touch.
She released a pent-up breath and walked to the door of her
balcony, soaking in the view of the majestic mountains
stretched tall against the sky.

Even if Adrian felt something for her beyond casual desire,
a literal ocean separated them. Granada was beautiful—an
oasis in the midst of so much turmoil. But Fox Vineyards was
still her home. How could they make a relationship work with
thousands of miles between them?

With a frustrated sigh she turned, grabbed a pair of sandals
and walked out of her room. Once more she navigated her way
through the palatial home, out through the patio doors and
across the manicured lawn to the gate that led out into the
vineyard. The one place in Spain where she truly felt at home.

Home.



Tears pricked her eyes. She missed her father. He’d looked
good last night when they’d spoken, his face fuller. Their
conversation had been the best they’d had since she’d run off
to New York City. In one week they’d be reunited, when she
and Adrian returned for the party. And then, regardless of
whether she was named director or not, she wouldn’t leave her
dad’s side again. Not until…

The aching sense of loss she’d tried to keep at bay since
sleeping with Adrian returned with a vengeance, creating a
lump in her throat so thick she could barely gasp for breath.
How could she be falling in love, be thinking about her future,
when her father was dying?

A strong breeze blew through the vineyard and stirred the
leaves. The landscape darkened and a coolness chased away
the late spring heat. She looked up in time to see large clouds
the color of slate move over the tops of the mountains.

“A storm’s coming.”

She froze. That voice—so deep, so husky, so familiar—
wrapped around her and cradled her with such warmth it
brought tears to her eyes. How cruel was it that she’d only had
one night with him? Just one night to touch him, to feel him
move inside her with such tenderness as he stared into her
eyes, seeing and accepting every part of her?

She swallowed hard, stuffing her emotions as far down as
they’d go, and turned to face Adrian.

Everleigh was trying to keep her face neutral. But Adrian
didn’t miss the flatness in her eyes, the slight strain about her
lips.

“It’s beautiful,” she said softly.

His eyes drifted to the clouds, billowing into thunderheads
over the mountain peaks, then moved back to her.

Clad in a white sundress and silver sandals, her golden hair
falling in waves past her shoulders and her violet eyes focused
on him, she looked like a Greek goddess. The material hugged
the slope of her breast and teased him with the sight of her



long legs. Legs he desperately wanted to be wrapped around
him as he sheathed himself inside her…

She crossed her arms over her middle, as if comforting
herself against whatever darkness had invaded.

“Are you okay? Is it your father?” he asked.

She nodded. “He actually looks well. He’s in New York
right now. I know he’s not going to get better, but…” Her
voice trailed off and she ran her hands through her hair. “I
can’t help but imagine that something’s different.”

So Richard hadn’t told her about the clinical trial.

“Maybe he’s just feeling better.”

A small smile tugged at her lips. “Yeah. I should probably
just be glad he’s doing well.”

The day after they’d slept together Adrian had called Dr.
Nathaniel Pratt, a world-renowned hematologist based in New
York. The doctor had been the guest speaker at a fundraiser
Adrian had attended in London—the brains behind a clinical
trial with late-stage chronic leukemia patients, during which
all his patients had gone into remission or seen a reduction in
cancer cells. Two more phone calls and a seven-figure
donation to Dr. Pratt’s research later, Richard had been on a
plane from Fox Creek to New York to become a participant in
Dr. Pratt’s trial.

In between profuse thank-yous that had made Adrian
uncomfortable, Richard had issued one stipulation about
accepting Adrian’s offer.

“Don’t tell Everleigh. Not until I know if there’s a chance.”

It hurt Adrian now, to see her continue to worry about her
father. He wanted to be the one to comfort her, to reassure her
that there was hope as he smoothed the lines of worry from her
face. He never wanted to let another man touch her—wanted
to have Everleigh always be his and his alone.

All things that should terrify him.

These past few days of living under the same roof as
Everleigh had been sheer hell—even worse than after they’d



first slept together. He’d managed to avoid her at work,
leaving for his office as the sun was rising and not returning
until the dark of night crept over the city streets.

Home, however, was a different matter. He avoided the
guest wing of the house, but he could still hear her laughter
echoing down the hallway, smell her sweet floral scent on the
air. The commitment he’d made that night in the gardens, to let
her go and keep himself safe, was no match for the need that
had planted its roots deep in his heart.

He blinked. He was staring at her, but he couldn’t help
himself. After the long hours, the distance he’d struggled to
maintain, he drank in the sight of her.

That delicate pink rose in her cheeks again and set off a
spark of desire that burned through him with wicked intensity.
He wanted to follow that blush with his lips, down her neck to
the swells of her breasts, over her stomach and down to her
thighs. He would bring her to the edge of reason, kissing her
as he tasted her sweet body until she was sobbing his name.

“How did the interview go?” He managed to keep his voice
professional.

“Well, I think. It took over an hour. I felt confident walking
out.” She frowned. “Didn’t your mother say the two of you
were grabbing lunch in town?”

“We rescheduled for tomorrow.”

Another risk he was about to take. Isabella had stopped by
his office and asked if they could have a talk over lunch.

“A long overdue talk,” she’d said, her voice raw.

He was finally being presented with the one thing he’d
craved for years. Even though he’d shut himself off
emotionally, the little boy buried beneath the pain still ached
for an explanation. For love. Everleigh had finally made him
admit that.

He’d agreed to lunch with a casual “yes.” But inside his
feelings had raged like a stormy sea. And that, coupled with
his obsessive thoughts of Everleigh, had led to him texting
Isabella and asking if they could postpone until tomorrow.



It was downright cowardly. But he’d waited thirty-three
years for his mother. She could wait one day while he pulled
himself together and mentally prepared himself.

Except he wasn’t preparing himself at all. He’d seen
Everleigh walk out into the vineyard, had watched her from
his balcony, his chest tightening at the mere sight of her. The
chaos inside him had snapped his resolve in half. His feet had
moved of their own accord and brought him to her side.

Any sense of control he had was gone. Surprisingly, he
didn’t care anymore. He just wanted Everleigh.

She smiled slightly. “She loaned me a suit. She also
splashed a bit of Cabrera champagne into my orange juice this
morning. For luck.”

“Have you been officially converted to Cabrera Wine,
then?”

She rolled her eyes, but her smile grew. “I still love Fox,
and all the smaller local vineyards. But, as much as I hate to
say it, I judged too quickly. Cabrera is much more than I gave
it credit for.”

“Not just glamor and sex?”

She grimaced. “I was pretty harsh, wasn’t I? I’m sorry.
You’ve built something great here, Adrian. You should be
proud.”

Something tugged at him. Everleigh admired him. Not his
fortune, not his family’s status, not his reputation in bed, but
him. What he’d secretly craved in his younger years, what
he’d been searching for with Nicole, was now sitting right in
front of him. Despite the losses she’d experienced, Everleigh
had never once strayed from being the fierce yet kind-hearted
woman she’d proved herself to be time and time again.

He reached out before he could stop himself and stroked a
finger down her cheek. Her eyes drifted shut as a soft sigh
escaped her lips.

A distant rumble broke the spell. The clouds grew blacker
and a flash of light illuminated the darkening vineyard.



Everleigh stepped back, no doubt remembering the last time
they had been interrupted. When, instead of accepting the gift
she’d offered him, he’d done what his mother had done for
years. He’d run away.

“Time to go inside.”

She started to turn away, but Adrian caught her hand,
threading his fingers through hers. Just the feel of her hand in
his made his breath quicken, and every nerve in his body
ignited, thrilling at this slightest touch.

“Do you trust me?” he asked.

Everleigh met his gaze, a small smile playing about her lips.
“I do.”

He changed direction and led her down the hill toward a
thick grove of trees. They’d just reached the edge when the
rain started. Adrian tightened his grip on her hand and
quickened his pace as rain drenched them in seconds.

“Where are we going?”

Adrian squeezed her hand. “Trust me.”

A moment later they rounded another small hill. A cozy
little cottage sat there, tucked in a copse of evergreen trees.
Adrian opened the door and pulled Everleigh inside the
darkened interior.

“What is this place?” Everleigh’s voice was hushed as she
took in the cobblestone fireplace, vaulted ceiling and blue
beaded chandelier. “It looks like a fairy tale.”

“It was my abuela’s cottage. After my parents married, and
my father built Casa de Cabrera, they offered Abuela her own
suite in the house. Instead, she asked for this cottage. It used to
be the gamekeeper’s house.”

She smiled. “So this is where you made polvorones for the
first time?”

“Yes. Once she passed away my father had it redecorated as
a guest house.” He nodded to the watercolors gracing the
walls. “Abuela loved painting. My father kept every single
one.”



“It’s beautiful.”

As she spoke a shiver racked Everleigh’s slender frame.
Adrian grabbed a fluffy blanket off the back of a chair and
wrapped it around her shoulders. “Give me a moment and I’ll
build a fire.”

Within minutes, flames crawled over the logs in the grate
and warmed the air. Adrian turned to see Everleigh crossing
the room, two steaming mugs in her hands. She passed one to
him.

“Hot tea.”

Everleigh sat in one of the chairs. The blanket rode up,
revealing bare legs and feet. Adrian’s fingers tightened on the
mug.

Everleigh glanced down and shifted under the blanket.
“Sorry. My clothes were pretty damp.”

Hunger rose up and lashed at the tenuous grip he was
keeping on his lust. But he didn’t want to go to her like an
animal in heat. He wanted to seduce her, to tease and ease her
into all the pleasure he could offer.

Hard to do when just the sight of a bare ankle made him
hard…

Everleigh took a sip of her tea. “So, what do you think?”

I think I want to start by kissing your bare shoulders before
I trail my lips down your back.

“About…?”

“Your mother wanting to talk.”

He breathed in deeply. His first inclination was to brush her
question aside, but he didn’t want to keep running…to hide.
He’d accused his mother of doing that over the years. But had
he been any better?

“Surprised. Suspicious.” He shrugged, the casual gesture at
total odds with the turmoil inside him. “I suspect I have you to
thank.”

“She would have come around eventually.”



Before he could stop it his hand came up and he slid his
fingers into the wet silk of her hair. Again and again life had
smacked Everleigh down. And again and again she’d stood
back up, determined to move forward, forgiving her father,
choosing to see the positive in the sale of the winery. She
amazed him.

“Are you warmed up?”

That shy smile teased him again. “I’m feeling much better,
thank you. My feet are still a little chilled, but…”

Her voice trailed off as he set his tea down. She didn’t
protest when he wrapped his hand around one of her legs and
gently drew it out from under the blanket. His fingers pressed
firmly against her skin as he massaged her, up and down, his
eyes focused on the expressions flitting across her face.
Pleasure, contentment, desire.

Each flicker of her lashes, each soft sigh that passed her
lips, hardened him until his control shattered. He leaned down
and pressed a kiss to her calf. She watched him, her breath
coming in short gasps, as he trailed his lips up, closer to her
knee. Anticipation built in him as he imagined peeling the
blanket off her and baring her naked body to his gaze.

But before he could act, she stood.

And then she shrugged the blanket off her shoulders.



CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

EVERLEIGH LET THE blanket fall off her shoulders, feeling her
vulnerability warring with her need for Adrian. Cool air kissed
her skin, pebbling her nipples into hard points. She resisted the
urge to hide herself, to shield her naked body from his heated
stare.

He stood in one smooth motion. He raked her with his gaze,
his eyes dark with a desire so intense it scorched her soul and
ratcheted up the pulsing heat between her legs.

At last he stood within arm’s reach. “Do you trust me?”

His voice came out harsh, ragged. Slowly she nodded.

“Turn around.”

With hesitating steps, she turned away from him. His scent
lingered on the air, woodsy and masculine. She wanted to
reach out behind her, to reassure herself that he was still there
and she wasn’t making a complete and utter fool of herself.

The first touch of his lips on the back of her neck electrified
her nerves. She gasped and arched. “Adrian…”

His hands settled on her waist, his fingers possessive as they
pressed against her bare flesh. His lips trailed over her neck
and continued down her spine, each kiss as light as butterfly
wings.

“So beautiful…”

His hands drifted up to her waist and cupped her breasts.
She leaned into him, felt his chest hard against her back.
Another kiss on the side of her neck made her squirm against
him. Her skin tightened with pleasure. Never had she felt so
empowered as a woman, with the evidence of how much
Adrian wanted her pressed hard against her.

Slowly he turned her around. He leaned down and kissed
her, his lips hard and possessive, almost as if he were branding
her. She embraced every touch, every graze of his hands on



her body, as she sank into the liquid heat that engulfed her in a
flood of desire.

Adrian’s lips trailed over her jaw and then, before she could
take a breath, moved down to her breast. She cried out as he
captured her nipple in his mouth, the sight of his dark head at
her breast making her heart hammer so hard against her chest
she was sure it would burst out of her.

When he’d applied the same loving attention to both breasts
he knelt before her, kissing the swell of her stomach. And
then, before she could stop him, he placed his mouth on her
most intimate place. The flick of his tongue on her core made
her scream. If his hands hadn’t been clamped on her hips like a
vise, she would have fallen to her knees.

“Adrian, I can’t…please…”

He chuckled, the sound vibrating against her most sensitive
skin. “Sit down, novia.”

She sat, her legs trembling, heat lashing through her. Before
she could even begin to recover her sense, Adrian placed his
hands on her knees, separated her legs and kissed the inside of
her thigh. As the world burned around her, and white-hot
desire coursed through her veins, he once more placed his
mouth on her.

Each kiss, each sensual caress of his tongue, shattered her
inhibitions as she submitted to his seduction. He slid a finger
inside her and gently stroked. Somewhere inside her
something burned, brighter and brighter, until she arched
beneath him and cried out, pleasure shimmering through her as
she finally found her release.

Dimly she felt Adrian’s arms wrap around her, cradle her
against his chest. His lips grazed her forehead and she allowed
him to lay her down on the thick rug in front of the fire. She
opened her eyes and smiled at him, content and sated. He sat
next to her, his eyes focused on hers, deep and dark and
hungry.

“That was…”

A confident grin curved his lips. “That was…?”



She stretched, enjoying the way his gaze zeroed in on her
naked breasts. “Amazing. Incredible. Better than all the books
and the movies.”

He stared at her for a moment before throwing his head
back and laughing. “I’m glad I exceeded your expectations.”

She propped herself up on her elbows and raked an equally
frank gaze over his still clothed body. “I’m naked and you’re
not.”

His smile turned challenging, his eyes growing darker.
“What are you going to do about that?”

Boldness propelled her up onto her knees. She reached out,
undoing his buttons one at a time, her fingers grazing over the
bronze skin she uncovered. She kissed his muscular chest,
reveled in the groan her touch elicited. Her hands drifted
slower, across the hardness straining against his pants.

“You should take those off…”

He stood and in a couple swift movements shed the rest of
his clothes, standing before her in his stunning naked glory.
All of him was hard muscle and sculpted strength, lightly
dusted with dark hair.

She wrapped her fingers around his arousal, hard and silky
to the touch.

His breath hissed out. “Do you know what you’re doing to
me, novia?”

“Seducing you?”

She ran her tongue along his length. He grew harder, his
fingers tangling in her hair as a string of fiery Spanish words
burst from his lips.

Before she could continue he was on the ground in front of
her, gently but firmly pushing her back. “If you don’t stop, I’m
going to embarrass myself.”

The thought that she could bring him to the edge of losing
control—a man who’d been with plenty of women far more
experienced than she—was a very pleasurable one.



She relaxed back into the soft embrace of the plush rug
beneath her. The fire backlit Adrian’s incredible body, the
flames casting a golden haze over his sculpted chest and
muscular arms as he braced himself above her. Slowly, ever so
slowly, he lowered himself until his naked flesh pressed flush
against hers. She gasped and arched against him, aching to feel
him inside her once more. Her fingers ran up his thighs, over
his hips and across his back, savoring the heat of his skin.

“Adrian…”

He captured her lips in a kiss that rocked her world. His
tongue slipped inside her mouth and rubbed against hers, the
intimacy of the act bringing tears to her eyes. One of his hands
drifted up and cupped her breast. He slid a finger over one taut
nipple. Bolts of lightning shot along her veins.

How was it possible for any experience to top what they’d
shared the first time? Yet the pleasure suffusing her body now
was even more intense, even more erotic than before.

Adrian broke their kiss. He reached into his pants and pulled
out a condom. He pulled it on and before she could say a word
leaned down and captured her nipple between his lips. He
drew it deeper into the warm, wet heat of his mouth,
consuming her. She tangled her fingers in his air and pulled
him closer. With one last suck he lifted his head, gave her the
most wicked, powerful grin, and then lowered his head to her
other breast.

Moments later, when he had her writhing beneath him, he
trailed his kisses over her belly and down to her thighs. Before
she could utter a protest, he’d lowered his mouth onto her
molten core again, his tongue exploring the most sacred part of
her body once more.

She arched up off the floor with a cry. As he kissed and
licked and nibbled, he danced his hands over her body,
weaving intricate patterns on her belly, her thighs, her breasts,
with his fingertips.

The fire inside her built, growing stronger and stronger until
she could no longer hold back. She cried out as release swept
over her.



Before she could fully recover Adrian moved up her body
and slid his thick, hard length inside her. Her fingernails sank
into his back as she wrapped her legs around his waist.
Adrian’s eyes widened as he groaned and sank even further
inside her.

“Adrian!”

“Everleigh… Dios mío, Everleigh.”

Each stroke lifted her higher, brought them closer, and their
gazes met, clashed, burning with need and some unspoken
emotion that fanned the lust between them into a scorching
heat so hot Everleigh was sure she’d burst into flames.

Harder, faster… Their breaths mingled and her heart
pounded in her chest as she felt the muscles in his back shift
with each powerful thrust. Every movement, every time their
bodies joined, stoked not only her desire but the love that had
been growing inside her since she’d met him.

Time paused—and then her nerves exploded with sensation.
She cried out his name, over and over again, sobbing as the
most exquisite pleasure rushed through her body, leaving her
trembling and weak. Adrian followed a moment later,
shuddering as he slid inside her one last time.

She didn’t know how long they lay together on the rug,
arms and legs wrapped around each other. She only knew that,
no matter where her future took her, she would remember this
moment as long as she lived…remember the feel of his skin
beneath her hand, the slowing pulse of his heartbeat, the scent
of sex and cedar lingering on the air as the fire crackled behind
them.

The moment she accepted that she was in love with Adrian
Cabrera.

After he’d cleaned up, he came back and pulled the blanket
over them. She curled against his body, savoring the heat of
his skin and the warmth of his arms around her. The rain
continued to drum a steady but soft beat on the roof.

“I like this rainstorm better than the last one we got caught
in.”



His chuckle reverberated in his chest. “Me too.”

Her eyes drifted shut and she surrendered to the sleepiness
calling to her.

As she snuggled against him, she dimly heard him whisper
her name. “Yes?”

A pause, and then a kiss on her forehead.

“Nothing. Go to sleep.”

A shrill ring cut through the pleasant fog of sleep. Everleigh
opened her eyes just as Adrian rolled away from her, his
absence creating a cool chill against her bare back.

“Sí?”
She smiled at the grumpiness in his voice. Perhaps she

could ease his frustration when he got off the phone…

“Qué? Cuando?”
The urgency in his tone made her sit up, alarm chasing

away her drowsiness.

Adrian sat on the edge of the couch, tension etched in the
tautness of his muscles, the rigid set of his neck. “Estaré ahí.”

He hung up, and for a dreadful moment silence stretched
between them. She got up and reached out a tentative hand,
touched his shoulder. He flinched and stood, keeping his back
to her.

“Adrian…what happened?”

Another long stretch of stillness, filled only by the wild
pounding of her heart and the blood rushing in her ears.

At last Adrian turned. She drew back, clutching the sheet to
her bare chest. This was not the man who had just made love
to her. Gone was the gentle curve of his lips, the softness in his
gaze. No, this man’s face was a mask of dark fury. Lightning
flashed in his eyes as his jaw tightened, so hard it might have
been carved from granite.

“My mother. She’s had an accident.”



CHAPTER NINETEEN

EVERLEIGH SAT IN the hospital corridor, her head against the
wall and her eyes closed, as she listened to the sounds around
her. The squeaky wheel of a medicine cart, the slapping of
nurses’ shoes on the floor, the distant cry of someone who had
just been given news that changed their life in an instant.

Amazing how after ten years, and even across an ocean, the
sounds of a hospital were still the same.

She opened her eyes and glanced down at her watch.

Adrian had gotten dressed and disappeared out through the
door of the cottage before she’d had a chance to get her
bearings. By the time she’d pulled on her dress and made it up
to the main house Adrian had already left. She’d gotten the
name of the hospital from Diego, pulled up directions and
driven here as quickly as she could.

Anxiety rippled through her. She’d texted Adrian once she’d
reached the hospital but had received no reply. What if Isabella
had permanent injuries, or worse? She knew life could be
cruel, but this… After so long, Adrian and his mother were on
the verge of reconciliation. What if that possibility was on the
verge of being yanked away?

The pain of losing a parent was something she wouldn’t
wish on her worst enemy, and certainly not on the man she
loved.

If their time together in the cottage hadn’t cemented it,
being confronted with the potential loss of another person in
her life had given her the courage to finally admit the truth to
herself. She was deeply, hopelessly in love with Adrian.

As if her thoughts had summoned him, he walked into the
waiting room. His eyes settled on her and she barely resisted
flinching at the coldness in them that threatened to freeze her
in place.



Limbs shaking, she stood and walked over to him. “Your
mother…is she…?”

He placed a hand at the small of her back and guided her
down the hall into a small chapel. Wooden pews sat in neat
little rows in front of an altar and a stained-glass window. The
dim light cast shadows over Adrian’s face, lending even more
menace to his countenance.

“She’s in surgery. Another driver hit her on her way home
from Granada. She has a broken wrist, a concussion, and some
cuts from broken glass. But she’ll survive.”

Relief left Everleigh’s knees weak. She started to move
forward, to hug Adrian and offer him comfort, but then she
stopped. Obviously something was still horribly wrong.

“I’m very glad for that,” she said softly. “But what are you
not telling me?”

He stared at her, his gaze moving over her face and her
body with laser-like precision. But unlike a few hours ago,
when her body had responded with fire and desire, his current
perusal left her feeling cold.

“I’ve arranged for you to fly back to the States tomorrow.”

For a moment she couldn’t speak. “Why?” she gasped
finally, inwardly cursing the weakness in her own voice.

“We’ve had our fun, Everleigh, but it’s over. Your work
with the Cabrera Wine marketing team is complete. And I
received an email after I finished with the doctor. The HR
panel is going to offer you the position of director of Fox. You
have what you wanted. You can go home.”

Hot tears pricked her eyes. There was no joy in finding out
that she’d gotten the job. “Is that what you think? That I just
wanted to be director? That everything that happened between
us…that it wasn’t real?”

He shrugged. “It doesn’t matter. Whatever it was, it’s done.”

The cold cruelness in his tone didn’t match the Adrian she’d
come to know and love over the past month. No, this wasn’t
like him at all.



“Adrian… I don’t understand why…”

He held up a hand. “I thought I could do this, Everleigh. Let
you in. Let my mother in. But I was wrong.”

The last four words delivered a blow to her heart so forceful
she took a step back. “Why?” she croaked.

“I learned a long time ago that when you care about
someone you give them power over you. Power to hurt you, to
control you.” He gestured at the room around them. “My
mother, Nicole… I’m not going through it again. I can’t.”

Her mouth dropped open. “So…you’re going to throw away
a reconciliation with your mother and a…a future with me
because you don’t want to risk getting hurt?”

He took a step forward, his eyes hardening into icy shards.
“Yes.”

It was another blow to her heart. She wasn’t worth the risk.

“You loved your abuela,” she said.

“I did. She was the one constant in my childhood. But I still
gave her power by loving her and being loved by her. And
when she died…”

His voice faltered and she saw the sorrow in his eyes, saw
the little boy who had experienced too much loss. But before
she could say a word his mask slid back in place.

“When she died, so did my ability to love anyone else.”

Oh, Adrian.
She grabbed onto the back of a pew before she fell to her

knees. She wanted to reach out, to hug him and tell him all the
reasons she loved him, to comfort this man who clung to the
familiarity of past pain.

“You were raised with two parents who loved you.” A vein
in his neck started to throb. “You have a father who still loves
you. You have no idea what my life has been like.”

“Then tell me!” She nearly shouted, desperate to keep him
from pulling away from her and the life he’d been on the verge
of embracing. “You don’t have to go through this alone,



Adrian. You don’t have to let those events control you for the
rest of your life. You showed me that!”

He froze. “What do you mean?”

“The winery. The sale.” Her words came out in a rush as she
tried to make him understand. “I focused so hard on Fox
Vineyards that I lost myself. Fox became my identity and I
couldn’t see anything else. But the more time I spent with
you…the more I saw how much better Fox could be with your
help…how much more I could be if I didn’t spend every
waking moment focused on it…”

Her voice dropped, trembled, and she decided to take the
leap.

“Adrian, I got the courage to not only become myself, but to
risk falling in love with you.” She took a step forward. “It’s
messy, and complicated, and I might get hurt, but loving you is
worth all of that.”

Adrian didn’t move—didn’t even blink. It was as if he’d
turned to stone.

“Say something,” she begged.

He looked back at her and something flashed deep in his
eyes…something that gave her the tiniest bit of hope.

And then it was gone.

“What’s done is done.” He glanced down at his phone as the
screen lit up. “She’s coming out of surgery. Thank you for the
past few weeks, Miss Bradford. I look forward to seeing your
work as director of Fox Vineyards.”

With that, he brushed past her and walked out of the chapel
without a backward glance.

A cry burst from her chest, the sound amplified in the tiny
chapel, and she collapsed into the pew, sobs racking her body
as she bent over and wrapped her arms around herself.

He didn’t even realize that he’d done what his mother had
done all those years ago. Turned away from someone who
loved him because he couldn’t see past his own hurt. His



rejection had taken the fragile pieces of her heart and ground
them into dust.

Everleigh dropped her head forward and placed her
forehead against the back of the pew, the coolness of the wood
a welcome balm to her feverish skin. He had told her
repeatedly that he had no interest in a long-term relationship,
in anything beyond a few pleasurable encounters. She was the
one who’d gone and turned it into something more, who’d
started to believe that the warmth she’d glimpsed had been
something deeper than desire.

How ironic that just when she’d found the courage to look
beyond Fox Vineyards for happiness she was being handed the
job of director—the closest she would get to her dream of
leading her family’s business. Just in time to have a future
with the man she’d fallen in love with yanked away.

She didn’t know how long she stayed in the chapel. But by
the time she left the hospital stars were peeking out from the
storm clouds that chased the sunset beyond the horizon.

Her last night in Spain.

Tomorrow she’d be going home to her dad, to her new job.

But tonight she would grieve. She would grieve for the life
that could have been, the love that could have brought her a
happiness she’d never thought possible.

And then she would do what Adrian couldn’t.

She would move on.



CHAPTER TWENTY

BAM! BAM! BAM! Adrian buried his face in his pillow. The
pounding on his door continued, rousing him from the blessed
blackness of sleep.

“Detener!” he commanded.

He opened his eyes and immediately shut them against the
blinding pain of morning sunlight. The glass of brandy on top
of the wine he’d drunk last night had been a grave mistake.

The intensity of the knocking grew.

“Dios mío, stop!”

“Only if you open up, big brother.”

Adrian cursed. What time was it? He groped for his phone
and managed to peel his eyes open enough to see the time on
the screen.

“Noon?” he muttered to himself. When was the last time he
had slept until noon?

“Thirty seconds more, Adrian, and I knock down the
damned door!” Alejandro called.

“You do and I’ll toss you over the balcony!” Adrian
hollered back.

The action cost him as a headache split the middle of his
forehead with a crushing sting. He somehow pushed himself
out of bed, stumbled over to the door, unlocked it and pulled it
open.

“What do you want?”

“I want to know what the hell’s going on,” Alejandro
retorted as he barged in. His eyes landed on the half-filled
brandy bottle. “Did you seriously drink all that brandy on top
of wine?”



Adrian shielded his eyes and leaned heavily against the
door. “Maybe.”

“At least pick a quality brandy if you’re going to drink
yourself to death.”

“I assume you’re here for a reason?” Adrian growled as he
brushed past his brother and moved into the bathroom.

“I was already on my way to see Madre when she called me.
She said you had locked yourself in your rooms and wouldn’t
come out.”

Adrian took a sip of cold water. His stomach rolled, but he
managed to keep it down.

“Who says it doesn’t pay to get out of bed in the morning?”
He forced a look of stoicism that belied the pain squeezing his
lungs with an iron grip.

Everleigh’s gone.
When he’d left the chapel that day fury had guided his

steps. How could he have been so stupid as to let his guard
down?

Seeing his mother in the hospital bed, pale and hooked up to
an IV, had brought those terrible months after the stillbirth
roaring back. Not just the memories, but the pain—the vicious
cycle of hoping that tomorrow things might return to normal,
only to have that day never come. Other ghosts from his past
—like the memory of that first day he’d woken up after
Abuela’s death and realized that he was truly alone—had taken
hold of his tongue when he’d spoken to Everleigh and
delivered one crushing blow after another.

“…loving you is worth all of that.”
He’d wanted to pull Everleigh to him, hug her tight and

never let her go. But just the thought of saying those words
back to her had frightened him more than the thought of not
having her in his life.

He’d done the right thing.

He’d let her go.



Hell, he’d pushed her away with such force there was no
possible way she’d ever think of coming back.

He’d almost asked her to stay with him in Granada after
they’d made love in the cottage. The thought of her going back
to New York, of moving on with someone else, had filled him
with a desperate possessiveness that had made him tighten his
arms around her naked body.

By the grace of the powers that be, he’d never gotten the
chance. Everleigh might have the courage to risk her heart, but
he didn’t have the courage to risk his. He’d allowed himself to
feel—just a bit—when Isabella had invited him to lunch.
Allowed himself to hope that maybe they could move forward,
even repair their relationship as Everleigh had with her father.

That little bit of power had devastated him when he’d gotten
the call from the hospital—had left him frantic as he’d tried to
ascertain whether his mother was alive, in a coma, paralyzed,
or any of the other possibilities that had taken away his control
as fear had poured in.

What would happen if he gave Everleigh the power to hold
his heart in her hands? She wasn’t the type to purposely hurt
him. Hell, even Isabella hadn’t meant to in this case. But it
hadn’t taken away any of the panic that had chased him all the
way to the hospital…the dizziness that had nearly knocked
him off his feet as he’d raced through the corridors to her
bedside.

His original conclusion was right.

Emotions had no place in his life.

Neither did Everleigh.

So he’d focused on a task he could measure from a distance:
Isabella’s healing.

The surgery on her wrist had been successful, the
concussion officially labeled as mild. And, despite his
demands that Isabella remain in the hospital for a week, she’d
displayed a stubborn streak and insisted on returning home to
recuperate.



The Cabrera men had descended en masse upon the house.
His father had flown in from England the day of the accident.
Antonio had followed a day later from the Bahamas, and
Alejandro had arrived late last night—after Adrian had started
chasing his sorrows to the bottom of a bottle.

Because no matter how much he told himself that Everleigh
had just been an intense fling, that anything he’d felt for her
would fade over time, his heart refused to listen.

Alejandro crossed his arms. “Seriously… What’s going
on?”

Adrian faced his brother and leaned against the bathroom
counter. He’d been hungover before, although it had been
some years since he had entertained a headache this bad. It
didn’t even begin to compare with the ache in his chest.

“I screwed up.”

“How?”

The words lodged in his throat. His heart still told him
Everleigh wasn’t a mistake.

“I slept with Everleigh Bradford,” he finally forced out. “I
got in too deep. I ended it. She’s back in New York.”

He turned, expecting his brother to be ready with a joke or
an offer to introduce him to some bikini-clad model. Instead,
Alejandro’s eyes widened.

“So, is the mistake that you ended it?”

Adrian’s hands clenched into fists. “No. I never should have
let myself get so deep in the first place.”

“Is this because of Nicole?”

Adrian scrubbed his hands over his face as he stalked over
to the hook by the shower and pulled on his robe.

A derisive snort came from his brother. “I called that one.”

“Congratulations.” Adrian rolled his eyes. “Nicole’s a small
part of it, but…” His voice drifted off.



Alejandro and Antonio both had good relationships with
their mother. They would have had to be dense not to pick up
on the tension between him and Isabella over the years. But
was it fair to disclose what had happened? To alter how they
saw her?

“I imagine a large part of it is me.”

Adrian’s head snapped up. He stepped out of the bathroom
to see his mother standing in the middle of his room. Dressed
in lounge pants and a T-shirt, with her wrist bandaged and her
hair pulled up into a bun, she looked pale. Tears glinted in her
eyes.

“I am so sorry, Adrian.”

He stared at her. Thirty-three years he’d waited for an
apology. And now that the words had been uttered he didn’t
know what to say, what to do, how to feel.

“I’ll leave you two alone.”

Alejandro nodded at Adrian, kissed their mother on the
cheek. And before Adrian could say anything he was alone
with his mother.

He’d expected to feel resentment, frustration, even anger
when they finally talked. But all he felt was the deep-seated
fear that had sprouted that day his mother had come back from
the hospital without her baby and wound its ugly roots into his
soul. The fear that there was no explanation for his mother’s
rejection save one. He wasn’t enough.

“When I lost your sister…” Isabella sucked in a shuddering
breath. “I fell into a very deep depression. Every time I saw
you…” Tears spilled over and streamed down her cheeks. “It
was a reminder of what I’d lost. I was in so much pain, so
focused on what I didn’t have, that I couldn’t see the amazing
son I still had.”

Each word made Adrian’s throat tighten. The fear
shuddered, loosened its grip just a fraction as hope bloomed in
his chest for the first time in decades. He kept his face smooth,
unwilling to let her see the effect her explanation was having
on him.



“When your abuela offered to take care of you I was so
exhausted… Your father was busy traveling, and I felt like I
couldn’t ask for help—that it would make me look weak.
Losing a child…it wasn’t talked about back then. I should
have told him I needed help…” Her voice trembled. “I felt so
alone… But it’s no excuse. I’m your mother and I should
have… I should have been there for you.”

Adrian’s fingers curled into fists. He’d never considered the
role his father had played after the stillbirth. Or in this case
hadn’t. Yes, his mother should have asked for help—but, Dios
mío, she’d just lost a child. His father should have been there
for her. Knowing that his mother had suffered from the same
loneliness he had, the same unfulfilled desire to be comforted
in her darkest hour, wiped away his anger and resentment and
left him adrift in a new reality.

She sat on the edge of bed and brushed the tears off her
cheeks. “When I got pregnant with Alejandro I was so terrified
of losing him I barely got out of bed. By the time he was born
you didn’t seem to have any interest in anyone other than your
abuela. Something I fault myself for,” she hurriedly added.
“And so I focused on your brothers, developed the kind of
relationship with them that I wish you and I could have had.
You were so young—”

Her voice broke again and she started to sob.

Before Adrian could stop himself, he crossed to the bed and
sat next to her. Isabella turned and flung her arms around his
neck, crying onto his shoulder. Slowly, he hugged her back.
The gesture took effort. His heart was raging a relentless war
on the death grip he tried to keep on his control.

After a few moments her cries subsided. She pulled back,
her hands finding his and cradling them.

“After your brothers went to school I talked to your abuela.
Whenever I saw you with her you seemed so happy that I
convinced myself you were better off with her. When she
died…” She smiled through her tears. “I couldn’t have asked
for a better mother-in-law. I missed her so much. But I realized
it was my opportunity to make things right.”



“Which is when you started trying?”

Isabella nodded. “I should have talked to you. But it took
me years, and recently a lot of counseling, to even fully realize
myself what had happened. And then I felt shame, knowing
how much I’d hurt you… Every time you tried to talk to me I
was so cowardly that I ran. And I just kept hurting you—until,
I imagine, you stopped letting yourself feel. Not just for me,
but for anyone.”

Her analysis was all too accurate. He stood and walked to
the French doors that opened onto his balcony. “I don’t trust
myself.”

“I know. I didn’t trust myself either.”

He heard Isabella come up behind him. She settled a hand
on his shoulder and, instead of shrugging it off or moving
away as he would have in the past, he accepted his mother’s
offer of comfort.

“But what I’ve seen between you and Everleigh…the love
you share…is worth taking the risk.”

Love.
“Everleigh told me how she felt, but there’s no way I

could…”

In less than four weeks he’d come to…what? Lust after
Everleigh? Care about her? “Care” didn’t even begin to
scratch the surface of the depths of his feelings for her. The
ache in his heart when he woke up in the morning to an empty
bed. The agony every time he relived turning away from her in
the chapel and leaving her alone.

He’d told himself it was for the best—that he couldn’t
return the love she offered. But walking away had still been a
cruel, cowardly move she hadn’t deserved. Sometimes at
night, when the house was quiet and a breeze whistled down
from the mountains, he could almost imagine he heard her
sobbing…just like he’d heard her cries the day he’d walked
away from her.

Memories of the past month whipped through his mind—
mental snapshots of all their moments together. Listening to



her at the restaurant, trying to conceal how impressed he was.
The level of trust she’d placed in him when she’d shared the
true depths of her pain right before he’d taken her to bed. How
he’d felt when he’d made love her—not just the desire that
sent fire coursing through his veins, but the need to feel her, to
sink into her, to never let her go.

The day of her interview, when he’d followed her out to the
vineyard and she’d turned to look at him, he’d known. But the
thought of what that meant—what love meant—terrified him
almost as much as, if not more than, the possibility of making
another mistake.

“It’s only been four weeks.”

“Your father and I fell in love in one night.”

Isabella reached up, her hand hanging in the air for a
moment before she tentatively settled her fingers on his cheek.
His eyes grew hot.

“Mi hijo, please don’t make the same mistake I did and let
the past keep you from the present. I know we have a long
road ahead of us. But if you’ll let me, Adrian, I’d like to be the
mother you deserve.”

After all this time, was it worth it? To let his mother in
would be taking a terrible risk…forgiving the woman who had
dealt him so much pain over the years.

Yet as he replayed her words in his head he saw the horrible
irony. He had sworn not to let someone else in, not to risk pain
and heartache. And in doing so he had done exactly what his
mother had done all those years ago. He’d shut people out,
closed himself off—not out of strength and self-protection, but
out of fear.

And he had rejected Everleigh as his mother had rejected
him.

Rejected the woman who had seen past his pain and loved
him—all of him.

He swallowed hard. “I would like that.”



Her smile lit up her face, chasing away some of the fragility
that still clung to her. “Thank you, Adrian. Now you need to
eat. You look like mierda.”

As Isabella called Diego and rattled off a list of breakfast
items to be brought up Adrian stood frozen in place.

Dear God, what had he done?

Everleigh had brought out the best in him…made him want
to be a better man. He’d found himself talking to his
employees more over the past weeks, remembering the little
details that made them human instead of just ID numbers on
the payroll. And would the old Adrian have paid attention to
Richard Bradford’s condition and reached out to Dr. Pratt in
New York?

Failure was not an option. He’d hurt Everleigh—he knew
that—but she was his. The possibility that she might find
someone else one day filled him with a jealous fury unlike any
he’d ever known. If she moved on without him it would kill
him.

Isabella waited until Diego had delivered a plate of eggs,
lightly buttered toast and a chopped banana before she spoke
again. “So now what?”

Adrian forced a bite of egg down his throat. “First I eat.
Then I get her back.”



CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE

WAS IT POSSIBLE for a smiley face on a pregnancy stick to be
mocking?

Everleigh’s fingers curled around the test. She closed her
eyes, counted to three, and then opened them.

The face stared back at her, a wide grin stretched from side
to side. With a sigh, she glanced at the other five tests
scattered across the bed, each one saying the same thing.

Pregnant.
How was this possible? Adrian had used protection both

times. But the test, as it boasted in pink bubble letters on the
box, was over ninety-nine percent accurate. However it had
happened, she was pregnant with Adrian Cabrera’s child.

She dropped the test on the floor and let her head fall into
her hands. What was she going to do? Adrian had made it
clear he had no interest in her or a long-term relationship. He
might have wanted a family once, before Nicole had gotten her
gold-digging hooks into him, but he’d made it clear having a
family now was off the table.

She’d have to tell him at some point. It wouldn’t be right to
conceal something like that from the father of her baby. But
she’d wait a while, give herself time to get used to the idea of
becoming a mother, and figure out exactly what she was going
to say.

When she told him, she’d make it clear that she would raise
this child on her own. The thought of taking money from him
for their baby when he wouldn’t be a part of its life made her
sick to her stomach.

Or was that the baby? She’d only taken the test because,
along with her period being late, there had been…something—
a feeling deep in her bones that her life had just been
drastically altered once more.



Her hand drifted to her belly, her fingers settling on her still
flat stomach. “Hi, baby.”

Joy whispered at the edges of her pain. It would be hard
raising a child alone, especially as she took on the new
challenge of directing Fox. And yet the part of her that had
yearned for years for a family of her own, yearned to walk
barefoot through the vineyards on a summer morning as the
sun rose and pluck ripe grapes with her child, thrilled at the
gift that had been given to her in the midst of such heartbreak.

“Hi, baby,” she said softly again.

Tears pricked her eyes. She was going to be a mom. She
could do this. She would be the best mom she could be, and
she’d make sure this baby knew every single day just how
much she loved it.

Gravel crunched outside. She rose and walked to her
window just in time to see her dad pull up outside the
farmhouse. He hopped out of his car with a spring in his step
that brought a smile to her face. She hadn’t seen that kind of
energy in him in months.

When the Cabrera plane had touched down at Fox Creek’s
airport a week ago she’d finally called her dad. Every time
she’d tried before—on her way back to the house to pack, on
the limo ride to the airport, in the air—her throat had closed
and she’d come so close to crying she’d barely been able to
get out a request for water to the flight attendant. But when her
dad had picked up the phone it had been to tell her he was still
in New York and wouldn’t be home until the day of the party.

“I’m sorry, Ever-girl. I thought you were going to be in
Spain until the day before,” he’d said.

“Change of plans,” Everleigh had responded, in as bright a
voice as she’d been able to manage. “There’s some stuff I need
to do here before the party and…” Her voice had nearly
broken. “It’ll be wonderful to see you, Dad.”

He’d invited her to spend the week with him in New York,
but the thought of returning to the city where she and Adrian



had first met had filled her with such sadness that she’d made
excuses and returned to the empty farmhouse.

For the first time ever, the sight of the rolling hills sweeping
up to the wraparound porch had failed to produce that
wonderful sense of homecoming.

Home, as she’d found out the hard way, was no longer a
place. It was people. People like her father and, whether he
wanted to be with her or not, Adrian.

She’d have to tell her dad…maybe right after her first
doctor’s appointment. The thought of her father not being
there for her baby’s birth, for her baby’s first steps, first words,
threatened the tiny amount of happiness that contemplating
motherhood had brought her.

With a muffled curse, she swept the tests into the drawer of
her vanity and hurried downstairs.

“Dad!”

Her dad turned from hanging up his blazer and beamed at
her. “Ever-girl!”

She skipped the last step of the stairs and flung herself into
his arms. He hugged her back with unexpected energy, his
tight embrace soothing some of the raging turmoil inside her.

“Dad, you look amazing,” she said as she pulled back.

Her eyes drank in the sight of his face, fuller and tanner than
when she’d last seen him, nearly a month ago. Unlike on the
day he’d told her the winery was on the verge of bankruptcy,
when his clothes had hung loose on his too-thin frame, today
he sported a polo shirt that, while still big, seemed to conform
more to his chest and his shoulders.

“What have you been doing?” she asked.

“Everleigh…”

His hands settled on her shoulders and the smile he gave her
temporarily chased away the negativity of the past week.

“Everleigh, I’m getting better.”



His pronouncement hung in the air for a moment, too good
to be true.

“But… Dad, how?”

“Adrian Cabrera.”

Just hearing his name was like having someone reach into
her chest and squeeze her heart with a vicious twist.

“Adrian?” she repeated.

“He met a hematologist—Dr. Nathaniel Pratt—at a
fundraiser in London two months ago. Dr. Pratt started a
clinical trial last year, for late-stage leukemia patients. Out of
the nine patients, eight are now in remission and one has seen
a marked reduction in leukemia cells.” Her dad’s grin
broadened. “I started the second round of his trial the week
after you left and, Everleigh… Everleigh, my cancer cells are
shrinking.” He squeezed her hands. “I won’t know for another
two or three months if I’m going into remission, but it looks
good. I have more time—more time with you.”

She wrapped her arms around her father’s neck. Relief
zapped the strength from her limbs, rendered her speechless.
He returned her hug with such strength it brought on even
more tears. Tears, and a horrible, selfish sadness.

Adrian had once again proved himself to be more than he
thought he was. How could he not see what an incredible man
he was? To give her father this incredible gift…

She buried her face deeper against her father’s shoulder.
This was not a time for sadness. Only joy.

She didn’t know how long they stood like that in the foyer.
But, whether her dad lived another year or another ten, she
knew she would always remember this moment.

At last she pulled back and wiped the tears from her cheeks.
“I can’t believe it.”

“I can’t either.”

He reached out and smoothed the hair back from her head
just like he had when she was a little girl.



“I can’t tell you how sorry I am about Fox, Everleigh. I
know it was your dream, and I screwed up.”

She shook her head. “I learned a lot about myself in Spain,
Dad. You were right. I wanted Fox for the wrong reasons.”
She blew out a frustrated breath. “I don’t like admitting this,
but I think it would have turned into an obsession instead of a
passion. Being director and having the support of Cabrera
Wine will make it enjoyable, instead of a stressor.”

He smiled. “So, Mr. Cabrera turned out to be not as big or
bad of a wolf as you thought?”

Her cheeks heated as memories of just how big and bad
Adrian Cabrera could be flared in her mind.

She swallowed hard. “Cabrera Wine is more than I gave it
credit for,” she said finally.

“Then tonight will be even more of a celebration.”

He pecked her on the cheek and then, like a little kid, spun
around and grabbed a large purple box tied with a satin ribbon
off the chair by the front door.

“And to commemorate my incredible news and your new
job, I brought you something special.”

Everleigh bit down on her lower lip to keep yet another
wave of tears at bay as she read the elegant white script across
the top of the lid. “‘Annabelle’s Boutique,’” she said out loud.
“Dad…”

He nodded, grinning from ear to ear. “I remember your
mother was going to take you shopping at this store in New
York to pick out an evening gown for your trip to Paris. If it
fits, I hope you’ll wear it tonight.”

She leaned up and kissed his cheek. “I’d be honored.”

Everleigh stood in front of the mirror later that afternoon.
Normally she didn’t think of herself as attractive, but here, in
this moment, she felt truly beautiful.



The gown her father had picked out for her made her feel
like a princess. Violet silk crossed over one shoulder and
wrapped around her waist, before flowing down past her hips
and along her legs to the floor. The bodice and the skirt, which
kissed the top of her silver heels, were dressed in violet lace
and sparkled with tiny crystals sewn into the delicate fabric.

Some of the girls from the winery had coaxed her into
traveling into Fox Creek and having her hair and make-up
done at the local spa. The stylist had teased her hair into
golden curls, gathered them at the back of her neck in a loose
chignon and pulled several tendrils down to frame her face.
But the one thing Everleigh had insisted on was a natural look
for her make-up. She loved dressing up, but she still wanted to
look in the mirror and see herself looking back at her.

Her hand drifted once more to her stomach, as it had at least
a dozen times throughout the day. She’d tell her dad this
weekend about the gift that would grace both their lives just
after Christmas. Between Dad’s incredible prognosis, her new
job and being able to raise her child in the family farmhouse,
she had been richly blessed.

Which made her feel even more ungrateful every time
thoughts of Adrian intruded and triggered heartache. How
could she possibly be so unthankful as to want even more?

She whirled around and walked out of her room, her head
held high. Each click of her heels on the hardwood amped up
her confidence.

Tonight would be her first time seeing Adrian since their
disastrous parting in the hospital chapel. Hopefully, it would
also be her last. She’d write him a letter next month, with
proof of her pregnancy, ensure he understood that he was off
the hook and then continue on with her life.

Her dad whistled as she walked down the stairs.

“You look beautiful.” Wistfulness tinged his smile as held
out an arm. “Your mother would be proud of the woman
you’ve become.”

Everleigh returned his smile. “I hope so, Dad.”



If she could be even a tenth of the mother to her child that
her mom had been to her, then she would consider herself
lucky.

The drive to Fox’s tasting room and the attached newly
constructed event venue took less than five minutes. The
parking lot was already flooded with everything from Porsches
to rusty pick-up trucks. She’d insisted that all of Fox’s
employees be invited to the gala, something Jade and the
marketing team back in Granada had heartily endorsed.

The venue had been designed to look like a white barn with
evergreen trim. The double doors were thrown open, with
wine barrels standing guard on either side topped with pots
overflowing with geraniums, azaleas and red carnations—a
nod to Spain’s national flower. Inside, the rafters were draped
in lights that created a warm glow. The far side of the barn had
been constructed from glass and overlooked the north acres of
Fox Vineyards, now lit with a breathtaking reddish-yellow
glimmer from the setting sun.

Everleigh had collaborated with Calandra’s assistant to hire
in outside waitstaff, so all the Fox employees could truly enjoy
the evening. Servers moved among the guests, offering glasses
of Fox’s Chardonel and Cabrera’s Merlot.

Her dad squeezed her hand. “Truly magnificent, Everleigh.
You’re going to lead Fox on to great things.”

She’d started to smile and thank him when the temperature
of the air went from cool and relaxed to sizzling hot. Her spine
straightened, and before she could stop herself she whipped
her head around.

Adrian stood in the doorway, power and confidence etched
into his broad shoulders. He spoke with the young woman next
to him—a beautiful redhead dressed in a poison-green gown
that clung to every sensuous curve. Well, aside from the folds
that fell away from the generous expanse of thigh revealed by
the slit in the skirt.

Adrian said something to the woman that made her laugh,
one hand going to her slender throat and the other coming to
rest on Adrian’s arm.



Jealousy and agony clashed inside Everleigh’s chest,
squeezing her lungs until she could barely breathe. The father
of her child, the only man she’d ever loved, had found
someone else in less than a week. Any romantic notions she’d
seen in Adrian’s face, felt in his touch when he’d taken her to
bed, had clearly been imagined by her own desire.

“Everleigh?”

Her father had followed her line of sight, and he frowned
when he saw her looking at Adrian. “Is there something you
want to tell me?”

Somehow she stretched her lips into a smile. “No. Why?”

He looked between her and Adrian, his frown deepening,
his eyes suspicious. “So there’s nothing going on between you
and Adrian?”

“No,” she answered. “He’s attractive, but we have nothing
in common. Besides, he lives in Spain and my home is here.”

She was dancing around the truth. There would most
definitely be a reckoning when she shared with him who the
father of his grandchild was, but for tonight she needed to
pretend that Adrian Cabrera was a generous business
acquaintance who had given her father the chance of a longer
life and Fox the gift of another chance at success.

Before her dad could ask any further questions, she kissed
him on the cheek and plunged into the crowd, putting as much
distance between her and Adrian as possible. She’d have to see
him again later that night, when he joined them on stage to
deliver the speech his public relations department had crafted.
But until then, the less she saw of him, the better.

Her hand drifted to her stomach once more. Pain threatened
to choke her and send her into another fit of crying. If today
was any indicator, she was going to be very weepy throughout
her pregnancy. And seeing the father of her child, the man she
loved, was not helping her errant emotions in the slightest.

She walked up to the bar and ordered sparkling apple cider.
As the bartender handed her the glass, a shadow fell over her.

“Everleigh, right?”



The Spanish accent lingering beneath the words put her on
alert. She glanced up to see a bear of a man with the same dark
hair and deep blue eyes as Adrian grinning at her.

“Yes,” she replied coolly. “And you are…?”

“Alejandro Cabrera. The middle brother.”

She raised her glass to him. “Nice to meet you. I hope
you’re enjoying the party.”

She started to walk off. She’d had enough Cabreras to last a
lifetime. But Alejandro grabbed her hand.

“Before you run off, I have some questions for you. About
Fox and the direction you’re going to take it in.”

Her eyes narrowed. “Aren’t you in shipping?”

He shrugged, a playful smile belying the sharp alertness in
his eyes. “Can I not be interested in my brother’s business?”

Oh, he was up to something—no doubt about it. She turned
and looked out over the crowd, but Adrian had disappeared.

“Did Adrian put you up to this?”

Alejandro’s hand flew to his chest. “I’m hurt, señorita, that
you would automatically jump to such a negative thought.”

“I’m sure,” she replied dryly, desperate to escape. “Fine.
You have five minutes.”

“Excellent.” He glanced up at the loft. “Isn’t there a balcony
that overlooks the vineyards?”

“Yes.”

“That sounds like the perfect place for a private
conversation.”

She led the way upstairs and down the length of the loft,
with Alejandro close behind. What had Adrian sent him for?
Did he want to make sure she wasn’t going to cause a scene
tonight, the way Nicole had when he’d ended their
engagement? Just the thought that he might think her capable
of such horrid behavior made her sick to her stomach.



They reached the door that led out to the balcony. Alejandro
opened it for her.

“So, what did you…?”

Her voice trailed off as the door closed behind her, followed
a second later by an audible click. She grabbed the handle and
gave it a tug. The bastard had locked her out.

She leaned over the railing. The venue was perched on the
edge of a hill, with the ground sloping away from the stone
walls into the vineyards below. There was nothing to climb
down, and even if there was she wouldn’t risk falling and
hurting the baby.

“I can see why you love it here.”

She froze. That voice—that sinful, wonderful, sensuous
voice—washed over her. Slowly she turned.

A large deck had been built off to one side of the balcony,
boasting a collection of high-top tables and chairs. She’d
expected it to be crowded with guests, because it offered the
most incredible views of the countryside.

But there was only one person present, hands in his pockets
and fire in his eyes.

Adrian.



CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO

ADRIAN STARED AT Everleigh hungrily, his eyes drinking in
every detail. He’d thought her stunning at the Merlot release
party in New York City. But the gown she wore tonight
inflamed his desire to new heights. His fingers itched to tear
that scrap of silk from her shoulder, peel the dress off her and
bare her skin so he could touch every inch of her.

The last three days of waiting, of planning, had been sheer
torture. In each move he’d made since taking over Cabrera
Wine, each deal he’d gone after, he had been filled with
confidence that he would get what he wanted. Failure had
never been an option.

But now, standing before the woman he loved and seeing
the mistrust and banked anger in those violet eyes that had
haunted his dreams since she’d left, he knew true fear.

Fear that she would reject him as he’d so cruelly rejected
her.

Fear that after tonight he’d never see her again.

He nodded out toward the vineyards. “Your father took me
up there when I first visited. But that was in the early
afternoon. It’s truly stunning.”

“It is.”

Her tone could freeze hell over.

“What do you want, Adrian?”

His hands curled inside his pockets—the only way to stop
himself from reaching out and smoothing one of those loose,
silky tendrils of gold from her neck before he covered her lips
with his own.

“I want…” A life with you. Children. To wake up to your
face every morning and make love to you every night. “I want
to apologize.”



“Excuse me?”

“I treated you horribly at the hospital.”

The memory of how cold he’d been to her, how callously
he’d spoken of their lovemaking and the bond they’d
developed, had made him experience shame like he never had
before. He’d made mistakes in the past. But this time he’d
made a deliberate decision and brought unimaginable grief on
the woman he loved.

“Well…thank you. How is your mother?”

He suppressed a smile. It was one of the many things he
loved about her: she cared about his family.

“On a fast road to recovery and reveling in my father being
home. He’s waiting on her hand and foot. I’m fairly certain a
dozen roses have arrived every single day she’s been home.”

Her lips twitched. God, he wanted to see her smile again, to
smooth the lines of worry from her face and chase the shadows
from her eyes.

“My dad told me what you did for him.” She softened for
just a moment. “Adrian, no matter what’s happened between
us, I can’t thank you enough.”

“I’m glad his prognosis is positive. Dr. Pratt is a pioneer in
his field.”

Gratitude shone in her gaze. But he wanted so much more
than her gratitude.

“But my apology is not just about that time at the hospital.”
He breathed in deeply. “I talked with my mother. I learned a
lot about what happened when she lost my sister.”

A wistful smile crossed Everleigh’s face. He wanted to kiss
that smile and make sure he was the last man ever to do so.

“We’ve talked a lot these past few days. I have a better
understanding of the pain that drove her to do what she did.”
And he’d realized that he had blamed his mother for
everything, while giving his father a free pass. Something else
he’d have to confront eventually.



“I’m really glad, Adrian.”

“My mother told me she was hurt so much by losing my
sister that she couldn’t see what she had right in front of
her…”

He took a deep breath. His next words would give Everleigh
the power either to make him the happiest man alive or plunge
him into a despair worse than anything he’d ever experienced.

“I did the same thing, Everleigh. I was so hurt by my
mother’s rejection—more than I think I even realized. When
she started trying to reconnect, but refused to explain why, I
felt like she’d validated my conclusion. That I wasn’t good
enough. That I couldn’t be loved. The more she tried, the more
it felt like a cruel game of getting my hopes up only to put me
right back where I’d started when she wouldn’t answer my
questions. Every time I asked she disappeared for days…even
weeks at a time. I know now it was guilt and shame, but back
then…” He swallowed hard. “I loved Abuela so much. When
she died, and when my mother still refused to explain why she
abandoned me, I stopped feeling much of anything because it
hurt too much.”

Everleigh’s hand started to come up, but she dropped it back
to her side. The small gesture gave him hope.

“Nicole awoke that old need in me to be loved, but for the
wrong reasons. After we broke up it reinforced my belief that
opening myself up, feeling something for someone else, would
only result in pain. I equated feeling more than casual lust for
a woman with weakness.”

Temptation got the better of him and he reached up,
brushing a strand of golden hair off Everleigh’s face.

“But you don’t make me feel weak. You make me feel
strong. You make me want to be a better leader, a better man.”

The urge to feel more of her overpowered his good sense
and he took a step toward her, capturing her hands in his
before she could turn and run from him. She didn’t pull away,
but she lowered her eyes.



“What we have…what I feel for you…is so much more than
I’ve ever felt for anyone else.”

Slowly, ever so slowly, she raised her head. Her gaze met
his, those violet eyes gleaming with unshed tears that twisted
him into knots.

“You hurt me.”

Those three words pierced his heart. He brought her hands
to his lips and kissed her fingers. “I did. And if you can
forgive me, Everleigh, I will spend the rest of my life proving
how much I care about you. How I feel about you.”

“What do you feel for me, Adrian?” she whispered.

He brought one hand up and gently cupped her face,
touching his forehead to hers. “I love you, Everleigh Bradford.
I love you, heart, mind and soul.”

With that proclamation hanging in the air between them, he
leaned down and pressed his lips to hers.

The world stopped. And then she threw her arms around his
neck and kissed him back.

The tenuous hold he’d been keeping on his passion snapped.
He crushed her body to his and lifted her off her feet, his
tongue sweeping between her lips to stake his claim on her
once more. She moaned into his mouth as her fingers tangled
and tightened in his hair.

“Everleigh,” he whispered, “be my wife.”

She froze, and for a heart-wrenching moment his panic
returned in full force. He tensed his arms, trying to pull her
closer, to hold her as tightly as he could for as long as he
could, even if it was just for this one moment.

Then her hands came up and rested on his jaw. She pulled
back, and the happiness behind her smile was so intense it
nearly blinded him.

“Yes!” She laughed, the jubilant sound sending a rush of
pleasure through him unlike any he’d ever known. “Yes,
Adrian!”



He kissed her again, desire, love and joy pounding through
him. He didn’t deserve her love—but, dear God, selfish man
that he was, he wasn’t going to let her go again.

“Everleigh, I’m so sorry,” he whispered as he rained kisses
over her face.

“I forgive you. Oh, Adrian, I’m sorry you experienced that
pain again. I would have never, ever wished that on you.”

How did he deserve a woman like her? To care so much
about him after what he’d done to her, after he’d driven her
away?

“My mother and I still have a long way to go,” he said.
“And my father and I will have to work some things out, too.
But, Everleigh… I want you to be a part of our family. The
whole complicated mess. And I can’t imagine being with
anyone but you. We’ll make this work,” he hurried on, not
wanting her to have a second to summon any doubts. “You can
still lead Fox, we can split our time between here and Spain,
and anywhere else you want to go in the world.”

An excited sparkle lit her eyes. “Even Paris?”

“Every weekend if you want.”

A frown crossed her face. “What about kids?”

“I think we should start on that right away.”

A delighted laugh escaped Everleigh’s lips. She grabbed his
hand and slowly drew it to her belly. His fingers settled across
her flat stomach and he raised an eyebrow.

“We already have a head start,” she said. “About a month.”

For a moment he stared at her.

Pregnant? With his child?

He looked down, floored at the thought that a tiny being
was growing inside the woman he loved, right beneath his
palm. If he’d thought himself possessive before, it was nothing
compared to what he felt now—the need to protect both
Everleigh and his unborn child, to let them both know he
would never abandon them again.



“Are you happy?” she asked.

His gaze snapped back up to hers. “Everleigh…” His throat
constricted. “I don’t deserve this. I don’t deserve the happiness
you’ve given me.”

She clasped his face in her hands and kissed him on the
forehead. “None of that. I love you. You love me. What more
do we need?”

He held up a finger, reached into the pocket of his pants and
pulled out a box. He stepped back and knelt down. Her hand
flew to her mouth and her eyes welled with tears.

“You need a proper proposal and a ring on your finger.” He
flipped the lid up. The red coral gemstone, set in a circle of
diamonds, sparkled under the light of the sunset. “This ring
belonged to my abuela. It would honor me, and her memory, if
you would accept it.”

Everleigh nodded, a smile stretching from ear to ear even as
tears spilled down her cheeks. Adrian slid the ring onto her
finger just as the sun disappeared behind the horizon. Then he
stood and pulled her against him once more, not wanting to
spend a second away from her.

“It’s almost time for our speech,” Everleigh whispered
between the kisses he continued to press to her lips.

“Considering that I would like to announce to the world that
you’re officially mine, perhaps we should pull your father
aside and let him know first?”

“Let him know he’s gaining a son-in-law and a grandchild?”

“Yes.” He winced. “And we have to call my mother. She’d
be furious if a crowd of strangers found out before her.
Although she’s the one who gave me the ring.” He kissed the
tip of her nose. “She knew, just as I did, that you’re meant to
be a Cabrera.”

She smiled up at him, her eyes radiant and her face glowing.
“How do you say I love you in Spanish?”

“Te quiero.”
“Te quiero,” she repeated.



“Te quiero, Everleigh. Siempre. Always.”
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Almost as if he’d read her mind, Leon caught hold of her and
turned her round, his hands on either side of her waist. She
held her breath because his touch felt electric and he studied
her upturned face for what felt like a long time, before
lowering his head to kiss her.

It was…dynamite.

It was…life-changing.

Marnie swayed in disbelief, her limbs growing instantly
boneless. How was it possible for a kiss to feel this
good? How could anything feel this good? At first there was
barely any contact between them – just the intoxicating graze
of his mouth over hers.

He deepened the kiss and began to stroke one of her
breasts. Her nipple was pushing against her baggy T-shirt dress
towards the enticing circling of his thumb. Was it that which
made her writhe her hips against his with instinctive hunger,
causing him to utter something in Greek which sounded
almost despairing?

The sound broke the spell and she drew back – though in
the faint light all she could see was the hectic glitter of his
eyes. ‘What…what did you just say?’ loz

‘I said that you set my blood on fire, agape mou. And that I
want you very much. But you already know that.’

Well, she knew he wanted her, yes. She wasn’t actually
sure about the blood-on-fire bit because nobody had ever said
anything like that to her before. And although she liked it her
instinct was not to believe him because even if they were true,
she knew compliments always came with a price.

Yet what was the point of all this if she was just going to
pepper the experience with her usual doubts, and spoil



it? Couldn’t she have a holiday from her normal self and shake
off all the worries which had been weighing her down for so
long? Couldn’t she be a different Marnie tonight – one who
was seeking nothing but uncomplicated pleasure? She had
always been the responsible one. The one who looked out for
other people – with one eye on the distance, preparing for the
shadows which inevitably hovered there. Wasn’t it time to
articulate what she wanted for a change?

She cleared her throat. ‘Would you mind speaking in
English so I can understand what you’re saying?’

She could hear the amusement which deepened his voice.

‘Are we planning to do a lot of talking then, Marnie? Is
that what turns you on?’

Something warned her she’d be straying into dangerous
territory if she told him she didn’t know what turned her on
because she’d never given herself the chance to find out. But
while she didn’t want to lie to him, that didn’t mean she
couldn’t tell a different kind of truth.

‘You turn me on,’ she said boldly and something about the
breathless rush of her words made his powerful body tense.

‘Oh, do I?’ he questioned, tilting her chin with his fingers
so that their darkened gazes clashed. ‘So what are we going to
do about that, I wonder?’

Continue reading
SECRETS OF CINDERELLA’S AWAKENING

Sharon Kendrick
Available next month

Copyright ©2021 by Sharon Kendrick

http://ads.harpercollins.com/hqnukboba?isbn=9780008914226&amp;oisbn;=9780008914158


http://www.millsandboon.co.uk/nextmonth


http://www.millsandboon.co.uk/Bookclub


About the Publisher

Australia
HarperCollins Publishers (Australia) Pty. Ltd.

Level 13, 201 Elizabeth Street

Sydney, NSW 2000, Australia

http://www.harpercollins.com.au

Canada
HarperCollins Canada

Bay Adelaide Centre, East Tower

22 Adelaide Street West, 41st Floor

Toronto, ON, M5H 4E3, Canada

http://www.harpercollins.ca

India
HarperCollins India

A 75, Sector 57

Noida, Uttar Pradesh 201 301, India

http://www.harpercollins.co.in

New Zealand
HarperCollins Publishers (New Zealand) Limited

P.O. Box 1

Auckland, New Zealand

http://www.harpercollins.co.nz

United Kingdom
HarperCollins Publishers Ltd.

http://www.harpercollins.com.au/
http://www.harpercollins.ca/
http://www.harpercollins.co.in/
http://www.harpercollins.co.nz/


1 London Bridge Street

London SE1 9GF

http://www.harpercollins.co.uk

United States
HarperCollins Publishers Inc.

195 Broadway

New York, NY 10007

http://www.harpercollins.com

Dublin
HarperCollinsPublishers

1st Floor, Watermarque Building, Ringsend Road

Dublin 4, Ireland

http://www.harpercollins.co.uk

http://www.harpercollins.co.uk/
http://www.harpercollins.com/
http://www.harpercollins.co.uk/


Cover image: His Billion-Dollar Takeover Temptation by
Emmy Grayson


	About the Author
	Booklist
	Title Page
	Copyright
	Note to Readers
	Dedication
	Contents
	Chapter One
	Chapter Two
	Chapter Three
	Chapter Four
	Chapter Five
	Chapter Six
	Chapter Seven
	Chapter Eight
	Chapter Nine
	Chapter Ten
	Chapter Eleven
	Chapter Twelve
	Chapter Thirteen
	Chapter Fourteen
	Chapter Fifteen
	Chapter Sixteen
	Chapter Seventeen
	Chapter Eighteen
	Chapter Nineteen
	Chapter Twenty
	Chapter Twenty-One
	Chapter Twenty-Two
	Extract
	About the Publisher

