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Blurb




Bro Code Rule #1 – You can’t have your best friend’s younger sister.

Austin

What is it that guys I date don’t seem to understand what a causal relationship is?

That doesn’t mean to propose to me. This is why I packed up everything into my car, and I’m now heading to my brother’s home.

Only he’s not there, but his best friend, Dallas, is.

Damnit, he’s the reason none of my relationships have worked out. I compare them all to how he treats me.

When they go on tour and drag me along, it’s hard to hide feelings in the small space of a tour bus. But my brother has made one thing very clear.                                                 

Dallas is no good for me, and we both risk losing my brother, if we go any further.

Dallas

It sucks when you can’t have the one girl you love.

When the band I started, with Austin’s brother, took off, girls were easy. It was less messy having flings, but it earned me a playboy reputation. 

Then, she moves into the house with us.

Even when her brother has made it perfectly clear she’s off limits, I can’t seem to stay away.

She’s still the only one who makes my heart race.

Can I convince them both I’ve changed, and I will be a one-woman man for the rest of my days, if she just chooses me?







Dedication









To all the best friends that turned into the best forever love.











Get Free Books!







Do you like Military Men? Best friends brothers?
What about sweet, sexy, and addicting books? 

 

If you join Kaci Rose’s Newsletter you get these books free! 

https://www.kacirose.com/free-books/

Now on to the story! 












Chapter 1


Austin





Why is it that the only guys I seem to attract are the weird ones? Seriously, how hard is it for guys to understand what a causal relationship means? Isn’t that every guy’s dream to find a girl who wants just casual? It must not be, because my now ex, Branden, proposed to me two nights after three months of what was supposed to be casual dating.

So, that’s why everything I own is now loaded up in my car. Driving down the coast from Portland, Maine was fun, but now, I’m driving into Nashville from the north, and I get my favorite views of downtown, along the Cumberland River. The sun has just started to set and is throwing some amazing oranges and purples behind the downtown skyline. I roll my windows down and just soak it in. 

I’m back in the south. 

Once I pass downtown, I continue on to the Belle Meade neighborhood at the south end of Nashville. This is where all the top music guys in the city live, who don’t want to buy a massive estate outside the city limits. This is also where my brother and his bandmate and best friend, Dallas, live.

I try to think back over the last three months. Did I give Branden any signs that we were more than casual? I don’t think so. We would go days without talking, and we saw each other once a week if work allowed. The sex was pretty good, but I never stayed the night at his place or even had a toothbrush there, so I’m not sure how he thought proposing was the next step. 

I sigh. I hate that I left my roommate with such short notice, but she didn’t seem to care, once I offered to pay my rent for the next month before I left. Thank God, for my job as a graphic designer, because it means I can work anywhere.

I park my car and grab my overnight bag. I can bring the rest in tomorrow. The garage is large enough that we each have our spots. Plus, the guys have a few fun cars they don’t take out much. 

Walking in from the garage and listening, I hear the TV in one of the living rooms, but I’m not sure which one. 

“Hello?” I yell out, as I set my bag on the kitchen counter.

A second later, I hear footsteps, and Dallas appears around the corner.

“Austin?” He asks like he isn’t sure it’s me. His icy blue eyes still sparkle, and I know it’s why he can get any girl he wants. Those eyes draw you in, and the sexy tan skin, abs, and ink keep you hooked. 

“Yeah, is Landon here?”

“No, your brother is out of town. He’s been working with a charity on our off time.”

“Oh,” I say and deflate. I really wanted to talk to him in person. Otherwise, I could have stayed in Portland and called, if I had wanted. 

“Hey, what’s wrong? You know you can talk to me, right?” He looks concerned.

“Yeah. I um... Well, I’m moving back in for a bit anyway, if that’s okay?” I say uncertain if he even wants me here. I know my brother would be over the moon, but Dallas I’m always unsure of. 

My brother and Dallas bought this house with the money from their first huge check, and the place has been my safe haven ever since. My room is always the way I left it the last time I was here, and the kitchen is to die for, so I’m always cooking, which the guys love, so it’s a win. 

“Of course, this is as much your home as it is mine or Landon’s. You know that. When does your stuff get here?”

“Oh, it’s in the car. I didn’t have much. I can get it tomorrow, as I have what I need now.” I place my hand on my bag. 

“I’ll unload it first thing in the morning,” Dallas nods.

“Oh, I can do it. It’s no big deal.” 

“Non-negotiable. Besides, your brother would have my ass letting you carry boxes up to your room. Come join me in the living room, it’s just me and some snacks.”

“Oh, I can go to my room. I didn’t mean to interrupt your alone time.”

“Don’t make me throw you over my shoulder, Austin.” His tone may be joking, but I know he would do it because he has before.

Dallas has been my brother’s best friend since they were about ten, and I’ve had a crush on him for about as long, but he never asked me out, so I settled for being friends. 

Since their band, Highway 55, made it big, he’s known for his playboy reputation, but it’s not as bad as the tabloids make it seem. Yeah, he doesn’t do relationships, and he’s had his share of one-night stands, but he’s always upfront with the girls, so they know what to expect. He doesn’t lead anyone on, and I respect that. He also treats me like gold, so I know when he decides to settle down that girl who captures his heart will be one lucky lady. 

This fact makes spending time with him alone a little tricky, because I make sure I don’t let my feelings show. I wasn’t prepared for this tonight, and after the long drive, I really was planning to go to my room, but I also won’t pass up time to spend with him either. 

I follow him to the living room at the back of the house. This is the one we all use the most because it’s the most comfortable and not as fancy. They don’t use it for entertaining, like the front living room.

We both sit down on the same couch facing the TV, but Dallas turns sideways to look at me. 

“What happened?” He asks.

“I was ready for a change.” I shrug. 

“Austin...” His tone is a warning. He’s always been able to read me just as well as my brother does. 

“Branden proposed,” I say, slumping back against the couch. 

I must be more tired than I thought because I swear I see hurt flash across his face for a brief second, as his eyes go wide. “What? I didn’t know you were that serious.”

“We weren’t! It was casual, no titles. I didn’t even have a toothbrush at his place. We saw each other maybe once a week, and we didn’t even talk every day. Then, two nights ago, he takes me to dinner and says he has something to talk to me about. I thought he was going to want to be more serious, and I had planned to break up with him. He knew the score from the start, but no, he does this whole dramatic proposal with everyone in the restaurant watching and oohing and ahhing. So of course, they all thought I was this big bitch. when I said no, grabbed my things, and ran out. I packed my car, left that night, drove until I was tired, grabbed some sleep, and continued all day yesterday and today.”

I enjoyed living in Portland, Maine. The views are breathtaking, and it’s a very relaxed vibe. I rented a room, and the place was right downtown, so I could walk to just about anything. Though I will miss that place, I’m looking forward to getting back to Nashville, too. 

“Geeze, Austin. Why didn’t you call? One of us would have flown up and driven back with you.” He shoves some taco dip and chips at me, his silent demand that I eat something. 

“I know, but I wanted to get out of there. So, I paid my roommate for the next month and left. I’m going to miss my days by the lighthouse, but I don’t know, I just needed to be here.”

I loved taking my laptop down to The Portland Head Light, the famous lighthouse on the rocks, and sitting at the picnic table, working on it with the water as my view. It’s the biggest thing that sold me on living there. 

“Well, I’m glad you’re here,” Dallas says, as his eyes sweep over me. If he was anyone else, I’d think he was checking me out. But I know Dallas, he’s making sure I’m okay, so he can report to my brother that I’m all in one piece, safe and sound. 

“Want to watch a movie?” He asks.

“Sure, you know what I like,” I say, as I stand up and grab a bottle of water from the mini-fridge in the corner of the room. I also grab my favorite blanket from the rack, before I take my shoes off and sit back down. 

Dallas puts on an action comedy film, and we’re both quiet, during the beginning. I see him texting on his phone but quickly forget it, as I get into the movie. Then, my phone goes off, and I see a text from my brother. 

“Tattletale.” I huff out, and Dallas just laughs. 



Landon: You should have called. Anything could have happened.

Me: Not like you were here anyway.

Landon: I’ll be home in a few days.

Me: That’s what D said. 

Landon: I’m glad you’re back. I missed you.

Me: Missed you, too. Go do your charity thing and get home soon.

Landon: Stay safe, and let D know if you need anything.



As we watch the movie, I glance Dallas’s way a few times. He got some new ink on his arm that I can’t fully see. I have always loved Dallas’s tattoos. They have a deeper meaning for him, even though, he won’t share what some of them are. 

“You aren’t watching the movie.” He smirks when he catches me looking at him. 

“You have some new ink. Can I see it?”

Giving me that panty dropping, cocky half-smile America loves, he lifts his shirt sleeve to reveal what would look like a simple nature scene to anyone else, but I recognize it instantly. It’s the field the guys would always take me to on picnics. It’s where we spent lots of our time in the fall, because the changing leaves were breathtaking, and it’s also where we were when they got the call about their record deal the summer after I graduated high school. 

“I miss that place. Life was so much simpler then,” I sigh.

“Yeah, it was. Some of my best memories with you and Landon happened there. It’s the one place that the rest of the world couldn’t touch us.”

We stay up well past midnight talking about some old memories, discussing the movie, catching up on some TV shows, and just catching up in general. Dallas has always been so easy to talk to. 

I don’t remember falling asleep until I’m jolted awake with a warm body cuddled with mine. 








Chapter 2


Dallas





I’m fighting waking up, because there’s a warm body pressed against me. Normally, I don’t let a girl stay the night, and when they try to cuddle, it makes me want to bolt, only this girl pressed against me isn’t making my skin crawl. 

I crack open my eyes and see I fell asleep in the living room, and it all starts to come crashing back to me. 

Austin.

She fell asleep watching the last movie. I decided to finish it and then carry her to bed, but I guess I fell asleep, too. Then sometime in the middle of the night, we must have shifted to lying down on the couch. She’s pressed between me and the back of the couch with a long, tan leg swung over my hips. She’s using my shoulder as her pillow and has her arms flung across my stomach. 

I let her warmth soak into me and try not to wake her because I want to lie here just a bit longer. 

I have had a crush on this girl, since high school, but you can’t date your best friend’s younger sister, right? In fact, Landon makes that perfectly clear any time he’s caught me looking at her. Austin was off limits then, and I know she still is, especially because of my playboy days, once we got our record deal. 

Her brother won’t care that I’m tired of that lifestyle and haven’t been with anyone in over six months. It’s the fact that I lived it at all. It was a way to forget everything. The fact that I couldn’t have Austin, my mom dying and dealing with sudden fame. 

Landon’s my best friend, and he’s supported me through it all, never questioning or judging me, but I know I’m not what he wants for Austin. She deserves somebody respectable that you can’t find lewd stories about online almost weekly. The press also doesn’t care that I haven’t been with anyone. They know how to take a photo just right to make it look like whatever they want it, too. 

I sigh, pushing the thoughts out of my head and try to be in the moment with Austin, because I might not get this chance again, having her cuddling with me. 

She didn’t seem quite her normal self last night. Granted, she had been driving for over two days, but I think this thing with Branden shook her up more than she wants to admit. She’s tried dating, but half the guys wanted to date her to get to Landon and me, or they didn’t treat her as well as we did. We did set a pretty high bar. 

Her last long-term relationship was about a year ago, and his excuse for breaking up with her was that she was too close to her brother and me. Do guys really get upset about that? So, she started this casual thing with a few guys, always breaking it off, when they wanted more. But this guy, proposing after three months? Not cool. 

She stirs, and I’m disappointed that our snuggle time is coming to an end. I can tell the moment she’s awake because she freezes. I’m guessing like me, it takes her a few moments to remember where she is, and who she’s with. 

When she lifts her head, and her gray blue eyes meet mine, my heart starts racing. She rests her chin on my chest and gives me a soft, sleepy smile, and right here in this moment with her dark brown hair slightly a mess, I can’t remember a time I have ever seen her more beautiful.

“Thank you for letting me talk last night. I think I needed to vent more than I realized,” she says.

“Of course, I’m here anytime,” I say. 

Then, a slight pink tints her cheeks, and she sits up. 

“Sorry, I didn’t mean to fall asleep on you,” she says.

I know I need to fix things and put that wall back between us to keep us both safe, even though I don’t want to. 

“Don’t worry, sweetheart, I’m used to having beautiful women throw themselves at me.” I give her my famous cocky smirk.

“Ugh!” She wastes no time throwing a pillow at my head, causing me to laugh. There we go, back to our normal. 

“Why don’t you go get a shower and all? I’m going to take you out to brunch, and I have a surprise that might cheer you up,” I tell her. The thought had been in my head last night that I needed to do something for her, like her brother would, to get her mind off Portland and everything she left behind. 

As she heads upstairs, I snag her keys and go out to her car and start bringing her bags and boxes inside, setting them on the kitchen floor. She doesn’t have as much stuff as I expected, about six boxes and four suitcases. Then again, she has a lot of clothes and items she keeps here regularly, too. 

Once everything is out of her car, I start carrying them upstairs and leave them in the hallway by her bedroom door. If she’s showering or changing, that’s the last thing I need to walk in on, as much as my cock might like the idea. When I bring the last load in, I knock on her door.

“Yeah?” She calls but makes no move to open it.

“Your stuff is out here in the hall. I’m going to go get ready,” I call back, and then head to my room across the hall from hers. 

I take the quickest shower I ever have in my life, and then get dressed in dark jeans and one of my raglan shirts she loves, before going downstairs. I find her in the kitchen with coffee, and she already has a cup made for me just the way I like it. A dash of cream, as opposed to her several sugar packs and a lot of flavored creamers. 

“I feel bad. Landon is cutting his trip short, and he’ll be here tomorrow,” she says.

I try to hide my disappointment, as I was looking forward to more time with her alone, but I know the whole reason she came was to see her brother. 

“That’s good, though. I know you want to talk to him, and he’s worried and wants to make sure you’re okay himself,” I say. 

“I know, but still. I’m a big girl and could have waited a few more days.” She shakes her head, as we finish up our coffee. 

“All right, hungry?” I ask, grabbing the keys to my 1969 Corvette Stingray I restored after we got our record deal. This is my fun car that I only take out on special occasions, and getting a day alone with Austin, is very much a special occasion. 

“We’re taking the Vette?” She asks all giddy. She loves this car as much as I do. I try to tell myself that’s the only reason I chose it, and not because it puts us in a small space together, or that when I put the top down, she can’t stop smiling, as she tries to contain her hair. 

“Got a hair tie?” I ask her. She holds up her arm, where she has one around her wrist, like a bracelet. 

“Ready!” Her smile is infectious, as we head to the garage and get in. 

“Oh, I love this car. You keep it in such great shape!” She runs her hands over the hood, and I feel the movement as if she were running those hands across me. It’s making my cock so hard I have to shift to hide it behind the door. 

“Of course, I do. It’s a classic. Get in, I’m starving.” Just not for food, I add in my head. The moment she closes the door, her scent fills my car, and I almost hate the idea of putting the top down later. I want the car to smell like her--orange blossoms with a hint of coffee. 

The smile never leaves her face, as I drive to our favorite place in all of Nashville. Well, all of Tennessee and the surrounding states, really. Loveless Cafe. Normally, the wait would be a good hour no matter what time of day, but I’ve helped the owners with some promotions, so I never have to wait for a table now.

As we pull into the parking lot, Austin groans. “I have missed this place. Don’t get me wrong, I enjoyed the lobster, but I craved their biscuits and pecan pie something fierce!” 

At least, she remembers to wait to get out of the car, until I come around to open her door. This is as much being a gentleman, as it is for her protection. Never know when crazy fans are around. 

“Let’s get a picture in front of the sign, before we go in,” I suggest, and Austin practically drags me in front of the iconic neon sign for a photo, before we head inside. 

“Well, if it isn’t Dallas McIntyre!” Gigi calls from behind the counter. “Aren’t you a sight for sore eyes? Oh, and you brought a woman. Did hell freeze over?”

I laugh. I don’t bring girls here, and I don’t take girls out for that matter. When I show up, I’m normally alone, but Landon has come with me a few times, too. 

“This is Austin, Landon’s sister. She just got back into town and is craving your biscuits.” I tell her. 

She grabs two menus, “Come, come, this girl is too skinny. We will feed her and plump her right up. Oh, Austin dear, you are just a doll. You should try our pulled pork barbeque omelet. I’ll add a little extra pork fat in it to get some meat on your bones, yes I will.” Gigi gushes. 

Austin laughs but can’t get a word in. 

“Your Dallas here has been such a blessing helping with some promotions, and he’s had some great ideas to help us expand. A few new menu items are thanks to him, and his weird ordering, too! Let me get you some biscuits.” She walks off before either of us can say a word. 

“Don’t bother ordering. She’ll just bring you something else, but whatever it is, it will be amazing. She’s always having me try new things.” I warn her. 

“How long have you been working with them?” Austin asks. 

“A few years now. They catered the food the night we did that Christmas special at the Grand Ole Opry, and we got to talking. She has so much energy and is such a great lady. I couldn’t help but connect with her.”

Austin smiles, as we start talking and catching up. She tells me about some of her recent graphic design work, and I talk about a few other local businesses I’ve been working with in town. 

She congratulates me on another song, reaching number one. That’s eight number one hits and a platinum album, which is still crazy to me. 

Breakfast flies by, and the food is of course amazing, and when Gigi won’t let me pay, I leave a tip that more than covers the meal. 

“Home?” Austin asks. 

“Actually, I have someplace else to go. It’s a bit of a drive. Top up or down?” I ask. 

“Down.” Austin rolls her eyes at me like it’s the stupidest question she’s ever heard. She’s just so damn cute when she rolls her eyes. She puts her hair up, as I put the top down, and we head south to Franklin, Tennessee.

“Where are we going?” Austin asks as we enter the town. 

“To The Carter House,” I tell her. Austin loves historical homes, and I heard about this one recently and know she will love it. 

We spend the next few hours touring the house, grounds, and visitor center. We learn a major Civil War battle took place right in the house’s front yard, and it was described by one of the family members that you couldn’t see the grass there were so many dead bodies, covering the ground. 

Austin gets a chill with that comment, and I give myself permission to wrap my arm around her in comfort. I tell myself that it’s just to comfort her from the creepy history. It’s not so I can feel her warm body next to mine. When I pull her in for a hug, it’s not to feel her tits against my chest. She doesn’t stay in that hug with her head on my chest for anything more than comfort, as she listens to the tour guide. 

Maybe, in a different world in another time, this could be more, but I have to be happy with this. 








Chapter 3


Austin





I’m really glad I decided to stay here. I’ve already been more productive today, work-wise than I have been in weeks. This house always has my inspiration flowing. I’ve always thought of this as home, but I have never really stayed here longer than it took to decide my next stop in life. It’s been my layover point, safety net, and safe haven since I graduated high school. Maybe this time, staying here in Nashville with my brother, is my next stop. 

I’m working in the dining room today, which has great views of the amazing pool area and is far enough away that if Dallas decided to watch TV, it won’t distract me. Though to be fair, Dallas is always considerate of me. When I’m working, he will watch TV in his room, rather than chance distracting me. I’m not sure what he’s up to today, but he’s been in and out of the house.

We had a great time yesterday taking the house tour, but I was up all night, thinking of the few minutes I spent in Dallas’s arms. It was like instinct for him, when I felt that chill run through me, he was right there to comfort me. On the way home, we rode with the top down again and talked about some other places to visit. He even pulled over and let me drive the last few miles home. That was a close second to the highlight of the day. 

I smile to myself, as I stretch and take in the space around me. This dining room is so comfortable, and it doesn’t feel cold, like many in the large houses around here.  One of the walls in this room is exposed brick. The reclaimed wood dining room table is large enough to sit twenty, if you put in the leaves, but they always keep them out, so it can sit ten right now. The table has matching wood chairs on one side, and on the other side, along the wall with the windows to the backyard, is a bench seat attached with pillows. It looks more like a long window seat than a dining room table bench. 

The pillows are all done in gray and creams and pair good with the brick wall. It’s homey and relaxing. Remove the pillows and add some fancy place settings, and you have a very formal space. The decorator the guys used knew her stuff. 

I didn’t sleep as well last night, as I did the first night pressed against Dallas. I try not to admit that to myself because the reality is hard to handle. It isn’t the first time we have fallen asleep together. I have crawled into his bed a few times when the storms get too bad, or I’ve had a bad dream, but we never cuddled like that. We always stuck to our sides of the bed. 

I push it all out of my mind and work on this brand kit for a lingerie boutique. They need a logo and a brand design of colors and fonts. From there, I will help design her website and social media graphics. I love her stuff and am having a lot of fun mixing the leather and lace theme she wants to go with. 

I’m so into my work I don’t hear Landon walking in until he’s right in front of me. 

“How you have always been able to block us out so intently and work, I’ll never know,” Landon says. 

I jump up and hug him, as my brother gives me my favorite bear hug. He isn’t a hugger by nature, and I haven’t seen anyone else get bear hugs from him, but I love them. They make me feel safe and always pull me out of a bad mood. 

“I missed you so much,” I whisper. 

“Me too.” He squeezes me again, before pulling away. “Where’s your stuff? Do you need any help?” He asks. 

He looks around like he expects all my stuff to be piled nearby. His dark brown hair that matches mine is longer than the last time I saw him with a slight curl to it. His gray eyes land back on me.

“No, Dallas brought it all up from my car yesterday, and I unpacked most of it last night. Landon?” I ask hesitantly. 

“Yeah?” 

“I think I want to stay here a bit, not just pass through,” I tell him, not sure if he will like his little sister here, cramping his style.

“I’d like that. I always hope you’ll stay, when you visit, but I never want to pressure you.” 

Just like that, the decision is made. 

I nod. “Done then. How was your trip?”

“Good, let me go get a shower and unpack, and we can talk, while I make dinner.” He says.

The best thing about my brother is that he loves to cook just as much as I do. It relaxes him, and if you try to stop him from cooking, he gets upset. So, while normally I would tell him to go sit down because he just got in, I’ll cook. He wouldn’t like that. So, I learned to stop fighting him over the years. 

I turn to my computer and save what I’ve been working on and check my email to make sure everything can wait until tomorrow. 

I’m closing my laptop when my brother comes into the kitchen in his sweatpants and a t-shirt. His hair is slightly a mess and still damp from the shower. He and Dallas are about the same height, but Dallas works out more, so he has a bit more bulk to him than my brother. 

Doesn’t matter though, they both get girls throwing themselves at them. While Dallas has taken advantage of that fame, my brother hasn’t really. He doesn’t do flings, which seems to make him only more wanted by his female fans. 

I walk into the kitchen, and before we even start talking, Landon wraps his hands around my waist and lifts me, setting me on the counter between the stove and the fridge. This has become our thing. I sit on the counter, while he cooks, and we talk. He doesn’t want me helping, but he wants this time to catch up and just bond, his words not mine. It’s also the perfect spot to sneak food and taste test, as he cooks. 

“So, anyone special in your life?” I joke. This is always the first question I ask, when we have our cooking time like this. 

He laughs. “We’re getting ready to go on tour, so it wouldn’t be fair to her, apparently.” His square jaw ticks, as he grits his teeth. 

Her. Oh, shit. My brother has his eye on someone. I can’t remember the last time he was serious about a girl. Wait, yes, I can. It was that Shelia girl, who used him for her fifteen minutes of fame. I got my nice little revenge on her, spreading some rumors about her being pregnant and trying to stick my brother with the baby. I laughed, Landon got mad, we fought and didn’t talk for a week, and then we got over it. Dallas thought it was funny, at least. No one has really heard from her since. 

“Who is she?” I press.

“I don’t want to ruin it, but yes, there is someone. I’ve asked her out. She said no, because of the tour. I think she has a problem with me being a rock star. So, I’m going to wait, until after the tour and try again.” He sighs. 

They’re getting ready to go on tour again soon, and I’m looking forward to having the house to myself and some space to clear my head, even if the tour is just a small one up the east coast.

“What if she’s dating someone else by then?” I push. 

“Then, it wasn’t meant to be. Now, tell me what happened with Branden.”

I go over everything I told Dallas last night. When Landon starts laughing, I throw one of the nuts from the trail mix I was snacking on at him, which only makes him laugh harder. 

“I think you dodged a bullet. I don’t know of any sane guy who proposes after three months of a causal relationship.” He says. 

“Exactly! I mean, the sex wasn’t even that good, he was just there.” I joke at the same time Dallas walks into the kitchen and sits on a barstool at the island. 

“Some conversation you have going on here.” He says, but he’s used to our weird talks. Nothing is off limits with my brother and me. We’re the only family we have left, so we each play mom and dad to each other, and we decided long ago no secrets and nothing out of bounds. 

Nothing can drive us apart. 

This is why my brother is my best friend, and why this place always feels like home.

“What? Sex is a topic you’re very familiar with.” I joke around, but something flashes over Dallas’s face, but it’s gone just as fast. I think I must have imagined it. 

“So, what’s for dinner?” Dallas changes the subject. 

“Chicken Parmesan. Austin’s favorite to welcome her home. She has decided to stay here, instead of moving on, and I couldn’t be happier.” Landon says, his face beaming. 

“I agree, the house is just better when you’re here. And Landon cooks better food for you.” Dallas jokes, as he gets up to set the table. My legs are in front of the silverware drawer, so he makes this big dramatic show of lifting my legs onto his shoulder, so they are out of his way to get in the drawer. 

I have to brace myself, so I don’t fall, because I can’t stop laughing. Once he has what he needs, he puts my legs back down and pinches my hip.

“Besides, I like you in the kitchen here with Landon. It makes this place feel like home.” He says and moves to the small table in the kitchen that seats four. We eat here when it’s just us. 

“I agree,” my brother says, unaware of the slight touch Dallas gave me on my hip. That is new. He normally just jokes, like picking my legs up, but the touch on my hip felt more intimate. It sent shock waves up and down my back. I’m just overthinking this, right?

“Alright, let’s eat!” Landon says as he takes the food to the table, and Dallas comes over to help me off the counter. 

“Man, a girl jumps from the counter once, sprains her ankle, and she never lives it down.” I huff with a smile on my face. I love how protective these two are of me, even if it can get a tad bit annoying. 

I sit across from my brother with Dallas between us, as Landon starts talking about his trip. 

He’s setting up a charity to raise money for music scholarships and to help keep music programs in schools. He’s hoping to expand it in a few years to open up spaces, where kids can come in and practice, and even use the instruments there that they can’t afford to buy on their own. 

“I’m really proud of you, and I know Mom and Dad would be, too.” We don’t bring our parents up much. Not because they were bad parents, they were the best parents. When they died in that car accident, it devastated us both. Dallas was our rock through it all. It just hurts to talk about them still, but we do it because we refuse to forget them. 

I know it’s still painful for Landon too, because his eyes mist over, and he leans back in his chair, looking at the ceiling. This is when Dallas glances at me and smiles. He turns back to his food before my brother catches him. 

We talk more about the charity and the work he has been doing, and I catch Dallas looking at me more and more, and so does my brother. When it happens the third time, my brother kicks Dallas under the table and doesn’t even try to hide it. 

I roll my eyes and change the subject. “This is really good, Landon. Thank you for making it. I was missing your cooking.”

“Consider it an incentive to stay this time.” He says. 

“Done,” I laugh. 

“So, you know we have this tour coming up, right?” Landon asks. 

“Yeah, I may be on your mailing list.” I shrug. 

“Well, what do you think of coming with us and singing a few songs?” Landon asks. 

Wait, what?








Chapter 4


Dallas





“Well, what do you think of coming with us and singing a few songs?” Landon asks. 

Oh, yeah! In my head, I’m doing fist pumps. Austin has an amazing voice, but she just isn’t a fan of getting up on stage. She has sung some duets with us in the past, and the fans always love her.

 Landon insisted, so she could get some of the royalties, and he could make sure she was taken care of. I insisted too for the same reason. She makes good money as a graphic designer and can support herself, but we both like to ensure she doesn’t need anything. Though, I know the money goes into a savings account that she hasn’t touched other than to invest it. But that’s our secret from Landon because he’d insist she go buy something silly just because she can, but that isn’t Austin. 

“I think it would be a good idea. You can earn some extra money, travel, and hang out with us. Plus, you can work anywhere,” I say. 

“Of course, you take his side.” She sighs. “Tell me about the tour.”

“Well, we just got off a big tour a few months ago for this album, and it did great. We sold out shows everywhere we played. So, our manager asked us to do a smaller tour up the east coast to give it another push. One of the stops is in Asheville, and we can spend a day at The Biltmore.” I try to bribe her because I can’t admit that I’d love nothing more than to have her in the small space of the tour bus with us for weeks. 

“How long is the tour?” She asks. 

“About six weeks. Our manager is trying to get a few more stops added on at the end, but I don’t see it happening. The record label wants us to get back and start working on songs for the next album. They want one more from us, before it’s time to talk about renewing our contract.” Landon says, and I nod my head, finishing up the food on my plate.

“You would be on the main bus with us. We have stops spaced, so we can go out and do stuff in between. I know you like to explore, and Dallas is right. You can work anywhere, so do it on travel days and between shows. You don’t even have to sing at every stop, if you don’t want to, maybe just the big ones,” Landon says. 

I see the wheels turning in Austin’s head. She’s running over the pros and cons, and if she can make it work with the clients, she has now. She always thinks things through, before committing to something big. Landon and I both know this, so we give her a few moments and shovel food in our faces. 

“Okay, but I want to be able to go out and explore or else.” She gives her brother the stink eye. 

The last or else was her putting itching powder on his clothes, before a concert. This was years ago before we were selling out the big places, but he hadn’t broken a promise to her since. 

“I swear, I will make it happen.” Landon holds up his hands in surrender. 

After dinner, Austin clears the table, “I got dishes since you cooked.” 

“I’m actually going to go up and go to bed. It’s been a long few days, and I’m beat.” Landon pulls Austin in for a hug. He kisses the top of her head, and then turns to me. “Night, man. We can talk tomorrow about the tour details.”

“Sure, I’ll call Dave tonight and get him up-to-date with Austin coming with us.”

Dave is our manager and is great at making things happen. I think he will be happy to promo Austin on tour with us. 

Landon heads upstairs, and I join Austin at the sink. “You wash, and I’ll dry?”

“Sounds good.” She smiles at me. We have a dishwasher, but we all grew up washing dishes by hand, and I know for Austin it’s therapeutic. I also knew she’d hand wash them, so she could start thinking through her plans for the tour. 

I grab a towel and stand beside her. Bumping my shoulder into hers, I say, “I’m really glad you’re coming with us.” 

We make quick work of the dishes, but neither of us says much else. There has always been a comfortable silence between us. Rarely is there a need to fill it, and it’s one of my favorite things about our relationship. 

“I’m going to head to my room and give Dave a call,” I tell her, and she offers me a soft smile. 

“I should start planning what I’m going to pack. I need to find everything anyway.”

We walk upstairs together, and like a gentleman, I let her go first. It’s not because I want to stare at her ass on the way up the stairs. Really, it’s not, but I can’t tear my eyes away. The way those yoga pants grip every curve of the heart-shaped mounds makes me want to grab hold of her. 

Crap, I need to rein my thoughts in, or the next six to eight weeks on tour will be torture and just plain weird. This girl is my best friend’s sister and not even interested in me. 

It must be because I haven’t gotten laid in the last six months. My normal meaningless hook ups just don’t appeal anymore. I want to settle down, have a family, and kids. I want sex to be about connecting with someone on a deeper level, not just about chasing my release. 

The problem is everyone around me wants the playboy. They want to fuck a rock star and have a story to tell. I used to not care, but now, it bothers me. I just don’t know how to break the cycle and turn my image around, and I’m not ready to talk about it, because I don’t know if I could even explain it to Landon.

I close my door and flop down on my bed, hitting Dave’s number, but it’s Mitch who answers. He’s our assistant manager and takes over, whenever Dave isn’t around. 

“Hey, Dallas. Getting ready for this tour?” Mitch asks. 

“Yeah, that’s what I was hoping to talk to Dave about. Is he around?”

“No, he had to go out of town. Some family thing. You’re stuck with me on the first leg of your tour, I’m afraid.”

Huh. We have been with Dave for six years now, and never once, has he ever had a family thing or put anything. before the job. I hope everything is okay, but I know better than to pry. 

“Listen, we were talking tonight, and Austin is back in town. Well, we were thinking of having her come on tour with us. Nothing big, but maybe a song or two, during the bigger shows. She’s going to come either way to spend time with us, though, it might be something to advertise.”

“Oh, I like that idea. She has her own little following. Fans love the brother and sister duet between her and Landon. They eat that up. We’re pretty much sold out with the exception of a few venues. This might push the rest of the sales. I’ll get on it. Only one song each show?”

“Yeah, somewhere in the middle. She won’t want to open or close the show, you know her.” She hates being on stage, but she would hate opening or closing even more, so it’s not an option. “So no, we won’t make her do it.” 

“Sounds good. I’ll get a press release going and push it out on social media. Maybe, you guys could share some of the old videos of her on the tour a few years ago and get fans excited on your social media, too.” 

“Good idea.” 

“Alright, thanks for giving me more work. I was getting bored. Talk soon.”

We hang up, and I go online and grab a link to the video I love the most of Austin. I have it bookmarked, because I watch it more than I should. It was taken two years ago, when she did a few tour stops near Washington, D.C. with us. This was the stop where Landon wasn’t feeling very well, so I filled in on the duet, and the fans went crazy. So much so, that the record insisted she and I do a duet together.

The spark in her eyes as she looks at me. I know she was doing it for the fans, playing up to the mood, but even from this fan’s video, you can see the emotion in her face, as she sings. At that moment, it was just her and I. The rest of the arena fell away, and I had never wanted to kiss her as badly as I did in that moment. I know after that I hurt her, because I had to put space between us. If she knew my thoughts, she’d have freaked out. 

Those few moments on stage also made it impossible for me to be with another girl for months. I felt like I was cheating on her when I tried, which was crazy. 

I share the link on my social media, and it gets comments immediately. Fans are so excited she’s touring with us and are begging people who have tickets to record her song and share it. 

I watch the video again, before tossing my phone aside on my bed. I’m thinking of different outings I can take Austin on, like spending a whole day at The Biltmore Estate. 

I’m still making plans in my head when there’s a knock on my door. 

“Yeah?” I call out, thinking it’s Landon, asking if I called Dave, but when Austin steps in, I quickly sit up.

“I don’t know what to wear on stage. What have you guys been wearing for this album?” She asks, but I notice a few dresses in her hand. 

“Jeans and a button down shirt nothing too dressy.”

“Can I try these on for you, and you tell me if it’s too much? I’d ask Landon, but I’m sure he’s asleep, and I don’t want to bother him.”

“Of course.” She smiles and heads back across the hall.

In a few minutes, she’s back and waiting for my opinion. She looks stunning in a simple black dress with a high neckline. 

“I like that one with your cowboy boots,” I tell her, while still running my eyes over her. 

“Yeah, that’s what I was thinking. I can add a jean jacket and switch up some accessories, and it would work for a few different shows. Okay, next one.”

She goes back across the hall to change again, and when she walks in this time, the air is sucked from my lungs. Holy shit, where did she get that dress? It’s a deep royal blue with a plunging neckline and ends several inches above her knee. Just above appropriate. 

“No,” I growl. 

“No?” She looks almost disappointed. 

I can’t take my eyes off her; she looks so fucking hot in this dress. I grip the sheets and force myself to stay seated in the bed and not walk over to her and take her in my arms. Fuck, I need to get laid. 

“If you wear that dress, we’ll be fighting off every guy in the arena, who’s trying to get to you. That dress is sexy as hell and good for a date night with someone you plan to get laid with, but not on stage for everyone to see.” I’m honest with her, and her cheeks turn pink, as she ducks her head. 

“Go change, Austin,” I say in a stern voice. Seeing her flushed in that dress is too much. Thankfully, she turns and heads back to her room. I take a few deep breaths and will my cock to go down, before I scare her. She’s been here for a few days, and I can’t keep myself under control. 

“Okay, last outfit. Are these shorts okay? I can pair them with a lot of shirts? Or I could wear some of your shirts you will be selling at the shows to help promote them.” She says as she steps back into the room. 

Fuck. At least, her ass is covered. 

Barely. 

“I think those will be fine, but nothing shorter. And no shirts that show your stomach off.” 

“Duh.” She rolls her eyes. “No tank tops, and nothing where you can see my bra. I know the speech.”

I nod, but I still look at her tan legs on display.

“Thank you, Dallas. I think my nerves are just getting to me.” She whispers, but I hear it loudly as if she was standing next to me. 

I sigh. “You will do amazing. If you want to back out any time, you know you can, even last minute. We got your back.”

“I know.” She offers me a soft smile, before turning back to her room and closing my door behind her. 

I look down at my hard cock. 

Fuck, I’m in so much trouble. 
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