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        Have you met all the characters yet?

        Catch up on all the drama and stories of this band of brothers by checking out the other books in this series. All books can be read as stand alone a, but are best read in order.

        Book 1: See Me — Maverick and Cecilia

        Book 2: Hear Me — Joel and Alintia

        Book 3: Touch Me — Charlie and Gwen
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        These are some songs that Tom and Julian listen too, and that I enjoyed while writing this book.

        Who’s That Girl - Guy Sebastian, Eve

        Perfect - One Direction

        Everything - Michael Bublé

        Hooked On A Feeling - Blue Swede, Björn Skifs

        Only Wanna Be with You - Hootie & The Blowfish

        Never Seen Anything “Quite Like You” - Acoustic - The Script

        Can’t Fight This Feeling - REO Speedwagon

        Accidentally In Love - Counting Crows

        Without You - Parachute

        I knew I Loved You - Savage Garden

        Waking Up In Vegas - Katy Perry

        Two Is Better Than One (feat. Taylor Swift) - Boys Like Girls

        crushcrushcrush - Paramore

        If You’re Gone - Matchbox Twenty

        Slide - The Goo Goo Dolls

        Mine - Taylor Swift

        Faster - Matt Nathanson

        Everything Has Changed - Taylor Swift, Ed Sheeran
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            Chapter One - Tom

          

        

      

    

    
      Vegas. The city of sin and good fortune. Today is our last night on the American leg of our tour before we move on to Canada—and my twenty-first birthday. Also known as the perfect storm by my mother, Odette.

      I don’t know why she is so stressed about it though. It's not like I haven’t been of legal drinking age at home in Australia for the last three years. I know my limits—I’m not going to go out and get crazy.

      There is about an hour left until we are due on stage, and I can already feel the adrenaline pumping through my veins. The thrill of performing for our fans on stage with my brothers never gets old. This tour has been different from our previous ones though. I guess with three out the five of us coupling up with partners, and having them on the tour with us, it was bound to have a different vibe.

      All the meet and greets are scheduled before the concert to make it easier for my brother, Charlie, to go back to the hotel with his daughter, Aurora. I never thought I would be an uncle so soon—but I guess having three older brothers it was bound to happen. I’d always through that my oldest brother Maverick, self-proclaimed redeemed man-whore, would be the first to have a kid, but it was Charlie who only six months ago welcomed Aurora into the family. He is the best dad I have ever seen.

      It has been amazing having Aurora on tour with us and being able to be involved in her life. But even having my niece around, doesn’t cover up the loneliness I feel when I look at my brothers. Watching my brothers settle down with their soulmates over the last eighteen months just makes it even more obvious how desperate I am to find that for myself. Being around loved up couples all day does absolutely nothing except rub in how empty I feel inside. Sure, I am happy for my brothers, absolutely stoked that their partners are all perfect for them, but no matter how many women I meet or hook up with, I feel like there is something missing and it drives home how alone I am. I am jealous that I don’t have my own person to turn to or connect with. Watching them share small smiles or inside jokes, even while amongst the rest of us, makes me crave the same.

      Shaking off my melancholy thoughts, I walk into the meet and greet room, and can feel the excitement thrumming in the air. Meeting fans has got to be one of the best parts about being a member of a rock band. No one gets your music or can hype you up quite like a die-hard fan. But it’s not real or lasting. We meet for a moment and then they are gone. Even if one or two fans stand out, unfortunately they quickly fade into a general memory after a while. We meet so many it takes a lot to remember more than just the noise, the screaming, the autographs, and the fact that not one of them knows the real me.

      Being our second international tour, we have the routine for meet and greets nailed down so much I am pretty sure we could do it in our sleep. Every VIP ticket holder gets enough time to meet each of us, have a photo taken, and get something signed. As a band, we set rules for these situations once we started to get popular after winning What It Takes! almost six years ago.

      
        
          	
        No advert flirting—unless you are going to flirt with all the fans.
      

      	
        Don’t single out any of the fans and make them more important than the rest.
      

      	
        Spend your time equally among the group.
      

      

      

      It’s the best way to keep the peace amongst the fans and prevent any cat fights from breaking out—we learnt that the hard way.

      Tonight’s different though. The first thing that draws me in as I enter the room is the hot pink hair in the corner. It falls in big beachy waves down the back of a fan across the room, ending just above the best arse I think I have ever seen in my life. I have never really been much of an arse man, or an anything man really. These days I can’t be bothered with the whole hook up scene. Having a one-night stand is so much more effort than it is worth when I can get the job done just as well with my hand and a good video—sometimes better even. But there is just something different tonight. I can’t ignore the draw to my pink haired fan.

      Following the long plains of her legs her warm copper skin draws me in. She is wearing a black crop top, ending just above a pair of denim mini shorts that leave an inch of her tantalising stomach on display.

      I want to lick it.

      Where the fuck did that thought come from?

      Her is back to is me as she converses with a few people behind her in the line, and it takes everything in me to not immediately walk over to her and introduce myself.

      I shake my head and pull my attention from her. There is a process for these events, and I cannot just storm over there and disrupt the peace, no matter how much I want too. It would cause too much drama to single her out.

      The crowd around her starts chattering louder and calling out as they notice us enter the room. My eyes stray back to her as she flicks her hair over her shoulder and turns her head to watch the band enter. Our eyes meet, and I feel the breath woosh out of me. Even with the space between us, I can make out her eyes are a stormy grey colour. I’m transfixed as her lipstick red lips curve up with a cheeky smile.

      “Keep moving, butthead!” Ethan, my youngest brother, grumbles behind me, pulling me out of her intense gaze and making me realise I actually stopped walking at some point.

      “Oh, sorry,” I mutter back, continuing my walk into the room. I line up with my brothers in our designated spot.

      I feel shaken. I have never lost my mind over someone's appearance before, and I really don’t know what to make of it. Sure, I have found women attractive but never have I been so captivated so quickly.

      I tune everything out and go through the motions as Mitch, our band manager, welcomes everyone to the room and starts motioning the group forward to meet us. I’m on autopilot, smiling for photos and hugging fans. I am sure my autograph looks like a jumbled mess, but I cannot keep my mind off the pink haired beauty in the room. Keeping my eyes off that side of the room is hard, but I manage—barely.

      Time moves slowly, falling into a patten of meeting fan after fan, until I feel my heart start to race in anticipation. Soon I’ll get to meet her. Get to look into those eyes close up. Get to touch her… Caving, I finally allow my eyes to scan the room to see how far away she is—but she is no where to be seen. Fuck. I feel like I have been punched in the gut. There is no way she already came up to us and I just was so inside my own head I missed it… right? Surely, I would have noticed her in front of me. Which can only mean that she left—but why the hell would she leave before meeting us? I’m not expecting the wave of disappointment that crashes over me, but my entire mood instantly plummets, and I feel sick.

      “Are you alright, bro?” Joel asks, leaning over to pat me on the shoulder.

      “What? Huh?” I blink, orientating myself again. “Yeah, I’m fine man. It’s all good.”

      The rest of the line moves quickly. I wish I could say I gave each fan the attention they deserve, but I know that I didn’t. Not with my mind still held up with the pink haired beauty. I tell myself she must’ve ducked to the bathroom or something, that she will come back. As the time ticks on, I can tell I am just lying to myself.

      “Ok, everyone, that is the end of the meet and greet for tonight. If you can please follow the guards, they will take you through the backstage exit and to your seats,” Mitch addresses everyone, calling the crowd to order.

      I linger in my spot, watching the fans leave the room. My brothers are already halfway to our exit door, but I am reluctant to follow them just yet. I feel like I need to wait just a little longer...for her.

      “Are you coming, Tom?” Charlie calls over his shoulder.

      “I’m just gonna take a minute. I need a sec after all that,” I wave in the direction of the crowd who just left.

      “Are you alright, mate?” Maverick asks. He had stopped when he heard Charlie’s question.

      “Yeah. I just need a breather. I’ll be right for the show. I’ll meet up with you soon, alright?” I say, leaning against the wall.

      We don’t have long until we were due on stage, but something in my gut is keeping me here in this room.

      “We’ll meet you stage side then.”

      I fake a grin and watch them all leave. Closing my eyes, I hang my head back against the wall and release a deep breath.

      “Are you not having a good birthday?” A sultry voice jolts through me.

      Opening my eyes, I see the pink haired beauty.

      “Wh-what are you d-doing here?” I stutter. Way to be cool, jackass.

      “I am a huge Fly By fan,” she says with a seductive purr to her voice. “A huge Tom Watson fan. When I heard you were coming to Vegas—especially on your birthday—I had to get tickets. My friend actually got me the meet and greet pass as a birthday gift.” I watch as she slowly stalks towards me from the other side of the room.

      I shake my head, pulling my gaze away from her swaying hips and that tempting inch of skin just below her waist.

      “I-I-I mean in this room. Shouldn’t you have gone out with the rest of the group to watch the concert?” I ask, a mixture of nerves and excitement swirling though my gut.

      “If I did, I wouldn’t get to wish you a happy birthday, now would I?”

      “You could have done that while you got to meet us, but you didn’t. You hid. Why?” I suddenly realise that none of the fans tonight mentioned my birthday. “How did you know it is my birthday?” I ask before she can respond.

      “Tom, you have always been my favourite,” she is standing right in front of me now, my back still pressed against the wall. “I wanted a chance to talk to you personally.” Her hands reach up and press against my abdomen, even though my t-shirt I can feel my skin tingling under her touch. “Without anyone around.”

      “Is that so?” I barely whisper back. Without any thought my hands reach up and place themselves against her waist, anchoring her against me.

      “Uh-huh.”

      I should be freaked out; calling security because I have a crazy fan who cornered me. But I don’t feel stressed or cornered at all. This feels right, righter than anything else I have felt in my life.

      “And how did you want to wish me a happy birthday?” I ask, my voice suddenly husky as she presses even closer to me, her mouth hovering just centimetres away from mine.

      “I was thinking I could take you out on the town after your show tonight. Show you what Vegas is like now that you are a big boy.” Sex just oozes out of her, and I don’t think I have the power in me to say no. I don’t want to say no.

      We are connected from the waist down, her feet in-between mine as we both use the wall to keep ourselves up.

      “What if I wanted more than that?”

      “You can have anything you want, baby,” she purrs, her breath fanning against my mouth.

      With that permission I press my lips against hers. The taste of strawberries explodes over my tongue as I lick against her lips. With a soft sigh she opens her mouth to let me in, and our tongues meet—tangling as I pull her closer. She grinds against me, and my cock eagerly presses against her, wanting more. Her hands slide up my body, leaving a trail of tingles behind as she slowly guides them into my hair. One of us moans as she fists my hair. Okay it was probably me, or definitely me if the swelling of my dick proves anything.

      “Tom we gotta…” Ethan trails off as the door slams open, and I quickly pull away from… I still don’t know her name.

      “Shit.” I curse as I watch her pull back and tug on her shorts in a nervous gesture, not that there is much room for them to move with how tight they are. “What?” I glare at Ethan.

      “Dude didn’t think you had it in you, but nice. We gotta go, shows about to start.” Ethan drawls, turning slowly. “You got two minutes to get your arse onstage.”

      “Fuuuuuuuck!” I groan, reaching down to adjust my now half hard cock. At least my bass guitar will cover it on stage.

      “You should go. But I was serious about going out after.” She presses a piece of paper into my hand. Glancing down I see a phone number and push it into my pocket. When I look up, she is halfway across the room and about to exit out the fan entrance.

      “Please, what is your name?” I ask as she opens the door.

      “You can call me Jules.” She grins at me over her shoulder, before disappearing out the door.

      “Tom! Come on!” Ethan yells down the hall, and I dash out through our door, and run to the stage, receiving questioning looks from my brothers. Thankfully there is no time to get into that now.

      A grin spreads across my face—after this show, I have a date.
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