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        Roxie

        Nate Boone. My brother’s best friend and the country boy I had a serious crush on all those years ago when we were both just kids. A lot has happened since then but a part of me never really moved on. Who am I kidding, all of me never moved on.

      

        

      
        And now I’m heading back to Sugar Mountain to see my bestie—Nate’s little sister—and to catch up with the extended Boone family, who have always felt like my own.

      

        

      
        What I find is that Nate Boone is alll grown up, hotter than the Tennessee sun and not quite as forbidden as he used to be …

      

        

      
        Nate

        Roxie Tucker. No one knows about our history and our connection because I walked away and never looked back. I had to. She was a hundred percent off-limits.

      

        

      
        I haven’t seen her in years, until she shows up out of the blue, so beautiful it hurts. And I now know why I could never even think about getting real with anyone else. Because they’re not her.

      

        

      
        I shouldn’t, of course. She’s like family. And my life is complicated.

      

        

      
        But she’s too perfect and the pull is too strong. She’s my dream and the one I could never let go of. I lost her once and I have no intention of losing her again. She’s mine. She’s heaven on earth and I’m a hundred percent addicted.

      

        

      
        Now that I've had a taste of forever, this time, I’ll risk whatever it takes to keep her …

      

        

      
        Nashville Lights is a steamy standalone small town brother’s best friend romance, starring a sweet & sassy band manager and the love of her life.
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      “Have fun, Rox, and stay out of trouble.” My oldest brother Kade’s familiar drawl sounds as tired as I feel.

      My phone is perched on its holder on the dashboard and I can see on the video call that Kade is back at his house downtown. He has a few houses in Nashville and he keeps a spare apartment for me at the one that’s just off Broadway. I know he’s got a gig tonight at the Lucky Seven. Not a solo gig, but he’s agreed to be a guest for a couple of friends who are performing.

      We’ve had a grueling few months of touring. My three brothers are the Tucker Brothers Band, and currently have songs at number one, two, four, seven, eight and ten on the Billboard charts. As manager of the band, I’m as exhausted as they are. We hit thirty-eight cities and did forty-eight sold-out shows over ninety-nine days. It was by far the biggest tour the band has done and it’s taken their fame into overdrive.

      “I will, KJ. You have fun too. And please get some rest.” I can’t help adding, “Finally.” He knows I’m not referring to the tour with that last comment. I’m talking about the recent breakup with his hellish girlfriend Carmen. None of us could stand her, mainly because she made Kade’s life miserable for the entire five months they were together. He told us he broke up with her but there was something cagey about the way he’d said it. I’m starting to wonder if he’s actually done the deed yet. I’m pretty sure it’s a sure thing, I just don’t know if he’s telling us what we want to hear until he cowboys up and lets her down gently. She was never going to go without a nightmarish meltdown. “I hope you’re okay.”

      “Don’t you worry about me, darlin’. You just make sure you’re getting some good R & R at the Boones’ place. Don’t let them wrangle you into doing any farm work.”

      “Nope, I’m going to be sitting on that wraparound porch enjoying the view of Sugar Lake with my feet up and my phone on silent mode.”

      “Good girl.”

      “I’ll talk to you in a few days.”

      “Say hi to the Boones for me.”

      “I will. Later, KJ.”

      I end the call and crank the radio up. Miles of open highway stretch out before me as I cruise along in my faithful old pickup truck with the windows down. My brothers tried to insist I let one of their drivers take me or at least take one of the new cars they bought me that are sitting in the huge garage underneath the band’s Nashville warehouse. But if I’m going back to the farm, there’s no way I’m doing it with a chauffeur or in a fancy sports car. The Boones would laugh me straight back down the dusty dirt road.
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      After months of being cooped up in crowded tour buses and arena green rooms, the warm summer breeze feels like heaven on my skin.

      I drive past cornfields, barns, and the occasional rundown gas station. For once, my phone isn’t buzzing with concert schedules, press releases, or my brothers’ bickering in the family group chat. I finally have a moment to breathe.

      Don’t get me wrong, I love being the manager of my brothers’ band. And I’m good at it, they keep telling me. With forty-eight sold out shows and six of the new album’s tracks currently in the Billboard Top Ten, I’m hardly going to argue with them. The band is riding a high and we’re making more money than we know what to do with. But I’m twenty-three years old and bone tired.

      Three solid months of packed stadiums, screaming fans and non-stop life on the road takes its toll. I might not be the one singing or playing my heart out every night, but it’s just as demanding keeping everything behind the scenes running smoothly. Corralling the rabid crowds, making sure security is air-tight, staying in touch with the label and organizing all the publicity is just the tip of the iceberg.

      It’s also a lot of work keeping Kade, Travis and most of all Vaughn steady and focused on what they need to focus on. Kade has been dealing with his awful relationship. Travis is head over heels with our new opening act, Ruby Hayes—who’s insanely talented and who I’m also managing. And Vaughn is just…Vaughn. As wild as always, and even more so now that he also thinks he’s in love. With Ruby’s sister, no less. Which of course Travis isn’t happy about at all.

      I can always trust Vaughn to stir things up.

      It’s safe to say that for the first time in my life, I’m ready for a real break. Three blissful days in the country to clear my head and catch up with my best friend is just what the doctor ordered.

      As if on cue, my phone rings.

      Dakota flashes up on the screen and I hit the accept button. “Hey, Dee.”

      “How long until you get here?”

      “I’m only around fifteen minutes away.”

      “I can’t wait to see you, Rox! I have the biggest surprise.”

      “What surprise?”

      “You’ll have to wait and see.” Dakota almost lost her mind when I called her a week or so ago and asked her if she wanted a visitor for the weekend. “It’s been way too long since you came out to Sugar Mountain, Rox. I have a lot to fill you in on. Hurry up and get here already. I just made iced tea and put a bottle of white wine in the fridge. And of course Betty-Ann and Tobias are in the kitchen making your favorite fried chicken with cornbread and all the fixings.”

      “You have no idea how heavenly that sounds. I haven’t had a home-cooked meal in I don’t know how long. I’m in need of some serious R&R that involves having none of my brothers within a fifty mile radius.”

      “You get my brothers instead,” she says. “But we can avoid them as much as possible.”

      “You and your brothers—and of course Betty-Ann, Louise and Earl—are the reason I’m staying in Tennessee and not spending a week on a sun lounger in Cabo. I can’t wait to see all of you.”

      “Well, if I’d known Cabo was an option, I’d have packed my bags,” Dakota laughs. “The farm won’t be anywhere near as luxurious.”

      She thinks I’m exaggerating when I say there’s nowhere I’d rather be, but it’s true. Sugar Mountain Farm has always felt like my second home. It’s not really a mountain. It’s more of a series of sloping hills and picturesque farmland—and the closest thing to a real home that I’ve got.

      The Nashville warehouse and the various apartments my brothers have bought for me don’t really count. I have plenty of money to buy my own houses, but they keep buying buildings or compounds with lots of living spaces. Which they insist I live in. To keep an eye on me, they say.

      My brothers are my home, in a sense, especially since we spend so much time together. And also because our parents died young and they’ve always felt responsible for me. But on the back end of a tour as intense as this one was, we all need some space.

      I’ve spent every summer from the moment I was born, right up until I left to work with my brothers, visiting my Aunt Louise and Uncle Earl. Uncle Earl is my father’s brother, even though it’s safe to say the two men couldn’t have more different personalities. Earl is a cheerful teddy bear of a man. My father was much more complicated, and those dark complications ended up cutting both his and my mother’s lives short—something I don’t want to revisit in my thoughts right now. I’m too happy.

      So I let my memories drift back to Aunt Lou and Uncle Earl. They never had children of their own, but Aunt Lou’s second cousin and lifelong best friend Betty-Ann, her husband Gus, and their five children live right next door. Sugar Mountain Farm is theirs. And it was their house that was literally bursting at the seams with love and laughter and all the best things about family and home.

      The smells of apple pie and fresh-baked bread.

      The sounds of laughter and good-hearted bickering.

      Pots clanging with the promise of our next home-cooked meal.

      They welcomed my brothers and me with open arms right into the middle of all that, from before my memories even begin. They became our family in the truest sense of the word.

      The two houses sit side by side, with a joined driveway. Aunt Lou and Uncle Earl’s farm and house are smaller, the house always neater because they didn’t have five children running wild. Aunt Lou always made up beds for the four of us, but we hardly ever spent a night in them. We were having too much fun having sleepovers with the Boones, camping in tents, building blanket forts to sleep in and generally living our best lives.

      So it’s the Boones’ house I remember most fondly. Half the memories of my life are in that house—and all the best ones.

      I know every inch of this road. And with each landmark—the old red barn where I learned to dance, the Country Store where we used to go for triple-scoop ice cream cones that would drip over our fingers in the summer heat, and the familiar road signs that mean I’m getting closer—I feel another layer of the tour-hardened manager I’ve become peel back, and I’m ten again, bursting with the fizzy excitement of summer.

      It’s the one place I can guarantee will make me feel like myself again. The blinding stage lights are suddenly a million miles away, and I’m surrounded by nothing but cornfields and the warm Tennessee sun.

      “What are your brothers up to this weekend?” Dakota asks. “Don’t they all fall to pieces when you’re not there?”

      “Pretty much.”

      Most of the time, I’m cursing the fact that three grown men rely on me as much as they do, but I know I’d miss the buzz of excitement that surrounds them if I wasn’t doing this job. Not to mention the fact I don’t trust anyone else to have their best interests at heart, especially now that they’ve gone stratospheric.

      I sort of stumbled into being their manager by default. They weren’t getting along with their former manager and, since I’ve taken care of the three of them my whole life anyway, I stepped up and started organizing their schedules and making their phone calls. One thing led to another and when Vaughn fired their former manager out of the blue after an argument, it made sense for me to take on the role. I’ve been doing it ever since, learning on the job and mostly loving every minute of it.

      All three of my brothers are insufferable at times but, even so, I couldn’t love them more if I tried.

      “You know I saw Kade when he came to see Nate, not too long ago,” Dakota says, “but I haven’t seen Travis or Vaughn in ages. They haven’t been back here since before they became superstars.”

      “Well, they’re no longer the ragtag Tucker boys you grew up with, that’s for sure.” I’m not sure she’d be able to reconcile those ragamuffin kids she remembers with the rockstars who now have the world at their feet—and every possible temptation thrown at them on a daily basis.

      “Anyway,” I say, “I’m only going to be gone for a few days. Even the Tucker brothers can survive that. And besides, Travis and Vaughn are so loved-up with their new girlfriends, they won’t even notice I’m gone. One thing about my brothers, once they fall, they fall hard.”

      “I think my brothers will be the same. I’m not sure why I say that since none of them are in steady relationships right now, but they’re all secretly romantics at heart.”

      “Maybe it’s something in the Sugar Mountain water,” I laugh. “Anyway, all four of us need a break. You know how it is working with family.”

      “Oh, trust me, I get it.” Dakota has four brothers and they all still live and—mostly, at least—work on Sugar Mountain. “Luke and Leo spend half their time bickering and fighting like they’re still eight years old. They drive me crazy.”

      I picture the twins wrestling with each other non-stop when they were kids. Those nights when we all camped out under the stars or slept in a row on the big front porch, they were always rolling around like two little hell-raisers.

      It feels strange to imagine my brothers back here now that their lives are so vastly different. Once upon a time we were sun-kissed kids running wild. We didn’t care about our skinned knees or our thrift store clothes. We loved the simplicity and the contentedness of the country life, which felt so charmed to us. It was a welcome respite from the rougher edges of our “real” life in the city, where our parents’ lives were slowly but surely imploding.

      “So, when’s the wedding?” Dakota asks. “I can’t believe Travis is engaged.”

      It was big news when Travis proposed to Ruby on stage on the last night of the tour. The internet blew up with replays of the big event and Dakota called me immediately after it happened.

      “They haven’t set a date yet. But I don’t think Travis will want to wait too long. He’s absolutely besotted. So’s Vaughn. And that’s something I never saw coming: Vaughn in love. But I must say it makes both of them a lot easier to keep in line. All I have to do is threaten to tell their girlfriends how obnoxious they’re being and immediately they’re all contrite. Works like a charm.”

      I’m mostly joking, but there’s an edge to it I hope Dakota doesn’t hear. I’m thrilled that Vaughn has found love with a nice girl. Gigi is a country bumpkin and a sweetheart. I’ve gotten to know her a little and I’m really not sure if she’s ever had a mean-spirited thought in her life. She has a purity of spirit that’s almost saintly. For Vaughn to fall for someone like that is a wild relief. He’s a changed man, and for the better. I no longer have to sweep groupies out of his dressing room every morning or stop strangers slipping pills into his pockets. For Gigi, Vaughn is willing to do literally anything. Even reform.

      I just hope it lasts.

      “What about Kade? Is he still with that girl none of you liked?”

      “No, thank God. He just recently ditched her. We’re all so relieved.”

      “Well, it’s good he got rid of her, then. But it sounds like you like Travis and Vaughn’s girlfriends? You approve?”

      “Not that they consult me on these things,” I laugh, “but yes. They’re both beautiful, inside and out. Even if I have to yell at the boys for being late all the time because they spend so much time in bed, I have to admit they’re writing the best songs of their careers. Gigi is really good for Vaughn. Then there’s Ruby of course, my newest artist and now sister-in-law-to-be. She’s a major talent.”

      Dakota’s silent for a beat. “That must be so busy for you, Rox. Managing both the band and Ruby. How do you juggle it all?”

      “It’s busy,” I admit. “It requires a lot of patience and even more caffeine. Plus I’m thinking of taking on two other new artists.” I sigh, stretching my neck out and hearing it crack. “I swear I feel like I’ve aged ten years on this tour.”

      “Sounds like you definitely need a break. Do you ever get any time for yourself? I mean, when’s the last time you went on a date?”

      I have to think for a minute, it’s been so long. “Um...maybe, like, over a year ago? I went out with that drummer from Austin once, but then we hit the road again. Oh, and there was that sound engineer who basically stalked me but he wasn’t my type at all. Kade ended up firing him and threatening to kill him. Anyway, I don’t really have time, Dee.” It’s true. I absolutely do not have time for dating. “There’s also the small matter of spending 24/7 with my three extremely overprotective older brothers.”

      “I hear that.” Dakota definitely gets it.

      Even before I started managing the band, I’d always avoided getting serious with anyone. Not that I could ever tell Dakota the reason why.

      “Well, I know you think of them as surrogate brothers,” Dakota says, “but in fact my boys are not related to you at all, and three of them are eligible bachelors. None of them—aside from Tobias and he doesn’t count in that way—are in a relationship right now. So you can take your pick.”

      “Stop.” But my stomach flips. I do not want to talk about Dakota’s single brothers. “Seriously, I love Luke and Leo, you know I do, but they are not going to settle down any time soon. They have new girls every time I talk to you.”

      “It’s true.” I can practically hear Dakota’s frown. “They both seem allergic to commitment. Plus, whoever one of them dates is going to have to put up with the other one. The two of them are practically inseparable.”

      Luke and Leo are identical twins who used to speak their own secret language when they were tiny boys. “Yeah, maybe they could date two girls who are identical twins. That might be the only solution.”

      “Poor girls, is all I can say.” Dakota exhales a pained laugh. “So, I guess that just leaves Nate.”

      Heat creeps up my neck and warms my cheeks. I’ve never been able to bring myself to tell her about my secret kiss with her oldest brother all those years ago. I figured it was just a teenage crush and the torch would burn itself out over time.

      I guess I’m about to find out.

      “Things are complicated for Nate right now,” she says. “He’s got a lot going on.”

      I know what she’s talking about. Kade and Nate have always been close and they check in on each other regularly. When we were kids, they were best friends. They’re the same age, almost exactly. Kade is three days older. Kade has filled me in on some of what’s going on in Nate’s life and, even though I don’t know all the details, it sounds like a lot.

      I don’t push Dakota on the details now. I know I’ll get the entire lowdown over the weekend. “It must be nice having him back home again.”

      Kade and Dakota have both kept me up to date with Nate’s house on the farm, which he built himself. It took him a long time to do it, but he moved in a while ago and now lives there full-time. “Oh my god, Rox, it’s such a cool house. It was good timing, too, considering he’s now got full custody of Daisy.”

      “I heard about what happened from Kade. He went to the funeral. It’s so awful, Dee.”

      Around six months ago, Nate’s best friends and business partners, whose names were Jed and Laney O’Leary, died in a head-on car crash on a rainy night. They were both killed instantly. The only thing that made the whole story a little less tragic is that their six-year-old daughter Daisy was at home that night with a babysitter. Kade told me Jed and Laney had been out to dinner on a date night, their first in almost a year.

      They named Nate in their will as the legal guardian of Daisy. So Daisy’s been living out on the farm with Nate and the whole Boone clan ever since the accident happened.

      “Nate’s so good with her,” Dakota says. “Daisy adores him. They’re really cute together. You’ll see when you get here.” My stomach does another one of those light flips. “And Ma of course loves having Daisy around. Your Aunt Lou, too. But it’s still hard, as you can imagine. Nate’s trying to process everything and make sure Daisy is okay, while also working on his business—without his business partners—and he’s also overseeing a lot of the workings of the farm. I’m not sure how he’s holding it all together, but you know how Nate is.”

      “Yeah.” I do know how Nate is. Stoic, steady, always trying to do the right thing by everyone else. He’s been a workaholic ever since his dad died of a heart attack when Nate was seventeen. As the oldest of five kids and the son of a devastated widow who needed him to step up and take control, Nate did exactly that.

      It’s why he left the farm for a while, to build his property development company. After his father’s heart attack, it was up to Nate to make sure they didn’t lose the house and the land. The farm was struggling back then. He had to somehow make enough money to ensure his mother could stay in her family home and that everyone got fed.

      I see the sign for Sugar Mountain Farm Road and take the turn. I know from my memories that the dirt road is 1.2 miles long. “How’s the farm going?”

      “The farm’s great. Nate’s been pouring money into the place, which obviously helps. And with Nate’s help, Luke and Leo have really been working some magic. They’ve both really stepped up and they’re both really good farmers, as it turns out. The farm is more profitable than ever. They’re diversifying the land and getting into some new areas. You’ll see when you get here. And Tobias and I…well, we’ve been busy too. I can’t wait for you to see it.”

      “See what?”

      Dakota’s words come out in an excited gush. “Okay, I can’t keep the secret any longer. I’ve been bursting to tell you. But I wanted it to be a surprise.”

      “Tell me what, Dee?”

      “Well, remember how Tobias wanted to start up his own restaurant?”

      “Yeah.”

      “And you know how I’ve always kind of loved the idea of starting an event planning business?”

      “Yeah.”

      “We know it’s a long way to come all the way out here just for dinner, so we’ve set up a small boutique B&B. It’s also a wedding and event venue. Think farm-luxe chic. We’ve been run off our feet with bookings and we’re not even officially open yet. Can you believe it, Rox?”

      “Dee! Why didn’t you tell me any of this? That sounds amazing.”

      Dakota laughs. “I didn't tell you because you were on tour. I know I can reach you for emergencies, but you don’t have much time to just jump on a video call and chat for an hour. And besides, Tobias and I kind of wanted to surprise you when you finally got out here. We knew you would eventually and we hoped it wouldn’t be too long.”

      Guilt pangs in my stomach. I know I’m not the easiest person to have as a best friend when most of the time I’m too busy to reply to texts, let alone schedule chats or actual real-life meet-ups.

      “I can’t wait to see it.” When we were kids, Dakota was always the one who was planning our little tea parties and decorating our picnic tables with wildflower bouquets. And even from a young age, Tobias was in the kitchen creating elaborate delicacies. He hand-squeezed our lemonade and not only frosted the cupcakes but created little sugar fondant decorations to sit on the tops of them. “We have so much to catch up on, Dee. I’m almost here. I can see the house.”

      “I can see your truck! We’re all so excited, Rox. Okay, I’m hanging up so I can tell all the others you’re here.”

      “See you in a minute.”

      As we disconnect the call, my heart feels like it might burst with happiness to be back here. I’m also attempting to tone down the butterflies erupting in my stomach now that I know there’s a very good chance I’ll run into Nate Boone during my stay. And I really don’t know how to feel about that.

      My Aunt Lou and Uncle Earl, Betty-Ann, Dakota and the boys were all such a staple of my summers, they feel ingrained in my bones. They’re a part of who I am and I realize I’ve left it way too long to come back to them.

      As for Nate, I remember so well his crooked grin, the way his eyes would shine when he laughed, and how I would catch sight of him walking across the lawn to the farmhouse in his low-slung jeans and his t-shirt slung over one suntanned, gracefully-muscular shoulder.

      A lot has happened since I’ve been back, in both our lives.

      As I pull up in front of the house, the welcoming farmhouse brings back a thousand golden memories.

      I park my truck and take a deep breath. I’m not just coming back to a place. I’m returning to a family and a world I left behind, one that holds pieces of my heart I didn’t even realize I’d kept locked away until right now.
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      “She’s here! She’s here!” My excitable best friend comes running out the front door, screen door slamming behind her, sprinting down the steps. I’m enveloped in a deep, joyful hug.

      “Hey, Dee.” I sigh. It’s one of those restorative sighs that somehow goes a long way toward replenishing my supply of soul food.

      “It’s been way too long, bestie.” She slings her arm around my shoulders and we walk up toward the house. “I see you haven’t upgraded your ride even with all that money you’ve got now.”

      “I like Bertha.” It was Dakota who named my truck when my brothers gave it to me for my sixteenth birthday. And it was Nate who tuned it up so it stopped making the clunking noise every time I tried to start it. Even though I don’t drive it much these days, it’s been reliable ever since.

      Betty-Ann is waiting on the porch. I texted my Aunt Lou last week and she told me she and Earl had a charity dinner event held by her sewing circle tonight but would absolutely cancel it so they could spend time with me. I texted back and told her they should absolutely go to the dinner and I would see them in the morning and that we had the whole weekend to catch up. She finally relented. The Boones’ farmhouse kitchen is where she spends most of her time anyway, chatting with Betty-Ann as they cook, sipping iced tea (and sometimes sherry) and gossiping about the local townspeople in nearby Sugar Falls, which has a population of somewhere around four thousand—more than enough to give them plenty to talk about.

      “Hi, darlin’.” Betty-Ann hugs me. “Welcome home.”

      “It’s so good to be here.”

      Betty-Ann blots her eyes with the tissue she always keeps stuffed up her sleeve. “When are those brothers of yours coming for a visit?”

      “They’d all love to. But their schedules have been pretty busy.”

      Stepping back into the Boones’ huge kitchen feels like time-traveling. I’m suddenly fifteen again. The wooden floorboards creak in the same places they used to, the smell of fresh-baked cornbread and hot coffee fills the air, and there’s that familiar, homey chaos of a family living out loud.

      I lean against the counter, feeling the texture of the worn wood beneath my palm, and for the first time in months, I let myself finally relax. If I close my eyes, I could be back in the middle of one of those golden childhood summers with all nine of us Boone and Tucker kids tumbling in and out of the back door for lemonade and fresh-baked chocolate chip cookies, a whirlwind of knobby knees and skinned elbows.

      We spent those summers running through the fields, leaving laughter tangled in the cornstalks, and conquering the creek like small, soggy overlords, crowning ourselves with wreathes of leaves and making pets out of frogs who didn’t hop away quick enough. When the evenings came around, lazy and low, our skin tingling from the sun’s kisses, we’d all pile onto the porch with its big table laid out with mountains of home-cooked food, finally sitting still long enough to eat some of Betty-Ann and Aunt Lou’s fried chicken, potato salad and apple pie. Then we’d stay up late telling ghost stories until us Tuckers were occasionally ushered back to our beds next door—except for all the nights I’d stay in Dakota’s room because we couldn’t bear to be separated. Or the many, many nights we all camped out on the front lawn or swung hammocks from the rafters (depending on whether we were pirates or cowboys that day).

      As I look around the kitchen, Luke and Leo are just coming in the back door, kicking off their work boots, looking wholesome and wide-shouldered, their shirts and windblown hair both dotted with errant pieces of hay.

      “Well, if it isn’t Roxie Tucker,” Luke drawls, his familiar grin lighting up his face. “Come over here and hug your second favorite Boone.”

      Leo nudges Luke out of the way and gets to me first. “That would be me,” Leo laughs and I can’t help laughing along with him. The two of them are tall, strapping, good-looking country boys and I have no doubt they have half of Sugar Falls county drooling over them both.

      After the hugs have been attended to, the two of them pick right back up into the playful debate they were having over who’s the better grill master. The twins share one of the cottages on the farm, which is within easy walking distance of the main house. Despite their debate about grilling, I have no doubt they reliably turn up to Betty-Ann’s table every mealtime.

      “Everyone knows my ribs are the talk of Sugar Falls,” Luke boasts.

      Leo shakes his head. “Keep dreaming, brother. Last time you tried to grill, the fire department had to get involved.”

      I see Tobias coming through the hallway door. “Hey, Rox.” I get yet another heartfelt bearhug.

      I hold his burly shoulders and look up at him. With his light brown hair and bright hazel eyes, he and Dakota could easily have passed for another set of twins. He used to be a skinny little freckle-faced kid, but Tobias has gotten tall and filled out a lot over the past few years. “Wow, look at you,” I beam. “When did you get so hot?”

      Tobias grins. “I’ve always been hot. And when did you get so seriously gorgeous? Holy fuck, girlfriend.”

      “Tobias Boone,” Betty-Ann scolds him softly, but there’s more love than heat in it.

      Tobias is the second youngest Boone sibling, just a year older than Dakota and me.

      Even when we were very young children, Tobias always preferred playing with us girls, rather than his older brothers. Dakota and I were tomboys but we still occasionally dressed up in tutus and pink costumes whenever the game of make-believe we were playing called for it. And Tobias was right there with us.

      We all knew and accepted from the word go that Tobias was gay and it never felt like a thing that had to be worried about or questioned. It made me love the Boone family even more, that they fully embraced this part of Tobias with their characteristic whole-hearted love and good humor. Even in a small Tennessee community like Sugar Falls, especially all those years ago, the Boones celebrated Tobias, occasionally teasing him in the same, good-natured way they teased each other, and Tobias was encouraged to fully bloom into his true self.

      Now, I keep in touch with Tobias almost as much as I do with Dakota. When I’m on the road or feeling overwhelmed by life, our group chats are often the one thing that keep me sane.

      Betty-Ann was always thrilled by Tobias’s flair in the kitchen. Slightly dismayed that none of her other children had any interest in cooking, baking or spending much time indoors at all except to eat and sometimes sleep, Tobias was always creating culinary masterpieces. But he would never follow the recipes. He always embellished and made them his own. So instead of homemade biscuits, we’d have “mixed berry cornmeal biscuit shortcakes with macerated fresh berries served with homemade vanilla and lemon zest whipped cream,” or something equally over the top.

      We always knew that one day he’d become a chef or start his own restaurant, so I’m excited to hear more about his and Dakota’s plans for their “farm-luxe chic” restaurant and B&B.

      I notice then there’s a little girl sitting quietly at the table, coloring. She watches me with huge blue eyes as Tobias releases me from his hug.

      “This must be Daisy,” I say gently.

      Tobias goes over and picks the little girl up. She wraps her arms around his neck. “Daisy,” he says, “this is Roxie. She used to practically live with us every summer when we were all about the same age as you are now. Roxie, meet Daisy.”

      “It’s very nice to meet you, Daisy.”

      Daisy leans closer to Tobias and whispers, “She’s pretty.”

      Tobias grins. “Yes, she is. And she’s nice too. Do you want to show Roxie what you’re coloring?”

      The little girl nods and I sit down next to her as Tobias places her carefully back in her chair.

      “This is so beautiful, Daisy,” I say. She’s coloring a picture of a butterfly. “Is pink your favorite color?” It’s a safe guess, since the entire butterfly is pink.

      She looks up at me with those wide blue eyes and barely nods.

      “Mine too,” I tell her.

      She notices the necklace I’m wearing. A gold butterfly, as it turns out.

      “I like your necklace,” she whispers.

      The necklace was a gift from a Nashville jewelry designer who randomly sent it to me. I’m definitely not an influencer. When I have time to post on social media at all, it’s usually something to do with the band, or my brothers, or being on tour. Occasionally I’ll post things about my life on the road or a good restaurant recommendation or a brand of clothing I like. I don’t have time to do more with my platform than that, but I do have a huge following. I’m sure most of the people who follow me are hoping to catch a glimpse of whichever brother they’re most in love with. Last I checked, I had around seven million followers.

      People and companies often send me gifts or products they’re hoping I’ll promote. My assistants go through all the stuff and, if they think it’s something I’ll like, they’ll show it to me. They put the rest of it aside and at this point most of my spare room in Kade’s building off Broadway is full of these gifts.

      My assistant showed me this necklace a few months ago and I loved it. It was made by a woman who handcrafts one-off pieces of jewelry. At the time, I put it on and posted about it. The woman later reached out to my assistant and told her to thank me. She’d sold out of every piece she’s ever made and
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