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“IS THAT WHAT we were? Friends with benefits?”

“No, I liked—”

“Liked me? But not enough to stop shagging Kiki or mention that you were engaged to her?”

“For the love of God! We’re not and never have been engaged.”

“So let me get this straight! You had your arrangement with Kiki. Then I come along and you started fucking me too, just because you’re Jay Miller and you can?”
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Chapter One
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“TWENTY CITIES IN FIVE weeks is nothing new. I don’t need time-off.” Book publicist, Andrea “Andi” Scott grabbed her coffee cup from her desk. In frustration, she took a swig of coffee that had already gone cold. With an abruptness she didn’t expect, she reached for a tissue and wiped away the remnants from her mouth left behind from that mistake. At five-foot-six, in a three-inch heel, the small-but-mighty, shoulder-length blonde began to pace across her corner office. Any publicist would give their left arm to work at New York’s most prestigious publishing company, Book Publishing, Inc. Andi had given everything, including her heart and soul. She worked around the clock. Barely slept, forgot to eat, and couldn’t remember what a social life entailed. Jake Richards wanted her job. Andi knew it. He may not have said it but his actions around the office in the past six months yelled it out loud. Her manager, Rita Tanner, constantly assured her it wasn’t the case. Jake was young, energetic, and just trying to make his mark. Andi knew damn well his intentions were to make his mark in her corner office. At thirty-one, she’d spent five years working day and night to make her mark. Rita attempted to get a word in while Andi paced.

“And those five weeks successfully put Tom Lee’s book in the top ten on the New York bestsellers list.”

Andi darted a look at Rita she knew expressed her anger and frustration. “If I’m wrong about Jake trying to steal my job, why are you suggesting I take a leave?”

Rita laughed. “Not a leave, Andi. A well-deserved vacation.” Rita reminded her she hadn’t taken one in the five years she’d been with the publishing house.

Andi stopped pacing and argued she had taken a vacation. “I have. Twice, last year.” She remembered taking the time off to meet her mother’s fiancé and his son. And then for the wedding.

Rita stood and placed her hands on Andi’s arms. “Two long weekends don’t count. If you don’t rest—” Rita dropped her hands to her hips. “Then Jake will make his move when you’re burned out.” 

Andi looked into Rita’s eyes, searching for honesty. “So, he does want my job.”

Rita smiled. “Honey, every publicist in New York wants your job.” Rita made her way to the door and turned. From her perfect coiffed hair to pedicured toes, Rita—like her business—was always in place. At five-foot-seven, with a three-inch heel added, Rita always towered over Andi, but she never felt intimidated by her boss. Rita had class, experience, and Andi’s back. “You have four months of vacation banked.”

Before Andi could reply, she saw her assistant, Morgan, in the doorway. Rita left Andi’s office with three words. “Think about it.” 

Andi laughed. A vacation was the last thing she needed. If she was out of the office that long, Jake would have it re-decorated. Morgan entered the office when Andi beckoned. “There’s a Rick Taylor on the phone. He says it’s an emergency.”

Rick had never called her before. She’d only met him twice. She reached for the phone. “Hi Rick, are my mom and your dad okay?” 

“They’re both fine—or at least I think so. I haven’t seen them since the wedding,” Rick confessed.

Andi laughed. “Good to know I’m not the only distant child.”

Rick laughed too. “I think they both know we have busy careers. I try to call when I can.”

Andi admitted she tried to as well. He didn’t get into any further small chat and came right out with the reason of his call. “I need a favour.”

Andi took a seat at her desk. “Sure. What can I do for my big brother?” Assuming he was going to ask for one of her connections. She remembered he was some country singer’s manager. Though their professions were different, she knew he’d use the same radio stations and television affiliates across the country to schedule special appearances. 

“I need a tour publicist for Brett’s tour that starts in two weeks.”

She hadn’t expected the favor he needed, but she understood the panic in Rick’s tone. “Brett is your country singer?”

Rick laughed. “Yes, he is. Brett Hill. Our tour publicist left due to a death in the family. Everything is booked but I can’t tour without a publicist. Brett’s success was huge last year, and the fans are expecting nothing less for this year. Can you help?”

Andi racked her brain for tour publicists she’d connected with. But two weeks wasn’t a lot of notice. Publicists were booked far in advance of any tour. “That’s short notice, Rick. I can check with my contacts, but they’re probably already on the road or booked to start soon.”

“I meant you, Andi. I want you to do the tour with me.”

His reply threw her for a loop. She rolled her chair back from her desk. “Me? I’m a book publicist, not a country music publicist.”  Rick had to be desperate, she thought.  

“I know, but I’m desperate. I’ve tried a few contacts and you’re right, they’re booked. You’ve toured the country, you know the contacts. I trust you to make it work. From what I remember when we met, you’re as much a workaholic as I am, and I’m touring with you and will give you whatever support you need.”

He was correct about her work ethic. She remembered Rita’s suggestion that she needed to take a vacation. Andi smiled. Perhaps she could satisfy Rita and help her brother at the same time. “Okay,” she replied. 

“Seriously? You’ll do it?” Rick sounded ecstatic.

His excitement made her reflect on the wedding of their parents. Both had confessed their awkwardness that day around their parents’ friends. Most, they didn’t know. Others, they didn’t want to remember. Andi remembered the laughter they shared along with the wine. It was nice. She’d always longed for a sibling, but never had one, until now.  

Andi laughed. “Why not? I have four months’ vacation; my publisher is strongly suggesting I take. And you know I’d rather work.”

Rick laughed too. “You and me both. Thanks, Sis! I’ll email you the specifics for the tour and the address of where to meet me. Can you start in two days?”

Andi paused. She could wrap up it in two days. A touch of excitement filled her. She needed this. “I can. Be good to see my only brother.” She knew this was exactly what she needed to keep Rita happy and help her brother at the same time. Andi thought about her mom’s wedding again and made a mental note to call her.

She sat back in her chair and twirled to face the scenic view her corner office gave her. Her reading glasses, held in one hand, sat just inside her lips as she chewed on the end. She thought about her brother’s conversation and pictured him in panic mode. The business, no matter whether they were authors, or singers, could do that do you. She knew too well first-hand. Andi pictured Rick pacing as she did many times a day, running his hand through his thick black hair. She remembered him doing that quite often at the wedding and noted it as a gesture when he became anxious, or in this case, panicked. She felt good about this tour. Twenty cities in five weeks was nothing, she could handle thirty-some in four months.
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Chapter Two
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“BRETT, I’D LIKE TO introduce Andi Scott.” 

Brett looked at his manager and then at the beautiful woman beside him. Rick added to his introduction that she was their new tour publicist. Brett laughed. “Sorry, I thought Andi Scott was a guy.” He smiled and extended his hand. “I was clearly wrong.” He tipped his Stetson to her, followed by a smile he’d heard drove women wild. 

Andi smiled and placed her hand in his. “It’s a pleasure to meet you, Mr. Hill.” 

Her polite professional introduction dropped his ego a notch. His country charm usually had better results. This woman didn’t appear to be affected by his charm or his looks. Her soft skin felt good against the roughness of his. Realizing he’d held onto her hand too long, he quickly let go. “Please, call me Brett.”

Andi looked at Rick. “I take it you didn’t tell him we were related. I hope that doesn’t create any problems, or the fact that I am a woman.” 

Rick laughed. “Sorry, I hadn’t had time to fill him in. Only a quick message that said I found a publicist for the tour.”

Brett liked her and her confidence. All he’d known about Andi Scott was what he’d heard. Andi Scott was a name known for country-wide tours and the best connections for radio and tv interviews. He assumed by the name, Andi, she was a guy. Embarrassed, he apologized. “No problems if you can do the job.”

“Good. I’d like to review a few things with you about the tour.” Andi took a seat and pulled her tablet from her bag. 

Brett turned to Rick. “Andi Scott is your sister?”

Rick laughed. “Step-sister. My dad married her mom last year.”

Brett nodded. He remembered Rick talking about his Dad’s wedding, but if he’d known he had such a beautiful sister, he would have delved deeper into family matters. Not that it mattered now. She was his publicist and he had to keep their relationship professional. 

“I should only take a few minutes of your time, Mr. Hill–Brett.” Andi interrupted his thoughts.

Rick patted his shoulder and glanced behind Brett at Andi. “You’re in good hands.” 

Brett grinned and watched Rick walk away. He took a deep breath. He hoped his manager was right. With two weeks left before the tour began, she’d better be the best. He had enough to focus on and needed a publicist who could handle all the ins and outs of the tour. He turned. “Okay, Miss Scott, fire away.”

Andi smiled and motioned for him to take a seat across from her. Her focus wasn’t on him but on the tablet in her hand. Her finger swiped the screen and she asked one question after another. Brett felt assured she could handle the tour. Within forty-eight hours she’d reviewed the itineraries, confirmed press passes and backstage credentials, and made a few adjustments she’d asked for Brett’s approval on. Andi Scott’s connections made her the best. Her contacts with fan clubs, exclusive parties and autograph sessions impressed him. 

“I’ll be present at all personal appearances and will communicate with media producers in advance to discuss the interview formats.”

Brett smiled. “Thanks for joining the team.”

Andi thanked him. “I also read you maintain a strict diet on the road. Can I get a copy of that? And, your personal trainer’s contact information.” 

His eyes were drawn to the motion of her foot slipping in and out of her shoe. Her action made him want to take those shoes off and put them under his bed. Brett quickly reminded himself to keep it professional. This woman had some affect on him. Many women in his past had. But this one was different. Sexy as hell, even in a business suit, he could only imagine what she’d look like in a pair of tight denims. Professional, Brett. Keep it professional. 

Brett confirmed Rick had everyone’s number and his diet. “You are organized and thorough.”

Andi smiled. “I’m here to make sure your tour runs smoothly. I want you to feel your tour was time well spent. With that, despite the hard work, the long hours, and the hand sanitizer–.” Andi laughed. He enjoyed her humor and joined in laughter with her. She smiled. “Then it becomes time well spent for your team too. Those moments all add up to a great tour.” 

Brett stood. “Sounds like you have my back.”

Andi stood too and nodded. “I do. So many cities in so many weeks. After a few days it’s hard to remember which day it is or what city you’re in. I’ll be the one backstage to remind you.”

She laughed. “So, you don’t yell ‘Hello, Virginia’ when you’re in Cleveland.”

Brett laughed. “I hope I’m paying you well.” He felt his eyebrows do that quick little movement. 

She raised her eyebrows. “I’m worth every cent.”

Was that a flirtatious move on her part? Or simply her humour?  He did enjoy her humour. It would make those long hours ahead of them worth it. Brett believed Andi was perfect for the job. She extended her hand. Her skin still felt good against his. Not that he’d admit it. He could be wrong, but he felt the attraction between them. Brett remembered his dad’s advice back when he was a teenager. You’ll know she’s attracted to you with her eyebrows. Brett chuckled silently, remembering his dad’s explanation. When you see someone you’re attracted to, without thinking, your eyebrows will rise and fall in small but quick movement. If she fancies you, she’ll raise her eyebrows. 

Andi stepped past him and stopped at the doorway when he called out her name, along with one more thank you and assurance she was the one for the job. Not just a tilt of her head, but her entire body turned to face him. As she did, her hair moved sensuously through the air. More of his dad’s early advice came back to him suddenly. If she’s walking away and you call her name, if she just turns her head, she's not that interested. But if she stops and turns completely–you’re in.

“I take my job very seriously.” She smiled and waved goodbye.

Brett wondered if his dad’s advice was right. Her words told him differently. Then again, women confused him no matter how many times he’d attempted to figure them out. Two things he knew for sure: she could do the job and she was sexy as hell. Then he reminded himself to remain focused on the tour.

****
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THE NEXT TWO WEEKS flew by. Brett  finished the last sound check with the band and wanted to check in with Andi for the final confirmation everything was good to go for the next day. He paused at the doorway, impressed as he listened to her phone conversation. 

“He’ll be playing the most popular songs as requested from his fans, along with classic country music songs. You’ll hear stories of his time playing music and will enjoy his passionate and spontaneous crowd interaction. Brett’s Share the Love tour is going to be the hottest tour of the year. And his opening acts are local bands from each city, giving them the chance to perform in front of larger audiences then the smaller venues they play. I can count on a time slot?”

Andi looked up and saw him at the door. She smiled and motioned with her finger  for him to wait. He tipped his hat. She’d asked about that tipping of the hat and he’d laughed. She didn’t know much about country singers or songs, but it amazed him how quickly she learned. He had no doubt this tour would be a success with her diligence. 

“Pretty amazing, isn’t she?” Rick came across the hall and joined Brett at the doorway. 

Brett nodded. “Sounds like she has everything under control.”

Rick laughed. “And I thought I was a workaholic. My little sis has proved me wrong. And the connections she has–man! She knows everyone in the biz. And to top it off, she’s reviewed budgets, forecasts, merchandise sales worldwide, and the media plans for the tour.” Rick shook his head. “Unbelievable. Gonna be the best tour yet!” 

Brett grinned. He felt Rick’s excitement along with his own. The entire crew was pumped and ready for the kick-off the next day. The last two weeks had flown by. 

Rick patted his shoulder. “I’ll catch up with you later. Call if you need anything.”

Brett nodded and turned his focus to Andi when she called his name. The excitement in her expression was genuine and her quick movements around the room showed her endless energy. He wondered if she ever relaxed or rested. Brett stepped forward. 

“Rick and I were just discussing your talents and how much you amaze us. Thanks for coming aboard to help make this tour the best one yet.”

Andi smiled. “Told you I take my work seriously.” She laughed. “Well, it’s not really work when it’s this much fun. Did you need something, Brett?”

He took a breath. For the past two weeks he’d convinced himself repeatedly, that there was no attraction between them. But the way she looked at him, and the way it made him feel...or maybe it was just wishful thinking. Each time, he shrugged it off and reminded himself it was only a business relationship.  “Just checking in on the final tour confirmation.” Andi stopped organizing her papers and stood. Her eyes lit up when she smiled. He felt her excitement and the passion she had for this tour. She stopped within a couple of inches. The scent from her perfume aroused his senses. Instead of wrapping her arms around him, like he’d just wished, she extended her hand professionally.

“Ready, and so the fun begins.”

Brett loved her confidence with her achievements in such a short time. He reached for hand. He loved the feel of her skin against his. “Thank you, Andi. For everything.” Brett genuinely meant it.

****
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“AND SO, THE FUN BEGINS.” Brett stopped where Andi promised she’d be backstage. 

Her smile continued to melt his heart. 

She leaned in close and whispered, “Hello, Jacksonville.”

He laughed, and then stood back. She gave a thumbs up. He tipped his hat at her and turned. Brett always took a moment before he entered the stage. He closed his eyes to see, feel, and hear how he wanted to be observed on stage. With a quick deep breath, he sprinted on-stage to the enthused cheers and the loud music. Brett wrapped his hand tight around the microphone. He grinned. The fans were pumped. He felt the love.

“Hello, Jacksonville.” He thought of Andi. She’d had his back.
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Chapter Three
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A FINAL CHECK OF THE tour merchandise ready to be sold and Andi made her way backstage. Her last-minute detail check almost made her miss out on her promise. Andi stopped beside Brett. He turned his head and tipped his hat. She leaned in to whisper, “Hello, Virginia Beach.”

He laughed and nodded. She promised she’d always remind him. Tonight, had been no exception.  Loud cheers echoed throughout the stadium. Unbelievable—the one word raced through her thoughts. She’d never felt such excitement before. Her book tours were more reserved. Not quiet, but not like this. She felt the love the fans expressed. The fans, the concerts, and Brett; mesmerized her. And they were only two weeks into the four-month tour. The last couple of weeks had also allowed her to get to know her new step-brother.  

Rick leaned in closer and asked, “Good decision to join us on tour?”

She felt like a child the night before Christmas with the adrenaline that pumped through her veins. Every single concert to date made her feel that way. She grinned and loudly answered,

“Best decision I ever made.”

“Hello, Virginia Beach!” Brett held the microphone in one hand while his other reached toward the sky. His black Stetson shadowed those eyes that drove the fans crazy. Andi had read about those Mediterranean blues, and the reaction they received; along with his muscular fit physique. The media wasn’t wrong. Andi did her research, as she always did. She breezed through a few articles about his appearance but spent more time devoted to his business, not his appearance. 

The crowd quieted when she heard him speak. Brett Hill. She loved his name. Simple, yet empowering at the same time. Just as him. Her first impression of him had changed. The love he had for his fans, the energy he put forth with every single concert; continued to amaze her. He’d become a good friend and she continued to fight the urge to be more than his friend. No man had ever had that affect on her. Andi constantly reminded herself it was a business relationship.

Diligent and detailed, her work ethic didn’t change. Brett Hill’s country music tour was taken as seriously as her book tours. The nature of the touring business, whether it be books or music, entailed an extremely high level of organization and attention to details. Andi interacted daily with the Rick and the crew. She prepared budgets and forecasted potential sales. The merchandise had been coordinated in the most economical and logistical ways for travel and sales. Andi relentlessly negotiated with venues, concession companies, and handled the tour funds. Rick had promised to be supportive and she’d been grateful for his input and advice.

A glance at his backside confirmed what she’d read about his muscular physique. The wild chants from the crowd confirmed what she couldn’t see–those eyes, even with the shadowing from his Stetson. She listened eagerly for him to continue.

“Any Virginia girls out here tonight?”

Andi chuckled silently. Of course there were, we’re at Virginia Beach. But she knew Brett was just getting them pumped.   

“Yes!” thundered throughout the stadium.

Brett laughed. 

Andi looked over at the screen beside her to see Brett’s reaction. His grin, that smile; weakened her knees and caused her heart to skip a little beat. She knew she wasn’t the only Virginia woman experiencing that weakness. Andi watched his scrumptious lips form his next words.

“Let’s get this night started with ‘Virginia Girl’. This song goes out to every single one of you!”

Roars and claps of excitement followed Brett’s dedication. The band started on cue and the night at Virginia Beach was filled with a lengthy list of Brett’s hits backed by a fire works display. Brett and his energized audience made the night a memorable night of country music.
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BACKSTAGE, BRETT HIGH-fived his crew and then moved closer to Andi.

“What did you think, Andi?” Brett asked. 

Even with the beads of sweat traveling down his face, she felt the sudden urge to kiss him. She quickly shook that thought, reminding herself to remain professional. His charm, his smile, wasn’t going to get to her the way it did to his fans. So, she attempted to toss in a little humour. “Plenty of hip-shaking tonight.”

Brett laughed. “I try.”

Andi felt herself blush. Too quickly, she defended her remark to redirect
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