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For my wife,

Thank you for always being my biggest supporter.
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CHAPTER ONE

OLIVIA JADE woke up in a dark room, an arm slung over her stomach while her head felt like someone was drumming on her brain. Her eyes were still trying to adjust to the night with help from the small beam of moonlight that shone through the window. Something wasn’t right. Olivia didn’t recognize the pink bed sheets, tall brown dresser, and fancy armchair in the corner where she could see her jeans hanging off the side. This definitely wasn’t her room.

Last night came rushing back to Olivia—the bar, the whiskey shots, and the tall, hot blonde flirting with her. There was no surprise that she ended up in the woman’s bed. It wasn’t the first time and certainly wouldn’t be the last. However, given that she couldn’t remember the blonde’s name, Olivia knew she had to leave before the woman woke up.

Olivia slid out from under the sleeping woman’s arm and panicked when she rolled over in the sheets until she realized she was still asleep. Her foot lit up before it hit the floor. Perfect, her phone made it back with her. She grabbed it quickly, using the light from the screen to gather all her tossed clothes before quietly sneaking out into the living room. Olivia would have won if there was a record for someone who got dressed the fastest. The front door was the final move of her great escape before anyone saw her.

Stepping outside, Olivia had no idea where she was. The street didn’t look familiar, but Ridgewood, New Jersey, wasn’t that big of a town, so she couldn’t be too far from home. She typed her address into the map app on her phone and watched as it calculated the twelve-minute walk. Her head was pounding, but she put one foot in front of the other and headed towards her house.

The hangover was getting worse just as Olivia finally made it home. She let herself in through the front door, grabbed the electric blue ice Gatorade from the kitchen, and headed to her room. Flopping down onto her bed, she buried her face in the pillows with relief. When she lifted her head to check the time, she saw it was only four in the morning. With sleep being the only thing to do at this dark hour, she drank the electrolytes and laid her head back on the pillow.

A few hours later, Olivia woke up grateful that she managed to sleep off most of the splitting headache that had abruptly woken her that morning. Taking one slow step at a time in her two-story home, she made her way down to the kitchen. As she waited for her coffee to brew, she looked around, surveying her home. She had come a long way from when she purchased this house two years ago.

When Olivia was ready to leave Manhattan behind her, she decided to go back to New Jersey. Not down south, near her parents, just somewhere she could purchase a place with acres of land and still be close to New York to visit her sister.

The second Olivia saw the new house on the market, she knew she had to have it. It was her dream home—an old Victorian style with a wraparound porch on acres of sprawling wooded land. The couple that had lived there for sixty years hadn’t updated much, but she could do most of that herself. Even though her personal life was far from quiet, the peace she could feel in the home was everything she had wanted.  

Projects like this were what Olivia loved to do when she wasn’t out traveling the world as a tour manager. Usually, she was responsible for organizing and overseeing all aspects of each concert. Her job was to handle all the logistics and expenses and be the liaison between the artist and the venues. She ensured that each day stayed on schedule and budget, that the artist and crew members were cared for, and that everything ran as smoothly as possible. But after years on the road, she decided to put that fast-paced lifestyle behind her, slow down, and get her hands dirty fixing up her new place. 

Olivia grew up always helping her mom around the house. She might have gotten her dad’s good looks with their matching black hair, olive skin, green eyes, and sharp bone structure, but she absolutely got her mom’s handy genes. Her dad couldn’t use a hammer for the life of him, but she could thank him for her athleticism. As Olivia got older, she learned from her mom how to hang pictures correctly, paint like a professional, keep the yard pristine, and use every tool at her disposal.

After she moved into her new place, Olivia hired a local team of workers to remove a wall and make the kitchen and living room one open space. They also updated each of the bathrooms. Once the people finished, Olivia and her mom did the rest. They painted each room, laid the white backsplash around the kitchen to match the marble island and cabinets, secured all the new gold hardware, and hung the artwork on the walls in every room. Now, the house that once was falling apart from the baseboards was nearly complete.

Today, Olivia needed to go to the store for a few more things. Her kitchen was missing some stools to sit on at the counter, and she wanted to fill the space above the brick fireplace with a few other knickknacks. Olivia took the next year off from touring, so she had plenty of time to make her home look Architectural Digest worthy.  

That afternoon, Olivia grabbed her stainless-steel water bottle from the counter and set out to their local antique shop, hoping to find some gems. She loved mixing vintage items with her home’s new modern look.

“Olivia!” She heard a voice when she entered the store.

“Pearl! How’s my favorite woman doing?”

Pearl owned the antique shop Olivia had frequently visited since she moved to town. She opened the store with her husband, John, right after they married forty-seven years ago. They would travel the world, finding items people didn’t want anymore. While Pearl ran the store, John would fix them and make them look brand new. These days, Pearl doesn’t travel anymore but still seems to find many precious items online.

“I’m doing very well, thank you for asking. How are you? You’re not on the road this month?”

“No, taking some time off.”

“Good for you, sweetheart. Come look at this new piece.” Pearl led Olivia to the back counter, where she heard Nat King Cole playing. “I got this old vinyl player that I recently had fixed up and thought of you.”

Sometimes, Olivia would visit the store to check in on Pearl, and they would always talk about the music they loved.

Olivia admired the vintage piece of music history.

“It’s amazing! Thank you for thinking of me, Pearl. I would love to buy it. How much can I give you for that and the vinyl spinning?”

“For you, take it.” Pearl waved it off as if her money wasn’t good enough.

“No way, Pearl. I’m not just taking it for nothing. It’s a great piece.”

“Please, dear. You’re always coming in here and spending money. It’s the least I could do for your years of support.”

“Thank you, Pearl. You’re a real one.” Olivia moved around the counter to hug Pearl. “I promise I’ll take great care of it, and you know it will get a lot of use with my vinyl collection.”

When Olivia’s grandparents passed, they left her all their old vinyls, so that’s where all her knowledge from that generation of music came from.

“Of course, dear. I know you’ll use it and enjoy it.” Pearl smiled, and it softened Olivia.

They had become very close over the years. Pearl’s husband passed about a year and a half after Olivia moved to town, and they never had any children, so Olivia always tried to look out for her. But Pearl was also a great listener. 

Olivia put the record back in its sleeve, gathered the cord from where it plugged into the wall, and closed the lid, ready to give the music player a new home.

“Pearl, are these new?” Olivia asked as she spotted some chairs against the back wall.

“Yes, I just got them in last week.”

The chairs were perfect for Olivia’s kitchen. They were high enough for the counter, had a wooden frame to match her kitchen, and deep green cushions to bring color into the area.

“I’ll take all four! They’re exactly what I wanted. Can you save them for me? I’ll come back tomorrow with a truck.”

“Of course, dear.”

“You’re the best, Pearl! Have a great day, and I’ll see you tomorrow! And thank you again!” Olivia shouted as she crossed the store to grab her vinyl player.

Before she left, she slipped the hundred-dollar bill from her wallet behind the counter. She appreciated Pearl’s gesture, but Olivia couldn’t walk out without leaving something.

As Olivia headed to the front of the store, she heard a woman call to her. “You realize you can’t sneak out and hide in a small town, right?”

The air left Olivia’s lungs when she recognized the voice from the night before. She slowly turned around as the blonde from the bar confronted her.

“Hi, um…” Olivia still could not remember this woman’s name for her life.

“It’s Lyla,” the woman said, her tone laced with annoyance.

“Lyla, yes, I was about to say that. How are you?” Olivia asked, leaning against a nearby shelf, trying to be as cool and collected as possible, even though anxiety was filling her inside.

Lyla rolled her eyes. “Just like I’m sure you were going to call me after you snuck out in the middle of the night.” She was visibly unhappy, standing with her arms crossed at her chest.

“Yeah, I was gonna call you later. I just had some errands to run first.”

“Don’t you think that might be hard, considering I never gave you my number? And since you decided to leave without it, let’s just call this what it is. It’s a small-town Olivia. I know you don’t spend more than one night with a woman, so let’s not play this game.”

“Okay, you’re right. I wasn’t going to call you, but I am glad we ran into each other. Let’s hang out sometime.” Olivia acknowledged how her sober brain still thought this woman was pretty and maybe she should see her again.

“Not a chance,” Lyla said, storming away without a goodbye.

I deserved that, Olivia thought to herself.  

It was one thing to have flings where Olivia grew up in Asbury Park, New Jersey. It was a bigger city, a beach town where summers would fill with beautiful women in bikinis who came for the season and vanished as soon as the cold rolled in. Then, living in New York City, it was simple for Olivia to avoid seeing the same woman twice. After that, being on the road in a different state or country daily made it even easier. But now, Olivia was back in her small town, still doing the same thing, and clearly, there was no hiding. Maybe it was time for her to finally let go of the idea of one-night stands and think about what she wanted for her future.  


CHAPTER TWO

WHEN OLIVIA was in high school, she was not this person. Back then, she was quiet and shy, staying in her lanes playing soccer and basketball while trying to figure out who she was. Hanging out with her friends from the team always made her happy, but when they had sleepovers, she would feel like an outcast. The girls would talk about how hot Matthew McConaughey was, but in her head, she was thinking about how beautiful Kate Hudson was.

Olivia met Wendy during their freshman year. She had just moved from a few towns over, but going to a new school may as well have been a completely new state. During lunch, Wendy asked if she could sit with Olivia and her friends, and that’s when their friendship started.

One fateful day in Olivia’s room, Wendy asked her if she had ever kissed anyone. She told her she hadn’t. Seconds later, Wendy leaned over, brushed her lips against Olivia’s, and her whole world turned upside down. She had never been attracted to a boy before and thought it was weird, but she knew this was different when she kissed Wendy. Things were happening in her body that she had never felt before, and everything finally started to make sense.  

Shortly after, Olivia and Wendy became inseparable, but neither was out to anyone, and no one at school knew they were more than friends. When senior year rolled around, Olivia thought Wendy was the love of her life. They had been in a relationship for almost four years and planned a future together. That was until Wendy broke her heart. She did the unthinkable and outed Olivia to the entire school. Her best friend, closest confidant, and girlfriend had betrayed her. That was when her thoughts on relationships started to change.  

Olivia came out to her family and finally embraced her sexuality publicly. Now, she was this totally different girl. She was confident, felt comfortable in her own skin, and was happier than ever. The shy girl from before was gone, and the personable, charming, and charismatic woman was here to stay.

That summer after graduation, Olivia would hang out on the beach, surfing in the morning and tanning by the afternoon. That alone attracted enough women for her to fill her time. And so, the start of summer flings with out-of-towners at the Jersey shore began.

Eventually, those short-lived situationships died when Olivia met Toni during her first year at NYU. A woman who finally made her want to commit again. They were both business majors and met in their Introduction to Accounting class. The two of them quickly became exclusive and spent every day together. By their third year, Toni moved into the off-campus apartment with Olivia and her younger sister, Jennifer. After that, Olivia and Toni graduated, landing jobs in Manhattan, where they would stay.

Once Jennifer moved out, Toni and Olivia had the apartment to themselves. They spent weekdays working, nights together at home or meeting friends for drinks, their whole future of marriage, kids, and a place they owned in the city planned ahead of them.

Olivia thought her whole life had fallen into place. A hedge fund just off Wall Street hired her full-time after she graduated. Sure, it was a total boys’ club, but she was making great money and living what she thought was the dream. She had a great apartment in New York City with a girlfriend she had planned to spend the rest of her life with. All her ducks were in order, and Olivia felt she had everything. But deep in her gut, she knew something was off.

She had always loved music since she was young, dancing around her grandparents’ living room while the record player filled the house with Frank Sinatra, Ray Charles, and Pasty Cline. Olivia had always wanted to do something in that field but followed her parent’s advice to go into business. After graduation, she would often tell Toni she wasn’t happy in the finance industry, but she always said it didn’t matter since it was a promising career.

One night, Toni and Olivia met their friends at a local run-down music venue to catch a band perform. While going to the bathroom, Olivia made a wrong turn and somehow found herself backstage chatting with the lead singer. Their band name was The Joes, which she later learned was because the woman and two guys were named Joe. The band wasn’t well-known, but they were doing a small tour around the United States at clubs, and Olivia thought they sounded great.

After a few shots with the front woman, Joey, Olivia accepted a job with them. They needed someone on the business side to help keep them organized and handle all the logistics. They couldn’t pay her much, but she figured it was enough to cover her part of the rent.

When Olivia returned to her friends, she told them everything that had happened. She was quitting her job in the morning and leaving next week with The Joes. The table went quiet, and no one could tell if Olivia was playing a practical joke or not. To blow up her whole career in one night to go on tour with an indie band wasn’t Olivia’s style, but once she assured the group she was serious and the shock wore off, everyone was thrilled for her. The adventure and its spontaneity all sounded so exciting. Toni was putting on an act of being supportive, but Olivia could tell her girlfriend was less enthusiastic.

Later that night, when Olivia and Toni returned home from the club, Toni’s demeanor changed.

“Liv, how could you make such a big decision like this without talking to me?” Toni’s hands were on her hips, and she stared at Olivia like a child getting in trouble.

“Excuse me? The tour that you just sat at the table with our friends telling me how awesome it was?” Olivia pointed back to the door, her hands flying around as she spoke. 

“Well, I didn’t want to be rude in front of everyone.”

“Oh, so you wanted to be the cool, supportive girlfriend out there, and now you can be the rude one here. Got it.”

“That’s not what I meant, Olivia, and you know it. You decided to quit a good job and leave the city. Leave me. And didn’t even talk to me about it.”

“Toni, I’m not leaving you.” Olivia walked over to Toni and held her hands. “I’ve been telling you I haven’t been happy at work. I’ve been feeling lost, and this opportunity presented itself, and now I finally feel excited again. Even if it means I’ll be traveling more, you’re still my girlfriend, and that won’t change.”

Toni’s look flattened. “What am I supposed to do without you?”

“You’ll have plenty to do with work and hanging out with friends. You’ve always wanted us to take a pottery class, so maybe now’s a good time for you to try it and have a hobby that’s your own. Then you’ll have plenty to do out of the house, so you’re not inside every night watching television alone. You’ll be so busy, you won’t even notice I’m gone,” Olivia said as she hugged Toni, not even realizing how true these words would turn out to be.

“I promise I’ll be back, Toni. I’m not leaving for good. And when you have days off, I can fly you out to visit me on the road. We can make memories in new places together.”

Olivia spent the next five days with Toni before she left. She would miss her a lot, but there was no question about her decision. If she hadn’t made this change now, she would have been stuck in a career she hated with people who would never accept her, and she wouldn’t have ever gotten out.

After Olivia left with the band, her life was a whirlwind. They would take turns driving or napping in the sleeping bags in the back of the van while staying at cheap motels where she would share a room with Joey and occasionally a bed. That’s when Olivia learned the road life and what the band’s original warning about “roughing it” really meant.

Olivia went from wearing business casual attire on Wall Street to week-old clothes that started stinking like each venue, and showering every night wasn’t even an option anymore. It wasn’t exactly what she pictured the tour world being, but the bond she created with these people on the road was unlike anything she had ever experienced.

Olivia made friends very easily in life. Her mom always said she could talk to a wall if she wanted to. But making friends on tour was completely different. You were thrown together with people twenty-four hours a day, seven days a week. They were total strangers one minute and became more like family the next. Everyone would know each other’s quirks, what made them laugh and cry, the foods they liked and disliked, their current and past relationships, and how they each grew up. She had never shared a bond like this with anyone other than her sister, and it was a part of her new journey that she truly came to love.

Olivia had missed her family and girlfriend a lot. Being away from them for longer than she had ever been wasn’t easy for her emotionally, but the experience was something she knew was worth it. Her old life of being responsible, doing well in school, getting her degree, and landing a nine-to-five job after college was gone. Now, Olivia could let her hair down, become more free, and finally find where she belonged.

The more time Olivia spent away from home, the more distant Toni and her had become. Initially, she was more supportive of Olivia’s new career, but after a while, she grew resentful.

After The Joes, Olivia moved on to work with a more well-known band, performing at larger theaters, and things got a little nicer. They were now staying in three-star hotels, replacing the run-down motels. She got her own room and now had a tour bus she shared with eleven other people, including the artist, allowing her to sleep in a bunk bed while a hired driver drove them to the next city.

Soon, Toni found someone new to fill her time with while Olivia was gone, ultimately ending their relationship. The result of another shattered heart left Olivia thinking the only way to continue was to avoid getting attached altogether. There was no time to be sad on tour. The one-night stands were back and there to stay. And there would be no more deep connections with anyone so that she could protect herself.

After fifteen years of touring, Olivia still fulfilled her needs, one woman a night. But as she arrived home that evening and walked up to her front porch, she stopped to look at the two rocking chairs. The woman who had sold Olivia the house had said she had no more use for them. Her husband had passed away, and she wasn’t going to sit outside without him after spending countless hours together in the chairs for over sixty years. Something about the story touched Olivia’s heart, so when she offered to leave them with the house, Olivia quickly accepted.

Today, she looked at the two chairs a little differently. The run-in with Lyla made Olivia realize she wanted what that older couple had. She wanted to come home to a woman she could sit on the front porch with, enjoy a glass of wine, and watch the sunset together. Olivia was so tired of these random hookups, but she couldn’t get herself to a place where she would ask a woman out on a real date.

Olivia needed to use this hiatus to relax and figure out where she wanted her life to go from there. If she didn’t go back out on the road, what did she want to do for work? Would she try again for a future with a wife and children she knew deep down she always wanted?

As if the universe could hear Olivia’s thoughts, her phone pinged on the kitchen counter with a new email notification. Olivia paused mid-singing her favorite song, “My Way” by Frank Sinatra, as it continued to fill the house from her new vinyl player. Placing her glass of red wine on the counter and pulling the wooden spoon out from the boiling pasta she made for dinner, Olivia curiously looked over to see who it was.

Subject: Tour Manager Opportunity for an A-List Artist

Hi Olivia,

I hope this message finds you well. My name is Charlie Donovan, and I manage the artist Peyton Davis. We’re gearing up for her world tour, which kicks off next week in the U.S. Unfortunately, our previous tour manager didn’t work out, and we’re now searching for the perfect person to take on this role.

Our production manager, Adam, spoke incredibly highly of you. He mentioned that you’ve worked together for years and said there was no one he trusts more to lead a large crew on a sold-out arena tour.

I understand this is last minute, and you’re currently on hiatus. However, I wanted to reach out personally to see if there’s any chance you’d consider jumping in for this exciting opportunity.

Thank you for your time, and I hope to hear from you soon.

Best regards,

Charlie Donovan

Olivia was surprised. She was not expecting a job opportunity to come her way since everyone she usually worked with knew she was taking time off for herself, but clearly, Adam needed her. And Peyton Davis was a massive pop star. Not that Olivia was necessarily a fan of hers, but she appreciated her music.

Quickly typing Adam’s name on her phone before changing her mind and ignoring the email, she tapped the number to call.

“Peyton! Did you get the email from Charlie?” Adam asked before she could even say hi.

“Hey, yeah, I did. I was surprised, but it made sense when I saw your name.”

“I know you’re taking time off, but you know you’re the only tour manager I’ll recommend. It’s a huge opportunity, Liv, so I thought you might consider coming back out on the road.”

Olivia took a second to think. She had managed large arena-level shows before, but never with such a prominent artist, which intrigued her.

“It sounds cool, but I wanted just to chill right now. Figure out my life, you know?”

“I get that and respect whatever you decide Liv, but this tour is great, and all the shows are sold out worldwide. Also, Peyton is super chill, and we would get to have another adventure together. I miss exploring the world with you. Plus, I need someone I can trust to help me run this crew.”

The pasta was boiling over, as were Olivia’s thoughts. “I’m not sure it’s the right time for me, but it sounds great, and it would be cool to travel with you again. Let me sleep on it and get back to you.”

Olivia hung up the phone and quickly removed the pot from the stove. Adam was someone she trusted wholeheartedly. They met fourteen years ago on the first theater run Olivia ever did. She had finally gotten out of the smelly van with The Joes, and the first person she met on her new bus was Adam. After he flirted with her on day one, she told him he didn’t have a chance in hell since she only liked women. That’s when they found their first thing in common.

From there, they went from job to job together. Different acts brought higher paychecks, theaters turned to amphitheaters, then to arenas, and they became partners in crime in every city. Adam was easily Olivia’s best friend and like the brother she never had. He was there to be her shoulder to cry on when she found out Toni had cheated on her and helped her through the rough breakup. He was also there for her when the occasional homesickness would hit, the grueling nights of no sleep, the pressures the tour brought, and the hangovers she suffered from in the mornings.

Olivia knew if Adam said that Peyton was cool and the opportunity was good, it would be worth her time. After they had both worked for so many artists who were not the best people, they vowed to avoid negative bosses and work environments. Life was too short, and they weren’t about to live with people who were assholes thinking their shit didn’t stink.

Taking the last sip of her wine, Olivia couldn’t believe she was considering going out on the road again. At thirty-six years old, having lived in a metal tin can on wheels for almost half her life, she needed to take some much-needed and deserved time off for her mental and physical well-being. She knew she was a sought-after tour manager in the industry and had already turned down some smaller offers to take the break she needed, but this would be the first global pop star she ever worked for. Maybe this was the last adventure she needed before closing out this chapter of her career. But it was a big decision she didn’t want to make after drinking half a bottle of wine, so she cleaned up after eating dinner and headed to bed. This decision would be a problem for tomorrow.


CHAPTER THREE

PEYTON DAVIS sat in one of the numerous chairs around her large outdoor table in her gated Brentwood, California mega-mansion backyard, sipping coffee on a sunny April morning. As she took in her private oasis of a yard, she questioned why she had so many lounge chairs around her pool when she didn’t have nearly that many people to fill them.

It was just another morning alone, even though she lived with her boyfriend, Josh, for the last six years. Peyton had dreamed for most of her life that her career would get to where she currently was—on top of the world musically, on the covers of magazines, and a man in her life who would hopefully one day be her husband. But lately, she felt like things weren’t adding up. The whole picture was missing something. 

The ringing of Peyton’s phone ripped her from these thoughts. She looked down to see a silly photo of Sam and her pop up on the screen.

“Hey, Sam.”

“Hey, Peyton! How’s my favorite boss doing?” Sam was always cheery and in a good mood, no matter what time of day it was—one of the many things she loved about her best friend and assistant.

“I’m good. I’m just sitting outside having my morning coffee.”

“With Josh?” Sam’s voice on the other end of the phone sounded shocked.

“Yeah, right.” Peyton pulled back the phone from her ear to check the time. It was almost ten-thirty, which was too early for him, especially after a night out.

“Let me guess. Another party last night, got home late, drunk, and is still sleeping?”

“Nailed it.”

It’s almost as if Peyton could hear Sam rolling her eyes. Sam wasn’t the biggest fan of Josh, but she at least tried to conceal her feelings for Peyton’s benefit—most of the time.

“Well, I wanted to see if you needed me to come by and help you pack later. I know we don’t leave for another five days, but you have a wardrobe fitting and rehearsal this weekend, and I didn’t want to leave it until the last minute.”

“Ugh, you know I hate packing.” That was Peyton’s least favorite part about going on tour. How would she know what outfit she’d want to wear on a Wednesday seven weeks from now?

“Which is exactly why I’m asking if you want me to come help. I could come over around five with a bottle of wine, and we can order takeout for dinner while we get it done.”

“You know how to make a girl say yes. Thanks, Sam.”

Sam was Peyton’s best friend for a year before she became her assistant. Peyton didn’t have very many friends or people she could trust, but when her manager, Charlie, introduced the two, Peyton knew they’d be thick as thieves. And she would have been lost without Sam these last eight years.

Before her, Peyton used to forget to eat when she was in the studio or busy on the road. Her closet was constantly a disaster. Her house was unorganized, her calendar was never up to date, and the emails piled up faster than she could read. Not only did Sam keep Peyton’s personal and professional life afloat and help eliminate her stress, but she was also a great friend who she could always trust to be there for her.

Once Peyton finished her coffee, she headed back inside to get ready for her daily workout. Every morning, she went into the professional gym she had built in the guest house or went for a run outside. With all of Peyton’s singing and dancing, she had to keep up her cardio to perform for ninety minutes a night.

Peyton stepped outside on a sunny, sixty-two degrees crisp morning with fresh white sneakers on. She loved the fresh air, but this morning, she also needed to leave the house. Josh had woken her when he came home the night before at almost five in the morning, wasted, and she was getting sick of it. All he did was stay out every night and party with his friends. Rarely would he choose to be home spending time with her. And don’t even get her started on the last time he had taken Peyton out on a date.

It had been at least four months since their last outing, and that was only because Sam had made the reservation. Josh never made the effort. If it weren’t for Sam throwing her a huge surprise party for her thirtieth, he wouldn’t have even remembered Peyton’s birthday last year.

Recently, he booked them a trip to Turks and Caicos for the week of their sixth anniversary. Peyton was so excited that he had finally remembered something and even planned a romantic trip. Once they arrived, she realized he had no idea it was their anniversary. They were on the tropical island for Josh’s best friend’s birthday, and she was only there to tag along with his guy friends and each of their girlfriends, whom she had never even met.

This person wasn’t the Josh she once knew. When they first started dating, he was all about Peyton. He would plan different date nights and take her out to romantic dinners, and they spent so much time having fun and being creative together while they worked on their music. He was a country singer, and she was a pop star, so they each had their own identity, which was perfect.

After only a few months of dating, he moved from Nashville to be with her. She hadn’t asked him to, but he showed up one day with all his stuff and never left. Shortly after that, he told her he loved her, so Peyton didn’t mind how quickly it had all happened because he was cute, charming, and romantic, and she fell for him, too. Fans began making videos of the two of them together, and Peyton enjoyed seeing how excited the public was for them.

Peyton could still see the parts of Josh she fell in love with all these years later, but lately, she wondered if they were growing apart. Josh’s priorities were partying, while hers were focusing on her music. She felt he had become resentful because her career continued to grow, and his didn’t. When he wasn’t the one who was more successful in the relationship, he stopped recording his music altogether and seemed comfortable living off Peyton, her money, and her fame.

Recently, Peyton wondered if she was staying in the relationship out of fear of her fans being upset or if she truly still loved Josh. Her fans were everything to her. They were such fantastic support, always cheering her up in the comments, selling out her shows in minutes, and being there during the most significant moments of her life.

Sometimes, though, the pressure of staying on top while ensuring she was on her best behavior and constantly had to look good for the cameras was too much for her to handle. Peyton had young fans who looked up to her, people she couldn’t let down, others who wanted to see her crumble and be the first to capture the moment, and an entire industry of people who always wanted something from her. It was constantly exhausting having to balance everything in her life.

Peyton stretched and put on her headphones before she set out into the neighborhood on her run. After about a mile in, while she was still thinking about work, Josh, and her life, she saw these two women sitting outside on their front porch with teacups. They were smiling and laughing, and she even saw one of them lean in for a kiss. Peyton wanted that kind of love with someone. The closeness the two women shared warmed her heart.

When Peyton entered the house, she saw Josh lounging on the couch, stroking his fingers through his messy, long, dark hair and beard that he had been growing for the last few weeks. His Armani sweatpants sat so low she could see the top of his groin. Of course, he had no shirt on, leaving the scattered tattoos across his arms and stomach on full display. The large one, written in bold block letters across his mid-section, specifically caught her attention today. It read, “No Fear.”

“Hey, Babygirl, where’d you go so early?” Josh asked.

“It’s after twelve.” Peyton tried hard not to roll her eyes at her boyfriend. “And I just went for a run in the neighborhood,” Peyton answered as she passed through the living room, still able to smell the liquor on him from the night before.

“Oh? You don’t look that sweaty for just having gone on a run.”

Peyton stopped in her tracks and turned to face him. “What does that even mean, Josh?”

“I’m just saying, is that where you were, or did you go somewhere else?”

Peyton was not in the mood for his jealousy or whatever accusations he was throwing her way right now. She already had too much on her mind and was not about to engage with his nonsense.

Turning and ignoring him, she grabbed her blue silicone squeeze ball off the nearby table and continued through the living room, up the stairs.

Before she hit the top landing, she heard him yell, “Wait, Babygirl! I’m sorry I said that. Can you come back and make me coffee, please?”

Peyton hesitated as she held on tighter to the squishy cube in her hand. Josh spoke in a sweet tone, which Peyton, at one point, thought was cute until she recently recognized he only spoke to her like that when he wanted something.

“Please, Babygirl! I don’t feel good.” Josh groaned from below.

Peyton came back down and obliged, this time in silence. She entered the kitchen, poured him his black coffee, and brought it to him with a plate of his favorite chocolate almond biscotti. Josh thanked her and kissed her on the cheek before she headed upstairs to shower.

Peyton needed to get her head on straight to be ready for the next year and a half of shows, but she couldn’t help noticing all the little things about Josh that started bothering her so much. Nothing like this from the past six years had stuck out to her, but something recently changed, and Peyton couldn’t figure out what.

Later that afternoon, Sam came over to help Peyton pack.

“Hello! Peyton! Are you here?” Sam shouted from the foyer.

“Up here!” Peyton yelled. “I’m in my closet!”

“Wow,” Sam said as she walked in, holding two glasses of wine. She found Peyton on the floor, surrounded by clothes everywhere.

“I know. I pulled outfits for days off, workout clothes, and pajamas.” Peyton looked around the closet. “And at some point, I think almost everything I own.”

Sam handed Peyton a glass before she said, “Okay, let’s start with one section at a time, and we can eliminate things as we go along.”

Peyton’s closet wasn’t just a standard walk-in closet. It was an almost five hundred square foot room, bigger than some people’s entire apartment in LA. Three sides had clothes that hung on top and bottom, organized by style and color, and one had a large mirror with a platform for fittings. A square island on the opposite end had drawers surrounding each side for all the items Peyton had to fold or hide out of sight. Then, there was a small white ottoman in the corner. She didn’t know why her designer had put that there. It wasn’t like she was going to be hanging out in her closet on the regular.

“Thank you, S. That’s why I need you. You always have a plan to organize my chaos.”

Peyton got quiet as she played with her shoelaces. She was deciding if she should finally voice some of her thoughts about Josh, but once she said them out loud, she knew she couldn’t take them back.

“Sam, can I talk to you about something?”

“Of course, P.” Sam didn’t miss a beat as she continued to fold the clothes into the suitcase. “You know I’m always here for you.”

“I feel like things with Josh aren’t the best anymore.” Peyton paused. She didn’t even know where to begin. “I’m just noticing things lately, and I don’t think he’s the same guy he was when we first met. And I think maybe I’m getting the ick for him.”

When Sam didn’t answer right away, Peyton looked up to find her making prayer hands as she whispered to the ceiling, “Thank you,” smiling from ear to ear.

“Sam, for real, this is serious. My head is in shambles. Like, I don’t even know when I started to notice these feelings and the things he does, but now that I’ve seen them, I can’t stop seeing them.”

Sam turned and gave her full attention to Peyton. “I’m sorry, I do take you seriously. What is it specifically that you started to notice?”

“This morning, he accused me of not going for a run. Like, what the hell else would I be doing in workout clothes outside in the morning? Then he had the nerve to ask me to make him a coffee. Like when did I become his housekeeper and not his girlfriend?” 

“Okay. Do you want my honest opinion? I just don’t want you getting mad at me.”

“Yes. Sam, I would never get mad at you. I need to talk about this.”

Peyton waited as Sam took a deep breath, adjusting the glasses on her face, clearly gearing up to say something she already had on her mind. “He’s been doing this stuff to you for six years but has layered it with saying or doing nice things, so you didn’t notice. I’m just honestly happy you’re finally seeing it. He accuses you of being deceptive because he’s probably feeling guilty. I’m not sure of what exactly, but that’s Guilt 101. He always asks you to get him drinks, do his laundry, cook him dinner, and you’ve always just done it. You don’t even do your laundry. You’re a great girlfriend, Peyton, and that’s why you take care of him, but he doesn’t deserve it, and I don’t think he ever did.”

Peyton was at a loss of words. Was Sam right, and she was just now noticing everything?

“It’s not your fault, P. Your mom’s rotating boyfriends and dad being nonexistent isn’t exactly the showcase for a young girl to know what a good healthy relationship looks like. You’re an amazing person who loves deeply, but you deserve a partner who treats you the same way you treat them.”

Sam had a good point, but for now, Peyton needed to focus on her upcoming shows. She could worry about Josh and everything else later.

“Is Josh coming with us on Tuesday?” Sam casually asked.

“No, he’s going to fly out a few days after to meet us in Vegas. Then he’ll be with us for the rest of the U.S. shows.” Peyton released a long, exacerbated sigh she hadn’t even realized she had been holding in. Hearing what Sam had been saying gave her something to think about. Maybe Peyton ignored these things in the past because she was so happy with Josh, and she liked that he needed her, but now, she had to see if their relationship was worth salvaging or if it was better to move on.


CHAPTER FOUR

THE NEXT day, after breakfast, Olivia went to pick up her new kitchen chairs from Pearl’s shop. When she entered the store, Pearl recognized something was wrong. Olivia didn’t want to get into details but let Pearl know she had a hard decision to make with work. Sweet Pearl had told her to follow her heart, and she couldn’t go wrong.

Afterward, Olivia hugged the shop owner, loaded the chairs in the back of a borrowed pickup truck, and was on her way home. She thought about the new tour as she weighed the pros and cons. By the time night came along, Olivia had so much anxiety. She tossed and turned in bed for hours, unable to get any real sleep. Soon, the clock beside her bed read five-thirty in the morning. Begrudgingly, she just got up and headed to the kitchen to start her day.

While the coffee brewed, Olivia decided she needed to talk to Jennifer. Her sister always helped when making hard decisions, and Jennifer knew her best, so she shot off a quick text.

Olivia: Morning Jenn! Are you around later after work?

Jennifer: Morning Sis! I am, what’s up?

Olivia: I need to talk to you about something.

Jennifer: Tough decorating decisions you need to make?

Olivia: Funny, but no. I do have more going on in my life than this house, you know. 

Jennifer: I’m sorry. I know you do. Was it a one-night stand gone bad? I’m heading to Mom and Dads for the weekend after work. Want to meet me there?

Jennifer liked to tease Olivia. And yes, it was annoying, but it was also one of the things she loved about their relationship. No matter what, Olivia knew Jennifer would always be there whenever she needed her and could always count on her honesty. 

Olivia sent an emoji, rolling her eyes before she texted Jennifer again.

Olivia: Sure, I’ll take the train to you this afternoon, and we can go home together.

Jennifer: Cool, see ya later!

Later that afternoon, Olivia jumped on the train to meet Jennifer at Penn Station. When they arrived, Olivia stepped off and climbed the stairs to switch platforms.

As she was looking down at her phone, Olivia felt a jolt as her shoulder collided with someone’s, and the water bottle fell out of her hand. “Shit, sor—.” The words stuck in her throat as she looked up to find her ex-girlfriend standing a foot away.

“Olivia,” Toni said, looking as shocked as Olivia felt.

They hadn’t seen each other since the breakup years ago. It took a split-second for Olivia to register that there was a third person, the same woman she had cheated on Olivia with, holding Toni’s hand. The same hand where a specific diamond sparkled, causing her stomach to lurch.

“How are you, Olive?”

“Don’t call me that.” Olivia snapped back.

Olive was the nickname Toni had given her back in college, and she was the only person who ever used it. It was Toni’s version of a pet name because she was constantly snacking on black olives.

Toni looked slightly to her right, where her fiancé stood, no one knowing how to handle this situation. “I hope the tour’s still going well for you.”

“It’s the best. I’m leaving for another one next week,” Olivia said confidently before the words could register. She hadn’t known where they had come from. All Olivia’s senses flew out the window the longer she stood before her ex. Technically, she wasn’t lying, though. Maybe she was leaving next week.

“I see you two are still going strong.” Olivia looked at the woman who still hadn’t spoken a word, whose name she never cared to learn. “Don’t forget to invite me to the wedding.” Olivia awkwardly laughed as she watched Toni flinch.

“Well, this has been lovely. Have a good night, Olivia.” Toni quickly turned and disappeared into the crowded train station. 

Within a minute, Jennifer rushed up to Olivia. “Let’s go, train leaves in four minutes.” Jennifer yanked on Olivia’s hand, and the two headed down the stairwell towards the platform.

Once on the train, Olivia put her headphones in. She did not want to talk about her run-in with Toni, but she couldn’t lie to herself—Toni looked good. The engagement ring had thrown her off, though. After all this time, she honestly was happy for Toni and was over their breakup, even if her actions didn’t exactly show that.

Two and a half hours later, they arrived at the Jersey shore. Jumping into a taxi together, they had about twenty-five minutes until they were at their parent’s house—the light gray, two-story home a few blocks from the beach they had grown up in.

When the car pulled up, their mom had already been waiting for them on the front steps. The sight of her anxiously peering down the street set them off laughing before the Uber even came to a stop.

Olivia heard her mom, Kim, shout from the steps, “Honey, our girls are finally here! Come and help them with their bags.” In seconds, Kim rushed towards them and threw her arms around them, squeezing tightly and stroking their hair like they were returning from war and not a routine weekend visit.

Their dad, Jason, came over next to hug them both and said, “My two princesses. I missed you girls.”

They would always be Daddy’s little girls in his eyes, so Olivia didn’t mind the nickname he still used from when they were kids.

“We’re so happy to have you both home for the weekend.” Their mom squeezed them one last time before she had to let go so they could enter the house. “I just started to cook dinner. Let’s chat while I finish.”

Olivia and Jennifer heard the Knicks game blaring from the television in the living room as they walked to the kitchen. Their dad never missed a game, and usually, they didn’t either. The four of them loved to bond over basketball, but tonight, Olivia needed to talk to her mom and sister about what was happening in her life. So, they would have to get the highlights from her dad later.

“Olivia, grab a bottle of wine from the cabinet and pour three glasses. I want to hear everything that’s going on with my girls.”

Popping the cork, Olivia poured a generous amount into all three before she handed them to her mom and sister.

As Olivia sipped her wine, she heard Jennifer say, “Liv, you texted me this morning about something. What’s up with you?”

Olivia looked between the two of them and jumped right in. “I got a job offer.”

Her sister huffed from next to her. “That’s a good thing. Why did you sound like you had a problem.”

“Jennifer, be nice to your sister and let her finish.”

They rarely fought, but their mom quickly intervened, so things never escalated.   

“The job offer is good, but I don’t know if I should take it. After I fainted last year from being so burnt out by the tour, I promised myself I would take time off to relax, focus on my health, and see if I still wanna do this. I’m scared to jump back into it too soon and delay figuring out what comes next with my life.”

“Sweetie,” her mother said in her soothing voice. “That was unfortunate, but you worked yourself into the ground for years after your breakup. But you’ve now had the time to rejuvenate, and I think if you went back out, you’d be fine because you’ll prioritize your sleep and health. You’re still so young and don’t need a timeline for everything. Life will work itself out the way it’s supposed to.”

“I agree with Mom, Liv, minus the young part, but you don’t need everything figured out right this second. Plus, you were tired and fainted once. It’s not the end of the world. You got to relax for a little while, and now you’ll take better care of yourself. And think of all the women you could have one-night stands with outside of your small town.” Jennifer laughed as Olivia playfully shoved her. “And you won’t have to risk running into Toni.”

“Toni?” Her mom quickly turned from the stove, narrowing her eyes in Olivia’s direction.

“Wait, you saw that?” Olivia questioned.

“I see everything.” Jennifer winked at Olivia almost menacingly.

“You know I never liked her. She was always so rude when she came around.”

“I know, Mom. I think we’re all happy she’s gone.”

“Anyways, who is the tour for?” Kim, the sweet woman, chose not to discuss the subject further.

“It’s with Peyton Davis,” Olivia responded.

Suddenly, Olivia felt Jennifer squeezing her forearm from beside her as she turned to see her eyes widen. But before she could say anything, their mom chimed in.

“I love Peyton Davis! Alexa, play ‘She Made Me Do It’ by Peyton Davis,” their mom shouted before either could say anything.

Olivia and Jennifer watched as their mother started to sing and sway to the music. They looked at each other in confusion before they broke out in a fit of laughter.

“What? Just because I might be older doesn’t mean I’m not hip and up to date on my pop music.”

When the song ended and their laughing stopped, Olivia continued. “Adam is the production manager, which is how I got recommended for the job.”

“Oh great, I’m glad Adam will be there.” Her mom looked so happy. She loved Adam. The first time he came with Olivia to visit while they were traveling through South Jersey, he brought her mom a flower bouquet and a bottle of red wine. A small gesture went a long way with Kim, especially since she usually did these things for others. She hosted a monthly potluck with all the neighborhood women at the house. They told everyone it was their book club, but Olivia knew better. It was the night when all the moms would gossip and drink wine.

“Jenn, can you not?” Olivia tried to take a sip from her glass but felt her sister shake her arm. “You’re going to make me spill my wine.”

Finally, Jennifer released her grip on Olivia and blurted, “Peyton Davis, like THE Peyton Davis. Global pop star Peyton Davis!?”

“Yes, Jenn. That same Peyton Davis.”

“Oh my God! Liv, are you insane!? What’s wrong with you? How are you even questioning this right now? You have to go on this tour, it’s Peyton freakin’ Davis! And obviously, get me tickets.” 

Their mom giggled. “Jennifer, leave your sister alone. Let her decide if she’s even going or not first.”

“You can’t possibly say no to this. It’s PEYTON DAVIS!” Jennifer was now screaming.

“I know who it’s for, Jenn, not to mention you’ve said it five times already.” Olivia paused for a second now that she could sip her wine. “You know what, screw it, I’m going.”

Olivia watched as her mom and sister started to clap and cheer before she joined in and said, “Well, I’m glad I came here this weekend because I’m leaving Tuesday, and the tour’s first leg is for two and a half months.”

Olivia’s mom walked around the counter and threw her arms around them as she said, “I’m so proud of both my girls.”

“Okay, so what show are you getting me tickets to?” Jennifer broke the nice moment between the three of them.

Olivia lightly smacked her sister’s arm. “Can I start the job first?”

Jennifer rolled her eyes. “Fine, but you should at least brush up on Peyton before you work for her.”

“I’m not on any social media.” Olivia hated people having access to her life.

“Yeah, you need to get on Instagram or something. You’re the worst millennial.”

It was now Olivia’s turn to roll her eyes at her sister’s comment. Jennifer handed her phone to Olivia, who had already opened Peyton’s Instagram profile. As she scrolled through her photos, Olivia saw one of her arms slung around a guy. Curious, she opened the post and read some of the comments to find out who he was to her. 

“Is Peyton not straight?” Olivia asked Jennifer as she showed her the comment under the post where someone accused the relationship of being fake. Her sister was always up on the latest celebrity gossip.

“I’ve seen a few of those comments saying she’s bi or gay. Not sure, though, since that guy has been her boyfriend for a while.” Jennifer pointed to the man in the photo.

It’s not that Peyton’s sexuality mattered to Olivia, but she wondered if there was anything to people’s comments. She continued down the Peyton rabbit hole until dinner was ready.

Later that night, Olivia crawled into bed. She wrote an email to Charlie to let her know she was interested in the position and, a few minutes later, got a response confirming their call for tomorrow morning. Then she texted Adam to update him, to which he quickly replied, “Fuck yea.”

If everything went well, Olivia would soon be Peyton Davis’s new tour manager. Her nervous excitement flared as she thought about the possible next journey. She didn’t want to get ahead of herself since the job wasn’t even officially hers yet, but in the meantime, she could listen to more of Peyton’s top song playlist while she waited.


CHAPTER FIVE

“LET’S FUCKING go!” Adam yelled to Olivia when they met in the lobby on the first evening. 

They landed in Phoenix, Arizona, earlier that afternoon. Since everyone had the day off before opening night, Olivia and Adam decided to grab a quick bite to eat at the hotel and catch up on all they’d missed since the last time they saw each other.

Adam ordered them two drinks as soon as they sat down. After years of taking shots of cheap whiskey, they grew into their adult drink, now sipping on an old-fashioned. Bulleit whiskey was their go-to in the cocktail, mixed with bitters, water, and muddled sugar, topped with an orange peel and a dark cherry.

“I can’t believe you actually came. I thought I’d have to fly to your house and drag you out.” 

“You almost had to, and I appreciate you putting my name up for the job. I’m happy to be here.”

Their server set both drinks on the bar in front of them. They each picked up their glass and lightly clinked them together as they toasted to the start of their new journey on the road again.

“Anytime, Liv. No one else I’d rather be in the trenches with. Just glad they’re five stars now, though.” Olivia shivered as she remembered the dirty motels they used to stay in. She found blood on the wall in her shower once, and it was horrifying. “And please make sure to take care of yourself. I’m always here if you need anything.”

Adam had been there when Olivia fainted on the last tour. It was a scary moment, but opening her eyes to a friendly face helped.

“Thanks, Adam. What’ve you been up to since I last saw you? Still with what’s her name from Miami?”

“No, that faded pretty quickly when I realized I hated going to Florida to visit.”

Olivia laughed. “Honestly, that’s fair.”

“I’ve been working mostly but had some time off in LA and went on a few dates. Nothing that stuck. What have you gotten into since you left the tour life?”

“Not much, really, just finishing the house and trying to do nothing for once.” 

“You’ll have to invite me out some time so I can see what you’ve done with the place.”

“You know you don’t need an invitation. You’re like the brother I never asked for.”

Adam smirked at Olivia. “And you’re the sister I never needed. It’s already hard enough getting women to talk to me, and now I gotta compete with you every time we’re out.”

Olivia wasn’t vain, but she knew she looked good with her tanned skin, long, straight dark hair, toned athletic body, and bright green eyes. But she did try to be the best wingwoman.

“Speaking of, any hookups lately? I need to live vicariously through you. I’ve been so busy I don’t even remember the last time I had sex,” Adam said with no topics off limits.

“Not since last week. It’s hard when you aren’t traveling and live in a small town.” Olivia sipped her drink before continuing the part of the story Adam really wanted to hear about. “Same old, met her at a bar, got drunk, couldn’t remember her name, and snuck out in the middle of the night. I did run into her the next day, though, which was new. Some small-town shit.”

Adam laughed and lifted his glass to Olivia. “Man, it must be nice to be you. Think you’ll ever settle down or keep riding this different woman every night wave until you die?”

Olivia looked deep into her drink as if it held all the answers. “Honestly, I don’t know. Sometimes, I think about how I used to want a wife and kids, but after my last relationship, I don’t know if I want to risk getting hurt again.”

“I hear you, Liv, but don’t be afraid if that’s what you want. I know I’m not one to talk about relationships, but I want a wife at some point. I might have to go through hell to find her, but I know it will all be worth it. And I think it will also be worth the risk for you.”

Olivia thought about what Adam had said. She wasn’t the only one in the world who had gotten their heart broken, and that probably hadn’t stopped them from trying again. “You’re probably right. Just easier said than done.”

“Don’t worry, Liv. One day, we’re both gonna settle down, build a life with someone, and laugh about all our bad dates and relationships from the past.”

After they finished, Adam and Olivia headed back up to their rooms. The whole group was usually always on the same floor when they traveled, so they were neighbors for the night.

As Olivia pulled her key card out of her pocket, she heard Adam from beside her say, “Liv, I’m glad you’re here. This tour is gonna be epic, and you know I always got your back.”

Olivia looked at Adam earnestly and smiled. “Thanks, I’m happy to be back. I’m looking forward to the new adventure, but let’s maybe take a few less shots this time around. The hangovers are way harder to get over in our thirties.”

They laughed and said goodnight before disappearing into their rooms for the evening.

The next morning, Olivia woke up an hour before her alarm went off. Her first-day jitters were in full effect. She was excited to meet everyone she’d spend every day with for the next few months, but she was also a little nervous about making sure each show went off without a hitch.

About two hours later, the crew was outside loading the bus with all their luggage, backpacks, and heavy-duty Pelican cases—the thick, padded travel cases used to protect fragile equipment. The bigger ones usually lived on the trucks with the other production gear, but sometimes, people would keep their smaller personal ones safe on the bus every night.

The first morning was always a circus. Olivia had to assign each person to one of the four buses, but after that, she let everyone fight out which bunk they would sleep in for the next ten weeks. The perks of being the tour and production manager were that Olivia and Adam always got the two beds turned into condo bunks. Each section had three narrow beds stacked up but could be adjusted to two bigger ones when needed.

Olivia was particular about her bunk position. She didn’t like being too close to the door that led to the lounge since you could sometimes hear when the party was still going on out there, and she didn’t like being on the bottom. So, the driver prepared the back two passenger-side bunks as condos for the next two and a half months. When Olivia got on the bus, she threw her bag onto the top bed to secure her place, and Adam claimed the one below her.

Desert Diamond Arena was only twenty minutes from the hotel, so they all got to spend the drive introducing themselves and getting to know one another. It was like adult summer camp, and they were all crazy enough to sign up for the adventure, which she felt was part of the attraction to this job. People who didn’t like being in one place for too long or mind the crazy hours and time away, who wanted to have fun while they met new people and listened to good music as they worked, were usually the ones to thrive in this environment.

Being on the road was a rollercoaster, but it was one Olivia continuously strapped in for. Almost everyone told her she was insane for living out of a suitcase on a bus filled with strangers, away from home for months at a time, but they didn’t get it. New cities, countries, friends, crowds, and music, it was awesome. But it wasn’t all fun and games. It was hard work, too.

They worked nineteen-hour days, some longer depending on bus call that night. They got very little sleep unless there was a long journey into a day off. They also had to shower most nights at the public venue they worked at. Olivia didn’t care about these things, though. It came with the territory and was what she loved to do. She was grateful for all the experiences and people she got to do it with. But after years on the road, the more difficult parts started to weigh on Olivia, causing her to take a break last year. Once she was back, though, Olivia realized she had missed it.

After breakfast and multiple cups of coffee, they all got to work to build the stage for the show. Olivia spent most mornings in her office—answering emails, counting tickets for their VIP guest list, and checking in with the next hotel they would be staying at in the upcoming city. She always needed to triple-check their work, making sure everyone had a room and the keys were ready for their arrival. Most importantly, Olivia had to ensure her boss’s room was prepared with the list of items requested at every hotel and needed to be in Peyton’s room before her arrival. Peyton’s rider was simple compared to past people Olivia had worked for. Just a few healthy snacks, water bottles, tea packets with a kettle, manuka honey, fruit, bath salts, and occasionally a bottle of red wine.

As Olivia sat at her desk, her phone started to ring with an unknown number.

“Hello?”

“Hey, Olivia! It’s Sam, Peyton’s assistant.”

“Oh hey, what’s up?”

“I need a favor.”

“Anything.” Even though it was her job, Olivia would always help anyone who asked. 

“Peyton’s boyfriend, Josh, just called me and wants to do something special for Peyton’s first show since he can’t be there. But I’m with Peyton, so I was wondering if I could send you his number, and maybe you could help him?”

“Sure. Text me Josh’s contact information, and I’ll handle everything.”

“You’re the best. Thanks, Olivia!”

After they hung up, Olivia received the information from Sam before she sent a quick text to introduce herself.

Olivia: Hey Josh! It’s Olivia, Peyton’s tour manager. Sam just called and said you needed help with something for Peyton.

Josh: Sup, yeah, thanks for helping. I’ll Venmo you $500 so you can get some stuff for her dressing room.

Sup. Josh sounded like a real winner already.

Olivia: Sure. Anything specific you had in mind?

Josh: I don’t know, nice stuff.

Olivia: Okay, any ideas of things she likes?

Josh: You know, girl things. Honestly, whatever you would want your boyfriend to surprise you with.

Olivia scoffed at Josh’s text. He would assume she was straight. And who didn’t know things their girlfriend liked? She was already not a fan of Josh.

She had never done something like this for a previous girlfriend, but Olivia felt she could do a lot with five hundred dollars. She sent her Venmo handle so Josh could send the money and told Adam she was running out to do some errands for Peyton’s boyfriend.

Olivia’s first stop was the closest local flower shop she could find, which had great reviews.

As she opened the door, the bell rang above her head, and an older woman appeared from the back room. “Hi, can I help you with something?”

“Yes, please. My name is Olivia. I’m working around the corner at the arena and needed some of your best flowers.”

“Of course, do you know what kind you’d like?”

Olivia didn’t know how to answer the woman, and Josh had no idea what Peyton’s favorite flower was. Luckily for her, Peyton was a celebrity, so she was sure she could find out online.

“Can I please get as many yellow roses as you have?” Olivia was pleased to find an interview in which someone asked Peyton what her favorite flower was and her favorite treat. She made a mental note to stop at a nearby bakery afterward.

The woman walked into the back before another younger woman came out and introduced herself to Olivia. Her daughter also worked at the store and would be helping.

After Olivia had spent almost all of Josh’s money, she helped the two women load the van with flowers. Before heading to the arena, the kind women took her to the best bakery a few streets over so she could spend the rest.

Once Olivia finished, they pulled into the venue’s loading dock. She grabbed the two women’s temporary tour passes and showed them the way to the dressing room so they could set everything up.

Twenty minutes later, the room was ready. The women had left and done a fantastic job, so Olivia invited them to come back for the show if they wanted to. She was finishing writing out a note from Josh when she heard someone open the door.

“Oh my God!” Peyton shrieked. “This is so beautiful!”

Peyton walked in, and Olivia watched how completely taken aback she was when she saw the room—seven dozen bouquets of yellow roses sat around, and a red velvet cake with white buttercream icing was on the coffee table. Realization hit after a minute, and Peyton walked over to where Olivia stood and reached for her hand.

“Hi, I’m Peyton.”

“Hi, I’m Olivia,” she said as she shook Peyton’s hand, feeling a shock from where they touched. “It’s nice to meet you.”

Olivia couldn’t stop staring. The woman’s long blonde hair was pulled back in a ponytail, accentuating her high cheekbones and strong jawline. Her smile was beautiful, and her eyes sparkled like sapphires in the sun.

“Um, I’m your tour manager,” Olivia said, needing to explain further so that Peyton knew she wasn’t just some random person in her dressing room.

“Awesome, it’s so nice to meet you. Who is all this from?”

Olivia reached for the card on the table and handed it to Peyton. She didn’t move as Peyton read the card out loud. “Good luck tonight, and congratulations on the sold-out tour! I wish I could have been there, but I hope you have a great first show. I love you, Josh.”

Josh hadn’t answered any of Olivia’s texts, so she had no idea what he wanted her to write. She did her best to make the card sound like it was from someone she had never met.

Olivia watched as Peyton held the card close to her chest and said, “This is the nicest thing Josh has ever done for me.”

Olivia was proud of herself for doing such a good job and was relieved Peyton believed the card was from him.

“I’m…” Olivia pointed to the door instead of finishing her sentence and bolted out of Peyton’s space.

Within thirty minutes, they were all out in the arena for soundcheck. Olivia took her place on the general admission floor, where she could watch the first rehearsal. She hadn’t seen the stage until now, but it looked amazing.

The backdrop was a massive LED video screen showcasing different song visuals. During one, a montage alternated numerous photos and videos taken in all the cities Peyton and the crew had traveled through, bringing everyone on Peyton’s music journey with her. In another, one of her love songs, there were shared photos from couples that Olivia assumed were Peyton’s fans. Others had abstract shapes and colors that flowed along the back wall.

More props showcased themselves throughout the set. Halfway through the concert, a sphere dropped from the ceiling and lit like a rainbow. Later, multiple small silver disco balls spun above where the crowd would fill in, reflecting light around the arena. Large footlights lined the stage from below and above, shining in different directions to give more special effects. They even changed colors to match the mood of each song.

From above, the stage looked like a huge letter T, part of it shooting out into the crowd like a long runway for a fashion show. As Peyton and the dancers walked up the path, certain songs had fire and smoke shooting out the sides. The band sat across the back part of the platform while the dancers always moved around, not missing even one inch of the stage.

During the show, Peyton stood on a specific section, which rose her a few feet higher above or dropped down below, when she needed a quick escape for a wardrobe change. There were two hidden doors where she could quickly leave the stage when required. Olivia knew seeing the whole production that evening would be incredible, but before then, she needed to grab her jaw off the floor and stop gazing at her boss.

That night, as the lights in the arena went dark, Olivia watched the band and dancers take their place. The audience started to scream, and seconds later, the platform rose Peyton up to the center of the dark stage, and then a large spotlight lit her in front of the crowd.

Olivia stood on the right side, obscured from the audience’s view. She could feel the stage rumble below her feet and heard the roaring chorus of eighteen thousand fans shouting and clapping. She had never experienced something like this before, and Olivia had gone to many shows.

As the show continued, Peyton made her way closer to the side where Olivia stood, and her breath caught in her throat. Somehow, Peyton looked even more beautiful. She had the voice of an angel, long blonde waves cascading down her back, flawless makeup, and a light blue sequence-studded catsuit that perfectly hugged her body and made her blue eyes pop even more. Olivia was mesmerized.

Everything Peyton wore throughout the show after her opening look was even better than the last. The red dress sparkled with matching heels, followed by the gold bodysuit covered in jewels and fringe, the black shorts and bra two-piece that showcased her long legs and toned torso paired with a floor-length black leather jacket and tall boots, and her last look that was Olivia’s absolute favorite. A yellow silk dress that scooped low on Peyton’s chest, exposing her cleavage, with a large slit cut out on one side to showcase a smooth leg. Olivia thought Peyton looked great in anything she wore, on stage and off, but something about that last look really drew her in. 

Seventeen songs and ninety minutes later, the show ended, and Peyton exited the stage. The lights turned on so the fans could leave safely while the crew came out immediately to break everything down. They had to repack everything, load the trucks with all the gear, and get ready to drive to the next show.

Olivia caught up with Adam on stage. “What a great show!”

“Fuck, yeah, it was. The production was perfect, and Peyton killed it,” Adam said, sounding thrilled while the crew scrambled around them.

“Yeah, she looked amazing.” Olivia dazed out, replaying images of Peyton from the show in her head. “The performance and production… looked amazing.” Olivia corrected herself. She should not be commenting on her boss’s appearance and hadn’t even known where that had come from.

A few hours later, the crew and local workers loaded the eighteen-wheeler trucks before they hit the road for the next city. It was two in the morning, and Olivia’s blood was still pumping from the adrenaline of the show. She figured the crew was already drinking—a nightly ritual, which she would usually pace herself, but tonight was the first night, so she figured she should celebrate. Her thoughts of showering and going straight to bed sounded appealing, but one drink couldn’t hurt.

Olivia poured herself some whiskey from the management office rider. One of the many perks of being with an artist with a high budget was each dressing room got its own food and drink items. The crew, management, and the artist got what they wanted at each arena. She never let anyone go overboard, except Peyton, since it was her money, but anything they didn’t finish made its way to the bus each night, so they would be extra stocked for long rides.

Before Olivia could leave the office, Adam came charging in. “Liv!” He yelled. Olivia could tell he had already had a drink or two. “Let’s take a shot. To the first successful night back on the road together.”

It didn’t seem like she had a choice as Adam poured them each a shot before he finished his sentence. Olivia took one of the red cups and held it up.

“To a great opening night and many more,” Olivia said as Adam cheered, smashing the cup a little too hard, causing the liquor to slush and spill over the edge.

“Drinking without us?” Olivia heard a familiar voice from the doorway and froze.

Luckily, Adam was there to pick up the slack. “Hey! Come in. I’ll get you both a shot!” Adam ran over to where the whiskey sat on the table and poured two more heavy shots before he passed them out.

Peyton smiled as she passed Olivia and went to sit in her chair. Sam introduced herself as she perched on the edge of the desk near Peyton before the four of them held their cups in the air.

“Thank you both for your hard work and an incredible first show!” Peyton did the honors before they tapped their cups together.


CHAPTER SIX

PEYTON WAS thrilled with how the first show went. The crowd was wild, and the production was perfect. To celebrate, she decided to have a drink with her management team to say thank you. She always liked to be personable but professional with them, never wanting to get a bad reputation as a boss who didn’t care about the people who worked so hard for her every day.

As Peyton stood in the room with Sam, Olivia, and Adam, she tried not to squirm after throwing back her shot of whiskey, feeling the burn slide down her throat. She usually wasn’t one for shots or whiskey, for that matter, but she could handle it when she wanted to.

“Great first show, Peyton,” Adam said after finishing his cup. “And thanks for having me. This year is gonna be awesome.”

“Thank you. We’re happy to have you,” Peyton responded as she looked at Olivia, who turned away the second their eyes met.

“Can I make anyone a drink?” Olivia asked the room as she turned to make one for herself.

“Sure, I’ll have whatever you’re making over there,” Peyton answered.

“I’ll have one too,” Sam said. “Are you having one, Adam?”

“Yup, Liv knows the drill.”

Peyton watched as Olivia shot Adam a look over her shoulder. “I’m assuming you two have known each other for a while?”

“Liv and I go way back. What’s it been?” Adam paused as he ate some Skittles from his desk. His brain was visibly trying to remember before Olivia answered the question for him. “Fourteen years.”

“Wow, you two must have some stories,” Sam said as she looked at Adam. 

Peyton stood up and collected Adam and Sam’s cups so she could bring them over to Olivia. When Olivia reached for them, their hands grazed, and Peyton smiled. Olivia nodded thanks, and before she could look away, Peyton noticed Olivia had the brightest green eyes she had ever seen.

“So, how did you get into touring?” Peyton asked, trying to make conversation as Olivia mixed their drinks.

“I heard this band play at a local spot in New York City. After the show, I spoke to the lead singer, and they said they needed extra hands. That was my first run, where I learned everything on the road. I was the tour and production manager, coordinator, assistant, and driver. You name it, I did it.”

“That’s awesome. Who was the band?” Peyton found herself suddenly interested in Olivia’s past.

“This rock band called The Joes.”

Peyton had never heard of them but pointed to her shirt. Olivia paused and looked down, not realizing she had her old tour tee on.

Olivia moved to hand Adam and Sam their drinks after mixing them.

“How’d you two first meet?” Sam asked as she sipped the drink seconds after Olivia placed it in her hand.

Peyton walked back to where she previously sat and listened as Olivia spoke. “I met Adam a little over a year into my career when I got a job to join The Rivals on tour. He was already a part of the team, and the rest is history.”

Peyton thought Olivia wasn’t like past tour managers. Usually, they opened up pretty quickly, but Olivia was quiet and didn’t give much, just what she needed to. The last person was a man who got too comfortable and made inappropriate comments and gestures to Peyton. When they fired him, she did ask for a more professional woman.

Olivia handed Peyton the other cup filled with a new drink as their eyes met again. “Whiskey mixed with some orange bitters, a splash of water, and sugar. My road version of an old-fashioned,” Olivia said, looking away first before she walked over to sit on the desk across from Peyton. 

As Peyton watched Olivia, she asked, “Do you just carry around bitters?” There was something Peyton thought was so intriguing about Olivia.

“I actually do.” Olivia giggled, and Peyton was pleased with herself for having caused that. “It’s our favorite drink, so I always keep some in my production case.”

Peyton nodded and took a sip of her drink. She was certainly impressed and a bit curious about Olivia.

“How long have you two known each other?” Adam asked Peyton and Sam.

“8 years,” Sam said before telling the story about how they met through Charlie—first, becoming best friends until she saw what a mess Peyton’s life was, which led to the assistant job. Life Manager was probably a better title, though.

After all their cups were empty and they got to know each other better, Peyton decided it was time to head out. “This was fun. Thanks for letting us crash your party.”

“Anytime,” Adam said at the same time as Olivia. “Crash whenever you’d like.” Olivia invited them, and Peyton thought she might take her up on that.

Peyton smiled. “Goodnight, you two,” she said before stepping into the hallway.

“Thanks for the drinks!” Sam shouted, following Peyton back to her dressing room. “They’re really cool.”

“Yeah, I feel like my tour is in good hands,” Peyton said before she grabbed her bag and headed to the shower.

Shortly after, Peyton and Sam made their way out to the bus for the night. It was Peyton’s home away from home. So, after years of traveling and renting different buses, she decided having the same one every time was better. 

Before Peyton's last tour, she designed and purchased a brand new one. It was black on the outside with the darkest tinted windows Peyton could legally get, so no one could ever see inside as they drove by. The interior had light tan leather seats, white marble countertops, a lounge with two couches on both sides, and a big-screen TV above each. A small kitchen housed Peyton’s food, snacks, supplies, toaster, and espresso machine. Behind the kitchen table, a refrigerator held all her drinks, and a freezer held ice packs and ice cream she sometimes wanted after the show. There was also a small door to the bathroom before you entered through the first sliding divider, which led to the four large condo bunk beds, two on each side. Through the second thick divider was Peyton’s private bedroom, which had a closet with extra blankets, pillows, and any clothes she wanted to leave on the bus, as well as a queen bed and another TV for her to watch movies or shows on long bus rides.

After saying goodnight to Sam, Peyton hit the button to close her door and went straight to bed.

The next morning, Peyton woke up in sunny Las Vegas, Nevada. She hadn’t slept well, so she got up and headed to the kitchen for a cup of coffee.

“Morning Sam, did you get some sleep?” Peyton asked as she walked into the bright lounge, her eyes still trying to adjust from the darkness she just emerged from.

“I slept fantastic, surprisingly. How was your first night on the bus?”

Peyton thought back to the night before and smiled. “It wasn’t bad. I’m excited for show two tonight,” Peyton said while adding her almond vanilla creamer to her morning coffee. “Would you want to go for a run with me?”

“I’d love to! We’re close to the strip, though, and I’m sure it’s already busy, so we should avoid venturing too far out today. Doing some laps around the arena might be better so no one sees you.”

“That works for me. I’ll have my coffee and get changed. We’ll go in forty-five minutes?”

Sam nodded before Peyton took the cup back to her room and sat down for a minute as she enjoyed the first warm sip, followed by the hit of caffeine. She liked running alone, feeling freedom and the space to think, but today, Peyton wanted Sam to come along to help distract her from her thoughts.

While Peyton finished her coffee, she picked up her blue squishy cube and opened social media. She was careful about when and how long she spent scrolling on her phone. Never before coffee, when she was writing, or in the studio. It had the potential to make her anxious and throw her off her stride, but time was different on tour, and she liked to see the photos of fans at her concerts. Particularly the young ones who came with their parents. It always made her happy to see them beaming at the camera with a caption that said it was their first-ever show.

People always tagged Peyton in photos and posted them from her concert, but as she continued through the tiny thumbnail photos, she came across one that was not from her show. Peyton clicked on it, confused as she zoomed in and realized a group of women surrounded a guy.

Josh.

Peyton’s heart no longer fluttered when she saw these kinds of pictures. She suspected he’d be out every night she was out of town, not that it was any different from the nights she was in town.

Right as Peyton was about to close her phone, a three-minute video appeared on the screen. She enlarged it and watched the clip. Josh had gone on some guy’s podcast and talked about the song they made.

“What the actual fuck?” Peyton mumbled into the empty room before storming into the lounge.

“Have you seen this?” She asked, shoving her phone into her best friend’s hand.

Sam looked down and watched as it played. “He is not serious.” Sam narrowed her eyes. “No one was supposed to know about the song. Also, since when does he go on podcasts?”

“Since when does he dress like a hipster cowboy wearing clunky rings on every finger with multiple bracelets stacked on one arm while keeping their sunglasses on inside the entire podcast?” Peyton wasn’t sure if she was more annoyed at how he looked or what he said. In six years, she had never seen him dress like that.

Sam tried to hold in her laugh. “What happened to you guys launching the song as a surprise at the last LA show?”

“I literally have no idea.” Peyton was fuming. “Like, I don’t understand what he’s doing. And I can’t believe Josh acted like he wrote the song. Telling people that I’m too mainstream and that he had to help me get deeper into my feelings. Is he fucking serious? I wrote the entire song. He might have added one line, and I’m sure I changed it because his writing wasn’t even good.”

Sam walked over to Peyton, who was pacing in the smallest kitchen, and placed her hands on Peyton’s shoulders before she said, “You know no one will believe anything Josh says. Let’s go for a run and forget about this. You have a tour to focus on right now.”

Angry, Peyton closed the screen and tossed her phone onto the couch. She walked back to her room, threw on her beige leggings, matching sports bra, white sneakers, and hat, and headed outside with Sam. Hopefully, this run would help clear her mind.


CHAPTER SEVEN

OLIVIA OPENED her eyes to a dark rectangle bunk when she felt the bus come to a stop and turn off. They were only three days in and had officially made it to Sin City. The first night went great, and Olivia even had a chance to spend a little time with Peyton and Sam.

She took her job as the tour manager very seriously, but something kept drawing her attention to Peyton. Maybe it was the fact that she was the artist. Olivia probably hadn’t looked at Peyton more often than Sam or Adam. A slight shock had traveled through her as her hand brushed against Peyton’s, but she couldn’t overthink it. Peyton was her boss, and she knew better. Professional. That’s what she was. If her body had reacted to Peyton, it would have been innocent. After all, Olivia was only human and knew a beautiful woman when she saw one. 

Knowing better than anyone, having any crush on the road was a massive no for Olivia, especially when it was the boss. She made the mistake once of kissing a woman on her crew and had vowed never to do it again. It had been nothing, really. Flirting after a few drinks, a make-out session, and some innocent fun. They had laughed about it in the morning, and Olivia felt reassured that they were on the same page.

A few days later, Olivia went home with a local woman when they all went out in Vancouver. The famous saying “Don’t shit where you eat” could not be more true. Crews were worse than teenage girls, and the word spread faster than she could manage, which made for a very awkward rest of the tour. After that, Olivia stuck to finding strangers in random cities, using her easy out when they needed to leave. It was the perfect recipe for her and always worked in her favor.

Olivia shivered under the cold air conditioner, quickly breaking her out of these thoughts. She needed to head outside and get ready for the day.

Her first stop was the bay of the bus. It was easier to swap clothes in the small duffle bag, carrying it inside with just what she needed instead of dragging a large, heavy suitcase into the venue each day.

“Liv!” She heard Adam yell from a table nearby as she walked into catering.

Olivia poured her coffee and headed over to where he sat.

“Morning, sleep good?” Olivia asked as she placed her cup on the table and dropped her bag and backpack on the floor.

“Not bad,” Adam responded, still sounding half asleep. “Assuming you slept well since nothing fell on my head last night.” Olivia couldn’t stop her laugh.

On one of their first tours together, Adam slept on the bus in the bunk below her. The older buses didn’t have a ledge between the wall and the mattress like they do now, so one night, when she was restless and moved around too much, an item accidentally slid into the opening. The next morning, when she was panic searching for her phone, Adam handed it to her, explaining that it had landed on his head in the middle of the night.

“Jerk.” Olivia shoved him playfully. “You know my stuff is locked up now, and I felt bad about that. But if you keep snoring, I will figure out how to throw something at your head.”

Olivia got up to make her breakfast plate from the buffet table. Typically, she would always have scrambled eggs, bacon, and potatoes because those were usually the only options she had, but this tour gave them a whole array of different foods. Today, she decided to have French toast with oatmeal and fruit. Once satisfied with her choices, she took her plates and returned to sit with Adam and the other crew members.

“Anyone down for a night out? We’re in Vegas with a day off tomorrow. Feels like we can get into a little trouble tonight.” Adam asked everyone at the table. Most seemed excited and agreed to go out after they were done with work later.

“I’m in. I’ll pass the word along to everyone else.”

Olivia always made sure to invite everyone when they went out together. There was never any pressure to come, but she liked to give each person the option to make their own decision and not feel left out.

After sitting at her desk for a few hours, Olivia needed to stretch her legs. She walked over to check in on the stage manager and crew to see if they needed anything. Then she stopped by the local venue office in the arena to introduce herself before returning to being hunched over her computer.

While walking through the arena, almost back to the office, Olivia felt her phone vibrate in the back pocket of her black jeans. She looked down and opened the new text notification.

Jennifer: Hey bitch! How’s the tour, and more importantly, what’s Peyton like!?

Olivia smiled at her sister’s text. Occasionally, the names changed—sometimes, Olivia was “drama queen” or, when Jennifer felt nice, aka she needed something, “favorite sis.”

As she started to type back a text message, she bumped into someone else. “Damn, I’m so sor—” Olivia lost her words when she looked up to find a taller Peyton Davis with a smile on her face, looking down at her.

“It’s okay. Whatever was on your phone seemed too good to look away from.”

Olivia couldn’t pull her eyes away. Peyton had the most radiating smile. A nervousness suddenly took over the normally confident Olivia, and she couldn’t remember how to speak.

Thankfully, Peyton continued. “I heard you laugh as you were walking this way.”

Olivia giggled, giving herself a second to find her footing again. “Just my annoying little sister.” She held up her phone before shoving it back into her pocket.

“Must be fun having a sister.”

“Most of the time, but I love the crap outta her no matter what she does. Do you have any siblings?” Olivia felt stupid the second she asked the question. She was talking to a celebrity. Of course, her family history was online.

“No siblings. Sam is the closest person I have to a sister.”

“That’s cool. Blood isn’t the only thing that makes people family.” Not knowing what else to say but not wanting the conversation to end, Olivia took a sip of her water before she continued. “I’m excited to see Sam later.”

Peyton looked like she was searching for something on Olivia’s face. “Oh, are you guys hanging out?” Peyton asked, and Olivia swore she could sense a little jealousy.

“Yeah, a bunch of us are going out for drinks after work. You should come.” Olivia tried going for nonchalant but wasn’t doing the best job. “Unless you have plans already. I’m sure there are a million people you’d rather hang out with.” Olivia was always so cool. How did she unravel every time Peyton was nearby? “Ignore me. No doubt you’re busy later.”

Smooth, Olivia, smooth.

Olivia listened to Peyton laugh, and it was the most alluring sound she had ever heard.

“Not a million, but my boyfriend is flying in tonight, or I would come to meet you for a drink.”

Olivia thought she had seen a flicker in Peyton’s eye and that maybe it was sadness that she already had plans. She needed to remove herself from this conversation before she rambled even more.

“Cool, well, good luck tonight, and have fun with your boyfriend. I’ll catch you another time.” As Olivia moved to walk away, she added, “And my bad for literally running into you.”

A slight ping of jealousy arose as Olivia mentioned Peyton’s boyfriend, but she refused to acknowledge it. She also wasn’t going to overthink Peyton telling her she would come to meet her for a drink if she didn’t have plans already. No, she surely wouldn’t keep thinking about any of that.

Olivia watched as Peyton beamed. “Thanks, Olivia, and no worries.”

Before Peyton walked away, Olivia thought she saw her shoulders drop. She shook her head. Olivia really needed to stop looking for signs that weren’t there.

As Olivia turned to continue her walk, she pulled her phone back out and typed a response to Jennifer.

Olivia: I know you don’t care about me or the tour and only want to know everything about Peyton. You don’t even need to pretend.

Jennifer: You know me so well.

Olivia: She’s super cool.

Jennifer: That’s all I get!? Tell me more!

Olivia: Not much to tell. She’s sweet, down to earth, and has no noisy siblings.

Jennifer: I need to meet her. Are you bringing me to a show, or will I have to hop a fence to get in?

Olivia: Pick one of the two shows at Madison Square Garden in a few weeks, and I’ll put you on the guest list.

Jennifer: Fuck yeah! I guess you’re alright.

Olivia: Yeah, you’re welcome, brat.

Jennifer: Any stories you want to share with the class?

Olivia: We’ve only been on the road a few days. I’m not that women-crazed.

Jennifer: Whatever you say, keep me posted on things, and try connecting with a woman one night instead of just making out with a no-name stranger before you run to a new city.

Olivia rolled her eyes and sent one last text.

Olivia: Bye, Jenn.

Jennifer: Just looking out for you! 




Olivia slid her phone into her pocket and finished the walk. She chatted with the crew along the way and watched everyone prepare for another sold-out show. Given that it was a night in Vegas, followed by a day off, she felt it would be one to remember.


CHAPTER EIGHT

THE SHOWS were only getting better each night, and Peyton was on cloud nine. She knew none of this was possible without the fans supporting her career, so she always performed her best in every city.

When Peyton entered her dressing room after the show, she heard her cell phone ringing inside her purse. She walked over to the couch where the bag was sitting and pulled it out.

Jane.

It was almost eleven at night in LA. Not knowing why she was calling, Peyton picked up the silicone cube she always counted on and hit the green button on her phone.

“Hi, Mom.”

“Pumpkin!” Peyton’s mom shouted a nickname from when she was a kid that she hated. She was a chubby little round baby, but who wasn’t? And Peyton had grown out of it, not that her mom cared or paid much attention.

“We’re just leaving the wrap party! We finished the movie I’ve been filming, and it will be a box-office smash! I’m excited for you to see it.”

Peyton could tell her mom already had a few drinks in her. “That’s great. I’m happy for you.”

Jane always loved to talk about herself. She probably didn’t even know Peyton was currently on her sold-out headlining tour. It wasn’t that her mom didn’t support her career. She didn’t oppose or discourage it, but she never asked where or how she was, didn’t notice when Peyton’s songs came out and hadn’t come to one of her concerts in over a decade. By contrast, Peyton watched every movie Jane was in to support her career. Why she continued to do so was beyond her, considering her mom didn’t give her the same respect in return. Maybe it was just a way for her to feel closer to Jane since she was never around.

“Chad and I are heading off tomorrow to the big island in Hawaii for a little vacation before my next movie starts.”

That was the first time Peyton had ever heard the name Chad. Another new fling of the month that her mom picked up on set.

“Sounds fun. Think you’ll make it to one of my LA shows next month?” Peyton already knew the answer the second the question left her mouth and instantly regretted it. Her fingers moved faster around the mushed cube as she listened to the silence on the other end of the call.

“I’m not sure, pumpkin. I’ll have to see what my schedule is like. Okay, Chad.” She heard Jane say, sounding further away from the phone. “Pumpkin, I have to run, I love you.”

The phone clicked off before Peyton could say, “Love you too, Mom.”

Peyton stared at the blank screen and decided she needed a drink. No matter how many miles were between Jane and her, she still got under Peyton’s skin. She poured herself a tequila shot and threw it back as Josh entered the room.

“Babygirl, great show,” he said as he walked over to hug her. “I hope you don’t mind. Chris and John flew in with me. We wanted to go out tonight.”

Peyton grew even more annoyed. Josh hadn’t asked her if it was okay that his friends joined them. “Are they staying in Vegas?”

“No, I figured you wouldn’t care if they came for a few stops.” Josh leaned in and kissed Peyton’s cheek the way he always did, thinking that would make whatever he did or didn’t do all better. And in this case, it seemed like she had no choice but to go along with whatever Josh wanted. “What club should we go to?”

Peyton thought back to her run-in with Olivia earlier that day. “We aren’t going to a club. Sam and some other people are going to a bar up the street. I want to go there.”

“Fine, we’ll start there, then figure out the rest later.”

Peyton rolled her eyes. Of course, Josh would be dictating things and planning a late night out. She headed to the bathroom to get changed and quickly texted Sam. Josh wasn’t going to ruin her night.

Peyton: Hi! Can Josh, Chris, John, and me come out with you tonight?

Sam: Of course. I’ll wait outside the dressing room for whenever you’re ready and have security get the car ready around back.

A few minutes later, Peyton stepped into the hallway and found Sam. “I need another drink.”

“Another? Is everything okay?” Sam asked, concerned.

“I got a call from Jane after the show, which you know how that normally goes.” Peyton gave Sam the side eye as they walked to the loading dock. Sam knew how every call ended with her mom, so she could also guess how that one had gone.

She checked over her shoulder, making sure Josh and his friends were out of earshot before she said, “Josh didn’t even ask if his friends could come. I told him before I left that I had made a few dinner and spa reservations in different cities so that we could spend some alone time together. Now they’re here and joining us on the bus for who knows how long. I was so excited over his romantic gesture that I thought I was getting the old Josh back and we could get our relationship on track. But I guess I was wrong.”

Sam made a low huff sound. “Don’t let either of them bother you. We’ll have fun tonight and figure out how to deal with him and his friends later.” She looped her arm through Peyton’s. She was so lucky to have her best friend with her.

Once they arrived, Sam led the way in, with security following close behind. Everyone noticed her the second she walked in, but luckily, no one was being overly crazy. Just some “hi’s” with a few “I’m a huge fan” added in. Peyton appreciated when people respected her personal space, mainly because, most of the time, they didn’t.

As Sam led Peyton to the back of the room, where she assumed other team members were, she spotted Olivia leaning one arm against the glossy wooden bar with her hip popping out. They weaved through the crowd, and when she got closer, Peyton noticed Olivia wasn’t alone. A woman was standing next to Olivia, lightly touching her arm as Olivia laughed at something the woman had said.

Peyton felt something bubbling up inside her out of nowhere, but she wasn’t sure why. It wasn’t a feeling she ever remembered having.

When Olivia came into full view, Peyton almost entirely stopped in her tracks. She was rocking a black leather biker jacket with a tight white ribbed tank underneath, black baggy jeans, and leather combat boots that complimented the coat. This woman was a vibe without even trying, and Peyton felt herself being pulled directly towards her.

When Peyton stood within a foot of Olivia, her heart started to race, and she suddenly felt nervous.

“Hi,” she said, angling her back towards the other woman.

Olivia turned, and her eyes went wide. “Peyton. You’re here?” Even though Peyton stood right there, Olivia’s words came out as if it was a question.

“I am,” Peyton said. “Thought I’d stop by for that drink you mentioned earlier.”

Olivia stood up a little straighter as a soft smile formed.

Before Peyton could continue, Josh was right behind her, pushing his way next to Olivia while signaling for a bartender. She hated when he would snap his fingers or use obnoxious hand gestures to get a server’s attention. It was so rude.

“White wine, Babygirl?” Josh asked as he looked straight ahead at the woman behind the bar.

Peyton looked at Olivia and then at Josh. “No thanks. I’ll have an old-fashioned.”

Josh turned, giving her a brief questioning look before shrugging and placing the order. Then he began chatting to Olivia, basically ignoring her presence.

After Peyton got her drink, she shifted down the bar next to Sam and Adam while Josh and his friends were off to the side in their own world.

Out of the corner of her eye, Peyton watched the woman with Olivia heading back to the bathroom. She took the chance and went over, taking the same place that the other woman had just occupied.

Peyton leaned against the bar, mirroring Olivia’s position, when she asked, “What were you talking to Josh about earlier?”

“You should probably ask your boyfriend that question,” Olivia nervously responded.

As Peyton debated if she should walk away, something clicked. “Wait. You were in my dressing room that first day.” It was like Peyton was putting together a puzzle. “Were the flowers and everything you?”

Olivia shrugged, and before Peyton could ask another question, the other woman reappeared. “Holy shit, you’re Peyton Davis.”

“Hi,” Peyton said shyly.

“Wait, how do you two know each other?” The woman pointed between Olivia and Peyton.

“Olivia’s my tour manager. Has that not come up in conversation yet?” Peyton was being a little childish, and she didn’t know why. She had gotten what she wanted—she was out with her crew. Why couldn’t she just be cool and have fun?

Peyton watched as the woman grabbed Olivia’s arm. “Oh my God, that’s so cool. Why didn’t you say anything?”

Great, Peyton thought to herself. She probably just gave Olivia the golden ticket with this woman.

“Babygirl, we’re heading out.”

Peyton had never been more grateful for Josh at that moment. She needed to be saved, even if he demanded her to go.

Peyton turned back to Olivia and said, “I hope you both have a great night,” before she hightailed it out of there. Thankfully, with a good excuse, so Olivia didn’t notice her weird behavior.

As they drove to the next place, Peyton couldn’t stop thinking about the conversation between Josh and Olivia. They had never met, but the interaction she watched looked longer than just an introduction between two people.

Peyton was not enjoying herself that night. She wasn’t back at the bar, nor was she now in the dark club. “Josh, I want to go back to my bus.” She pulled on his arm while he stood drinking at the VIP table with his friends.

“Babygirl, the night is just getting started,” Josh yelled over the music.

“Fine, you guys stay, but I’m going back. We leave at five in the morning. Please don’t be late.” Peyton moved over to the red rope blocking off their table where her security guard stood. He quickly got her out of the club and into the car.

A few minutes later, they were back at the arena, and Peyton spotted Olivia heading into the parking lot alone. When she exited the truck, she said goodnight to her security guard, signaling he was off duty and that she would be fine by herself for the rest of the night.

Olivia was walking in her direction with her head down. Peyton wanted her to know she was there in case Olivia hadn’t seen her yet, so when she got closer, she said, “What happened to your girl?”

Olivia jerked her head up, not knowing where the question had come from, until she spotted Peyton leaning her back against the door of her bus. “I walked her home.”

“How very chivalrous of you,” Peyton said, standing with her arms crossed.

“What happened to your boyfriend?” Olivia asked as she made her way closer to Peyton.

“He stayed at the club with his friends. I wasn’t really feeling it.” Peyton watched as Olivia nodded. Neither woman said another word until Peyton filled the space with the first thing she could think of. “Care to join me for a nightcap?”

Olivia’s eyebrows rose to the top of her head. Peyton may have caught them both a little off guard by the question.

“Sure, why not,” Olivia lightly shrugged.

Peyton typed in her code on the door and let Olivia go first. As she walked up the stairs, Peyton caught herself checking out Olivia from behind.

What was that?

“Have a seat anywhere,” Peyton said as they entered the lounge.

As Peyton walked over to the cabinet that housed her liquor, she watched Olivia take in the space for the first time. She pulled out a Clase Azul Tequila Reposado bottle and poured it into two short glasses.

“Sorry, I don’t have any whiskey for you. I hope tequila’s okay.”

“That’s perfect. It’s usually my second choice when I don’t want whiskey.”

“Can I let you in on a little secret?” Peyton asked, turning around to hand Olivia a glass before sitting on the other end of the couch near Olivia.

“Sure, I’m good at keeping secrets,” Olivia said with a smirk.

Peyton reached down between her legs and pulled on the handle. Out slid multiple different types of candy in the hidden drawer.

“So, you have a sweet tooth.” Olivia acknowledged while she reached down to check out the contents that appeared.

“When I was little, I’d travel with my mom for work, and since it wasn’t exactly a place for children, everyone on set would always bring me treats to keep me happy. So, I started collecting candy in the different cities we went to. I guess it reminds me of when I was a kid.”

Peyton closed the drawer, faced Olivia, and held up her glass as she toasted, “Cheers to new friendships.”

When Peyton and Olivia sipped the drinks, their eyes met over the rims of the cups.

“I hope you don’t take this the wrong way, but your eyes are so beautiful,” Olivia said after placing her cup in her lap.

Peyton finished swallowing the alcohol before she asked, “Why would I take that the wrong way?”

“I don’t know. I didn’t want it to sound weird, me commenting on a physical part of my boss, but I wanted to tell you.”

“That’s sweet of you, and it’s not weird. Your eyes are beautiful, too.” Peyton could feel a blush spread across her face. Whether it was from Olivia’s compliment, the possible flirting, or the liquor, she didn’t know. She took another sip of her drink, trying to hide some of her face. 

“I hope you don’t take this wrong, but I’m just curious.” Peyton debated the thought but felt it was too late to stop now. “Are women your type?”

Olivia grinned. “They are.”

“So, what happened with that woman from the bar?”

Olivia took a slow sip of her drink, possibly buying time before she answered. “I did walk her back to her house. We kissed when we got there, and then she invited me inside. But I said I couldn’t.”

Peyton was staring at Olivia, trying hard to figure this woman out. “How come? She was pretty.” Olivia just shrugged, so Peyton moved on. “I know you planned my dressing room that first night and got all those flowers and the cake for me.”

“Didn’t think Josh would have admitted it.”

“He didn’t, but thanks for confirming my suspicions,” Peyton said with an evil grin.

Olivia breathed out a small laugh. “Well played.”

Peyton pushed further. “How’d you know red velvet and yellow roses were my favorite?”

“Not to be creepy, but when Josh was no help with anything, I searched the internet and found an interview where you mentioned you loved them.”

“Honestly.” Peyton looked at Olivia earnestly. “That’s more than Josh would have ever done to try and figure something out for me. He’d usually pick what he liked best.”

“It’s none of my business, but to me, those are pretty basic things to know about the person you’re in a relationship with.” Olivia looked Peyton in the eyes, daring her to disagree.

Peyton looked around nervously. She didn’t know how to answer Olivia because she was right. What would Josh know about her if she had asked after six years together?

“Sorry, I shouldn’t have said that,” Olivia said, regretting the comment as her eyes shifted elsewhere.

“He’s a good guy, but he tends to pay more attention to his friends than me, so it makes sense he doesn’t know much about me. We do love each other. Or I did at some point. I’m not sure exactly when things changed.” Peyton wasn’t sure if she was crossing a line by fully divulging her inner thoughts about Josh to her tour manager, but she felt comfortable enough around Olivia to share.

Olivia looked like she wanted to ask another question but stayed silent.

“You can ask me,” Peyton reassured Olivia.

“Ask you what?”

“Whatever the question is that you’re thinking of right now.”

Olivia gave Peyton a look, but she couldn’t figure out what it meant. She didn’t know how many drinks Olivia had at the bar, but if it was anything close to the number Peyton had, they were, without a doubt, a little drunk.

“If you think things have changed and you don’t love him anymore, why stay with him?” Olivia asked but hadn’t finished her thought. “The things I’ve seen in a short time are not how I’d treat you if you were my girlfriend.”

Peyton started to feel every inch of her body heat up. “Well, I did get a little insight into how you’d treat me.” Peyton laughed but then found herself eyeing Olivia slightly more seriously. “Or a woman who was your girlfriend.”

They finished their drinks, and Olivia told Peyton she should head to bed. Peyton was sad for her to leave. She wanted to know more about Olivia, but she figured there was plenty of time left on the tour.

When they hugged goodnight, Peyton felt her skin tingle. She really needed to figure out what was going on with her.

Peyton brushed her teeth and got ready for bed. She felt dizzy as she laid on her back, staring at the ceiling. Maybe it was from the alcohol. Or perhaps it was from her interaction with Olivia.

The next thing she knew, Peyton heard the bus door open. She checked her phone. It was a few minutes before five. At least Josh had made it on time. She listened through the divider when she heard Josh and his friends talking.

“Dude, that blonde girl that was all over you was so hot. You couldn’t keep your hands off her all night.”

Peyton didn’t like Chris. He was such a bad influence on Josh.

“Fuck I know. I wish I could’ve stayed in Vegas and gone home with her, but at least we got to go off alone for a few minutes.” Peyton heard Josh’s voice confirm that he had hooked up with someone, and she couldn’t believe what she was hearing. She moved closer to the door and continued to listen.

“Bro, what happened when you left the table? And please tell me you got her number?” John chimed into the conversation.

“A man doesn’t kiss and tell. Or sneak his hand up a girl’s dress and tell either.” Peyton heard all the guys start to laugh and praise Josh. “And obviously, bro. I told her I wanted to see her again and would fly her to LA.”

Peyton felt her anger boil as she heard steps approaching her room. Quickly, she moved under the sheets and rolled over, leaving her back to the door. When it opened, she pretended to be asleep. Peyton felt like the biggest fool and wasn’t ready to face Josh tonight.


CHAPTER NINE

WELL, OLIVIA’S night had taken a turn. One minute, she was having fun with a pretty woman at the bar, and the next, Peyton showed up, giving a—was she right in thinking it was a flirty smile while using her back to block the woman Olivia had been speaking to? Was she crazy, or was Peyton almost being territorial?

Peyton then walked away to hang out with her boyfriend, leaving Olivia utterly off-kilter. She was there with the woman physically, but mentally, she was thinking about Peyton while also trying to see what she was doing.

Once Peyton left, Olivia’s curiosity grew even more. After too many drinks, she offered to walk the woman home, hoping to distract herself from her gorgeous boss. The only problem was that when they arrived and started to make out, Olivia felt bad for what they were about to do. She had never felt this way. One-night stands were her bread and butter. The woman had even accepted her job as a reasonable excuse for why she’d be leaving town, but for some reason, tonight felt different. Olivia didn’t want things to go any further.

After returning to the buses, Olivia did not expect Peyton to be there alone nor invite her onto her bus for a drink. Now, she couldn’t stop thinking about her conversation with Peyton as she tried to sleep. She knew she was flirting but didn’t know if Peyton was into it or if she was just being nice. Olivia typically had a good read on women, but she could not figure Peyton out, no matter how hard she tried. Thankfully, tomorrow was a day off, and she was determined to treat it as one—no more thoughts about Peyton, professional or otherwise.

The following week flew by as they finished shows in Oakland, Sacramento, and Portland while taking some days off in between. They had been on the road for a little over two weeks when they made it to Edmonton, Canada, for the next show.

Peyton had popped into Olivia’s office every night, but they barely talked about the shows. Olivia would always start the conversation by telling Peyton how great she did before the topic changed to more personal things about each of them. She didn’t know why Peyton liked hanging out with her, but she didn’t mind the company. They grew closer each day, making Olivia believe even more that there was something different about her boss.

That night, Olivia and Peyton briefly caught each other’s eyes when they gathered backstage. Josh and Sam stood next to Peyton as the audio technician attached the hidden small square pack to her outfit, transmitting the music to her ears. She put the in-ears in place before Josh kissed her cheek, but Peyton hadn’t faltered once from Olivia’s direction. 

After that, Peyton took her place under the stage, and Olivia still couldn’t tear her eyes away, which wasn’t good. Even though she couldn’t admit it before, now she had to. Olivia had a crush on her boss, which grew with each minute they spent together.

Later, during the show, Olivia decided to head back to her office and not watch the encore. As she passed the small tent backstage where Peyton made her wardrobe changes, Olivia heard Nicole, Peyton’s wardrobe woman, yell, “Olivia! I need your help!” She turned and saw Nicole’s head poking out from inside the tented area, feverishly waving her over, and Olivia ran in her direction.

“I need you in the tent.” Nicole pulled her in before she could object.

Olivia saw Peyton standing there holding up the front of her yellow dress. The entire back was open, allowing Olivia to see down to Peyton’s seamless tan thong, causing her heart to skip a beat. She knew she should advert her eyes and look at anything else, but she couldn’t peel them away from Peyton.

“Liv, the zipper is stuck. I need your help.” Nicole showed Olivia where she needed to hold the dress tightly together so she could fix the problem. She took Nicole’s place as she stood, gripping the dress with two hands. A feeling shot through her fingers as they sat against Peyton’s bare back. She didn’t know if it was because her hands were cold, but she felt a shiver come from Peyton at the contact.

“Olivia, what’s one of your favorite songs of mine?” Peyton asked, sensing the stress of the wardrobe malfunction while screams from the crowd filled the tent as Nicole worked on the zipper.

Olivia wasn’t sure why Peyton cared when they were up against the clock to get her back out there for the encore, but she played along. “Um, ‘Afraid of Your Love’ is good.”

“Yes!” Nicole yelled as Olivia watched the zipper slide up Peyton’s back.

Nicole finished getting Peyton ready, but Olivia couldn’t move from where she stood.

“Thank you both!” Peyton yelled over the screams before she headed out to finish the concert.

Olivia and Nicole followed to the side of the stage to watch Peyton perform and make sure the dress stayed perfectly in place.

Before the last encore song, Peyton stopped the music and spoke to the crowd. “Thank you all so much for coming out tonight! I love my fans!” Then she said something into her microphone so only the band could hear her before signaling them to start again.

The introduction played, and Olivia immediately knew the song. When she first listened to Peyton’s playlist before joining the tour, something about that one stuck out to her. It wasn’t a fast-paced, upbeat, catchy song. It was a ballad that combined more mellow pop and soft rock with a story that brought angst and romance together.

The song “Afraid of Your Love” continued to fill the arena, and Olivia couldn’t help the smile that took over her whole face. As much as the crowd seemed to enjoy the throwback to one of her old albums, Olivia felt so special at that moment, as if Peyton was playing it just for her.

When Peyton got to the chorus, Olivia watched as she walked in her direction. Peyton winked right at her as she continued to sing before moving back to the center of the stage and finishing the song that would close the show.

“What a night,” Olivia said to Adam when they returned to their office.

He had no idea what she was secretly referring to when he responded. “I know. I didn’t know she was gonna change that last song from the one she picked earlier. Just glad the band is good and could work on the fly.”

Adam was busy packing up his desk, tucking his Skittles bag safely into the front zipper of his backpack. Olivia was grateful he was distracted, or he would have definitely been able to read her facial expression when he mentioned the song change.

“I’m heading to one of the crew buses for a drink. You coming?” Adam asked after he was ready to leave the venue for the night.

“Not tonight,” Olivia said. “I’m gonna finish here, then head out to the bus. Have fun, though.”

Adam left the room, and Olivia was alone again with her thoughts. Or so she thought when a knock on the door came from behind.

“Hey. Are you making your famous old-fashioned tonight?” She turned and spotted Peyton, who cautiously walked in and shut the door behind her before she glided toward Olivia.

Olivia had no intentions of drinking, but with Peyton, she would change course in a heartbeat. “I was just about to,” Olivia said as she walked over to the table and started to make the two drinks.

Olivia kept her back to Peyton so her face didn’t give anything away when she said, “Nice closing song tonight.”

She couldn’t see Peyton, but Olivia could hear the grin on her face. Olivia was too nervous to turn around as she felt her cheeks heat up, so she mixed the drinks a little longer than needed to give herself an extra minute.

When Olivia handed her the drink, Peyton looked up from where she sat and said, “I’ve wanted to ask you something since our conversation that night on my bus. Did you also write the note in my dressing room that first night?” 

Olivia couldn’t hide now, or it would look too weird, so she decided to be truthful since Peyton already knew Josh hadn’t done anything else. “I might have.”

Peyton huffed and shook her head in disappointment. “That’s honestly not shocking.” Peyton took a sip of her drink. “This is great, thank you.”

Olivia sat on top of Adam’s desk while Peyton took the rolling chair across from her.

“Josh isn’t drinking tonight?” Olivia asked, curious as to why Peyton wasn’t with her boyfriend.

“Oh no, he is. He’s in my room drinking my tequila with his friends.”

Olivia didn’t know where to go with that one since Peyton’s relationship wasn’t her business, but she was happy that Peyton was comfortable enough to come hang out with her.

“It’s hard to find genuine people you can trust. A lot of people only want something from you,” Peyton said as she looked down into her cup.

Olivia felt for her, as she could hear the sadness in her voice. She had no idea what it was like to be famous, but it had to be exhausting to walk around, not knowing if someone was being real or using you.

“I’m sorry you have to deal with that. You haven’t known me that long, though. How do you know you can trust me?” Olivia curiously asked.

Peyton was still looking down, fiddling with her cup when she spoke. “Being in this industry for as long as I have taught me how to read people.” She finally looked up at Olivia and held eye contact. “You’re a good person, and I know I can trust you.”

Olivia was surprised at how confident Peyton was about her. “I think you’re easy to talk to and be myself around. You’re also not so bad on the eyes either,” Olivia said with a grin. She was blatantly flirting but couldn’t help it. Peyton beamed at the compliment, causing Olivia to feel the flutters in her mid-section flare up. “Can I ask you a personal question?”

Peyton nodded as she took another sip of her drink.

“How come you’re drinking with me when your boyfriend is here? Why not just tell him his friends need to go home so you guys can hang out?”

“That’s two questions.” Peyton tried to giggle, but Olivia could tell she was forcing it. She had heard Peyton’s real laugh before, and that wasn’t it.

Peyton sighed before she continued. “It all happened so fast, which might have blinded me.” Olivia stayed silent. She wanted Peyton to feel like she could keep talking if she chose to. “I was newly famous when he met me, still trying to gather my footing in this new world. Then, he moved in only after a few months. I never asked him to. He just showed up one day with some suitcases and never left. Shortly after that, he told me he loved me. So, I guess I just thought I felt the same way. Maybe I fell for him in the moment. Maybe I followed his lead. I don’t know. After that, I got busy with work over the next few years, so I think he started to rely on his friends more. It’s my fault I hadn’t noticed certain things until recently. I feel like a terrible girlfriend. How did I not even realize we were growing apart right under my nose?”

“Peyton, I know we don’t know each other that well and haven’t been in each other’s lives for that long, even though time on the road is like triple the speed of what real time is.” They both laughed, knowing how true that was. Every week you were on the road felt like three months. “But there’s no way you’re a terrible girlfriend. You’re a famous musician with a huge career, and that’s not a bad thing. You were young, and that was the time to focus on yourself.”

Peyton seemed to be taking in what Olivia was saying. “Maybe, but not noticing months that would go by without dates together and weeks without touching or kissing. How does that all go unnoticed for so long by a good girlfriend?”

“Listen, I don’t know anything about your relationship, Peyton, but it takes two people to be in one, and he clearly didn’t notice anything from his side either if nothing changed. Maybe you both were just comfortable living your lives side by side, and it worked until you realized you wanted something more.” Olivia was not about to let Peyton blame herself. She had spent enough time with Josh and had heard enough to know exactly who he was.

“You might be right, but now that I know what I want, it’s getting harder to pretend. Because I do want something deeper.” Olivia watched as Peyton began to get emotional, using her hands to express herself further as she rolled in the chair closer to Olivia. “I want not to be able to keep my hands off someone. I want someone I can date and kiss until we’re old and gray. I want someone who will be there for me and support me, someone I can trust, and someone who loves me as much as I love them.” Peyton paused, looking away. “This might sound stupid, but I was out for a run in my neighborhood before we left, and I saw these two women in their rocking chairs on the front porch, having coffee and laughing together. That’s what I want.”

Olivia’s mind was going a million miles per minute. Was Peyton telling her she wanted to be with a woman? Even if she wasn’t, and it was just the reference for a partner and her, that was Olivia’s vision—the rocking chairs outside her house where she and her wife could enjoy life like the previous couple had done together for sixty years. But she couldn’t say anything until she was sure what Peyton meant, and it wasn’t the time to get into that. Olivia just wanted to be there for her right now.

“You’ll for sure find all that in someone. You’re a catch, Peyton. You just haven’t found the right guy yet.” The word guy felt sticky coming out of Olivia’s mouth, but she wasn’t about to assume anything different about Peyton than what she had already known.

“What about you, Olivia? Are you happy just flirting with women in bars, or do you want something more?” Peyton asked, ignoring Olivia’s previous comment.

“I used to want more.”

“What changed?”

Olivia hesitated, not wanting to relive the past, but Peyton had just shared personal things with her, so she tried to do the same. “After two women broke my heart, I just started to believe it wasn’t in the cards for me.”

“What happened?” Peyton asked, leaning in to give her full attention to Olivia.

Peyton somehow got under Olivia’s armor, making her want to share the truth. “I figured out I was gay freshman year of high school when I realized I liked when my best friend touched me a little too much. Her name was Wendy. We were inseparable as friends, and one day, we became more. We started this whole behind-closed-doors relationship for all four years until one day, senior year, this girl in our class found a letter I wrote to Wendy.” Olivia paused, still feeling the sting from all those years ago. “She read the letter in front of the whole school at lunch, accusing us both of being lesbians.”

“Oh my god, that’s horrible!” Peyton was livid as she moved even closer to Olivia.

“That’s not even the worst part. As much as I didn’t like being outed before I was ready, I loved Wendy and thought, maybe now we didn’t have to hide anymore. So, I owned it. I told everyone I was gay. Stupid me for thinking she felt the same way. The next thing I knew, Wendy turned on me and called me a dyke in front of the whole school. Then she told everyone I was obsessed with her and that she never saw me as more than a friend. We never spoke again after that.”

“I hate her, that’s awful.” Peyton was now so close to Olivia that she protectively reached out and placed her hand on Olivia’s thigh. She sipped her drink, not knowing how else to handle the feeling of Peyton’s touch. She wondered if the heat from Peyton’s hand could go through her jeans and burn a handprint into her leg, but Olivia refused to look down because if she acknowledged it, her body might explode.

“It sucked losing my girlfriend, first love, and best friend all in one shot.”

Peyton looked so sad for Olivia but then realized there was more. “Wait, you said there were two women?”

There was something about Peyton that Olivia couldn’t pull herself away from. Her mind knew she needed to end this, but her heart wouldn’t allow her to stop. Olivia threw back the rest of her drink before she finished the story. She thought about getting a refill before she continued, but the hand on her thigh already made her feel more drunk than she was.

“The second was Toni. We met at NYU and were together for nine years.”

“Wow, that’s a long time.”

“I know. I thought we’d get married one day. She wasn’t thrilled when I started to tour and hated it when I was gone, but she still supported me for a while. I think at first, she thought it wouldn’t last, but when it did, she didn’t know how to handle it. We went from spending every day at college, moving in together, and having regular jobs for a while, so she was used to something that our relationship no longer was. When I think back, maybe it could have ended differently if she talked to me about how she felt. Who knows. But one day, I was in some city, and my sister saw her in Greenwich Village with another woman. Turns out, she had been cheating on me for a year, and the funny thing is, they’re still together and engaged. I saw the two of them at Penn Station before I left town, and the first run-in since the breakup was awkward, to say the least.”

“That’s tough. I’m sorry, Liv.”

It wasn’t lost on Olivia that Peyton started to use the nickname only her closest friends and family would use, but she really liked it.

“It was my fault. I didn’t even notice because I was gone most of the time, but still, how didn’t I even realize I had lost my girlfriend?”

“I guess the same way I didn’t realize Josh and I had been living two separate lives under the same roof.”

Olivia stared into Peyton’s blue eyes. How were they so different yet had such similar experiences with their relationships and, apparently, what they wanted for their futures?

“It’s their loss,” Peyton said as her eyes continued to look deep into Olivia’s soul.

After a very long minute, Olivia stood up, needing to separate herself from Peyton’s touch and break the spell from those blue eyes she couldn’t help but fall into every time they were together.

“I have to say, you’re not at all what I thought you’d be like, Peyton,” Olivia said as she walked over to the table to pack her drink supplies.

“And what did you think I’d be like?” Peyton asked, her voice sounding closer.

When Olivia turned around, Peyton stood less than two feet away.

“I didn’t mean that as a bad thing. You just never know what the artist will be like when you start working for them.” Olivia felt herself trembling as she turned around. Peyton was standing a foot away, but she needed to continue her thoughts so that Peyton wouldn’t start to think Olivia meant something she hadn’t. “You’re humble, kind, fun, and a good person, Peyton. You’re beautiful and talented as well.”

Peyton was silent but leaned in. Her lips were almost on Olivia’s, and before she could even think, Olivia closed the gap.

Peyton’s lips were so soft that Olivia melted into the kiss. It was slow at first when she felt Peyton gently push her shoulders, landing Olivia’s butt on the table that sat behind her. She then grabbed Peyton’s hips, pulling her tighter in between her legs while Peyton’s hands made their way up to Olivia’s face.

Their lips began to move faster, Peyton’s tongue licking her bottom lip, asking for entry. Olivia quickly obliged, wanting as much of Peyton as she could.

When Olivia heard a moan come from Peyton, it broke her out of the trance, making her realize what they were doing. She leaned back towards the wall and slightly moved Peyton forward. “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have done that.”

“No, I’m sorry, that was totally my fault.” Peyton released her hands and stepped out from Olivia’s hold. “I should probably go.”

They looked at each other one last time before Peyton left the room. Olivia was not expecting that to happen, but it made her feel like she was about to float away. The kiss with Peyton was incredible, and the sparks weren’t like anything she had felt in a long time. It was maybe the best kiss Olivia had ever experienced. But panic quickly set in as she realized these feelings were for her boss. She absolutely could not feel this way and needed to bury the emotions as far down as possible.


CHAPTER TEN

PEYTON REACHED up, grazing her lips with her finger. She had no idea why she leaned into Olivia. Sure, she was a beautiful woman who was very obviously flirting with Peyton, but Peyton had never kissed a woman before. She hadn’t ever even thought about kissing one, and there she was, making the first move. That wasn’t even the part that caught her most off guard. The way the kiss made her feel threw her through the biggest loop.

Peyton’s head went hazy, and heat flowed through her body instantly when their lips touched. None of which she had ever felt at that magnitude from any kiss before.

It all happened so fast, though. The next thing Peyton knew, she was back in her dressing room, and Josh was heading her way. She quickly removed her hand from her lips.

“Babygirl, take a shot with us.” Josh pulled Peyton by the hand further into the room and poured an extra shot before the four of them threw it back simultaneously. The burn down Peyton’s throat didn’t even register.

“Could I talk to you for a second?” Peyton asked as she looked at Josh.

They headed into the bathroom, and Peyton shut the door behind them.

“What’s up?” Josh asked so nonchalantly that Peyton knew he had no clue how she felt.

“When are your friends leaving?”

Josh looked at Peyton as if she was offending him. “I don’t know. We’re just chilling.”

“I thought we were going to have some time alone.”

“We can have time alone later, Peyton. They’ll be gone in a few days.” Josh kissed her cheek and headed back out to his friends. They had already been on the tour for a week, and Peyton didn’t know if she could handle them anymore. How had it taken her so long to notice him shoving her off to the side? Had his friends always been the priority, and she was too involved in her career to notice?

The next evening, Peyton woke up when they arrived in Tacoma, Washington. She shook Josh, trying to wake him since they were at the hotel. He groaned and stirred under the covers. Peyton didn’t even care. She was going inside, and Josh and his friends could sleep on the bus all night if they wanted to. 

Peyton threw on her black sweatshirt, sunglasses, and hat, grabbed her purse, and headed to the lounge where Sam stood with their keys.

“Morning, P! If you’re ready to go, the bellman already has all our luggage.”

Peyton nodded before they headed inside. They followed security directly to the elevators and up to her room. She was happy to have the next two days off. Too much was going on in her head with Olivia and Josh, so she needed the time.

Sam opened the door to Peyton’s suite as the bellman dropped all her bags behind them. As Sam started moving around the room, unpacking suitcases, Peyton mindlessly walked over to the big window in the living room. The blinds were drawn as she leaned against the cold glass and stared out at the sky, watching the day slowly turn into night.

“Sam, would you want to go grab a drink somewhere?” Peyton yelled into the large room.

Sam poked her head out of the bedroom where she had organized Peyton’s things and said, “Yes! Let me see what’s close by.”

Peyton continued to daze out the window at the city below until they were ready to head out. Sam found a nice bar near their hotel, so they decided to walk since the weather on that beautiful spring night was perfect.

When they arrived, the hostess guided them through the restaurant to a more secluded table with empty seating nearby for security. The waitress quickly came over to take their drink orders, and Peyton decided that Olivia’s old-fashioned was growing on her, so she ordered one for herself while Sam opted for a glass of white wine.

Their drinks arrived right as Sam asked, “Is everything alright?”

Peyton looked up to find Sam watching her. “Yeah, I’m fine. I just needed to leave that room before Josh came in.”

“Did something happen between you two?”

Before Peyton could respond, she heard a laugh that caused the hair on her arms to stand up. She would know that sound from anywhere. As she looked around, she spotted a familiar figure in the restaurant.

Olivia.

Peyton’s stomach tightened at the sight of Olivia out with another woman. They looked to be having the best time, making the feeling even worse. Did the kiss mean nothing to her? Was Peyton just another quick addition to Olivia’s roster?

It wasn’t sitting right with Peyton, and before she could stop herself, her feet were moving. She walked up to the table where the two women still laughed, and Olivia spotted her walking in their direction.

“Peyton. Hi.”

“Hi?” Peyton hadn’t meant it to come out as a question.

“Um, this is my friend Alicia. Alicia, this is my boss, Peyton.”

“Boss. Yes, I guess that is all I am.”

Olivia gave Peyton a questioning glare. Peyton acted entirely out of character and didn’t know what had come over her.

“Well, I’ll let you two get back to your date. I just saw you and thought I’d come say hi.” Peyton’s feet moved her away as fast as they carried her over. What had gotten into her? She had no right to act that way and didn’t know why she had approached Olivia like that.

As panic flared inside Peyton, she returned to the table and told Sam they needed to leave. They settled the tab while they finished their drinks and left the restaurant within minutes.

“Peyton, what just happened?” Sam asked as they returned to the hotel.

She didn’t mean to ignore Sam, but Peyton had no idea how to explain something she didn’t fully understand herself. They finally made it back to the hotel, and when she walked into her suite, she was nervous, not knowing what to expect.

Peyton held her breath as she wandered further into the room. Sam was close behind, with more worry than before. Once she saw Josh’s stuff in the bedroom, she realized he had come in probably to get ready and then headed back out with his friends. Peyton was the least surprised and honestly happy to have the room to herself. She threw her body face down onto the bed, exhaling in the fluffy pillows.

“PEYTON!!!”

Peyton’s head darted around to where Sam stood in the doorway to the bedroom. “Why are you screaming?”

“I just called your name five times.”

“Oh, shit, sorry.”

Peyton was so far in her mind that she had forgotten Sam was even in the room.

“What’s going on, Peyton?”

Peyton flipped herself onto her back. “Nothing.”

Sam narrowed her eyes at Peyton. “You’re lying, and I’m not accepting that. Something is happening.”

As much as Peyton tried to hide her feelings when she didn’t want to talk, Sam always saw right through her. But maybe it was finally time to tell Sam what was happening since it was becoming too big to handle herself. Sam was her person, so Peyton needed to sit and tell her everything.

“I’m so confused, and it feels like the more I try to figure things out, the worse it gets.” Peyton sat on the bed with her legs cris-crossed and looked at Sam. “Have you ever had feelings for someone that wasn’t the person you were in a relationship with?”

Sam’s eyes went wide. “To be honest, I have.”

“Really?” Peyton was eager to hear how Sam could relate.  “How did you handle it?”

Sam walked further into the bedroom and sat facing Peyton on the bed. “At first, I tried to ignore it. I felt guilty for having these thoughts about someone other than my boyfriend at the time, but the more I did that, the harder it got. Eventually, I was forced to face the fact that I had stronger feelings for someone else, especially when I realized I wanted to act on them. That’s when I knew I had to make a choice. So, I ended my relationship to explore a new connection. Unfortunately, we didn’t last, but I was happy that I tried because I never wanted to think back one day and wonder what could have been.”

Peyton shifted closer to her friend and said, “Thank you for telling me. That couldn’t have been easy for you.”

“It wasn’t, but life never is easy. These things happen, but how we navigate them shows us who we truly are.” Sam reached for Peyton and gave her a comforting hug she didn’t know she needed. “Do you want to tell me what’s going on?”

Peyton took a deep breath. “Over the last few weeks, I’ve developed feelings for someone who isn’t Josh. I didn’t realize it initially, but how I felt became too big to ignore when something happened.”

“Wait.” Peyton watched as Sam attempted to figure out the most complex math problem in her head. “The last few weeks. Do you mean someone on the road with us?”

Peyton silently nodded, fidgeting with the squishy blue cube in her hand.

“Oh, wow. It’s Olivia, isn’t it? That’s why you acted crazy in the restaurant.” Sam held up her hand. “No offense. I’ve just never seen you act like that before and was wondering what it was all about.”

“None taken. I truly don’t know what came over me. I’ve never done anything like that, but we kissed last night. And seeing her with this other woman the next day made my blood boil. Like it came out of nowhere, Sam.”

“Okay, there’s so much to unpack in that. First things first. You do realize Olivia’s your tour manager. I know there isn’t a law against being with someone who works for you, but I’d be careful, Peyton. That’s tricky territory.”

“I know.” Peyton knew the employee part of the scenario wasn’t the best look, but she couldn’t help what she felt or who those feelings were for.

“Next important thing. You kissed Olivia!?” Sam’s eyes rose to her forehead, followed by a smile. “How was it?”

“Sam, it was amazing. Like, I swear the earth stopped spinning. I’ve never felt that way before.”

“Wow. Okay. Have you ever been attracted to a woman?” Sam asked as she leaned in closer. Her elbow rested on her lap as her fist held up her head. She was clearly intrigued by what was happening and ready to hear what Peyton had to say.

“This is for sure the first time. I think women are beautiful, don’t get me wrong, but I never saw them in that way until Olivia came along. That first night we hung out in the management office, there was something different about her, but I didn’t know why at the time.” Peyton leaned back against the bed’s headboard and stretched out her legs in front of her. It was as if the thought of Olivia made her less tense and more relaxed. “I don’t think I’ve ever even initiated a kiss with a guy before. I have no clue what came over me. It was like one minute we were talking, and the next, I couldn’t stop staring at her lips. I just had to do something about it before everything in my body burst.”

“Okay, this explains why you acted that way in the restaurant tonight.”

“What do you mean?” Peyton asked, curious about her friend’s observations. She needed help navigating this situation.  

“You were jealous, Peyton.”

“There’s no way. I’m not the jealous type.”

Sam moved up the bed, sat beside Peyton, and reached for her hand as she said, “I know you’re not, but I think you’re underestimating these feelings you might be having.” 

“Sam, I don’t know what to do. I have a boyfriend. Ugh, but he’s also on my last nerve. I can’t believe he just showed up with his friends like this is their party in the USA tour.”

“Why don’t you tell them to go home?” Sam asked as if it was just that easy.

“I felt bad doing that, but now I think I need to. Not just Josh’s friends but also him. I haven’t said anything yet, but they came back wasted the night we were in Vegas. I pretended I was asleep, but I heard their whole conversation. Chris said Josh had hooked up with some girl at the club, and then Josh confirmed it.”

“That mother fu—” Peyton cut Sam off. “I know, I know. I’m just not sure what to do anymore. I honestly feel like I was trying to save the relationship, but maybe it wasn’t meant to be. It’s not like he cares to spend any time with me.” Peyton waved around the empty room. “Now add Olivia into the equation.”

“Peyton, just tell me what you need me to do, and I’ll do it.”

“We need a plan to get Josh and the guys off my tour. Maybe then I’ll have some time to think things over.”

“Leave that to me. I’ll make it happen.”

“Ugh, thank you, Sam. You’re the best.” Peyton let out a breath she hadn’t realized she’d been holding. “Okay, one problem down. Now, what the hell do I do about Olivia?”

“Do you think you have feelings for her and want to kiss her again, or are you just curious? You have to make sure this isn’t a rebound, and you aren’t going to lead her on.”

“I for sure want to kiss her again. And I think I might want more. When we kissed, my body did things I’ve never felt before.” Peyton honestly wanted to find Olivia right then so they could continue that kiss. “When I first met Josh, we had a physical connection. I was attracted to him, but nothing like this. I don’t think it’s a rebound or an excuse to leave Josh. I truly want to explore what this could be.”

“Okay, in that case, you need to be honest with Josh and end things. You don’t want to give Olivia the wrong impression, and there’s no point in stringing Josh along.”

Peyton dropped her head into her hands. “You’re right. I’ve probably been avoiding this for a while now, but I think I knew where the relationship was headed. Him joining us with his friends like he couldn’t bear spending time alone with me should have been the biggest hint.”

Peyton knew it was the right thing to do. She needed to talk to Josh before she saw Olivia again.

“So, after you talk to Josh, what are you going to do? I’m not sure what the rules are when you’re in a same-sex relationship, but does it matter who reaches out to who first?”

“I have no idea, Sam. I don’t know how this works. With men, they’d always come to me and make all the moves.”

“Well, in case she’s scared to come to you since you’re her boss, maybe you should be the one to make the first move.”

“That makes sense.” Peyton was nervous admitting everything out loud because she wasn’t sure what it all meant. Was she a lesbian? Was she bisexual? Too many things were swirling around in her head, but overthinking right now would not do her any good. She didn’t have to label herself or figure out anything right now except how to maneuver her situation.

“Thank you, Sam. I truly don’t know what I’d do without you.”

Sam reached over and gave Peyton another hug. They both jumped when they heard the door open. A minute later, Josh came stumbling into the room with his sunglasses still on his face.              

Sam looked back at Peyton. “I’m going to leave you two alone. I’ll text you later.” She walked past Josh with no acknowledgment and exited the room.

“How are you feeling?” Peyton asked Josh as he slumped forward at the end of the bed.

“Drunk. Can you order room service? I need to lay down.” Josh walked like a zombie to his side of the bed and collapsed.

For a second, Peyton thought maybe they were about to have their first night alone since Josh arrived, but apparently, he had too many drinks wherever they went and wanted nothing to do with her. Of course, except to ask her for food, which may have been a good thing. Now that Peyton had decided what she wanted, she needed time to think about how to end the relationship.

She didn’t even know what time it was or how long she had been talking to Sam, but Peyton felt her stomach growl and realized she had skipped dinner by accident. Since she was hungry anyway, she placed an order for them both.

“I’m going to take a bath,” Peyton said before she walked into the bathroom and turned on the hot water to fill the stand-alone bathtub.

As the tub filled, she added the lavender bath bomb and Epson salts. One of the perks of being famous is that bath items were always there when she needed them.

Peyton stepped in and gently slipped under. For the first time on the tour, Peyton was so relaxed. Her mind immediately wandered to a gorgeous green-eyed woman.

The steam from the hot bath rose above Peyton as she sat under the bubbles surrounding her and closed her eyes. The kiss with Olivia was the only thing she could think about. She felt it even now as it traveled down her body straight to her center. No one had ever made Peyton react this way. But as confusing as everything was for her, she knew there was no question about how she felt. Every time she thought about Olivia, there was no mistaken the way her stomach fluttered. And for once, she just wanted to feel and not think.

Peyton slid her hand down her body until it landed right where she throbbed. Slowly, she moved her fingers in circles, letting her mind float to Olivia—the piercing green eyes constantly at the forefront of her thoughts, that beautiful smile, and the way Olivia’s laugh made her insides light up.

Peyton picked up the pace, touching herself faster as she remembered all the times she had caught Olivia watching her, the way Olivia’s hand felt against her bare back, the graze of their hands the first night they met, the way Olivia’s thigh felt every time she laid her hand on her, and the way she gripped Peyton’s hips and pulled her in closer between her legs as they kissed.

The thoughts flashed as fast as her hand moved. The electricity she felt from the soft plush lips that remained on hers, the whiskey she smelled on Olivia’s breath and tasted on her lips, the way she became so bold when Olivia was around her. Arching her back, Peyton’s head fell further out of the tub, while a low moan escaped her lips as she felt herself come undone under the water.

As Peyton floated back to where she was and what she was doing, she removed her hand. Realizing in that moment, Josh was just on the other side of the door, and she was masturbating to another person, which was so not like Peyton. These new feelings were making Peyton do things she had never done before. Olivia was bringing out a new side, and she started to like this version of herself.

Peyton jumped out of the tub and into the shower for a quick rinse. She threw on her hotel robe and went to check on Josh. He was sound asleep. Just as her stomach started to rumble, there was a knock at the door. The food was just in time.

Peyton put Josh’s plate on the nightstand next to him in the bedroom in case he woke up and brought hers into the living room. She wanted to stay in her relaxed post-orgasm state, eat dinner on the couch, and watch one of her favorite rom-coms, Notting Hill. Her talk with Josh would have to wait until morning.


CHAPTER ELEVEN

IT HADN’T been a full day before Olivia ran into Peyton, and they weren’t even at work. What were the odds Peyton would be at the same bar as she was last night? She already couldn’t wrap her head around the fact that Peyton had initiated a kiss with her and wasn’t sure if she had temporally lost her mind when she kissed Peyton back. Then Peyton was there, standing at her table, giving her looks, and behaving in a way that Olivia didn’t understand.

None of it made sense to her, but Olivia needed to forget about everything that happened. Peyton was her very straight, famous, and beautiful boss, who also had a boyfriend. And Olivia was just some ordinary woman who happened to be in Peyton’s orbit as an employee. But Peyton kissed her. Why?

Ughhhh.

Olivia had to get a grip before she ended up getting hurt. Maybe even worse, she’d be fired for crossing a line with her boss. Why couldn’t she just have gone home with the cute brunette from the bar? It would have made her life so much easier. At least she had another night off from work to hide in her room and not risk another run-in with Peyton.

Olivia sat back on the bed and opened her book. After she read the same page at least twenty times, she huffed, slammed it shut, and jumped out of bed. She walked over to the little table by the window where the bottle of red wine sat and poured herself a glass. Then she snuggled back into her spot, ordered room service, and turned on the TV.

As Olivia stared at the guide on the screen, her mind wandered to Peyton, specifically to her perfect, heart-shaped, smooth lips, which Olivia could still feel on hers. That night, when she closed the gap between them, Olivia felt the heat down to her core. Goosebumps broke out all over her body, and time had stopped. Olivia didn’t understand. A kiss with her exes had never even done that to her. She had mastered the no-attachment sex, and suddenly, this single short-lived kiss threw her into a frenzy.

Maybe Olivia needed to go out and kiss someone else, then this would all go away. She picked up the phone and called Adam. “Hey, what are you up to? Wanna go out?”

“Hey, Liv. Sorry, I can’t tonight. I’m about to go meet Sam for a drink.”

“So, the other night at the bar went well?” Even though Olivia was disappointed, she was elated for him to have met someone.

“Yeah, she’s mad cool. I like hanging out with her and wanna see where this goes.”

“I’m so happy for you. Have fun tonight, and I’ll want updates when I see you tomorrow.”

Olivia hung up and decided that the universe was most likely telling her that a random hookup was not the right move. Maybe she just needed to talk about what happened to someone, get it out, and then she could move on.

On the second ring, Jennifer answered. “Hey, sis! How’s the rockstar life?”

Olivia missed her sister and already felt better when she heard her voice. “Oh, you know, five-star hotel, wine, and room service in bed. What are you up to?”

“You know my crazy nights, scrolling for a good movie with Justin on the couch. Perfect timing since it’s Justin’s night to pick, and he takes forever.” Olivia heard Jennifer’s boyfriend, Justin, yell in the background, “I do not! Hey, Liv!”

“Ah, the lives of the committed. Tell Justin I said hi.” Olivia loved Justin and had already accepted him as her brother-in-law. She heard Jennifer give Justin the message before she came back.

“There are some new developments on the road. That’s kind of why I’m calling.”

“Yes! The drama I’ve been waiting for!” Jennifer excitedly yelled.

“You’re not funny, and I don’t have drama.”

“Understatement of the year. Tell me everything, Liv.”

Olivia spoke before she changed her mind. “I think I’m crushing hard on Peyton.”

Jennifer giggled on the other end of the phone. “Yeah, you and everyone else on the planet.”

Olivia took a deep breath. “We kissed.”

“You what!?” Jennifer yelled so loudly Olivia had to pull back the phone from her ear as her sister’s voice vibrated into her brain.

“Did you not hear me the first time?”

“Hold the fuck up, Liv. I need you to start from the beginning.”

Olivia recounted the first night she met Peyton, the subtle looks, the buildup of electricity over their multiple meetings, the flirty comments, the deeper conversations, the kiss, and everything in between.

“Holy shit.” Jennifer was breathing heavily as she took in this new information.

“I know. Aka my spiral, leading me to this call, and you being zero help right now.”

“Okay, sorry, I just need a minute for everything to sink in. So, how was the kiss?”

Olivia dazed off, thinking about how she could possibly describe what she felt. “Earth-shattering.”

“Wow.” Jennifer had never been at a loss for words. 

“Jenn, I can honestly say I’ve never kissed a woman before and felt it in every bone of my body. And it was just one kiss. How is this even possible?”

“I’ve literally never heard you talk like this before.” Jennifer paused, but Olivia could still hear her thinking on the other end. “Okay, don’t get mad at me, but maybe this could be more than a crush? Normally, good sex doesn’t even do this to you. You barely even remember their names.”

“No, it can’t mean anything. Peyton’s my boss, and she has a boyfriend. Plus, what would people on the tour or in the industry think about me when they find out? It was a disaster waiting to happen and will never end well for me.”

“Why can’t it, though? Boss and boyfriend aside. And honestly, who cares what people think. You aren’t doing anything wrong. You’re two consenting adults.”

“Come on, Jenn. She’s one of the most famous women on the planet, and I’m just a girl from New Jersey. I don’t even know if she feels the same way. She could have just been swept up in the moment, didn’t even realize what she was doing, and could easily be regretting the kiss right now. Besides, if she’s never been with a woman before, I’m not about to be an experiment she can tell her famous friends about over an expensive bottle of wine one day.”

“Liv, you need to shut up for two seconds and listen to me. Who gives a fuck if she’s famous and you’re not. Any woman would be lucky to be with you. And I’m not just saying that because you’re my sister. You’re beautiful, smart, funny, and care more than anyone I’ve ever met, even though you haven’t shown it since Toni broke your heart. You run around hooking up with all these women pretending like you don’t give a shit, but really, you’re just running from anything serious so you don’t get hurt again. I mean, what the hell do I know? Maybe you still will get hurt, but isn’t it worth the risk? What if she feels the same way you do? Are you really not going to try because you’re scared?”

Jennifer made a good point, similar to Adam’s recent comment about taking a risk. And he was jumping in headfirst with Sam, so why couldn’t she do the same? Was Olivia always running to protect herself from getting hurt again? How long could she keep living like this?

“I honestly don’t know, Jenn. I’m not disagreeing with you, but I think jumping back into something serious with someone like Peyton is a bad idea. It’s a ninety-nine percent risk that I’ll for sure get hurt, and I don’t think I’m prepared to gamble on that one percent.”

“Just talk to her before you make any decisions, and if she doesn’t feel the same way or if you still feel like it isn’t a good idea, then you can just walk away. You need to start being more open, though. I don’t want you to end up alone because of the shit those assholes did to you in the past.”

“You’re right.”

“Can you please say that one more time for the people in the back?”

Olivia laughed. “Shut up. I’ll find her tomorrow and keep you posted. And thanks, Jenn. I kind of miss you.”

“Oh, I know you do. Love you, sis. I’m here for you no matter where you are.”

They chatted a bit longer so Olivia could hear about everything happening in Jennifer’s life before they said goodnight and ended the call. Lucky for her, her favorite comedy, F.R.I.E.N.D.S, was on TV all the time, so she could throw it on and distance her brain from the gorgeous blonde who occupied it. Who was Olivia kidding? Nothing was fully going to take her mind off Peyton.

The next morning, Olivia woke up startled by the alarm that blared next to her. She was not looking forward to work today. She had kissed her boss, or Peyton had kissed her. Olivia was still confused about the whole thing but knew it was a bad look. She prided herself on professionalism and needed to act like it.

When they arrived at the Tacoma Dome that day for the show, Olivia and Adam did their usual walkthrough, assigning each dressing room to the artist, crew, and management team. Then, they grabbed their coffee and breakfast before they got to work. Things were easier now since everyone had already done their part to build the stage multiple times and were more comfortable around one another.

The stage was set up by lunchtime, meaning Peyton would arrive soon for soundcheck. As Olivia sat in catering, she couldn’t even think about food. She was nervous about seeing Peyton but sat with Adam and some crew members, picking at the food on her plate. 

“Adam, how were drinks with Sam last night?” Olivia asked, trying to change the subject in her mind.

“It was great. We’ve hung out a few times now, and I feel like it gets better every time. She’s pretty, easy to talk to, and down to have fun but also lay low. I like her.”

“That’s so sweet. You deserve someone great.”

“Thanks, Liv. Did you end up going out last night?”

“No, decided just to stay in. Got some room service, had some wine, and chatted with my sister for a bit.”

“Nice. How is Jenn?”

“She’s good, still going strong with Justin living in Manhattan. Nursing is kicking both of their asses, but they love it.”

“Awesome.” Adam continued chatting with the other guys while Olivia zoned out in her own world.

Suddenly, she heard a warm, slightly high-pitched tone. “Hey, team! I hope you all had nice days off!” She knew that voice, and apparently, so did her body as she felt herself break out in chills.

Peyton.

Olivia knew she’d be arriving at the venue soon but never expected her to make a pit stop in catering. Thankfully, Olivia’s back was to the door, so it was easy to avoid looking at Peyton. She couldn’t have the first time they laid eyes on each other since their awkward run-in after their kiss, be across a room full of the crew and local workers.

After Peyton left, Olivia released a massive sigh of relief she had been holding in.

“Dude, what was that?” Olivia looked up to find Adam, who gave her a cryptic look.

“What was what?” Olivia asked, playing dumb even though she knew Adam could read her like a book.

“When Peyton came in, you turned all white, and I’m pretty sure you stopped breathing.”

“No, I didn’t.” Olivia would rather poke her eye out with the fork in her hand than admit he was right.

“Whatever you say.”

Olivia was grateful Adam was letting it go, and she skated by whatever that was. She really needed to get a hold of herself because she was terrible at hiding her feelings and had a bad poker face. At least she could avoid Peyton and sidestepped the conversation with Adam—for now.

Olivia felt sick. She got up, threw away her plate, which was still full of food, and headed back to her office. Soundcheck was happening soon, and she had to go, or it would look weird since she’d gone to all the other ones.

When she walked into her office, she spotted a small white paper folded on top of her computer. Curious, Olivia sat down and discreetly opened it.

Can we please talk? Meet me in my dressing room after soundcheck. – P 

“What the hell,” Olivia mumbled to herself. Did Peyton pop into catering as a distraction, or was she making sure Olivia and Adam were out of their office so she could sneak in and write the note?

Olivia’s palms started to sweat, but she needed to talk to Peyton and end whatever this was before it went too far. If she could avoid drowning in those ocean blue eyes of Peyton’s and keep a far enough distance, then she should be able to get through a conversation in one piece. 

Olivia didn’t want to risk someone finding this note, so she shoved it into the front pocket of her backpack when the loud sound system in the arena started to play Peyton’s first song on the setlist.

She walked out to soundcheck as if nothing had changed and stood to the right of the stage in the pit next to Adam like they usually did. Olivia looked down at her phone for as long as she could but peeked at the stage before she thought too much about it.

Olivia’s eyes tracked Peyton’s every move. The way her lips formed while she sang and the way her body moved to the beat. Even without all the makeup and fancy wardrobe, she was a goddess on that stage. And Olivia was hypnotized when she saw her.

Peyton made her way over to where she stood and smiled, lighting up at the sight of Olivia. Her stomach filled with butterflies as she watched Peyton’s cheeks rise and her eyes wrinkle. Olivia had seen Peyton’s fake one when cameras were around, so she knew this was her genuine smile. And it had been directed right at her.

The last song started playing, and Olivia was still trying to decide whether to talk to Peyton or run and hide in her office.

Seconds before the song ended, Olivia ran backstage to Peyton’s dressing room so she couldn’t change her mind. Thankfully, she had the code to the locked door since she was the tour manager and opened it quickly, ducking in before anyone could see her. After closing the door fast and re-locking it, Olivia threw her back against the horizontal wood, breathing hard as if she was James Bond and had just escaped a killer.

Olivia was much more suave than this, but her confidence and calmness went straight out the window when she opened that note. She paced the length of the dressing room while waiting for Peyton to finish, but eventually, she sat on the couch to at least pretend she was chill when Peyton walked in.

A few minutes later, the door opened, and Peyton came into the room, laughing at someone over her shoulder. Sam noticed Olivia first, and when she stopped talking, Peyton turned around. She smiled at Olivia, and without disconnecting her eyes from Olivia’s, she said, “Sam, could you give us a minute, please?”

Sam turned around and closed the door as Peyton walked over and sat on the opposite end of the couch.

“You got my note,” Peyton said as she mirrored Olivia’s position with one leg folded up, leaning her side and arm against the back of the couch, facing the other woman.

“I did and was surprised and maybe also a little turned on when I figured out that sneaky maneuver, checking in catering to see where everyone was.”

Damnit.

Olivia’s confidence was back, but she should not be flirting with Peyton right now. Instead, she needed to be distancing herself from the crush, not diving further into it.

Peyton grinned as if she was so sly. “I have no idea what you’re talking about.”

They stared at each other for a minute, taking in the other until Olivia spoke first. “I’m sorry I kissed you. It was the heat of the moment, and I lost my mind. I swear I don’t normally make a habit of kissing my boss or women who are in a relationship.”

“So does that mean there’s been previous bosses and women in relationships that you’ve kissed?” Peyton asked with the same grin on her face from before.

Was she trying to get a rise from Olivia, or was this maybe Peyton flirting? Olivia knew better than to answer her question. “I’m just sorry if I made you feel uncomfortable. We have a lot of shows left, so I hope you can forgive me. I don’t want it to be weird or anything.”

When Peyton looked at her and didn’t answer right away, Olivia tried to figure out if she was being sized up or if the other woman was formulating her thoughts.

“Nice sidestep on my earlier question.” Peyton smiled. “But you have nothing to apologize for. I leaned in first if you remember.”

Of course, Olivia remembered. The moment was seared into her brain forever.

“You did, but I shouldn’t have kissed you back.”

“Why not?” Peyton asked, and Olivia couldn’t tell if there was sadness or anger behind the question.

“Because of the reasons I just named—boss and 

boyfriend.” Olivia had to stand her ground. She couldn’t risk her reputation for whatever this was.

“What if I told you I liked the kiss, though?” Peyton asked her.

Olivia was totally caught off guard and had not expected Peyton to say something like that. She had only prepared to apologize, get forgiveness, and go.

Peyton must have seen her shocked expression because she then continued. “I’m not sorry we kissed, Olivia. I am sorry I did it while I had a boyfriend, but that’s why I wanted to talk to you.” Olivia sat stunned, waiting to hear what else Peyton had to say. “I broke up with Josh, and he’s back in LA.”

“You what? Please tell me that wasn’t because of me?”

“Don’t flatter yourself. It just wasn’t the relationship that was my end all be all. Maybe your kiss gave me more confidence to do it, but the decision was solely for me and, truthfully, had been a long time coming.”

“Well, I’m glad that you got out of a relationship that wasn’t good for you, but what does that have to do with me?”

“I won’t be Toni. And I want to kiss you again.”

“Peyton.” Olivia tilted her head as she felt her lips part, and the confusion set in. It was all happening so fast. Olivia was not expecting Peyton to say these things, and her brain was still trying to catch up. “We can’t kiss again. You might not be with Josh anymore, but aren’t you still straight?”

“I don’t know what I am and don’t want a label.” Peyton looked offended. “I know I’ve never been with a woman before, but why does that matter? What if it just took me longer to realize?”

Olivia did understand that. She knew a lot of women who came out later in life, but this couldn’t happen either way. “You’re right, I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have assumed anything, and it’s not my business anyway. We still can’t do this, though, Peyton. You’re my boss. Not to mention, you’re also insanely famous and can have anyone you want. What do you want with a nobody like me? Unless this is just an experiment because you have new feelings you want to explore, which, in that case, I’m sure there are plenty of gorgeous gay celebrities who would be ecstatic to help you on your journey.”

Peyton slid down the couch closer to Olivia and reached for the hand in her lap. Peyton’s touch made her skin tingle, and when she looked down at their interlaced fingers, Olivia felt her heart rate speed up.

“I don’t want someone else, Liv, and you aren’t a nobody. You’re a person just like I am, and this isn’t an experiment. I would never do that to you.”

Olivia pulled her hand away as she stood up. “We can’t do this. I’m sorry, Peyton. The kiss was…” Olivia paused and closed her eyes while remembering how Peyton’s lips felt against hers. She shouldn’t continue that thought, though. It wasn’t fair to Peyton.

Before Olivia could say another word, Peyton asked. “Is this because of the woman you were with at the bar? Allie or something.”

Olivia could have sworn she saw Peyton’s jaw clench and her knuckles, which held the blue toy, turn white after the words came out.

“Alicia. And no.” Olivia didn’t think she needed to explain herself but realized she wanted to. “She’s just a friend I used to tour with. She lives in Tacoma, and I hadn’t seen her in a while, so we were catching up.”

Olivia needed to leave before she lost the nerve. “I’m sorry, Peyton.” She turned and left before Peyton could stop her and ran straight to her office.

Thankfully, Adam wasn’t there, so she could be alone. Olivia leaned her back against the closed door, sliding down until her butt hit the floor, and threw her head into her hands.

What did I just do?

She couldn’t be with Peyton. Olivia was her employee, and after being forced to take a hiatus, she needed to focus on her health and job to make it through this tour in one piece. But why did it feel so bad if this was the right thing to do?

Olivia felt that kiss deep in her bones. It was life-changing, and she couldn’t stop replaying the moment. It was so hard to downplay how she felt, but Olivia needed to do this for herself. She wasn’t going to end up broken again. Her armor was staying in place.


CHAPTER TWELVE

PEYTON PUT herself out there and got turned down. Both firsts for her. And yes, it probably wasn’t the best idea to get involved with someone who worked for her, but she was not expecting Olivia to tell her they couldn’t do anything. She thought Olivia had felt the same way about the kiss.

Sadness set in as Peyton sat on the couch and glanced at the closed door Olivia had just left through. She wasn’t sure what to do in a scenario like this. Should she run after Olivia? Does she pretend like nothing ever happened?

This was the first time Peyton had ever been in a situation where she wanted to chase someone, but she wasn’t exactly sure how to do it because it was a woman. The only thing Peyton did know right now was that she wanted to kiss Olivia. Again.

About an hour later, Peyton was in the same spot when she heard a knock at the door. Her heart wished Olivia was coming back to see her, but her head knew better.

The door opened, and Sam’s head popped in as she said, “Two hours until you’re on stage. Are you ready for glam?”

Peyton nodded before Jacob, her hair stylist, and Megan, her makeup artist, came in.

After her team finished, Peyton started to get changed and was in her head when she heard Sam ask, “Are you okay, Peyton?”

“I’m fine.”

“You don’t seem fine. What happened with Olivia?”

“I don’t want to talk about it right now. I need to get ready and go do the show.” Peyton felt bad she wasn’t being the nicest to her best friend, but the immense emotions weighed her down, causing her to act a way she usually never did.

As Peyton and her team geared up for the show backstage, she recalled the previous conversation and kiss with Olivia. Peyton wondered if she had read the signs wrong. Maybe they were different with women than men. She shook herself from the thoughts. She needed to get in the right headspace to perform. It wasn’t like she would figure everything out right then, anyway.

As the lights in the arena went dark, signaling the show’s start, Peyton did her pre-show ritual. She would gather in a circle with her band and dancers, wrap their arms around the person standing next to them, and pray for a good show and all their health while they were out there. 

When they finished, Peyton looked up to find Olivia’s eyes on her. Neither smiled nor looked away, even as the crew fleeted around her.

While Peyton knelt on the platform that would raise her to the center of the stage in a minute, she thought about her fans and needed to give them her absolute best.

Ninety minutes later, the lights went dark, and the crowd roared. The concert was over. As Peyton exited to walk back to her green room, all the lights in the arena went bright. It was as if they flicked the switch on in her brain because a rush of thoughts about Olivia came in. The happiness she felt on stage was gone, and the overwhelming feeling of rejection was in place.

Later that night, Peyton laid in bed, replaying everything with Olivia repeatedly as she tried to figure out if she had missed something. She was sure there was a spark when they kissed, but now she was questioning all of it. The physical and mental toll life had taken on her recently exhausted her. 

As the bus pulled away, she started to feel herself drift off when a tear escaped down her face. Peyton let herself cry, knowing she couldn’t hide. The pressure of the tour, her breakup with Josh, and her confusion with Olivia had all become too much for her to handle.

The following two weeks passed in the blink of an eye. She had performed shows in Spokane, Denver, Dallas, San Antonio, Houston, Oklahoma City, Kansas City, and St. Paul, with some scattered days off in between.

Today, they arrived in Chicago, Illinois. Peyton had only seen Olivia on show days from afar as they passed through backstage hallways without a word. Somehow, though, they were connected because they always seemed to be able to find each other.

The next show was at The United Center, but first, they had two days off to relax. Peyton spent the first day in her hotel room alone, trying to work through all her emotions.

Josh still hadn’t stopped texting and calling her. The conversation didn’t go exactly as she had planned. He barely gave her time, saying he needed to meet the guys, so she immediately told him they were done. When he started getting mad, she listed the reasons why. Of course, at first, he denied cheating on her in Vegas, but when she put her foot down, he admitted everything. Not just that time, but two others too. Peyton knew she deserved way better and was now more positive about the breakup than ever, but when push came to shove, she didn’t have it in her to kick him out of her house after all those years. So, she told Josh that since she wouldn’t be home, he could have two weeks at the house to pack and find a place.

Once the back and forth stopped, Josh suggested they keep the breakup quiet until after their song was released. He only cared about what was best for him and his future. But after the anger settled, Peyton decided it was a good idea. Then, she wouldn’t have to deal with the frenzy of the paparazzi when it got out. She did not have the energy for that right now.

After the conversation ended and Josh left, Peyton felt weird. She wasn’t as sad as she thought she would be after six years together. At this point, she was more embarrassed at what he had done behind her back and now was just happy he was gone.

On the second day off, Peyton decided to pull herself together, which meant getting out of the room and shopping with Sam. Retail therapy was just what she needed.

When they returned to the hotel that afternoon, Sam and Peyton walked into her suite, holding many bags from their spending spree. Peyton was happy to treat herself and her best friend to new clothes.

Before Sam could leave, Peyton asked. “You think you could stay for a little?”

“Of course. I’m just going out with Adam later but am happy to hang now.”

“How’s it going with Adam?” Peyton asked as they made their way over to the living room. She flicked off her sneakers and made herself at home on the couch while Sam took the single seat adjacent to her.

Peyton watched as a pink blush took over Sam’s fair skin. “It’s going so great. I really like him. We’ve hung out almost every night since Vegas, but tonight, he’s taking me on a date to this fancy Italian restaurant nearby.”

“That’s so romantic. I’m happy for you.”

“Thanks, P. I think this could be serious. He’s sweet, funny, cute, and is such a gentleman. And he’s attentive and not afraid to hide his emotions. I don’t want to get my hopes up, but this seems different. I guess we’ll see.”

“You deserve a man like Adam. He seems great. I’m rooting for you both.” Peyton twisted the ring on her finger a few times before she continued, “Sam, I’m sorry if I’ve been short with you lately. I’ve been sorting through some things and wasn’t ready to talk.”

“It’s okay. I figured something was going on, so I didn’t take it personally.”

“I think I’m ready to talk now.” Peyton huffed, not knowing if she was angry or sad. “I feel like I’m all over the place. I put my heart on the line for Olivia, and she turned me down.”

“What do you mean she turned you down?”

Peyton recapped all the details of her conversation with Olivia to Sam and felt even more vulnerable when she said it aloud.

“Playing devil’s advocate here.” Sam looked at Peyton with a sincere expression. “Do you think Olivia’s just scared? You did tell me she had some bad breakups in the past. You are also her boss, don’t forget, so that could be scary for someone as professional as Olivia.”

“That’s true. Olivia doesn’t strike me as someone who has ever let herself get in a situation like this with an employer. With the past stuff, though, I’m not those women.”

“But she doesn’t know that yet. To her, all women might be those women, and she’s just protecting her heart. Do you truly think there’s something between the two of you?”

“Yes. Or I thought I did before Olivia said we couldn’t go any further. I swear I felt something, though, when we kissed. Sam, it was too strong for it just to be one-sided.”

“Then maybe you just need to prove to her that you aren’t those women from her past, and then she’ll be more open to the idea of the two of you. It’s not like there’s a law against dating your boss, and Josh is already gone, so she doesn’t have another argument.”

“Don’t forget that I’m famous.”

“Oh, right. Well, we can’t change that one, but you’re just like anyone else. You might have to work a little harder to keep your personal life private, but that shouldn’t stop someone from being with you. And honestly, if she stands by that for the only reason you two can’t be together, then maybe it’s just not meant to be.”

“True.” Peyton sighed. She didn’t want to think about Olivia and her not at least having a chance to see what was between them. “So, how do I show her I’m not those other women?”

“Hm, what would I want a guy to do for me.” Sam adjusted her glasses as she folded her legs under her and leaned on the arm of the chair. “Maybe bring her something she likes? A food or drink? Show her you’ve been paying attention to the small details.”

Peyton sat and thought a little harder. “I think I need to go bigger. It’s me we’re talking about.” They both laughed, knowing Peyton could be a little dramatic. She was an artist, after all.

“Maybe just go talk to her again. It sounded like the other two walked away from her, so I think if you showed her you aren’t giving up, that would help prove you’re different than them.”

“You think it’s that simple?” Peyton asked.

“It can be if you both feel the same way, and I think communication goes a long way.”

Peyton paused for a quick second. “Okay, you’re right. I’m going to do it. I’ll show her I won’t just toss her out when things get hard, nor will I walk away. I’ll make sure she knows she’s worth fighting for.”

“Hell, yeah! I’m so proud of you, P. You should always go after what you want and deserve. People have taken far too much from you. It’s your turn to take what you want.”

Peyton jumped up and quickly ran into the bedroom to get changed. “What should I wear!?”

“Something casual. So, when the two of you become a thing, should I call you ladies Peyvia or Oliton?”

Peyton laughed at her friend. “I think we’ll have to work on that ship name if this plan actually works.”

She settled on light blue loose-fitting jeans and a white T-shirt. She wanted to be herself—no makeup, no crazy designer clothing, just her regular everyday clothes. She grabbed her baseball hat to hide her face in the hallways and shoved her feet into her white sneakers.

“I’m so nervous. Going after someone who rejected you once already is making me feel like I could throw up right now.”

“You’ll be fine. Just be yourself. And you look great. No matter what happens, I’m proud of you and am here for you. Olivia is in room 425. Go get her!”

“425. Okay, thanks, Sam. Have fun on your date later. We’ll recap our nights tomorrow. A drink after the show, just the two of us?”

“It’s a date. Good luck with Olivia. Love you, P.”

“You too, S.” Peyton hugged her best friend before she left the suite.


CHAPTER THIRTEEN

THAT NIGHT, Peyton was so anxious as she paced around the room, taking slow, deep breaths. When she finally felt ready, or as ready as she would ever be with anxiety filling her, she paused in the mirror and gave herself one last look over.

“You can do this,” Peyton whispered before confidently walking across the room and opening the door.

Peyton stopped when she found Olivia with her fist in the air as if she was just about to knock.  They both stood there frozen. Peyton couldn’t believe her eyes. Olivia was right in front of her and looked so sexy. The tight ribbed black tank top sat just below her belly button, and the oversized black sweatpants hung so low on her waist that Peyton could see her bare hip bones. She scanned Olivia’s body and did not hide it well at all. Her eyes landed right on Olivia’s chest, where she could see two hard nipples poking through the shirt. Peyton’s brain was short-circuiting.

“Hi, I’m sorry if you were on your way out. I can go.” Olivia pointed over her shoulder and started to turn down the hallway.

“Wait.” Olivia turned around as Peyton spoke louder than she needed to. Peyton was in a trance, looking into those forest-green eyes. She had to slap herself mentally to finish. “I was just coming to see you.”

Peyton opened the door further and watched Olivia slowly enter the room, stopping just far enough inside for the door to shut behind her.

“I…” Olivia was trying to speak, but Peyton saw Olivia’s eyes roaming over her body. She wasn’t sure why Olivia was there, but her heart was pounding the longer Olivia stood in her hotel room.

Olivia’s sexy, pouted lips were right in front of her, and Peyton couldn’t stop herself. She lunged at Olivia and pulled her in for a kiss. Not an innocent kiss like the first time. Her hands were in Olivia’s hair, pulling her in closer to her body, and within seconds, she felt Olivia’s arms wrap around her waist, holding them together. Olivia not pulling away was already a good sign.

Peyton pushed herself into Olivia until her back was up against the door. She slid her thigh in between Olivia’s legs, right where her pressure was building with each second of this daring kiss.

It still wasn’t enough for Peyton, so she glided her hands down Olivia’s body, feeling every muscular curve of her arms until her hands gripped her bare waist. The skin-on-skin touch sent shock waves through Peyton’s entire body.

Olivia’s hands moved up to the back of Peyton’s neck as she licked her bottom lip, asking for entry. Peyton quickly obliged, giving their tongues free access to intertwine.

After a moment, lost in a frenzy of hands, lips, and tongues, Olivia broke the kiss, and Peyton felt the sudden loss. Their faces were only mere inches apart, and their hands were still in the places they had just explored.

Olivia looked her in the eyes. “Peyton, what are we doing?”

“Well, we were kissing.” Peyton went for lighthearted, but Olivia wasn’t thrilled. She squeezed where she still held onto Olivia’s waist. “Olivia, you seriously can’t tell me you don’t feel this. This pull between us. This want.”

“I don’t remember ever saying I didn’t feel anything. I just said it couldn’t happen.”

“So, why did you come here tonight? Why were you about to knock on my door?” Peyton asked, sounding a little frustrated, but she was. These mixed signals were driving her insane.

“I honestly don’t remember.”

“Bull shit.” Peyton wasn’t about to let Olivia off the hook that easily. She watched as Olivia debated her next words.

“Fine. I was thinking about you and wanted to see you.”

Peyton wrapped her arms further around Olivia’s waist to bring her closer. She wanted Olivia to feel her heartbeat and to know that Peyton wanted this.

Brushing her lips against Olivia’s once more, Peyton said, “I know you feel this,” while looking deep into Olivia’s green eyes.

Olivia sighed. “I do, but Peyton, you’re a famous musician, and I’m just a regular person. What happens when the tour ends? You’ll continue being famous in LA, and I’ll be back in New Jersey, alone with a broken heart. It will never work out.”

“Screw your excuse of me being famous. I don’t care about either of our jobs, nor do I care about either of our social statuses in the world. I also couldn’t care less if we weren’t on the road. You can visit me on the West Coast, and I can visit you on the East Coast. People do it all the time.”

“You aren’t people and can literally have anyone you want. Why me?”

“Why not you? Have you seen yourself?”

“Peyton.” Olivia dragged out her name.

“Olivia. I’m not those other women who hurt you. Give me a chance to show you, please.” Peyton couldn’t believe she was practically begging Olivia. It wasn’t like her, but that was how strongly she felt about all this.

When Olivia didn’t answer, Peyton let go of her and stepped back. She wanted to give Olivia space to decide what she wanted. And she, too, needed to distance herself in case Olivia protested again. There were only a certain amount of times Peyton could take someone turning her down, and she didn’t want to feel like she had to talk someone into being with her.

Olivia stared at her with this soft look, but Peyton couldn’t tell what it meant. The silence was killing her, so she took her shot one last time. “I haven’t been able to stop thinking about you, Liv. Like, can you seriously tell me you didn’t just feel that passion? The desire between the two of us.” Peyton paused. “I’m standing here again, telling you I want you for a second time. What are you going to do about it?”

Peyton watched as Olivia looked down, clearly trying to avoid eye contact. Her patience was wearing. She couldn’t stand around and wait forever.

When Olivia’s silence was apparent enough of an answer that she didn’t feel the same way, Peyton walked around Olivia and reached for the handle. She was going to give Olivia an out, but before she could pull the door open, Olivia grabbed her forearm to stop her.

“You have the power to destroy me, Peyton. I’ve never felt this way about someone after a few weeks and just one kiss.” Olivia pulled Peyton closer into her body and used both hands to cup her face. “Please don’t hurt me.”

Olivia leaned in and kissed Peyton. At first, it was slow as they began to explore each other’s mouths again, but then it turned desperate when Olivia pushed Peyton up against the door and slid her tongue into her mouth. Olivia had used her whole body to pin Peyton against the door, connecting them at every possible part.

The kiss grew messy and frantic while Peyton felt the warmth building between her legs. Olivia’s tongue tangled with hers as her hands found the hem of Peyton’s shirt. They slid underneath until Peyton felt Olivia’s nails scratching down her back.

Peyton moaned into the kiss before she pushed off the door, moving them towards the bed until the back of Olivia’s legs hit up against it and pushed Olivia until she was seated on the bed and stared down at her.

“Peyton, are you sure about this?”

“I’ve never been more sure about anything.”

As Olivia shifted up the bed, Peyton got on all fours, following her until she was lying on top. The magnetic pull towards this woman was alluring, but Peyton felt, at that moment, there was one more thing she had to add before they continued. “I’ve never been with a woman before, so please be patient with me.” She pushed herself back onto her legs to give herself better leverage to look Olivia directly in the eyes. “And even though it’s my first time, I need you to know that I’ve never felt something so intense with another person. You aren’t an experiment.” 

Olivia pulled Peyton back down onto her body until their lips connected. That action was enough for Peyton to know that Olivia heard and believed her.

As Peyton felt herself getting more wet with every stroke of their tongues, she heard a low moan come from Olivia, and a fire ignited within her. She needed to hear other sounds from Olivia and wanted nothing more than to be the cause.

Peyton sat up on both knees between Olivia’s legs and pulled her shirt over her head. Then she reached out to urge Olivia up so Peyton could remove hers, too.

As she stared down at Olivia’s bare chest, Peyton said, “God, you’re so beautiful.” Her mouth went dry as it hung slightly open.

Olivia smiled as she reached behind Peyton and unhooked her bra. Olivia’s pupils dilated at the view, and Peyton felt that no one had ever wanted her more than Olivia did at that moment.

As the desire grew between them both, Olivia leaned back onto her elbows and watched Peyton as she bent down to take one nipple into her mouth. Olivia threw her head back as Peyton slowly sucked before she moved to give the other just as much attention.

Even though she set it, Peyton thought she was about to lose her mind with this pace. She wanted to enjoy what was happening but was also eager to give Olivia the pleasure she needed.

Olivia wasn’t as patient as Peyton was trying to be because, within seconds, Olivia’s hands gripped her waist and moved Peyton until she was on her back on the other side of the bed. Now, Olivia was on top of her, staring down, her tongue darting out to lick her lips, showing just how much she craved Peyton. The feeling made Peyton’s ache grow even more.  

Olivia put both hands on either side of Peyton’s head and leaned down to kiss Peyton’s collarbone before she licked her way up her neck. When she landed by Peyton’s ear, Olivia said, “I need you now.”

The raspy whisper of those words sent chills down Peyton’s body. Olivia moved back as she tugged Peyton’s jeans and underwear down.

Peyton was fully naked now as Olivia looked down at her in awe. “Fuck, you’re so sexy.”

Peyton felt herself throb. She needed Olivia and couldn’t wait a second longer.

“Please, Olivia.” She groaned as this beautiful woman on top of her kissed and licked every part of her body.

“Please, what?” Olivia asked, and Peyton knew she would make her beg for it.

With the intensity of their stare in each other’s eyes, Peyton hoped Olivia could see the desperation. But when Olivia didn’t move, she knew she needed to answer. “I need to feel your body on mine.”

Olivia raised an eyebrow. “That’s all you want?” She slowly grazed her fingers down the center of Peyton’s chest, then her torso, until she paused right above where Peyton needed her and didn’t move.

“Fuck me, Liv. Right now.” Peyton couldn’t breathe. She didn’t know how much longer she could wait. But when Olivia smiled at her, she knew her answer was approved.

Olivia moved her lips to Peyton’s as their kiss grew feverish. When she felt one finger glide lightly over her clit, through her wetness, Peyton bit down on Olivia’s lower lip. Olivia’s one finger then slid through her center before the pressure of Olivia’s finger moving inside her caused Peyton to gasp.

While Olivia continued to move in and out, Peyton slowly started to rock her hips with her as she whispered against Olivia’s lips. “I want to feel more of you.”

Doing just as Peyton asked for, Olivia slid another finger inside, and she couldn’t help the loud moan that escaped. Olivia curled her fingers as Peyton rocked her hips harder into her, causing Olivia to go deeper.

Everything had been building since Peyton kissed Olivia when she first came into the room, but now, with Olivia moving fast inside of her, she was nearing the edge.

Peyton moaned in the crook of Olivia’s neck as she heard Olivia’s low voice in her ear. “You’re so wet for me.” Olivia’s fingers moved quicker with each thrust of her body as she breathlessly continued. “I’ve been dying to know what it would feel like to be with you. To touch you. I haven’t stopped thinking about you.”

Peyton was on the brink of the best orgasm she’d ever had. She moved her lips so Olivia’s and hers connected as Peyton came undone. Her teeth bit down on Olivia’s bottom lip, and her body quivered as their movements continued, but Olivia was nowhere near done.

Just as Peyton started to make it through her orgasm, Olivia’s fingers stilled inside as her thumb started to slowly rub Peyton’s clit. If she thought the other orgasm was the best she’d ever had, Peyton was so wrong.

“Fuck, Liv.” She panted. “That feels so good.”

Olivia’s circles became faster, making Peyton fly over the edge.

“Oh my god!” Peyton screamed. “Olivia.” She moaned, never feeling something so amazing.

Peyton came a second time, and Olivia held her as she slowed her movements. Once her body stopped trembling and her breathing calmed, Olivia pulled out of her. Peyton had seriously been missing out on incredible sex her whole life.

“Are you okay?” Olivia asked.

Peyton didn’t know she could feel this good while being protected and cared for or that her attraction to another person could be this strong.

“So good. Holy shit, that was amazing.” Peyton reached up and grabbed Olivia’s face with both hands as she yanked her down for a kiss, smashing their swollen lips together. She slid her hands down Olivia’s back and grabbed onto her ass. Nothing would stop her from making Olivia feel as good as she had made Peyton feel. She wanted to hear what Olivia sounded like when she came undone and feel what it was like to make Olivia scream her name.

Quickly, Peyton flipped them both in the sheets, landing her on top of Olivia. Kneeling on both sides of Olivia’s legs, Peyton slowly removed her sweatpants and fitted black women’s boxers as her eyes scanned down Olivia’s body.

“Liv,” Peyton breathed her name as if the mention on her lips alone could make her climax. “You’re the most gorgeous woman I’ve ever seen.”

Peyton reached down and slid her fingers through the wetness between Olivia’s legs. She couldn’t look away from Olivia as she watched her bite down on her bottom lip while Peyton began to stroke her entrance.

Slowly, Peyton leaned down to meet Olivia’s lips before she moved to her neck, finding her sweet spot at the base of her collarbone. Peyton began sucking on the area as she heard Olivia groan at the touch.

“I want to taste you,” Peyton whispered below her ear.

Olivia’s body hitched beneath Peyton, telling her exactly what she wanted. Slowly, she made her way down Olivia’s body, sucking both nipples and kissing down her sides. She licked the skin above Olivia’s hips as she felt her twitch, clearly having found a sensitive place. Peyton may have never eaten out a woman before, but she’d never been more confident with what she was about to do.

Olivia spread her legs, letting Peyton settle between them. “Are you sure, Peyton? We don’t have to rush into anything you aren’t ready for.”

Peyton appreciated that Olivia checked in on her, but she so badly wanted this. “I want my tongue on you. I want all of you.” Peyton said, wearing a smile she couldn’t remove before she broke eye contact to make her way down Olivia’s body.


CHAPTER FOURTEEN

ONE MINUTE, Olivia was alone in bed, and the next, she was standing at Peyton’s door. She didn’t even know what she was doing there, but her mouth dropped when Peyton pulled it open. She looked so good in a simple white tee and blue jeans, forgoing the normal six-inch heels for sneakers. Peyton looked like she was a star glowing in the night. 

Once Peyton invited Olivia in and kissed her, she lost all her senses. She tried to fight the feelings, but it was like running in quicksand. It just wasn’t possible. And Peyton was right—the excuse of her being a celebrity was weak, and Olivia was officially out of reasons not to give this a chance. So, she let herself go, and now Olivia was lying in bed naked with Peyton, limbs intertwined and both thoroughly pleasured.

It was like she had died and gone to heaven. Any previous thoughts about Peyton hurting her, Olivia’s past broken hearts, and any other worries she had went out the window. At this point, if Peyton asked her to go to another planet, Olivia would follow her to the ends of the galaxy.

With a smile, Peyton moved down her body until her lips were on the inside of Olivia’s left thigh. She slowly moved up Olivia’s leg, lightly licking her way across Olivia’s center before continuing down her right inner thigh.

Olivia started to shift beneath Peyton’s mouth, trying to get her to settle right where Olivia needed her the most. Peyton pushed her hips down, causing Olivia to get even more turned on as she felt Peyton take control.

When Olivia looked down, she caught Peyton’s eyes looking up at her as she smiled. Not missing a beat, Peyton continued to move her tongue before dipping her head further to suck on Olivia’s clit.

A wave of pleasure came over Olivia as Peyton slowly drew circles with her tongue while pushing two fingers inside of her. She gasped as Peyton began to move in and out, her tongue moving faster as she continued to work wonders on Olivia’s center. Her fingers curled inside, hitting the perfect spot, and Olivia felt close until Peyton started to tease her again. She tried to rock her hips into Peyton, but Peyton was in complete control as she threw her arm across Olivia’s stomach.

Holding her in place, Peyton pushed further inside as she detached her lips from Olivia to say, “I’m going to make you scream.”

Before Olivia could process those words, Peyton’s mouth was on her again, sucking harder and moving her tongue faster in movements Olivia didn’t even recognize.

“Harder. More.” Olivia choked out. “Peyton, yes.” She moaned as Peyton licked while adding more pressure, moving her fingers quicker and deeper.

“Oh. My. Fuck. Don’t. Stop.” Olivia arched her back as her entire body started to shake. “Holy Shit,” she cried out.

Peyton didn’t stop her movements but slowed them down as Olivia rode out her orgasm on Peyton’s mouth and fingers.

Olivia became so sensitive she reached down and softly tugged at Peyton’s hair. “Come up here, beautiful.”

Peyton crawled up her body with a smirk that Olivia read as victory. Then she watched, feeling her eyes going wide as Peyton moved the same two fingers that were just inside of her to her mouth and sucked on them.

The longing for this woman was uncontrollable. She yanked Peyton down onto her and crashed their lips together. When they came up for air, Peyton moved to the side of Olivia, leaned on one elbow, and laid her head into her hand to look at her.

They stared into each other’s eyes before Olivia said, “You sure this was your first time?”

Peyton laughed. “Was it okay?”

“Okay? I don’t think anyone has ever made me come that hard before. I’ve also definitely never been that vocal, and you licking your fingers after.” Olivia paused and looked up at the ceiling as she bit down on her lip. “That was amazing. You’re amazing. And did I mention you’re insanely sexy?”

Peyton gigged and leaned in to steal another kiss before she laid her head on Olivia’s chest. Olivia wrapped her arms around Peyton’s back and held onto her, their legs tangled as if they were one person. 

Neither moved nor said a word for a few minutes. Olivia could feel their hearts beating together. She wanted to hold onto whatever this was and get lost in the moment forever.

They were lying naked together, quiet after having just made each other scream and moan through multiple orgasms. Olivia didn’t know this could be possible. Her body had done things it hadn’t before, and her heart felt something she didn’t think she would ever feel again. Their connection ran deep so quickly that Olivia wanted to do everything she could not to let it go.

“Liv.” Peyton paused. “I’m scared.”

Olivia moved slightly to look at Peyton before asking, “Why are you scared? Did I do something?”

“No, no. Liv, you’re amazing. It just scares me how fast my feelings are growing for you. I can’t even think straight when I’m with you. When we first kissed, I felt something I’d never felt before. Now, after tonight, everything feels even bigger. But in a good way.” Peyton paused to kiss Olivia before she continued. “What happens if I ruin it, though? Or ruin us? Or what if the world finds out first and ruins this for us? What if I wake up and you’re gone because you changed your mind about giving us a chance?”

Olivia let Peyton voice her concerns, but the only thing she wanted to do was hold her until all her worries faded away.

She searched Peyton’s eyes as she let the words hang between them before saying, “I feel the same way, so I know how scary it is because I’ve never felt this strongly about anyone before. I promise you, though, Peyton, I’m not going anywhere. As for the world and everything else, we can take this as slow as you need. It’s just me and you. There are no rules.”

Olivia sat up, moved her legs on both sides of Peyton, and reached out to hold her hands. “I didn’t know this was going to happen when I came here tonight, and as much as I tried to protest this because I was scared, I did hope we would kiss again. The last few weeks of getting to know you have been the best of my life. I’ve been more real and had more fun with you in this short time than with anyone I spent years with, if ever. I don’t want either of us to be scared anymore. I want this. I want you.” Olivia leaned forward to place a light kiss on Peyton’s forehead.

“Liv, I like you, and I’m sorry this needs to be a secret for now. It won’t be forever, but I do need some time. I want us to have a real chance, just the two of us, before the world tries to get involved.”

“And I wanna give you that have that time, Peyton. Not just for the two of us to figure out what this is and how we feel but also so you can make sure this is something you truly want, that you could really see yourself being with a woman. Until then, I’m happy to be your sexy little secret.”

Peyton laughed. “It’s going to be so hard seeing you at work and not be able to kiss you.” 

“Trust me, I get it. Do you know how hard it’s gonna be for me to watch you on that stage?” Olivia started panting and fanning herself.

Peyton laughed and pushed Olivia until she was lying back down on the pillow before she chased her for a kiss.

“Liv, could you do me a favor?”

“Literally anything.”

“I’ve seen you at my shows, standing off the pit area stage right, but I didn’t see you at the last show. Would you watch all my shows from there? It makes me happy when I’m able to find you easily.”

“I’ll be there,” Olivia said with the biggest smile.

Peyton laid her head on Olivia’s chest and held tightly as she snuggled further in.

“Will you stay with me tonight?” Peyton asked.

Olivia smiled. “There’s nowhere else I’d rather be.”


CHAPTER FIFTEEN

PEYTON WOKE up holding Olivia, feeling the most satisfied and happy she had ever been. This thing between them was electric.

After a quick check-in, they fell right back into rhythm with fingers, tongues, and lips everywhere until they were both thoroughly pleasured. Even after, Peyton couldn’t stop touching and kissing Olivia on the arm that held her or her chest that she laid on. Her lips met every part of her bare skin within reach until she fell asleep. How was Peyton supposed to act normal when she saw Olivia at work?

Peyton poked her head up to check the clock on the nightstand. She knew Olivia had an early call time and didn’t want her to be late even if she never wanted them to leave this bed.

Olivia looked so peaceful while she slept on Peyton’s chest. Her arm and leg were draped across Peyton’s body, and she was more than happy to be pinned down by this beautiful woman.

Carefully, she leaned down and kissed the top of Olivia’s head before she felt Olivia stir in her arms.

“Hey, you,” Olivia said, looking up at Peyton with the cutest, sleepy smile.

Olivia’s extra raspy morning might have been one of Peyton’s new favorite things. She had learned since the night before that there were a lot of sounds from Olivia that had quickly become her number one chorus.  

“Good morning, angel. I’m sorry to wake you. I didn’t want you to be late for your lobby call.”

Olivia laid her head back on Peyton’s chest, burrowing deeper in. “You’re the boss. I can be a little late.”

“Oh no.” Peyton shifted out from under Olivia and left the bed. “You had reservations about us because I was your boss, so now you can’t play that card when it’s convenient for you.”

Peyton moved to wrap the robe around herself as she stood in the cold room after feeling the loss of Olivia and the warm bed.

Olivia turned on her side, facing Peyton, pulling the sheets down to expose her bare breasts, and Peyton could only stand there watching with her arms crossed. She tried not to stare, but it was so hard. Olivia knew what she was doing, and Peyton had to stay strong.

She watched as Olivia patted the empty part of the bed beside her and asked, with her eyelashes flicking at Peyton, “Don’t you want another five more minutes naked in bed with me?”

Right then, Peyton knew she would cave. It was only a matter of seconds.

Stepping closer, Peyton slowly placed one knee on the bed before Olivia reached for her wrist and yanked her down to wrap Peyton in her arms. Facing each other, Olivia put one leg on top of Peyton and pulled her in as close as possible. She couldn’t stop herself from sinking her teeth into Olivia’s bottom lip, igniting something she knew they didn’t have time to finish.

“If you’re trying to turn me on, it’s working, but now there’s no way I’m leaving this bed for work,” Olivia said in her deep voice as she smiled at Peyton, causing shivers to travel down Peyton’s spine.

“What if we take this into the shower? We both need to anyway, so really, it’s just us saving time.” Peyton initially refused to give in to Olivia so she wouldn’t be late, but now she couldn’t let Olivia leave without touching her one last time.

Olivia gave her a look as if Peyton had just come up with the best idea ever. In seconds, sleepy Olivia jumped out of bed and ran into the bathroom.

Peyton laughed as she followed.

While they waited for the water to heat up, Peyton felt two arms snake around her middle from behind. Leaning her head back on Olivia’s shoulder, she turned and kissed Olivia softly on her nose.

Neither moved positions as they stepped under the large rain shower head that spilled down the scolding hot water. Olivia peppered Peyton with kisses as she held her, starting on both shoulders before making her way up the back of Peyton’s neck before her hands slid up to massage both of Peyton’s breasts as she licked the water off her collarbone.

Peyton arched her back to create space between them as she reached behind her. She heard a low gasp that came from Olivia as she pushed two fingers inside of her.

Flipping around in Olivia’s arms, she continued her movements in between Olivia’s legs. Peyton slowly moved her fingers in and out as her palm rubbed against Olivia’s center.

Olivia matched her position, pulling a moan from Peyton while pushing her back up against the cold tiles as the heat started to fill the space. As they moved in sync, picking up the pace, their lips and teeth hungrily met, kissing and biting as they worked each other into a screaming orgasm.

Peyton slid her hand out from between Olivia’s legs, brushed some hair that had fallen across her face, and softly kissed her lips. It was such a sweet, intimate gesture, but that’s when Peyton saw Olivia’s mouth turn down.

“Are you okay?” She asked Olivia.

Olivia wrapped her arms around Peyton’s waist, pulling her close before saying, “I forgot how amazing it felt to be with someone. Truly and entirely, giving yourself to another person. I just realized how much I’ve missed it.”

Peyton laid her forehead against Olivia’s as she draped her arms over her shoulders and ran her fingers through the back of Olivia’s hair. They held each other, soaking up the last few minutes they had that morning, and without even realizing it, Olivia grabbed the bar of soap on the ledge and meticulously rubbed it all over Peyton’s body.

After their shower, Olivia wrapped the fresh white hotel robe around Peyton from behind and pulled her tight to her chest. “With each word, your tenderness grows, tearing my fear apart.” Olivia began singing and swaying them as they made eye contact through the mirror. “And that laugh that wrinkles your nose, it touches my foolish heart.”

Peyton giggled at Olivia’s attempt to sing. She didn’t quite have the voice to hit the notes, but she was so cute as she tried. And Peyton liked that Olivia didn’t care what she sounded like in front of her.

“Your voice is perfect,” Peyton said, reaching back with one hand to cup Olivia’s cheek before singing the following line. “Lovely, never, ever change.” 

Olivia lit up. “Okay, she knows Frank Sinatra.”

“Duh.” Peyton flipped around to face Olivia, wrapping her arms around her neck. “My nanny used to play all the oldies for me. ‘The Way You Look Tonight’ was one of my favorites.”

Olivia leaned in and softly placed her lips on Peyton’s before she spoke. “It’s one of mine too. My grandparents always had Frank playing throughout the house when I was growing up. I have their original vinyls now and always listen to them at home. It reminds me of the way my grandpa would sing to my grandma, and she would light up with so much love.”

“That sounds so beautiful. How long were your grandparents together for?”

“Seventy-four years. My grandpa retold the story of them falling in love every chance he got and called her his bride until the day he died.”

“Wow. That’s amazing. I hope I have that relationship with someone one day.”

Olivia smiled as if the same thing was on her mind. Maybe one day, they would listen to Frank Sinatra while dancing around the house together. Peyton could picture it—Olivia and her until they were old and gray, singing as they held each other, listening to an old vinyl. She wondered if Olivia had a vision of the future and if Peyton was in it.

“You need to go get ready and pack.” Peyton kissed Olivia on the forehead. She didn’t want the morning to end, but she knew it had to.

“Fine. You’re right. I’m leaving,” Olivia said, walking into the bedroom to get dressed. “See you at the arena later.”

With one last kiss, Olivia was gone.

Peyton fell backward onto the bed and gazed up at the ceiling. The last twenty-four hours had been like something out of a movie. She smiled as she relished the feelings but missed Olivia already.

Things had escalated so fast that Peyton never expected her night to turn out as it had—not that she was complaining. There was something special about Olivia, and she didn’t want to lose her.  

As Peyton reflected on the last few weeks, she could finally name some of the mysterious feelings she’d been having. The way her eyes would always find Olivia’s. The tingles she felt at any physical touch. The jealousy that flared when she approached Olivia at the bar with another woman. The nights she wanted nothing more than to hang out with Olivia after her show. Peyton liked Olivia and wanted nothing more than to be with her.

Before Peyton headed out to her bus for the night, she snuck into Olivia’s office for a quick goodnight kiss. She was going to miss having Olivia in bed with her arms wrapped around her, but with how exhausted she was after barely getting any sleep the night before and performing a ninety-minute show, she knew she would get a good night’s rest.

As the bus door opened, Peyton heard a loud crash.

She ran up the stairs to see Sam and Adam half naked in the lounge and a broken glass on the floor.

“What the…” She couldn’t even finish the sentence as her eyes raked over the two of them, realization hitting as to what she had just walked in on. 

“Peyton, I’m so sorry,” Sam said. “Adam, I’ll see you tomorrow.” Sam practically shoved Adam off the bus with his socks, shoes, and shirt in his hands. At least she let him put his pants back on first.

“Um, care to explain?” Peyton asked Sam.

Sam scurried around as she got herself dressed again before she answered. “I did not mean for that to happen. It was an accident.”

“He accidentally slipped it inside of you while you were on his lap?”

“Okay, no. That part wasn’t an accident. Adam walked me to the bus to say goodnight, and when you weren’t here, he stayed for a little while just to talk. Then I thought you’d be with Olivia longer, so one kiss turned into another, and well, you saw the rest. I’m sorry. I didn’t mean for that to happen here.”

“Listen, I’m not mad at you, Sam, but you know the one rule I have is no one is allowed to have sex on my bus. Well, expect me, but even I haven’t yet.”

“I know, and I messed up. I promise it will not happen again.”

“Thank you.” Peyton moved over to hug her best friend. “Believe me when I say I know how hard it is to keep your hands to yourself when you like someone. So, I am happy for you and Adam. Just do it somewhere else.”

They both laughed and chatted a little longer about how things were going in their relationships. Peyton was thrilled they both had people right now that made them smile. Once they started yawning through their words, they said goodnight and headed to bed.


CHAPTER SIXTEEN

OLIVIA SPENT the entire day at work thinking about Peyton and their night together. She actively had to stop her thoughts as she felt her body heat up at the images that played through her head. Acting casually in front of Adam wasn’t easy because she could feel the happiness radiating from her.

The previous night, they had a travel day with a night off, allowing them to spend more time together. They took advantage of finally being alone again and not having to keep their hands and tongues to themselves after being away from each other’s naked bodies for almost two whole days. They also spoke about keeping things as normal as possible so no one noticed anything unusual. Everything that was going on between them had to be kept a secret. After the shows, they pulled back on hanging out in Olivia’s office, and Olivia talked to Sam about most work-related things. She had to keep up the ruse that they were nothing more than employer and employee.

That day in Colombus, Ohio, Olivia casually walked through the loading dock as Peyton’s car pulled up to the arena. They immediately caught each other’s eyes and smiled. Olivia had to be sly in showing Peyton she was thinking about her and missing her.

Later that evening, after Adam and the crew had gone to dinner, Peyton happened to pass by Olivia’s office and poked her head in to say hi. They couldn’t seem to stay away from each other.

The following two days felt so long. Once they left Nationwide Arena, they had back-to-back shows. First was Detroit before they headed overnight to Pittsburgh. Olivia hadn’t been able to spend any more nights with Peyton since they were on the buses, but after tonight’s journey, they would finally have a day off in the next city.

Olivia couldn’t focus on anything else all day at work and not only looked forward to seeing Peyton later but hoped she’d get some alone time with her on their day off tomorrow. She kept shifting her eyes to the clock, checking every few minutes for when Peyton would arrive.

Adam pulled her down from space when he asked, “Waiting for someone?”

Olivia’s face froze. Was she being that obvious? “No.” The word did not come out as confident as she would have liked.

“Tell your eyes that. You’ve looked at the clock twenty times in the last five minutes.” Adam laughed but then let it go. “I took Sam on another date last night, and we decided to be exclusive.”

“Mr. Suave! How’s it been with Sam?” Olivia looked over at him as she closed her laptop to give Adam her full attention.

“Awesome. She’s so pretty, smart, and funny, plus she gets this crazy life we live. She’s also so cool and doesn’t always need me to herself. We can have nights together, alone, or with the crew. It’s honestly fun dating someone on the same tour. I really like her. I think she might be the one, Liv,” Adam said seriously before he threw some Skittles into his mouth.

“Wow, that’s huge. Honestly, I’m so happy for you, dude. Sounds like you found a keeper. Does this mean I lose my wingman?” Olivia knew she wouldn’t be hooking up with anyone except Peyton, but she needed to be normal so Adam wouldn’t suspect anything.

“No way, not risking this, but it’s not like you need one. All you have to do is smile at a girl, and she will come right to you. But I’m always down to go with you for drinks.”

Olivia blushed. Adam wasn’t far off, but she wasn’t cocky about it.

“Invite me the next time you guys go out. I wanna hang with Sam.” Olivia felt bad that she couldn’t tell Adam what she had really been up to, but she had to respect Peyton’s privacy.

Peyton arrived for soundcheck that afternoon, and Olivia was eager to see her. They’d only seen each other at work the last few days, which didn’t leave much wiggle room for any kissing escapades.

Olivia stood in her spot near the stage like she promised Peyton. When their eyes connected, Peyton smiled and winked in her direction, causing Olivia’s insides to turn to mush, leaving no doubt about the trouble she was in. She genuinely cared about this woman and felt things growing stronger by the day.

When soundcheck ended, Olivia deliberately waited backstage, where she knew Peyton would exit. They tried to play it cool, but as Peyton passed, she whispered, “My dressing room in five.”

A thrill shot through Olivia as Peyton continued without missing a step.

Exactly five minutes later, Olivia was knocking on Peyton’s door. When she entered, Peyton spotted her from across the room, and within seconds, they were in each other’s arms. Peyton’s fingers threaded through Olivia’s hair as her back met the closest wall, and their lips met in a searing kiss.

When Olivia pulled away, she laced their hands together and pulled Peyton over to the couch. “I got you something.” She watched as Peyton’s eyes lit up with excitement.

After they sat down close enough with their bodies touching, Olivia handed Peyton the brown bag.

“What’s the occasion?” Peyton asked with curiosity.

“I can’t just buy you something because I was thinking about you?”

Peyton smiled at Olivia like she had just given her the moon.

“Candy?” Peyton asked as she giggled.

“I was walking in town this morning and saw this local candy shop. So, I went in because I know you collect candy from different cities.” Olivia watched as Peyton’s face fell. “What’s wrong? Did I pick out the wrong ones?”

“No.” Peyton sniffled. “I just can’t believe you remembered that.”

“Of course I did. I remember everything you tell me.”

“That was the nicest thing anyone’s ever done for me.” Peyton threw herself onto Olivia’s lap, throwing one arm around her neck, letting her long legs fall the length of the couch, and with her other hand, cupped Olivia’s cheek and gently kissed her.

No matter how little or big, Olivia always wanted to show Peyton how much she cared about her and that she was on her mind every time they were apart.

“I’ve missed you. It feels like it’s been forever since we’ve gotten to spend time together,” Peyton said as she laid her head on Olivia’s shoulder.

“I missed you too. Maybe we need to be doing more of this on workdays.” Olivia smirked and tightened her arms around Peyton as she moved her lips for another kiss.

“I should let you get ready for the show.”

“Thank you for the gift, Liv. It was really thoughtful.” Olivia felt Peyton squeeze her and sigh before she moved off her.

“Anything for you, beautiful. Have a great show tonight.”

Peyton smiled from ear to ear. “I’ll look for you.”

Olivia was a little nervous that someone would see her leaving Peyton’s dressing room, but the coast was clear when she looked down the hallway. She probably should come up with a cover story, just in case.

Like a scene from Mission Impossible, Olivia snuck back to her office without anyone seeing her. She checked the time, realizing everyone was already at catering for dinner, which explained the quiet hallways.

A few hours later, Peyton took her spot on the lowered platform, and Olivia went to stand exactly where she told Peyton she would be.

Shortly into the set, Peyton sang directly to her. “Just thinking about your lips on mine drives me crazy.”

When their eyes locked, Peyton winked in her direction but quickly turned to dance her way back to center stage. At that moment, Olivia felt she was the only person in that arena.

There was now something different about Peyton after hearing the same talented musician moan her name. Olivia saw a side of Peyton that not many people had, making her feel even more special. But it wasn’t just all sex, even though Peyton’s moves in bed could make Olivia’s knees go weak just thinking about them. They had such good talks, too, as they got to know each other better every time.

They would share stories from their childhood memories over breakfast in Peyton’s suite. Olivia would tell Peyton about her high school and college experiences, which interested her since Peyton had been homeschooled and never played any sports. They shared funny past dating tales and learned all they could about their favorite things—food, desserts, color, workout routines, movies, sports teams, books, and music. Peyton had told her she didn’t watch sports but would happily cheer for her favorite teams, which was exciting for Olivia. She’d make Peyton a Knicks fan in no time. The trust they shared was nothing like either had ever experienced.

That night, Olivia climbed into her bunk and settled in. Thankfully, Boston was their next stop, and they had a day off before the two shows. She scrolled on her iPad, looking for a show to watch to help bring down her adrenaline from the concert that night when her phone vibrated against the wall. A random number popped up on the screen, and Olivia curiously opened it.

Unknown Number: Hi sexy, I miss you.

Peyton.

Butterflies took flight in Olivia’s stomach. She had been so preoccupied whenever she had been with Peyton that they had never exchanged numbers. So, Olivia thought it would be fun to mess with her.

Olivia: Who is this?   

Peyton: The woman who made you come multiple times the other night and morning. 

Peyton was playing Olivia’s game right back and was way better at it.

Olivia: Hmm, you’ll have to be more specific—which woman in which city?

Peyton: Oh, hell no! There better not be another woman touching you!

Olivia laughed out loud. She liked Peyton getting all territorial and protective over her.

Another text came in. It was a picture that took too long to download. When the image popped open, Olivia’s heart stopped. In the photo, Peyton was lying on her bed in the sexiest pajamas—a silk light pink camisole and shorts set that left very little to the imagination.

Damn, she’s good.

Olivia: That’s the only woman I want! Did I also mention she’s the hottest person on this planet?

Peyton: Thought so ;) I want to see you before we leave.

Olivia: I’d love to, but I’m not sure if I could sneak over without anyone seeing me.

Peyton: Please, Liv. You aren’t going to make me beg, are you?

Olivia: Hm, I do like it when you beg.




Another text picture, this time from straight on as Peyton laid on her stomach with one tank top strap off, causing the shirt to sink lower, showcasing most of her one breast. 

“Fuck me,” she mumbled under her breath. Olivia didn’t stand a chance against Peyton.

They still had about forty-five minutes until the buses would leave, giving her enough time to be quick and sly. Fast on the move, Olivia practically fell out of her bunk as her feet met her black Adidas slides on the floor below. She ran out of the bus and down the few stairs before colliding right into Adam.

“Where you off to in such a hurry?”

Olivia used the first excuse she could think of. “Bathroom one last time before we head out.”

Adam seemed to believe her as he moved to the side, letting Olivia continue her secret mission.

When the door to Peyton’s bus opened, Sam stood at the top of the stairs.

“Hey, Olivia.”

“Hey, Sam.” Olivia didn’t move, trying to figure out if she had just gotten caught sneaking to see Peyton.

“Come in,” Sam said after Olivia stared at her awkwardly. “It’s okay, Peyton told me.”

Olivia felt her shoulders drop with relief as the door closed behind them.

“She’s in her room, straight back.” Sam pointed past where Olivia stood.

“Thanks. Sam, if it’s cool, do you mind not telling, Adam? He doesn’t know anything yet, and Peyton wants to keep this under wraps. But I’m glad she has you to talk to about her feelings.”

“Of course, your secret’s safe with me, but Olivia.” She watched as Sam removed her glasses and stepped closer. “Peyton’s been through a lot. And I can tell she really likes you, so please be patient and don’t hurt her.”

“I promise Peyton’s safe with me. I like her a lot, too, and I’d never do anything to hurt her.”

Olivia headed to the back of the bus, where there was one more door before she got to lay her eyes on Peyton. She took a deep breath and pressed the circle button on the wall. When Peyton came into view, Olivia’s body started to buzz.

“My god.”

Peyton smiled at Olivia. “Took you long enough. Close the door and get over here.”

Olivia hit the button behind her and practically bolted a few feet into Peyton’s arms.

“I wasn’t sure if you would come,” Peyton said sadly.

“After those pictures, there wasn’t a chance of me not coming to see you.”

Peyton giggled before Olivia laid a long overdue kiss on her lips.

“You did so amazing tonight, Peyton. The crowd loved you. I mean, they always do, but the fans seemed extra loud tonight.”

“Thanks, Liv. I hope you know how much I appreciate your support and all the hard work you’ve done on this tour.”

“I could not be more grateful that I decided to take this job. Good thing I’m invisible, though, because when you winked at me tonight, anyone looking at me would have known how I felt about you.” Olivia rolled onto her back, embarrassed as she threw her arm across her eyes.

Peyton chased her, placing her body on top of Olivia’s, and moved her arm so she could look into her eyes when she said, “You like me that much?”

Olivia blushed, then leaned into Peyton, using her tongue and lips to answer the question. 

When they came up for air, Peyton looked at Olivia and said, “Trust me when I say being invisible is not a bad thing. When I do come out, you’ll be swarmed with paparazzi in no time and wish your life was back to how it is now. But I promise I’ll do everything I can to protect you when that day comes.”  

“I can’t imagine what you go through with that circus every day. And I support however long it takes. I don’t want you to come out before you’re ready and know for sure how you feel.” Olivia kissed Peyton on the nose before she continued. “When I saw Sam in the lounge, she mentioned you told her about us. I’m glad you have someone you trust with this. It’s good to talk about your feelings. Being with a woman for the first time is a big change, and I’m happy you’re not alone.”

“Thanks, Liv. I know I can talk to you about things, but having a friend is nice too. I already know how I feel about you. There’s no question about that. I like you a lot, and even though we’re hiding right now, I’m all in. This connection feels different to me. I feel safe with you.”

Olivia could see the tears welling behind Peyton’s eyes. She leaned in to reassure Peyton that she was there and wasn’t going anywhere.

“I like you a lot, and I’m all in too.” Olivia pulled her down and tightly wrapped her arms around Peyton. “I got you.”

They laid together, silently holding one another until Olivia had to leave.

“Goodnight, beautiful,” Olivia said before she kissed Peyton one last time and stood to open the door.

“Liv, would you want to do something with me tomorrow?”

Olivia smiled. “Are you asking me out on a date?”

Peyton turned pink as she said, “I am.”

“I’d love to. Text me when you get to the hotel, and let me know what you have in mind.”

With a final goodnight, Olivia closed the door and returned to her bus. She skated right past all the drunk crew members in the lounge and climbed into bed. Before she closed her eyes, she shot off one last text.




Olivia: I miss you already xo

Peyton: I miss you more xo

Olivia was so excited to go on a date with Peyton tomorrow. As much fun as it’s been to sneak around and make out in every corner of the arenas, it would be a nice change to be alone outside of work with Peyton. Olivia fell asleep that night feeling like this was the happiest she had ever been.


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

THE NEXT day, Peyton was so excited about her date with Olivia that she got ready and headed downstairs with time to spare. It wasn’t the most romantic thing to already be waiting in the car, but Peyton didn’t want to risk the chance of someone seeing Olivia and her leave together.

At exactly three o’clock that afternoon, security opened the back door. Olivia stood, looking amazing in her white graphic tee, light blue baggy ripped jeans, and Nike Air Jordans. Peyton couldn’t stop taking her in, even with her green eyes hidden behind her aviator shades.

“Like what you see?” Olivia asked as she caught Peyton staring, which wasn’t hard to discover since she didn’t exactly try to hide it.

Peyton watched as a satisfied smirk took over Olivia’s face. She was so pleased with herself, but Peyton didn’t care and just smiled at the woman she was about to take on their first date.

With security and the driver there, it seemed neither knew how to greet the other. Once they were in the car, Peyton signaled for them to head out. As both men in the front looked ahead during the drive, Peyton reached across the backseat and grabbed Olivia’s hand.

“Not telling me where we’re going, are you?” Olivia asked.

“Nope, it’s a surprise.”

They jumped out when the car stopped at the Boston Public Garden Sign. Peyton didn’t think anyone had noticed her yet, so she pulled her hat down a little further just to be safe and looped her arm through Olivia’s as they started their walk into the park.

They followed the paved path through the garden to a large lake. It was such a perfect day outside. Almost mid-May, about sixty-five degrees, the sun shining, bouncing off the water, creating a beautiful sparkle. Spring on the East Coast was Peyton’s favorite. The trees were full of colorful leaves, and the green grass had grown back from its winter wear. Peaks of pink, yellow, and orange tulips framed the edge of the park while a few white rose bushes bloomed near the water. Peyton felt she couldn’t have picked a better day if she tried.

When they reached the other side of the water, Peyton pulled them off the concrete path a few feet away, where she spotted a quiet corner. It looked as private as she could get for being in a public space. She turned to her security and grabbed the blanket and basket before laying them out on the grass under the large, shaded tree.

As Peyton spread everything out, she heard Olivia say, “How did I not notice him carrying that stuff?”

Peyton giggled. “We’re sneaky like that.”

Once Peyton set up their picnic area, she gestured for Olivia to have a seat. She knelt next to Olivia and pulled out the contents of the basket—two water bottles, a plate of cheese, meats, crackers, small finger sandwiches, and a bottle of champagne.

“Peyton, this is so sweet. You did all this for me?”

“Of course. I know it sucks we can’t exactly act like we’re on a date, but I wanted to do something special for you. And I so badly want to kiss you right now. You look so good.”

Olivia smiled at Peyton as she absorbed the compliment.

“You look beautiful,” Olivia said as Peyton felt her insides flutter. “So, I guess this is our first official date.”

“Is that okay?” Peyton asked, making sure she was doing everything right.

“Definitely.” Peyton watched as Olivia tried to be chill about it, but she could see the excitement on her face. “I’m happy to be here with you, Peyton.”

They both stared into each other’s eyes, knowing they couldn’t do anything more in case any fans or paparazzi were creeping around with their cameras.

“Me too. I’ll make up for the lack of kissing and touching you later.”

Olivia’s face lit up, which she clearly tried to hide. Peyton thought it was the cutest thing. She loved that she could so easily get a reaction out of Olivia.

It was getting harder for Peyton to keep her hands to herself, so she reached for the bottle of champagne to give her something to do. She popped it open and poured the liquid into two glasses.

“Cheers to the first of many dates.” Peyton toasted Olivia as both wore a big smile.

“I may have one more little surprise for you.” Peyton watched as Olivia’s head tilted, looking intrigued by her comment. She pulled a small white rectangle box from the basket holding two cupcakes and handed it to Olivia.

When Olivia opened it, Peyton saw the shocked look on her face. “How’d you know it was my birthday?”

“I know everything,” Peyton said with a wink. “Happy birthday, Liv.”

“It was Adam, wasn’t it?”

Peyton laughed. “He might have mentioned it to Sam, who told me. I know it’s tomorrow, but since we have a show, I wanted to celebrate just the two of us today.”

“Thanks, Peyton.” Olivia’s mouth turned up so genuinely that it made Peyton’s heart jump. All she wanted to do was make Olivia smile.

“I hope you get everything you want this year, Liv.”

Olivia looked Peyton in the eyes. “I already got it.”

Peyton was like putty in her hand.

“This means a lot to me, Peyton. Thirty-seven is boring, so you’re making it so much better.”

“Wait, I seriously thought you were my age.”

Olivia chuckled. “That’s nice of you to say.”

“Seven years older is hot. And it looks great on you.”

They sat silently and ate their sandwiches and snacks, enjoying the day.

“The view is so beautiful,” Peyton said, looking out at the lake.

“I couldn’t agree more,” Olivia said, and Peyton turned to find Olivia looking directly at her. Their gazes met, and Peyton felt like she was in a dream.

“Do you like being a tour manager?” Peyton turned to face Olivia, crossing her legs to sit comfortably. She wanted to know everything she possibly could about this woman.

“I do. It wears on you, though, as you get older.” Olivia sighed as she looked down, and Peyton knew there was something more to that.

“Do you want to talk about it?”

Olivia hesitated before she decided to tell Peyton what was on her mind. “Last year, Adam sent me home from tour. After my breakup with Toni a few years back, I threw myself into work and took no days off. Eventually, it wore on me so much that I ended up fainting. That’s why I was on hiatus when Charlie called and hesitated to take the job. Also, partly why, in the beginning, I pushed you away. I was nervous to lose myself again.”

Peyton leaned closer, placing her hand on Olivia’s thigh. “I’m so sorry that happened to you, Liv. Thank you for sharing that with me. If you need anything, please just let me know. I want to make sure you’re okay.”

Olivia looked into Peyton’s eyes before she said, “Thanks, Peyton. I appreciate that.”

Peyton felt more protective over Olivia. She liked her so much and wanted to make sure nothing bad ever happened to her again.

“But with that aside.” Olivia continued to answer Peyton’s earlier question. “You can’t beat all the different cities and countries you get to travel to while meeting new people and listening to great music. My favorite thing is watching the fans have the best time every night. In those ninety minutes, everyone, including myself, forgets about their outside worries and lives in pure happiness and bliss, listening to their favorite artist. I love being a part of that and making it happen.”

“I haven’t ever thought of it that way, but you’re right. When I’m on stage performing, I never think of what’s happening in my day-to-day life. I’m just living in the moment, singing each song and watching my fans have a great time.”

“What about you, Peyton? Still like the road life after all these years?”

“Yeah, I think so. Some days, it’s really fun, and I remember why I love what I do, but other days are harder. It gets lonely in my little bubble. I know I created it myself, but sometimes, I can’t help thinking back to the beginning.”

“What was that like?” Olivia asked as she pulled her knees into her chest, hanging on her every word.

“It felt like it was just for me. I had no worries about whether the fans would listen or if the music executives would like my tracks. Don’t get me wrong, I’m incredibly grateful for this life and all that I have, but the first night I performed, there was no pressure on me, and it was one of the best moments of my career.” Peyton looked out as if she was bringing herself back to the exact day. “I was fifteen, and Charlie had just signed me a few months before. She got me my first solo show at the Troubadour in Hollywood. Until then, I only performed covers, but that night, it was so magical to be on that stage, singing the songs I wrote that I poured my heart and soul into.”

“Wow, that sounds like it really was a night to remember,” Olivia said. “I wish I could have seen it.”

Peyton looked off into the distance before returning to the present conversation to respond. “It really was. Shortly after that, my first album came out, and I couldn’t believe how successful it was. I was grateful that people were listening to my music, but I couldn’t escape the paparazzi and media outlets. Then I started to date Josh, and it got even worse, so I had to create my own world.” Peyton felt weird at the mention of Josh to Olivia. It felt like another life at this point. “It’s hard keeping a private life. You have to isolate yourself from everyone. That’s why Sam and Charlie are so important to me. They’re truly my rocks.”

“Yeah, but I can totally see why you’ve created your own safe space with people you trust. I can’t imagine people always following me, taking away my privacy.”

“You never get used to it, but learn to deal with it.” Peyton paused to take a sip of her champagne. “My mom is an actress, so when I was little, there would often be a long lens pointed in our direction, so I had some early practice.”

“Damn, that must have been cool having a famous mom growing up,” Olivia said, throwing a cracker with cheese into her mouth.

“Not really.” Peyton sighed. “We weren’t very close, and I never knew who my dad was. After I was born, she doubled down on her career, which didn’t leave much time for her to be a mom. My nanny, Ann, raised me. She would sometimes take me to the movie set when my mom asked, but I think she only wanted me there so she could parade me around. Ann was an amazing woman, though. I was lucky to have Ann. She taught me everything I know about music—how to sing and play the piano, and even got my first guitar. She was super talented but dedicated her life to raising children that weren’t hers.”

“I’m sorry about your mom. That really sucks, but Ann sounds awesome and must have been insanely talented to have taught you. Do you keep in touch with her?”

“Yes, we check in occasionally, and she sends me every milestone in my career, so I know she’s still keeping an eye on me. What are your parents like?” 

“They’re pretty cool, still married, and live in the same house by the beach in Jersey. I’m lucky we’re super close.”

“That sounds so nice. Do you think your family would like me?” Peyton asked, but she wasn’t sure if it was too soon to insinuate that she would one day meet the parents.

It was still early on in their relationship, and she wasn’t even out yet, but Peyton had never been introduced to someone’s family before, and the thought of being included in one excited her.

“They’d love you. I know my sister already does.” Olivia laughed but seemed slightly embarrassed. “She’s a huge fan and is coming to your show in New York.”

“Aww, I’d really like to meet her.”

They both smiled as Olivia reached over to intertwine their fingers, and Peyton hoped Olivia was also thinking about their future.

“Do you think you wanna have kids someday?” Olivia asked softly, and Peyton wondered if she almost regretted asking the question.

“Honestly, I want it all—getting married, being pregnant, having kids running around. I want to be the mom mine never was for me. What about you?” Peyton took a bite of her sandwich, trying not to give away her thoughts about her future family with Olivia.

“I want all that, too. I don’t want to carry, though, but would like to have a little one of me running around with a miniature version of my wife.”

Peyton bit her tongue before she could say anything that would scare Olivia away, but wanted to tell her that she would happily have Olivia’s babies.

Sam and Peyton may have gone down a lesbian TikTok rabbit hole one night on the bus after a bottle of wine, and now the cliché of women in relationships moving faster than heterosexual couples were starting to make sense. She hadn’t even known Olivia for two months, but Peyton was already thinking about their future.

Olivia looked down at where their hands were still connected before she shared what was on her mind. “I purchased my house with that image of a family in my head. The previous couple left two rocking chairs on the front porch. I picture my wife and I sitting in them, watching the kids run around in the yard.”

Peyton felt a hand wipe away the tears she hadn’t even realized had fallen. She leaned her head into Olivia’s palm before she turned to place a kiss on the inside of her soft skin.

“The chairs that I saw before I left town,” Peyton said through a sniffle.

She watched as Olivia started to blink feverishly, clearly trying to stop her own waterworks from falling, and then she smiled at Peyton. “After you told me that, I couldn’t stop thinking about mine.”

Peyton was absolutely not already picturing herself married to Olivia, sitting in those chairs with their kids playing in the grass. That would be wild to do so soon. But as she listened to Olivia, she couldn’t help but think of being a part of Olivia’s dream and making it come true. Leaving California and moving to New Jersey was never in her plans, but now, that’s all she wanted. Peyton’s heart squeezed at the image.

“Liv, I can’t lie. I’m not sure how much longer I can sit here and stare at those perfect lips and not kiss them. Would you want to go back to my room? We can finish everything there, maybe eat these cupcakes later in bed.”

“That sounds perfect.” Olivia licked her bottom lip, and Peyton knew she was just as ready as she was.

Peyton watched as Olivia threw back the rest of her drink and quickly put everything into the basket.

“Ready.” Olivia beamed from ear to ear as if she’d just beat the world record for having cleaned up a picnic to have sex the fastest, and Peyton couldn’t stop laughing. Within a minute, they walked side by side, heading to the car.

They were almost out of the area without anyone noticing who Peyton was until she heard a yell. “Oh my god, it’s Peyton Davis!”

This was not the time she wanted to be confronted by fans. She kindly waved to them, hoping that would be enough for the two girls.

“Peyton, where’s Josh? And who is this?” She heard their voices following behind, causing Peyton to move her feet a little faster. Luckily, security was there to be a barrier in between, but she still worried about Olivia. 

“This is my friend. Josh is at home.” Peyton answered but didn’t address them directly, hoping they’d take the answer and let it be.

“So, you’re still together? She’s not your secret girlfriend because I’ve heard rumors you might be gay.”

Peyton cringed, feeling herself growing more annoyed by the second. “We’re still together,” she said as she saw Olivia’s face deflate from the corner of her eye.

Shit.

“Thank God, I didn’t want to have to stop listening to your music.” The girl turned to her friend. “See, I told you it wasn’t true.”

Peyton needed to get out of there quickly. She signaled security to stop the women and got Olivia to the car as fast as possible. Soon enough, they were heading back to the hotel in the truck, but Peyton knew the damage was already done.


CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

OLIVIA COULDN’T believe her life. When Peyton opened the door that afternoon, the air flew out of her lungs as she took in the gorgeous woman. She wore straight, light-washed jeans with a white cotton long-sleeve button-down shirt with the top few buttons undone, causing Olivia to lose her mind at the sight. Then, she topped off the outfit with a blue LA Dodgers baseball cap and sunglasses.

They had the most amazing date, and Peyton even surprised her with a treat for her birthday. But after the interaction in the park and a silent car ride, Olivia lost the pep in her step as they made their way through the hotel lobby.

The door to Peyton’s suite was barely closed when Olivia said, “What the fuck was that Peyton?”

“Liv, I’m so sorry. They caught me off guard, and I just needed the conversation to end.”

Olivia was fuming. “So, you thought a good way to do that was to tell them you were still with Josh? As I stood right there.”

“I’m sorry. I panicked when those girls made a comment about me being gay. I didn’t know what to say, and it wasn’t like I could blurt out we’re just having sex.” Peyton’s arms were flying around the room. “They’re just fans, Liv. I gave them what they wanted to hear so they’d leave us alone.”

“So that’s all this is, just sex?” Olivia held her arms across her chest, needing some comfort.

“That’s not what I meant.” Peyton backtracked, but it was too late. Olivia’s mind was running wild. “Does it really matter what they think?”

“It does to me. Why couldn’t you ignore the question about Josh?” There was no way Peyton couldn’t see how hurt Olivia was.

“Liv, ignoring them would have been so much worse. Can we please forget about this? You know it isn’t true. I’m with you, not Josh.” Peyton walked over and tried to hold Olivia’s hands, but she moved away and tucked them into her pockets. “I was trying to protect you, protect us.”

“No, you weren’t. You were protecting yourself and your reputation.” Olivia knew that wasn’t true but couldn’t stop the words.

“That’s not fair. You told me you were fine with me taking my time to come out.”

Olivia didn’t respond. She wasn’t famous and didn’t know what it was like to be in that situation or what the best course of action would have been, but she felt like there had to be another option.

When Olivia thought about it, Peyton hadn’t mentioned anything about Josh since she told her about the breakup. Was he still living in Peyton’s house? When the tour ended, would they see each other or sleep in the same bed? Did anyone even know their relationship was over? Endless questions filled Olivia’s head, but she didn’t know how to voice them.

“Please, just talk to me, Liv.” Peyton was nearly begging her at this point.

She couldn’t believe this was how the day had ended. The last thing she wanted was to argue with Peyton. The image of Olivia seducing her when they got back to the hotel and lying naked in bed all night together swiftly floated away. Now, she didn’t know how to get back there.

“Peyton, it’s one thing to be kept a secret, but it’s another to listen to you telling people you’re still with him.” Olivia took a deep breath as she gathered the rest of her thoughts. “I don’t ever want you coming out before you’re ready. That’s your decision, but I need to protect myself too. Thank you for today. It was truly amazing. But it hurt hearing you say those things so easily. I’m sorry, I think I need a minute to figure some things out.”

Olivia turned and headed towards the door when she heard Peyton start to cry. “Olivia, please don’t go. What’s there to figure out?”

She couldn’t respond nor turn back to see Peyton crying, so Olivia walked out and went straight back to her room.

Once inside, Olivia slammed the door and started to pace the length of the carpet. She was so mad—at herself for acting like a jealous idiot, at Peyton for what she said, and at the fans for ruining their day. Yes, Peyton wasn’t out, but was it that hard for her to be honest and at least say she wasn’t with Josh anymore?

Olivia needed to calm down, catch her breath, and prevent herself from falling off the tight rope she was walking. Getting herself worked up wasn’t going to help. She took a few deep inhales before slowly exhaling when suddenly, her phone vibrated inside her pocket, causing her to jump.

“How do you always know when I need you?” Olivia answered the phone for Jennifer.

“Ask, and you shall receive! Your favorite sister is here.”

“My only sister.” Olivia relaxed at the sound of Jennifer’s voice.

“True, but I’d be your favorite even if there were more of us. I saw you didn’t have a show tonight, so I wanted to try and catch you. See how things are going and wish you a happy birthday since I know you’ll be working tomorrow.”

Jennifer only knew about the kiss with Peyton, but Olivia hadn’t told her about anything else since. Maybe now was the perfect time.

“Jenn…” Olivia couldn’t even get out what she wanted to say. The thought of what happened had her on the verge of tears. She didn’t even know where to begin the story. “I need to tell you something.”

“Okay, why do you sound like you wanna die?”

“I’m sleeping with Peyton.” Olivia held her breath. She didn’t exactly feel as relieved as she thought she would.

“Ha ha, you wish. Liv, seriously, what’s up?”

“First of all, fuck off. Second, I’m not kidding. That’s what I need to talk to you about. Well, not that. I need to talk about the fight we just got into, but you needed some back story.”

When she heard nothing on the other end, Olivia checked the screen to make sure the call with her sister was still connected.

“Holy shit, Liv. When I didn’t hear anything after the kiss, I figured you didn’t give her a chance.”

“Well, I think I just ruined it.” Olivia sighed.

“What do you mean, are you dumb!?”

“Okay, I really need my sister right now, and that’s not helping.” Olivia continued to tell Jennifer everything that had happened with Peyton, including the interaction with the fans in the park and the fight they got into at the hotel.

“Damn, that’s wild.” Jennifer paused, and Olivia knew she was gearing up for something. “Okay, you know I’m always on your side, but do you think your insecurities from your past relationships are making you freak out instead of giving Peyton a little leeway to navigate everything she’s going through?”

Olivia thought about it. Was she completely overreacting right now?

When she didn’t respond, Jennifer continued. “That was the first time you got stopped in public together, and she did not handle it well, but at the end of the day, you went home with her. She chose you. I have no clue how I would have handled that situation if I were in either of your positions, but does it matter what she said when you know she didn’t mean it?”

“Fuck. Are you right?” Olivia was starting to realize she messed up.

“I usually am.”

“Look who’s the funny one now. Seriously though, when did my little sister get so smart?” Olivia could hear Jennifer grinning through the phone. “What am I supposed to do now?”

“Go talk to her, apologize, and cut her some slack. Flowers probably wouldn’t hurt either.”

“Thanks, Jenn. I’ll keep you posted on everything.”

After their call ended, Olivia grabbed her wallet and headed out. She was determined to fix things with Peyton.

It was a little past six that night. Thankfully, they were in a big city, so Olivia was able to find a bodega on the corner that sold flowers. They weren’t Peyton’s favorite yellow roses, but she did find a vibrant array of tulips, daffodils, cherry blossoms, and magnolias.

Standing outside Peyton’s door, Olivia was so nervous. She just hoped it wasn’t too late to fix things.

Before Olivia could even knock, the door swung open.

“Hey, Sam.”

“Olivia,” Sam said, her voice clipped and steely. She evidently knew about their fight and wasn’t happy with Olivia.

“Is Peyton here?”

Sam glanced over her shoulder. Olivia had no idea if she was about to tell her to go to hell or let her inside the room.

After a minute of Sam wrestling with her decision, she said, “She’s in the bedroom. And I’m hoping those flowers mean you’re not planning on running away again?”

Ouch.

Olivia deserved that one, though.

“Yes, I wanted to apologize.”

Sam shifted out of the way and let Olivia inside.

As Olivia approached the bedroom, she stopped when she saw Peyton crying, curled up in bed. The sight completely broke her heart. She didn’t think Peyton heard Olivia come in when Same left, so she knocked on the door frame, trying not to scare her.

Peyton jolted upright and met Olivia’s eyes.

“Can I please come in? I just wanna talk,” Olivia asked, standing in the doorway. She did not move until Peyton gave her permission to enter her space.

“I asked you to talk earlier, and you left,” Peyton said, sounding sad.

“I know, and I’m so sorry. Please just let me explain, and if you don’t want me here after that, I’ll leave.”

When Peyton didn’t say anything, Olivia slowly walked over to where Peyton sat and handed her the flowers. The gesture seemed to have softened her a bit.

“Peyton, I’m an idiot. I let my stuff get in the way of us. I shouldn’t have freaked out at what you said about Josh, but I was jealous. And I’m not using that as an excuse. I just hate that he got to be with you out in the world, and I can’t. I really like you, Peyton, and I’m sorry I lost my head earlier. I want to be patient and support you. However long it takes for you to be ready. And until then, I’m okay being a secret.” Olivia put it all out there, and now it was Peyton’s turn to decide what she wanted.

“I try to handle those interactions the best I can, but I don’t always get it right, and I know I got it wrong this time.” Peyton started to cry again. “I didn’t mean to hurt you, Liv. I’m trying to balance us being together, figuring out how to define my sexuality for when the day comes that I do come out to the public, and hiding even more than I was before so that the outside world doesn’t interject themselves into my personal life.”

Olivia’s heart ached. She sat on the bed next to Peyton and wrapped her arms around her as tightly as possible.

As Olivia wiped the tears that fell down Peyton’s face, she said, “I’m so sorry. I know this is a lot for anyone, but with you, I can’t imagine how much harder it is to navigate. I want to be the one who gets to be by your side and help with these things, not the one who causes more stress and hurt for you.”

Peyton leaned her head on Olivia’s shoulder, and the feeling never felt so good. Maybe that meant Peyton was starting to forgive her.

“I’m sorry those fans put us in that situation, and I’m sorry for what I said.” Peyton sniffled into Olivia’s shirt.

“It’s alright.” Olivia couldn’t see Peyton’s face but wanted to comfort her. “I don’t know how I would have handled them if I were in your shoes, but I’m sorry, too. Do you think you could forgive me?”

Peyton looked up at Olivia. “If you forgive me too.” She gently laid her lips on Olivia’s as they melted into the kiss, relieved that everything would be okay.


CHAPTER NINETEEN

PEYTON THOUGHT she ruined everything between Olivia and her. She felt horrible. After crying to Sam for an hour and telling her about everything that happened, Peyton never expected Olivia to come back after storming out. But the fact that she had and was apologizing meant a lot to Peyton. The flowers were a nice touch, too.

They talked about everything and quickly forgave one another. Each of them needed to have a little more grace while navigating this new relationship and all that went along with it—Peyton’s fame putting Olivia in a spotlight she wasn’t used to while her past emotions snuck up on her and Peyton being with her first woman and figuring out how and when to come out to the world.

Peyton still felt sad about how it all went down, but she understood where Olivia came from. After they made up and continued what they had initially planned after the picnic, Olivia now held Peyton’s naked body with hers.

Olivia’s arms wrapped around her from behind as they snuggled into bed.

“Thank you for the flowers, Liv. They’re beautiful.”

She felt Olivia wrap her arms tighter around her and kiss the side of her neck before she said, “The next ones won’t be apology flowers.”

While Peyton laid in the quiet, dark room, listening to Olivia’s slow breathing after she fell asleep, she got an idea. Tomorrow was Olivia’s actual birthday, and Peyton wanted to get her something really great. She didn’t want her to think back to this birthday and only remember their fight.

The next morning, the sunlight was shining directly into Peyton’s eyes, waking her with a groggy start. The night before came rushing back to her as she felt Olivia’s arm still wrapped around her waist. Peyton was so happy she wiggled her butt back to get as close to Olivia as she could.

Peyton caught the big red numbers on the clock and realized Olivia would be late for work if she didn’t get up soon. She flipped under Olivia’s arm and stared at her for a minute. The gorgeous sleeping beauty was so peaceful she almost felt bad for having to wake her, but she did it in the most gentle way. Peyton brushed her lips against Olivia’s forehead and then her cheek.

“Morning, my birthday girl.” Olivia smiled at Peyton as she stirred and slowly opened her eyes. “Not that I want you to leave, but I think the bus leaves soon for the venue.”

Olivia lifted her head to check the clock over Peyton. “Crap, I forgot to set my alarm last night.” She kissed Peyton and jumped out of bed. “Sorry to run, but text me when you get to the arena later.”

With that, Olivia was dressed and went out the door. Peyton had a full day ahead of her, so she needed the early start anyway. She was determined to go shopping and buy Olivia the best birthday gift.

Peyton: Sam, could you please call security and ask them to meet us downstairs in thirty minutes?

Sam: Of course! Where are we going?

Peyton: I’ll tell you when I see you, but I promise we will get coffee and breakfast.

Peyton spent the day looking for the perfect birthday gift, dragging Sam into almost every designer store in the mall. It was hard to buy something for someone you were still getting to know. The easy thing for her to do was buy something nice and expensive that she thought Olivia would like—maybe a watch, necklace, or sneakers. But that wasn’t the route she wanted to take. She wanted it to be personal, special.

After Peyton didn’t find anything, they left the mall and headed to a nearby flea market. She thought maybe something there would spark her brain for an idea. They walked up and down the aisles, stopping at almost every stand, but nothing stood out to her. Peyton started to get irritated and upset that she couldn’t find anything for Olivia.

They were out of time after hours of searching the city for the perfect gift. They needed to head to the venue now, or Peyton would miss her soundcheck.

“Sam, what am I supposed to do? I don’t have anything for Olivia for her birthday.”

“Peyton, I think you’re trying too hard. Anyone could buy anything, but you wanted to get her a gift that meant more. We haven’t known Olivia for that long, but she seems easygoing. Maybe going for something personal that she can remember this birthday by will be special. I’m sure she would enjoy anything that involved her spending more time with you.”

“You’re right, and that was initially what I wanted to do for her, but I couldn’t think of anything.” Peyton toyed with the blue squishy ball that was no longer a circular shape. “Do you possibly have any suggestions?”

Sam removed her glasses, cleaning the lenses with the cloth she kept in her purse before she placed them back on her face and asked, “What about a romantic night with just the two of you?”

“I don’t think another public outing is a good idea right now.”

“You don’t have to. We’re here another night, so what if, after the show, you set something up in your room for her?”

“Hm, that sounds nice.” Peyton thought about the possibility of this idea. “Wait, Sam, you’re a genius! That’s perfect! Can you help me have the room ready before we get back? I’ll send you my ideas and will handle everything else later.”

“Of course! I’ll call our contact at the hotel to see if they can help me, and I’ll run back there while you’re getting ready to make sure it all looks good.”

“Thank you so much, Sam. It’s going to be perfect.” Peyton gave Sam a huge hug before they headed into TD Garden.

Feeling much better about their situation after last night, Peyton was eager to get inside and see Olivia. She made her way through the hallways and stopped by the tour management office.

“How’s my favorite team?” Peyton asked as she stepped into the doorway.

Adam and Olivia looked up simultaneously, but Peyton only had eyes for Olivia as she watched as the most beautiful smile took over her face.

“Hey Peyton, we’re good. Is there something you need?” Adam jumped from his desk, and Peyton felt she had just caught him doing something he wasn’t supposed to. She looked around the room and spotted the two red solo cups on the table that he was trying to hide but was doing a bad job. 

“I wanted to stop by and say happy birthday to Olivia,” Peyton said before she pointed to the table behind Adam. “Got one of those birthday shots for me.”             

Olivia laughed as his face turned bright red.

“We always have one for you.” Adam quickly moved to pour another one while her and Olivia had a private moment.

Peyton walked over to where Olivia stood, pressed her body close, and laid her palm on Olivia’s lower back as Adam made a toast for Olivia’s birthday.

They all threw back their shots, and Peyton said, “Olivia, do you think you could walk me to my room?”

“It’s just this way.” Olivia gestured to the right as they stepped into the hallway.

They walked silently, taking turns catching the other as they both tried to sneak a glimpse.

“This is you.” Olivia opened the door for her. “Anything else I can do for you, Peyton?”

Walking right past Olivia into the dressing room without saying a word, Peyton yanked on Olivia’s arm and pulled her inside as she shut the door behind them.

She pressed Olivia against the flat vertical surface and kissed the side of Olivia’s neck, who was happy to welcome her lips as she moved her head to give Peyton more space. She kissed everywhere she could on Olivia until their lips met. This woman was her drug, and she was addicted.

“What’d I do to deserve that?” Olivia asked, starry-eyed from all of Peyton’s kisses.

“Because you’re you, and I like you. Plus, it’s your birthday, and I want to kiss you as often as possible.” Peyton laid her lips lightly on Olivia’s once more before Sam and the glam team arrived. “I also wanted to ask you something since I probably won’t see you after soundcheck.”

“What, did you lose my number?”

Peyton raised her eyebrows. “Would you rather me not pull you into my room and kiss you like that before I ask?”

“Nope. Yup. Always do that.” Olivia stuttered.

“I thought so, but I wanted to see if you would want to stay with me tonight.”

“I’m so there. I shouldn’t be too late since we’re leaving everything for show two tomorrow.”

“Perfect!” Peyton pressed her body into Olivia before a knock on the other side of the door startled them both. “I’ll see you later, and don’t take too long later.”

One last kiss, and it was time for Peyton to get ready for tonight’s show.


CHAPTER TWENTY

OLIVIA COUNTED the minutes until it was time to head back to the hotel. The thought of spending the night with Peyton was all she could think about. Peyton was always on Olivia’s mind, but she was left drooling when Peyton strolled into the office in a soft pink sports bra with matching leggings that accentuated every curve of her lengthy body. Olivia’s eyes traveled over Peyton’s exposed skin of her torso and chest, and now it was hard for Olivia to think of anything else.

Later that morning, after Olivia spoke to Jennifer and caught her up on how the night had turned out, she made her realize that Olivia needed to learn how to block the outside world. If she was going to continue to date a celebrity, she had to get used to people saying and doing crazy things. And the least she could do was move on from her past to focus on Peyton.

It was finally time to pack up for the night. Once the show ended, Olivia practically kicked the crew out of the arena. After the shuttle left with the last few people, Olivia grabbed her things and jumped in the van with Adam.

“Are you hanging out with Sam tonight?” Olivia asked Adam, trying to busy herself to avoid the anticipation she felt.

When there was no response, she looked over to find Adam with a grin as he gazed out the window.

“Earth to Adam.”

“My bad, did you say something?” Adam turned to look at Olivia, unsure of what she just asked.

“I was asking if you’re seeing Sam tonight.”

Adam smiled at the mention of Sam. “Yeah, I’m heading to her room after I shower.”

“Aren’t you the cutest. You were thinking about Sam, weren’t you?”

“Shut up. What are you getting into tonight? Or should I say who?”

“Dude, I’m not that bad.” Olivia was happy that old behavior was behind her. She liked Peyton and wanted to build a life with her, but she couldn’t tell Adam yet. 

“So, you didn’t go home with that redhead from the bar that night?”

Olivia completely forgot about Dallas. The night before, when she kissed Peyton, it had thrown her into a tailspin, and when it only intensified her crush, matters got worse.

The following day, Olivia turned Peyton down for reasons that seemed beyond idiotic now, but she couldn’t tell anyone this at the time. So that night, Olivia tried to mask everything and did the only thing she knew how to do—go out and act like she had before Peyton came into her life, which led her to flirt all night with the redhead.

“No, she was cute, but after we chatted for a bit, I got bored and left. Alone.”

“Sure, you did.” Adam laughed.

Olivia wasn’t sure if it was good or bad that Adam didn’t believe her. Partly because it threw him off any scent of her and Peyton, it’s not that he had a clue anyway, but she also didn’t love that her reputation made him distrust her word.

When they made it back to the hotel, Olivia ran to her room for a quick shower before going to Peyton’s suite. 

One soft knock and the door opened before Olivia could remove her knuckles from the wood.

“About time,” Peyton said, pulling her in, immediately connecting their lips before she moved her kisses to every other part of Olivia’s face.

“Did you miss me?” Olivia asked before Peyton’s lips made their way to hers.

“You know I did.” Peyton grabbed Olivia’s hand and led her into the bedroom.

Olivia stopped as they turned the corner from the living room. She couldn’t believe her eyes. The lights were dim, and bouquets of lilies were all over the room, with small teacup candles lit everywhere. “Peyton, what is all this?”

“It’s for you. Happy birthday, baby.” Peyton

kissed her on the cheek as she stood still in shock. “Do you like it?”

“I love it. How’d you know lilies were my favorite flower?”

“Sam did a little recon, and Adam might have spilled the beans even though he had no clue he was doing it.”

Olivia turned to Peyton. “You didn’t have to do all of this for me.” No one had ever made Olivia feel so special.

“I know I didn’t, but I wanted to. It’s your birthday, and you deserve something great.” Peyton held onto Olivia’s hand and led her to the bed. “Which is the first part of your gift. Please take off all your clothes and lay down on the bed.”

Olivia gave Peyton a side-eye.

“That will come later, but first, a massage by yours truly.”

Peyton never ceased to amaze her. This surprise truly meant the world to Olivia.

Olivia undressed and laid face down on the bed, placing her chin on top of her linked hands so she could still see Peyton standing in front of her. Peyton and Olivia’s eyes didn’t leave one another.

Peyton’s lips parted as she slowly untied her fluffy white robe before it dropped to the floor.

“Holy…” Olivia’s mind blanked as she took in the visual of Peyton in the hottest lingerie she had ever seen. Olivia’s jaw hit the floor as she stared at Peyton from head to toe. Her eyes tracked from the Peyton’s breasts, spilling out the top of the red lace bra down to the bondage straps that were cris-crossing across her stomach before landing on the small matching lace thong. Olivia felt the heat pool between her legs, and her mouth formed an O as she gaped at the most gorgeous woman she had ever seen.

“Wow.”

Peyton slowly crawled onto the bed as she asked, “Like what you see?”

A knowing smirk took over Olivia’s face, showing her obsession with Peyton.

“I…” Olivia’s brain was not computing. No expression was good enough to describe what she saw. “You…”

Peyton laughed at her loss of words. “I’m glad you like it.”

“Like, no, no, no. I fucking love it. You’re the hottest, most sexist, perfect woman I’ve ever seen. You look incredible.” Words and emotions now exploded out of Olivia as she felt the weight of Peyton’s almost naked body on hers.

Peyton straddled Olivia’s butt before she laid her chest down on Olivia’s back as she leaned over to kiss her cheek.

“I want you just to relax and let me do all the work.” Peyton continued, trailing kisses down the back of Olivia’s neck, tracing her spine with her tongue and sending tingles through Olivia’s body.

After the most relaxing hour of Olivia’s life, Peyton massaging the front and back of her, Olivia was more turned on than any foreplay could have ever done.

“Mm, babe, that was the best massage I’ve ever had.”

“I think you’re just being nice because I’ve never done that before, so I don’t know how good it could have been, but I’ll take it.”

Olivia tucked her arms behind her head, looking up at Peyton straddling her stomach. “Is it time for me to take this off of you yet?” Olivia asked, sitting up to use her teeth to grab one of the straps across Peyton’s stomach before pulling it back slightly, just to let it slap down against Peyton.

Olivia watched as Peyton bit down on her lip and used both hands to push Olivia’s shoulders until she was down flat again.

“Not yet,” Peyton said as she worked her way, kissing, biting, and licking down Olivia’s stomach until she was in between her legs. “I didn’t finish the massage yet.”

As Peyton began to draw circles with her tongue on Olivia’s center, she thought to herself, this is the best birthday of my life.

After they were both entirely satisfied, Olivia looked over at Peyton. “Everything you did tonight was truly amazing. I can’t thank you enough for thinking of such a special night for my birthday, but next time, you can totally just show up in that.” She pointed to the lingerie that was now on the floor next to the bed.

Peyton laughed. “That’s a gift you’ll get any time you want.”

Just as Olivia thought this night couldn’t get any better, there was a knock at Peyton’s door. Peyton smiled before she jumped up to grab her robe and ran off to answer it.

A few minutes later, Peyton reappeared and said, “My birthday, queen. Can you please come and join me in the living room?”

Olivia wrapped herself in the other robe and ran to meet Peyton.

When she walked in, Peyton stood next to the table in the living room that was set up for two people. In the center were all her favorite foods. And to the side was a smaller table with a plate of cookies decorated in rainbow sprinkles and icing that read “Happy Birthday,” along with a bottle of Johnny Walker Black and all the fixings for an old-fashioned.

“Peyton,” Olivia uttered her name quietly.

“What? Did I get something wrong?”

“No, everything is perfect. You didn’t need to go through all this trouble for me, though.”

“Liv, it was no trouble. I wanted you to have the best night. I got everything you love—pasta Bolognese, pizza, grilled cheese, French fries, sugar cookies for dessert, and of course, an old-fashioned cocktail. And here.” Peyton handed Olivia an envelope. “Last thing I promise.”

Olivia opened the card.

Happy birthday, Olivia!

I’m so happy you were born today. I feel like the luckiest woman on the planet to spend this special day and every day with you. I hope this is the first of many birthday celebrations for the two of us.

Always,

Peyton xo

Olivia placed the card on the table and cupped Peyton’s face before she pulled her in for a kiss that showed Peyton how grateful she was and how great this night had been.

“Thank you so much, babe. Tonight was truly the greatest birthday I’ve ever had.”

Peyton pulled out Olivia’s chair for her before they sat down for their late-night dinner. They chatted about past birthday memories, which dishes were their favorite ranked in order, and gazed into each other’s eyes.

Once most of the food and dessert was gone, they moved back to bed, where they each laid with full stomachs and put on a movie as they snuggled in tight together.


CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE

THE NEXT morning, after they both slept in, Olivia couldn’t help herself when she turned and saw the beautiful woman beside her. She kissed Peyton lightly on the lips to wake her.

“Good morning,” Peyton said in her sleepy voice.

Olivia smiled like she was up to no good and made her way down Peyton’s body under the sheets. As Olivia’s mouth landed on Peyton’s center, she heard Peyton moan, “Baby,” as her tongue did its best work.

Peyton was fully sedated from her morning orgasm when Olivia crawled up the bed and laid her head next to Peyton’s.

“Good morning, gorgeous,” Olivia said to Peyton as she looked into the blue eyes she loved before laying another quick kiss on her lips.

“That was amazing. Feel free to wake me up like that anytime.” Peyton smiled and looked like she was in a trance between satisfied and still half asleep. “Mornings with you are my favorite. Nights also, to be fair. But especially ones like this when you aren’t running out to work right away.”

Olivia moved closer and laid her head on Peyton’s chest with her arm draped across her torso. “Me too. I wish we could have more times like this together.”

Olivia felt Peyton twitch like a light bulb had just gone off in her head.

“Maybe we could.”

“How?” Olivia asked but was too nervous to look up at Peyton.

She felt excited about possibly taking their relationship to the next level, whatever that meant since Peyton wasn’t out yet, but she didn’t want to get her hopes up until Peyton voiced her thoughts.

“Ride on my bus with me tonight,” Peyton confidently said, not asking as a question.

Olivia popped her head up and turned to look at Peyton. “I think people will notice if a human is missing from one of the bunks on my bus.”

“Just hear me out.” Peyton sat up and held Olivia’s hands. “I might not be ready to tell the world, but like, what if we just expand our bubble to the tour.”

“But what if someone on the crew tells the press?”

“Well, everyone’s under an NDA, so that wouldn’t be a smart move on their part. Plus, I trust my team. I won’t advertise what we’re doing, but if they start talking amongst themselves, who cares.”

Olivia lit up at the idea but needed to confirm she was hearing Peyton correctly. “Peyton, are you sure about this?”

“Yes, it feels right, Liv. It’s a small step I can take in the right direction for us.”

Olivia didn’t even have to think about it. “If you’re okay with this then so am I, especially if that means I get to fall asleep and wake up with you in my arms more often.”

“This is going to be amazing!” Peyton clapped and threw her body onto Olivia in excitement. “I want to spend more time with you and do what I can to show you how serious I am about us.”

“I’ll take all the extra time I can get with you.” Olivia gave Peyton a quick kiss. “Do you think I could tell Adam about us?”

“Of course, I trust Adam. Especially if you and Sam do.”

That afternoon, as Olivia and Adam sat in their office, she said, “Hey Adam, you got a sec?”

“For you, always.” He threw a handful of Skittles into his mouth. “What’s up?”

“Um, so I kind of have to tell you something.” Olivia paused, thinking about how to tell Adam, but he beat her to it. “You’re sleeping with Peyton.”

Olivia was taken aback by how confident Adam was. It wasn’t even a question.

“How’d… Sam told you?”

“No. I figured Sam probably knew already, but I didn’t want to put her in a shit position. If I asked, she’d have to choose between lying to me or betraying her best friend and spilling her secret, and I wasn’t about to do that to her. I figured you’d tell me when you were ready.”

“Wait, so then, how did you find out?” Olivia asked before taking a sip of her water.

“I saw you last week sneak into Peyton’s room. Sam’s is always near Peyton’s, you know that.”

“And here I thought I was a ninja in the night.”

Adam huffed. “You wish. So, not that I’m surprised, but you gotta tell me how you pulled this one off.”

Even though no one was within earshot, Olivia walked over to the other side of the room and sat on the edge of Adam’s desk before she spilled the whole story from start to finish.

“I really like her. I’m not just fucking around this time.”

“I can tell. When I tried to get you to come out with us the other night, I knew you wouldn’t just stay in your room alone, so I figured there had to be someone. And someone important, for that matter, since you haven’t come out with us in a minute.”

Olivia grabbed a Skittle on the desk and threw it at him. “So, you knew I was hanging with Peyton and tried to get me out there anyways.”

“Yeah, duh. Had to do my own recon after I saw you. I think it’s cool, though. About time someone tied you down.”

Olivia felt her face heat up. She couldn’t help but picture Peyton on top of her, holding her down in that sexy lingerie the night before.

Maybe I should get some ties, she thought, forgetting what they were discussing.

“Picturing something hot, I hope.” Damn, Adam knew Olivia way too well.

“Shut up.” Olivia gave him a death stare even though she was smiling from ear to ear. She was so happy to finally talk to Adam about everything.

“Peyton asked me to stay on her bus tonight, so I wanted to tell you what was happening instead of you just seeing my empty bunk. I’m sorry I didn’t tell you sooner. I wanted to respect Peyton’s privacy.”

“I get it. That’s cool that Peyton wants you on the bus with her.”

“Yeah, it’s a step in the right direction. We still want to keep it under wraps, but Peyton’s not concerned if anyone on the crew puts two and two together.”

“Your secret is safe with me. Just be careful. This relationship is a new playing field, even for you.”

“I know, but she’s amazing, so I’m not going to do anything to mess this up.”

After they spoke about their current relationships a little longer, they returned to work.

Seven grueling hours later, Olivia showered and changed into her sweats for the night. When she opened the door connecting the bathroom to her office, she stopped when she found a small party.

Peyton sat in her pajamas on the edge of Olivia’s desk with a red solo cup in her hand while Adam sat in his chair with Sam on his lap. When Peyton shifted to look at her, Olivia saw what she had on. She was wearing Olivia’s black tour tee from The Joes, and her heart sped up at the vision. They exchanged a look, the corners of their mouth turning up, knowing exactly what they were silently communicating about.

“Hey babe,” Peyton said, reaching out to hand Olivia another red solo cup that sat beside her. “I poured you some whiskey with a few orange bitters.”

“Thanks, babe,” Olivia responded as she took the cup, wrapped an arm around Peyton’s shoulders, and kissed her cheek. “Great show tonight.”

Peyton turned her palm up to lace her fingers with Olivia’s and kissed the side of her hand. “I thought since Adam knew about us, the four of us could have a drink before we went to bed.”

“Liv, I was just telling Peyton about how you and your mom redid your house by yourselves,” Adam said as he looked proudly at Olivia.

“We had some help.” Olivia took a sip in between her thoughts. “But it was a fun project doing it together.”

When she caught Peyton out of the corner of her eye, Olivia could see she was impressed.

“Is it done now?” Sam asked Olivia.

“Yeah, there’s probably some small decorative pieces I’ll add when I find them, but nothing major.”

“Maybe someone else could help you finish those little touches,” Sam said, eyeing Peyton.

“Maybe find a new bed too.” Adam laughed as he tipped back the rest of his cup.

“Oh really?” Peyton looked from Adam to Olivia. “Does Liv bring a lot of women home?”

“You saw her at the bar that night in Vegas. What do you think?” Adam was starting to mesh his words, which was how Olivia knew that wasn’t his first drink.

“I’m sitting right here, people,” Olivia said as all three giggled at her comment.

“Adam, tell me more about Olivia,” Peyton said, and Olivia quickly jumped in, nervous about where this conversation would go. “No, no. Let’s talk about something else.”

Adam ignored Olivia’s request. “I can tell you Liv’s a shit wingwoman. The women always flocked to her, so I got whoever she didn’t go home with that night.” Adam pouted, but then Sam leaned back to kiss him before she said, “Good thing you don’t need one anymore.”

Olivia turned to look at Peyton, but she couldn’t tell if Peyton was mad or not.

“So, when was one of these last adventures with Liv?” Peyton asked.

Before Olivia could stop this train from crashing, Adam said, “Dallas, I think. The redhead.” Adam looked at Sam. “Don’t worry, I was just there to support Liv.”

Sam kissed his cheek. “I trust you, cutie.” 

Fuck.

Olivia was not happy right now. She told Adam that was nothing, but it wasn’t his fault. When she told him about their new relationship, she didn’t specify that it was the week after their first kiss, but technically, it was before they had gotten together. It still didn’t look good for her, though.

“Hm,” Peyton said, and Olivia immediately knew she needed to do damage control.

“Peyton, are you ready for bed?”

Olivia watched as Sam and Adam looked back and forth silently

“Sure.” Peyton jumped down from the desk, disconnecting her hand from Olivia’s. “Goodnight, you two,” Peyton said as she passed Adam and Sam.

Olivia grabbed her bags and followed her out. “Night, Adam. Night, Sam.”

When they got to Peyton’s room on the bus, after not saying a word on the walk, Olivia quickly closed the door and said, “Peyton, I can explain.”

“The redhead?” Peyton questioned, sounding jealous, looking away from Olivia.

“Can you please look at me?”

Peyton turned in place on the far side of the room with her arms crossed. “I’m listening,” she said impatiently as her foot started to tap the floor.

“I didn’t go home with that woman.” Olivia rubbed her temples, trying to figure out how to explain this without sounding like a total asshole. “After we kissed and then decided not to do anything about it, I was trying to get over you, and I thought the best way to do that was to sleep with someone else. I know it’s stupid, but that’s the old me, I swear.”

“We didn’t decide anything. You made your own decision for us after I told you I wanted to kiss you again. And then you walked out on me.”

Olivia walked over to Peyton and tried to hold her hand, but her arms at her chest didn’t budge. “I was an idiot. I’m sorry. I was upset and couldn’t stop thinking about you and that kiss. Then, I went out drinking. I know it was dumb and doesn’t make any sense.”

“So, you got upset because you turned me down, and then you thought the best way to get over that was to go out, get drunk, and sleep with someone else. Did I get that right?” Peyton asked, and it sounded way worse when Olivia heard it out loud.

Olivia moved to the corner of the bed, closer to Peyton, and folded her hands into her lap. She wasn’t ruling out getting on her knees next if she needed to.

“I didn’t sleep with her, Peyton. I swear to you. I did leave the bar with her, which is what Adam saw, but I didn’t go home with her. She tried to kiss me when we walked outside, but I stopped her because I was only thinking about you.” Olivia watched as Peyton’s grip on her arms loosened. “I swear on everything, Peyton, the only woman I kissed was the one in Vegas you already knew about, and I haven’t slept with anyone since I was back in Jersey. From the night in Chicago until now, you’re the only one I’ve been.”

Peyton walked a few short steps until she stood between Olivia’s legs. She placed both hands on Olivia’s shoulders and looked into her eyes as she said, “I believe you. I’m sorry. I’m not normally this jealous of a person, but the thought of another woman touching you or kissing you makes me crazy.”

“No, I’m sorry about what I’ve done in the past, but I mean it when I say I’m in this. There’s no one else, Peyton. You’re the only one I’m with and the only one I want to be with. And the only one I want stealing my tee shirt.” Olivia tugged on the shirt Peyton wore of hers.

Peyton’s cheeks turned pink when she said, “I stole it one night in your room because I wanted something of yours to sleep in when we weren’t together.”

Olivia thought that was the sweetest thing she’d ever heard. As she pulled Peyton closer by the shirt, Peyton straddled her lap and wrapped her arms tightly around Olivia’s neck.

“You can steal anything you want of mine. It looks better on you anyways,” Olivia said as she slid her hands under the back of Peyton’s shirt.

“There better not be any more women, Liv. Oh, and the comment about the bed at your house. Not that you invited me over, but I’ll never sleep in a bed you slept in with who knows how many other women.”

“Babe, I know I don’t have the best track record, but I promise no one has slept in that bed besides me. Only my parents and sister have ever even been in my house. I never let anyone in my space because it’s only for me and my future wife and kids.”

Olivia hoped that Peyton believed her because she was serious. Her space was sacred, and she never wanted any one-night stand to taint that.

Peyton seemed to accept it after a minute as she pushed Olivia flat on the bed and pinned both arms above her head before she said, “I want to be the only woman in your bed.” Peyton kissed Olivia on the lips as she kept her arms in place and body pinned down. “I want to be the only woman that touches you.” Peyton licked up her neck before she whispered in Olivia’s ear. “I want to be the only woman that gets to fuck you.”

“You are the only woman, and I’m all yours.”

Peyton moved both of Olivia’s wrists together and held them down with one hand while her other hand slipped under the waistband of Olivia’s sweatpants. Her fingers lightly glided up and down on top of her boxers. Olivia felt the heat pool between her legs and knew she was no match for Peyton. She had Olivia right where she wanted her.


CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO

PEYTON WAS ecstatic to be in Olivia’s arms while they drove from city to city. They talked all night as they traveled to Montreal, Canada, before they continued to the next show in Toronto. They watched movies on the long drives but were usually interrupted by make-out sessions. Now, they were on their way to New York City for her two sold-out shows at the world-famous Madison Square Garden. 

Peyton could admit that it took her some time to get over her jealousy and initial irritation after she heard about Olivia with the redhead following their first kiss. It also didn’t help thinking about all the women Olivia had previously been with. She had never been envious of any of her ex-boyfriend’s past, but hearing about Olivia’s drove her mad. Did this have to do with how much she liked Olivia? Would Peyton be protective of Olivia whenever a woman was near her?

Everything was new for Peyton, but she didn’t particularly like that side of herself, so she really needed to figure it out. She couldn’t exactly blame all those women, though. She understood the allure of Olivia. The second Peyton laid eyes on her, a magnetic force pulled her right in. It may have taken her some time to figure out what it all meant, but Peyton knew this relationship was different. Josh may have cheated on her, but she trusted Olivia and believed everything she had said. Now, she wanted to be the only woman in Olivia’s stories in the future.

Peyton looked up at Olivia from where her head rested on Olivia’s chest. She was so beautiful when she slept. It was still early, but Peyton got an idea, and once something was in her head, there was no stopping her.

“Baby, wake up.” Peyton kissed her on the cheek. “I need to ask you something.”

Olivia grunted, clearly not ready to get up.

Peyton sat half up on her elbow and looked down at Olivia. “Open those beautiful eyes.”

Olivia cracked one eye open before slowly opening the other eye.

“You’re so freakin’ cute when you’re sleepy,” Peyton said as she watched Olivia rub the back of her hands against both eyes. “I want to be the only woman who gets to sleep in your bed.”

“I want that too, Peyton. I thought we already figured that out?”

“We did, but I realized we didn’t discuss it further.”

Peyton wanted Olivia to know she was serious about them and their future. She wanted to be the only woman in Olivia’s life—the one who sat next to her in the rocking chairs on her wraparound porch, having coffee in the mornings and wine in the evenings. She wanted to meet Olivia’s family and was already thinking about being Olivia’s wife as they watched their children run around on the farm.

Peyton sat fully up to look into Olivia’s green eyes when she said, “Olivia Jade, will you be my girlfriend? You’re the only person I want to be with, and I want you to be all mine.”

Peyton saw the corners of Olivia’s mouth turn up. “I’d love to be your girlfriend. You’re the only woman I want.”

They looked at each other for a long minute, gazing deep into the other’s soul. Peyton had never been more sure about any decision in her life. Olivia was her safe place, her home, and Peyton would never let her go.

Peyton snapped out of it as she heard Olivia ask, “Are you gonna kiss me or what?”

Quickly, Peyton threw her body on top of her girlfriends and kissed the smirk right off Olivia’s face.

They arrived at the Baccarat Hotel in New York a few hours later. It was Peyton’s favorite hotel to stay at in the city, plus it put a little distance between her and the arena where all the fans surrounded, hoping to meet her.

It was raining heavily on their first day off, so Peyton and Olivia spent the entire day in Peyton’s hotel suite. They watched movies, took baths, ordered room service, talked about their future together, and danced in the sheets. And now that they were official, they were planning their upcoming tour break and which cities and countries they were most excited about on the next run.

“Baby, would you want to spend the day tomorrow walking around the city?” Peyton asked as they laid in bed that night.

“That sounds fun, but are you sure you wanna be in public with me?”

“Of course I do. Sadly, I won’t be making out with you or holding your hand in the streets, but I want to get out and walk around with you.”

On their second day off, they spent it shopping all over Soho. Well, Peyton did, and Olivia carried all her bags, which she thought was the sweetest thing. Her girlfriend was such a gentlewoman. No one had ever treated her so well.

It was dark when they pulled up to dinner at Four Charles in the West Village. The place was small, and it wasn’t easy to get reservations, but luckily this was where Peyton’s fame came in handy.

Once they walked down the small staircase into the dimly lit restaurant, they were seated at the far back booth in the corner, which offered the most privacy.

“This is so nice, have you been here before?” Olivia asked as she slid into the same side of the booth as Peyton.

“I haven’t. People kept telling me to come here when I was in New York, but I never had the chance. So tonight, I thought I could take my girlfriend to try it.”

Peyton scooted closer, reached over, and touched Olivia’s thigh. The small gesture under the table was sweet, even though Peyton wanted to lean in and kiss Olivia so badly, but she wasn’t ready to risk a leaked photo.

Olivia laid her hand on top of Peyton’s. “Girlfriend. I like the sound of that, but I’m treating you tonight, so don’t even try it.”

“Fine, I’ll let my girlfriend wine and dine me.”

They had such a fun day and a romantic dinner, but once their stomachs were full, they were both ready to get back to the room. Peyton thought it was fun sneaking around and pinning Olivia against the wall of the fitting rooms in every store, but she wanted the real thing—kissing her girlfriend anytime or anywhere and holding her hand as they walked through the streets.

That night, as Olivia was in the shower and Peyton floated in the bath next to her, she made a decision. Peyton picked up her phone and began to type.

Baby steps, she thought to herself.

In Peyton’s mind, all these small ways were heading toward her being ready to come out to the world. It wasn’t going to be easy. Having her first girlfriend would be a circus, with the media surrounding them both for a while, which scared Peyton. Sadly, a small part of her was also afraid of what people would think and say about her.

She knew a few lesbians in the industry but didn’t know how they dealt with being out and famous or how they handled people saying negative things about them online. Peyton tried not to let these thoughts worry her when they would creep into her mind, but the effect it might have on her life and career was nerve-racking. But she liked Olivia and knew the rest would figure itself out in time.

Locking the screen on her phone, Peyton stood up and ran into the shower with Olivia. Kissing her under the water quickly became one of Peyton’s favorite activities. They took their time that night, having nowhere to be.

The next day was hectic for Peyton. Her manager had flown into New York to attend the meetings with her. First, she met with her East Coast record label executives. Then, she headed to her photo shoot, where she would participate in the luxury brand’s new fall campaign.

When Peyton arrived on set that day, the producers for the shoot met her and brought her straight into hair and makeup. While she was getting ready, the marketing team walked her through what the shoot would look like before the wardrobe team came in to show her all the looks, she would later be in. Since she had a show that night and was squeezing this in while she was in town, they were all doing their best to get things done on time.

The people from the company had told Charlie what the campaign would look like when they first discussed bringing her on, but she had forgotten all about it. And she didn’t remember thinking she needed to discuss it with Josh. Or maybe she didn’t care to. But now as she sat there, she realized how sensual some photos would be with the attractive male model.

In one of the shots, they were both topless, and her arms were wrapped around his neck as they kissed while he held the new purse behind her back. The pictures were only of their top halves but taken from an angle where you could see Peyton’s bare boobs against the man’s chest. The rest of the photos showcased them in multiple new looks for the fall collection in different positions on a couch.

Peyton was a little concerned about how this would look to the world. Did it matter if she was out with her girlfriend by the time the campaign was released? Would she be judged for doing a semi-naked photo shoot with a man while having a girlfriend? Would Olivia be mad when she saw Peyton’s naked body draped all over him? Peyton was starting to feel the anxiety of it all creep back in.

The shoot ended, and Peyton made it to the arena just in time to prepare for the show. She had to skip soundcheck that day to shoot the campaign, but she felt comfortable enough after all the shows they had done that everything would be ready and perfect.

As she quickly got changed, leaving her makeup and hair from earlier that day to save time, her mind drifted to her girlfriend. Her day had been so busy that she had barely spoken to Olivia and couldn’t wait to see her.

The first show went by in the blink of an eye, and Peyton was so happy to be back in her hotel room with her girlfriend sleeping in her arms. However, Peyton’s mind was racing, keeping her awake. She was physically exhausted from the day, but she couldn’t stop thinking about the shoot from earlier.

When Olivia asked how her day had been, Peyton kept it short, telling her everything had gone well. She couldn’t help but think that she should have warned Olivia about some of the pictures and wondered if now it looked like Peyton was hiding something from her.

That afternoon, Peyton and Charlie met with more music executives before they headed into the studio to record a feature on another artist’s song. She was exhausted, not getting enough sleep the night before, but she had a full day ahead.

That night was the second show in New York, and Olivia’s sister was coming. Peyton couldn’t wait to meet Jennifer but was also a little nervous. This was the first time she would be introduced to a family member of someone she was dating. But this was different. This was Olivia, and Peyton was thrilled to take this next step with her and show Jennifer how deeply she cared and loved Olivia.

Wait. Love? Had Peyton fallen for Olivia?  

It was no secret Olivia was the best person Peyton had ever been with and, hands down, the best sex, but when did the affection grow to that level? Of course, she was crazy about Olivia and hated every second they were apart. She was also distraught when she thought she lost Olivia after their fight. Maybe she really did fall in love. But Peyton would have to dive into that thought later because they were approaching Madison Square Garden.

Sam rapidly led Peyton back to her dressing room and within a few minutes, she was in her chair with her hair and makeup team. She texted Olivia to let her know she was in her room and to come by whenever she wanted with Jennifer.

About twenty minutes later, there was a knock on Peyton’s door. Sam got up to open it since Peyton was already in the process of getting ready.

Peyton’s stomach started to do flips at the excitement when Olivia stepped into the room. She would never get tired of how her body reacted to seeing her. Olivia’s smile grew so big when their eyes found each other’s through the mirror’s reflection.

“How does my girlfriend get more beautiful every time I see her?” Peyton asked as she tried to sit still in her glam chair.

A collective “Awww” was said throughout the room, but Peyton’s eyes didn’t leave Olivia’s as she approached from behind.

“I was just thinking the same thing,” Olivia said before she leaned down to kiss Peyton, her lips tingling at the touch. 

Olivia turned and waved her sister over as she shyly stood near the door. “Peyton, this is my sister, Jennifer. Jennifer, this is my girlfriend, Peyton.”

“Hey Jennifer, it’s so nice to meet you.” Peyton’s glam team paused as she stood to hug Jennifer.

Jennifer’s face lit up and Peyton wasn’t sure if she was about to cry or scream. “Oh my God, Peyton Davis, I’m such a huge fan! Holy shit, I can’t believe I’m here.”

Olivia stood on one side of Peyton’s chair, holding her hand, and they both began laughing.

“I can’t believe you asked my sister to be your girlfriend. I thought she would never settle down, but you really did it,” Jennifer continued.

Peyton watched as Olivia reached across her with her free hand to shove her sister, but Jennifer quickly dodged her.

“Thank you, I appreciate that. I’m happy you could come to the show tonight. As for the sister part, it wasn’t that hard.” Peyton winked at Jennifer as if they were in on their own little secret.

Jennifer looked at Olivia with the most endearing look before she shifted her attention back to Peyton and said, “I’m so excited to see you perform later. Wow, this is the best night ever!”

Peyton and Olivia couldn’t stop laughing at Jennifer’s outbursts of excitement.

“Okay, Jenn. Enough fangirling. Peyton needs to be on stage soon,” Olivia said, wrapping up the girlfriend meet-and-greet.

“It was great meeting you, Jennifer.” Peyton squeezed Jennifer’s hand as her glam team finished getting her ready. “Hopefully, I’ll see you again soon when we have more time to hang out.”

Peyton saw Jennifer’s jaw drop, then mouth to Olivia, “She wants to hang out.” 

Olivia moved Jennifer towards the door. Jennifer waved to Peyton over Olivia’s shoulder and shouted, “You to Peyton! Have the best show tonight!”

As Olivia went to open the door and lead Jennifer out, Peyton yelled. “Wait! Liv, you forgot something.”

She watched as Olivia looked around to check that she had everything. Olivia had her water bottle in one hand and patted herself down with the other to account for what Peyton assumed was Olivia checking to make sure she had her cell phone and walkie on her.

Peyton got up and moved over to the two women. Jokingly, she used one hand to cover Jennifer’s eyes and the other to pull Olivia in for a kiss. It was a soft PG kiss since she knew three other people were standing behind her watching. Then she hugged Jennifer before Olivia gave her one last kiss on the cheek for good luck.

Olivia didn’t leave straight away, though, and slowly moved to Peyton’s ear and, in a low, seductive whisper, said, “I’ll be thinking the whole show about all the things I’m going to do to you later.”

Peyton felt the arousal between her legs as her body temperature shot up at least a hundred degrees and was stuck in place, watching Olivia walk away, shooting a grin over her shoulder while closing the door behind her. 

Finally, the two of them were lying in bed that night on the bus, and Peyton felt like the world was so much brighter. There was a sense of calm, and everything felt so right, and she couldn’t contain her happiness being with Olivia.

“I can’t believe you turned me on like that before I went onto stage. I couldn’t stop hearing your words in my head. I hope I didn’t mess up my lyrics or dance moves.”

“You did great tonight, babe. Just wanted you to know what you had waiting for you after work,” Olivia said, smiling at Peyton.

“God you’re so sexy,” Peyton said as she climbed onto Olivia. She could feel Olivia’s pulse quicken below her as she leaned down and grazed her lips over her girlfriends.

As Peyton straddled one of her legs, she pressed her thigh into Olivia’s center before she licked across her bottom lip and bit down, softly tugging at the same spot. Peyton quickly removed all their clothes but then slowed it down to take her time. She dipped her head to kiss and lick along Olivia’s neck and collarbone while snaking her hand in between Olivia’s legs before lightly gliding her fingers up and down her pussy.

“You’re such a tease,” Olivia said as their lips connected.

Peyton grinned into the kiss, loving every second of payback.

“It’s so hot when you’re already this wet for me,” Peyton whispered near Olivia’s ear as she took Olivia’s hand and guided it between her legs. “Do you see what you do to me?” Peyton watched as Olivia’s mouth parted.

She left Olivia’s hand right where it was but moved her fingers back between Olivia’s legs. “I want to hear you cry out for me,” Peyton said right before she pushed into Olivia and rocked her hips, needing to feel Olivia touching her.

“Fuck, Peyton,” Olivia cried out as her fingers moved faster.

“Baby, don’t stop,” Peyton said breathing heavily as she sucked on Olivia’s neck.

At the same time, Peyton bit down on Olivia’s collarbone as her orgasm hit while she felt Olivia’s body start to quiver as she moaned, “Oh my god, Peyton.”

They both slowed their movements and Peyton’s whole body collapsed onto Olivia.

“Holy shit,” Peyton said as her breathing started to go back to normal.

“Wow, yeah,” was all Olivia could say.

After a few minutes, Peyton lifted her head and looked down at Olivia. She truly was the most gorgeous woman Peyton had ever seen. Her dark hair sprayed out on Peyton’s white pillow, and there was a spark in her beautiful green eyes. Peyton was so far gone on this woman. 

“Did you see my Instagram story the other day?” Peyton asked. She had totally forgotten about the post after the insane few days in New York.

Olivia looked at her, confused. “No. I don’t have Instagram.”

“Wait what? Do you have any social media?”

“No.”

That explained why Olivia had never said anything about what Peyton posted.

“Wow. I knew you were one of a kind, but you really are like a unicorn.”

Olivia laughed. “What was on your story?”

Peyton laid next to Olivia, grabbed her phone from next to the bed, pulled up her archives, and watched as Olivia’s eyes scanned the black writing on the white screen.

My loves, it’s time I shared some news with you. Privately, Josh and I have decided to part ways. We’ve been over for quite a while now, but I’ve been taking some time before sharing this with you. I’m writing this now because I found someone so beautiful and wanted to share. As we continue to explore this journey, I ask that you please give me the privacy to navigate this new chapter. When I’m ready, you all will be the first to know more details.

Xo, Peyton

After Olivia finished reading, Peyton could see the tears swell behind her eyes.

“Aw baby, don’t cry,” Peyton said as she cupped Olivia’s cheek.

“I just wasn’t expecting that.”

“Now that you’re my girlfriend, I wanted to make sure everyone knew that Josh was out of the picture. I thought it would be another little step closer to me coming out. I want to do everything I can to make you happy and show you how much you mean to me as I work through all this.”

Olivia looked at Peyton so intently. “This means so much to me. You have no idea.”

As Olivia pressed her lips to Peyton’s, she felt all the emotions conveyed by Olivia at that moment.


CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE

LIFE COULDN’T get any better. Olivia was officially Peyton’s girlfriend. They got to fall asleep and wake up in each other’s arms every night and were slowly taking steps in the right direction for their future. Olivia still couldn’t believe this was real. Peyton could have anyone in this world, and she chose her. There was nothing that could ruin her happiness today.

Olivia was doing her daily walkthrough at the arena in Philadelphia, where she had only about a week left on the road. They had already planned to spend their time off together after this part of the tour ended, but Olivia still wanted to soak up every minute left on the road with her girlfriend. This job had changed her life and easily became the best few months she’d ever had. She thanked her lucky stars for taking the offer.

Thinking about the future, Olivia looked forward to all their adventures and moments together but was especially excited for Peyton to come to New Jersey. She couldn’t wait to show her the farm and all the work she had done on the house. It would hopefully be a glimpse into what their life would eventually look like with the peace they’d get alone on the acres of private land.

Olivia’s thoughts and feet abruptly stopped when she spotted a man entering Peyton’s dressing room. Why did he look so familiar?

It suddenly clicked. “Is that fucking Josh?”

Olivia hadn’t meant to say the words aloud and didn’t realize she had until she heard, “Yup,” from behind her.

Turning around, she found Sam, who looked just as annoyed as she felt.

“Um…” Before Olivia could finish, Sam said, “I know. Listen, I’m just as pissed as you are, but I didn’t have a choice. Charlie brought him here to talk to Peyton.”

“What could they possibly need to talk about?” Olivia asked, hands flailing in the air.

“I honestly don’t know. Peyton didn’t tell me. It might be related to their song and his team seeing the breakup announcement on her Instagram story. And maybe they found out about the fall campaign and are possibly freaking out about the optics.”

Olivia felt her body deflate, and Sam had caught the change. “I’m sure it’s nothing, Liv.”

“What song, Sam? And what about the campaign?”

“They made a song last year together and were supposed to debut it at the second LA show, but Peyton made Charlie cancel it when they broke up.”

Olivia nodded as she felt her heart crack a little.

Peyton wasn’t out, and not many people knew about the two of them. Olivia wasn’t even sure if Charlie knew. Even though Peyton announced that she was no longer with Josh, it wasn’t an ideal scenario for Olivia.

“It’s a love song, isn’t it?” Olivia knew but asked to confirm anyway.

Sam looked at Olivia, and she could tell, based on her lack of a response, that the answer was yes. Sam probably didn’t want to hurt her by saying it.

“And what about the campaign?” Olivia asked, now wondering if there was something more to it. When she spoke to Peyton that night, she was short and glossed right over it, but Olivia didn’t think anything of it then.

Sam went white when Olivia brought it back up. She had avoided it in her first answer, but Olivia wasn’t letting that part slide. “It was a fall campaign for a luxury designer Peyton did in New York. Did she not tell you about it?”

“I knew she had one the day before her first show, but she didn’t mention anything else when I asked how it went. Why is it such a big deal, and what does that have to do with the song or Josh?”

Sam didn’t answer, and Olivia got mad.

“Sam, I don’t want to put you in the middle, but please be honest with me?”

Sam took a deep breath and then told Olivia about the photo shoot with the male model, the semi-naked photos, and the sensual poses they were in. Olivia wasn’t thrilled about her girlfriend posing like that with some guy, but she wouldn’t have been mad if Peyton had just told her. Why didn’t she? Did she like the feeling of being with a man again? Was she hiding something?

This conversation was becoming too much for Olivia, and nothing was sitting well with her. Needing to escape, Olivia quickly told Sam she had to go and headed back to her office. So many thoughts were swirling in her head, none of which were good, but Peyton was her girlfriend, and she trusted her. She needed to sit back and wait until she heard from Peyton.

After over two hours of waiting, Olivia couldn’t take it anymore. She needed to see Peyton, so she shot off a quick text.

Olivia: Can we talk? I saw Josh going into your dressing room. 

Peyton: Will you spend the night on my bus? We can talk then.

Olivia’s stomach dropped. Why did this feel so bad?

After that, she couldn’t concentrate on anything at work, and knowing Peyton had a show to perform, she needed to give her the space and not distract her. They both had jobs to do and could discus everything later. That didn’t do anything, though, to stop Olivia from feeling like she was about to throw up.

Olivia hearted the message, not knowing what else to say, and threw her phone back onto the desk.

A few hours ago, Olivia was walking around on top of the world with the biggest smile, and now, she had no idea where she even stood with her girlfriend. Was Peyton going to break up with her? Was this song going to push her back to Josh? Did something happen at the photo shoot with the guy Peyton didn’t want her to know about?

Olivia tried to avoid overthinking things but couldn’t stop her brain from running through all these scenarios. She needed to breathe, trust her girlfriend, and get back to work because, unfortunately, she couldn’t get any answers until after the show.

Olivia watched that night from her spot, so Peyton knew she still stood by her, but when Peyton made her way towards her, she barely acknowledged Olivia. There would usually always be a wink, smile, or even lyrics thrown in her direction, and now, after two trips to that side of the stage, Olivia got nothing, making her feel dizzy. Her world was completely falling apart.  

The time finally came for Olivia to head to Peyton’s bus. She went to the loading dock, typed the code on the keypad, and walked in. Her legs moved as fast as they could while her chest was tight with anticipation. She had to get to Peyton. She needed to know what the hell was going on.

Olivia opened the last door to Peyton’s room and found her sitting on the bed, her back against the pillows and her knees tight against her chest. She looked exhausted and sad, and Olivia just wanted to reach out and hold her.

Silently, Olivia made her way next to Peyton and wrapped an arm around her. When Peyton laid her head on Olivia’s shoulder, Olivia could feel some of the tension in her girlfriend finally relax.

“Hi,” Peyton said, sounding so far away.

Olivia wanted to be there for her, but she had so many questions she needed answered.

“Hi, babe.” Olivia felt like she had waited long enough, so she gently pushed. “What’s going on, why was Josh here today?”

Peyton lifted her head and turned in Olivia’s arms to face her. She was looking down as she tightly intertwined both of their hands together.

“Josh’s manager had called Charlie when I made that Instagram post about our breakup. We hadn’t told anyone, so when our song came out, everyone thought we were still together. On top of that, they found out about the photo shoot I had with another guy and assumed I was talking about him. I tried to kill the song altogether this week, and I guess that’s what made this worse, and now they’re just pissed about everything.” Peyton took a deep breath but still wasn’t making eye contact with Olivia. “They wanted to talk to Charlie and me in person because Josh is pushing for the song to be released, and Charlie thinks it’s good and I should consider it.” Peyton moved both of Olivia’s hands to her lips, kissing the top of each before she finally looked Olivia in the eyes.

“Okay, that’s a lot, but it’s not bad, Peyton. I understood not wanting to talk to me before you had to perform, but I was worried when you barely acknowledged me during the show.” 

“I’m sorry, looking at you was just too hard. I was afraid I’d break on that stage if I did.”

“Am I missing something? As much as I don’t wanna hear a love song with you and your ex-boyfriend, nor do I want people thinking your post was about some guy, that’s your business, and we know the truth.” Olivia tried to be a supportive girlfriend and temper her jealousy because these things were part of Peyton’s career. And if she was going to be with Peyton for as long as she’d hoped, she needed to be okay with things like this.

Peyton started to cry as she said, “That’s not all of it, but Liv, I need you to know you mean so much more to me than a song. I don’t know what to do.”

“Okay, about what?” Olivia eyed her curiously.

“They want Josh and me to get back together. I told them to fuck off, but they said it didn’t need to be real, just enough to make the public think it was so the song would do better and no one would think I was dating the guy from the campaign.”

Olivia was stunned. She knew things might come up with Peyton’s fame that she wouldn’t love, but at the end of the day, she knew Peyton would be coming home to her. Now, if Peyton announced Josh and her were back together, where did that leave Olivia?

“I’m sorry, babe. I know this is a lot, but…” Olivia cut off Peyton. “You can’t seriously be considering this.”

“I don’t know if I even have a choice. The song is fifty percent his, and if it’s going to come out, I want it to be successful. I also don’t want unnecessary drama surrounding the campaign, making the company not want to work with me again. So, doing this does seem to make everything easier.”

“Maybe easier for you, Peyton.” Olivia pulled her hands from Peyton’s and started to pace the room, but it was such a small space, so she wasn’t going anywhere far. “This is insane. Why can’t you tell the truth?”

“It’s not that simple, Liv.”

Olivia wasn’t about to force Peyton to come out because all of this was happening, but in her heart, she felt that would be the best way to solve each problem.

Olivia paused and looked at Peyton. “So, you’re going to pretend you rekindled your love with Josh to help promote the song and shut down any rumors from swirling around the campaign that will be out around the same time. So that leaves me where Peyton?”

Peyton moved down the bed to be closer to Olivia. “You would, of course, still be my girlfriend, but I probably wouldn’t be able to come out for a while, and we’d have to be even more careful so no one caught wind of it being a fake relationship.”

“Great, so I have to go back into the dark depths of the closet.” Olivia started to rub her temples. She couldn’t believe what was happening. But it didn’t matter how she felt. She needed to stay calm.

“Liv, this isn’t ideal, but it’s my business. The Josh aspect of it is hard for us both, but I swear we’re over. You’re the one I’m with and the only one I want to be with.”

“What happened to a few minutes ago? You mean more to me than a song. If you care about me, please don’t do this. Just let the song come out. It’s not like it won’t be successful. You have endless fans worldwide who adore you and will listen to anything you make. You don’t need to be with Josh for this song to be good. And no one will think anything is happening between you and the guy in the campaign. Everything will play out as it should.”

“I’m just confused, Liv. Everyone is telling me this is what I should do.”

Olivia’s blood was starting to boil, and she was losing control. “You know what, go—play the sweet girlfriend to Josh, make the song a number one hit, fall back in love with him, and prance around LA as everyone’s favorite couple because that’s obviously what you want.”

“You can’t be serious right now.” Peyton was visibly pissed. “Is that what this is about? You’re jealous of Josh?”

“No, Peyton, this is about me feeling like I have to convince you or force you to choose me.” The overwhelming panic took over as Olivia began moving towards the door.

“Please don’t do this, Liv. Don’t go. You have no idea how much this is killing me.”

“Killing you?” Olivia turned back, facing Peyton. “Peyton, you didn’t trust me enough to tell me about the photo shoot, and you didn’t shut down your team when they suggested you should get back together with Josh as a publicity stunt for a song. If this were the other way around, I’d give up everything for you and make sure everyone knew how I felt about you.”

Olivia opened the door.

“Olivia,” Peyton cried out.

“No, Peyton. There’s never going to be a right time for us or for you to come out, and I’m not going back in the closet for years waiting for something that might never happen. I can’t do this. I can’t stand by and watch you be paraded around on Josh’s arm, telling the world you’re his. It will absolutely destroy me.”

Overcome with loss, Olivia turned and left.

“Please. Olivia, don’t walk away from me again.”

As Olivia heard Peyton’s last words while exiting the bus, every tear she had held back during their conversation streamed down her face like a waterfall. She ran to a dark corner of the parking lot, sat on the cold concrete floor, and held her legs tight into her body as she let herself cry.

Needing to hear a comforting voice, Olivia picked up her phone and called her sister.

“Oh my God, am I getting a call from Peyton Davis’s girlfriend? I’m honored.”

Olivia continued to sob on the other side of the phone and couldn’t get any words out.

“Shit, Liv, what’s wrong?” Jennifer asked, panicking

“I think I ended things with Peyton,” Olivia said as she tried to control her breathing.

“What do you mean, what happened? I was just with you two, and you were grossly cute.”

Olivia calmed herself to get out a complete sentence and tell Jennifer what happened.

“The fuck,” was all her sister could say.

“Yeah.”

“I’m so sorry, Liv. That sucks, but fuck Josh and his stupid plan. It’s only one song. Why does Peyton care what happens with it when she has a million others that are hits? And she should have known she could talk to you about the photos, and you wouldn’t care, but it’s her first relationship with a woman, and maybe she was just scared and didn’t know what to say.”

“I don’t know, Jenn. I can’t believe this is happening.”

“Liv, I know it feels shitty right now, but you can’t go back into that black hole you create when your heart gets broken. If it is over, it’s not going to be easy. It will hurt a lot, but you have your family, and we’ll be there for you every second.”

“I’m such an idiot.” Olivia stood up, her arms flinging around with each word before pausing to cover her eyes to stop more tears from falling. “In what world would someone famous fall for someone like me and actually wanna be with me.”

“Okay, you need to stop talking about my sister that way. You are the most amazing woman I know. You’re loyal and kind, you take care of everyone, and whoever you end up with will be the luckiest woman in the world. You deserve someone who will scream from the rooftop that they’re yours, and you will find that one day, Liv. And maybe that will be Peyton. She did say it’s you who she wants. That should count for something.”

Olivia knew deep down this would never work out. They were from two different worlds, and she was kidding herself that they had a future together.

When Olivia didn’t respond, her sister continued. “I’m so sorry you’re going through this, but I promise it will be okay.”

“Thanks, Jenn. For always being there for me.” Olivia took a deep breath and gathered her thoughts. “I need to tell Adam what happened and leave the tour after this run.”

“Do what you need to, Liv. I’ve got your back. When you get back to Jersey, I’ll come stay with you for a few days, and we’ll get through this together.”

Olivia heard all the bus drivers starting their engines, preparing to leave for the next city. “Ugh, I gotta run. The bus is leaving soon. I’ll call you tomorrow.”

“Okay, love you, Liv. Text me if you need.”

Olivia hung up and headed back to her bus.

It was going to be a long night.

The next evening, Olivia arrived at her hotel room in California. They had all flown into LAX from the East Coast and had the rest of that day off before the two sold-out shows at Crypto Arena in Los Angeles. She just had to keep it together to make it through these last three days.

Olivia texted Adam to see if she could talk to him. She was staying at a hotel near the arena, but Adam was at home since he lived in LA. All the locals always did, and the hotel was for anyone who didn’t live in the area.

She jumped in an Uber and drove the twelve minutes to his house in Silver Lake. Olivia was so grateful for his friendship. He always dropped everything when she needed him. Having someone like that in her life meant everything, especially on the road with her, so that they could lean on each other for emotional support through all the ups and downs.

When Olivia sat on Adam’s couch in his living room, she held her legs close to her chest while Adam made himself comfortable in the chair next to her. She began to tell him everything that happened—from Peyton and her being official to the Instagram story, Josh and the song, the photo shoot, and their fight.

“Damn, Liv, that’s rough. I’m sorry. But do you think giving up the job is the right move?”

“I can’t be here Adam. I won’t be able to move on by being around her all the time.”

“I guess that’s true. I couldn’t imagine being around Sam every day if we broke up. Have you tried to talk to Peyton?”

Olivia shook her head. She hadn’t tried to reach out to Peyton. She just couldn’t. And the one text and call from Peyton the day before went unread and unanswered.

“I spoke with Sam a little bit ago. She didn’t tell me the shit you just did, but she said she had never seen Peyton so distraught and that she barely will even talk to her.”

Olivia laid down and stared up at the ceiling. Hearing about Peyton’s hurt and sadness didn’t make her feel good, but she had to focus on herself. She couldn’t be there for Peyton. Olivia cared about Peyton, and that would probably never change, but she couldn’t hear Peyton out anymore. It would only hurt her worse.

“I hate that she’s hurt more than I can bear,” Olivia said sadly as she sat back up to face her friend.

“Listen, I’m here for you, and I’m sad we won’t be finishing the year together, but if leaving is best for you, then I support you.”

“Thanks for always being there for me, and I’m sorry I’ve been a horrible friend. I haven’t even asked you about your life. How are you and Sam?”

“You aren’t a horrible friend, Liv. We’ve just been living in our own worlds with our new relationships, but Sam and I are great. We made it official last week and will see where this goes after the tour ends. It should be easy, at least, since we both live in LA, but I’m excited to have some real time together outside of work.”

“That’s so great, Adam. I’m really happy for you. I’m sure you two will enjoy your time off and abroad together.”

“Thanks, Liv. I’m meeting Sam for drinks in a bit, you should come. You could probably use a drink or three.”

“I appreciate the offer, but I think I’ll just head back to my hotel room. I’m not sure how much Charlie knows, but I’m gonna call her and tell her I can’t continue the next run. I’ll also send her some tour managers I think would be a good fit for the team.”

“Okay, please call me if you need anything, even if you decide you don’t want to be alone tonight.”

Olivia left Adam’s house and headed back to the hotel. The second she got to her room, the door closed, and the tears flooded her eyes again. The overwhelming sensation of losing Peyton was becoming too much for her. Olivia decided to give herself the night to feel it, cry for as long as she needed, and even scream if she wanted to. She just had to get it all out before she saw everyone at the show tomorrow, including Peyton. 


CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR

AFTER PEYTON spoke to Sam at length after her fight with Olivia, she realized how badly everything had sounded and how she messed things up. She should have been stronger, said no to anything related to Josh, and fought for her relationship with Olivia. She also should have told her about the campaign because it certainly looked bad not to say anything. And she didn’t even know why she hadn’t told Olivia everything about the photo shoot. If she was scared about how it would look, she should have trusted Olivia to help her through it. Or if it was because she didn’t know how Olivia would react to her being with a man in such a personal way, why didn’t she just talk to her about it? They were in a relationship, or at least they were. Peyton wasn’t sure where they stood now. Why couldn’t she tell everyone the truth? She had a girlfriend and anything that would hurt Olivia or cause friction between them was out of the question.

On top of everything, she just let Olivia walk right off her bus. She didn’t stop her, and she didn’t chase her. Why couldn’t she fight for the woman of her dreams? She loved Olivia so much and wanted so badly to fix things.

The next morning, after Peyton barely slept, she quickly came to her senses. Sam helped her see it from Olivia’s side. She called Charlie and told her everything—about Olivia and her, that she wasn’t getting back with Josh—fake or not—and that she didn’t want to ruin her relationship with the luxury brand, but if being out with a woman did, she didn’t want to work with them anyway. She also told Charlie she didn’t want the duet with Josh to see the light of day. She had tried calling and texting Olivia to tell her all this, but Peyton never got a response. She understood where Olivia was coming from, but it still really hurt. 

Peyton looked for Olivia when they arrived at the hotel the following night and at the arena the day after.

But clearly, Olivia didn’t want to see or hear from her. Even during her show, she checked to see if Olivia was in her spot more times than the choreography counted for, to find it empty each time. Olivia might have left for real this time, but Peyton gave her the reason to.

Peyton had some of the worst few days of her life. Olivia left her, and she let it happen. She felt like someone had reached into her chest and entirely ripped out her heart and broke it into a million pieces. No breakup before had ever felt this bad, and she didn’t know what to do or how to handle it. She had thought about Olivia every second of every day and replayed the story a million times. She had never missed someone so much in her entire life or felt this level of heartbreak. No one had meant more to her than Olivia did. She couldn’t lose her. She needed to figure out how to get her back.

That night, she called Sam and asked if she could come over. Luckily, Peyton could figure things out from her own home since they were back in LA for her last two shows.

Sam came over, and Peyton heard her go straight into the kitchen. There were some clinking noises, and a minute later, Sam came walking into the living room with two long-stem wine glasses and a bottle of red wine. She knew Peyton so well. Thank God she had Sam by her side.

“How did I fuck up so badly? I love her, Sam, and I need to get her back.”

“It’s about time you admit it,” Sam said, casually sipping her wine.

“Admit what?” Peyton asked, clearly having missed what Sam was referring to.

“That’s the first time I’ve heard you say you love Olivia, but I know you probably better than I know myself, and you fell for her weeks ago. It was written all over your face every time you spoke about her. I was just waiting for you to catch up.”

Peyton sat with her legs crossed as she listened to Sam. Each word was like a punch to the gut. Peyton leaned over, putting her face in her hands as misery overcame her. How did she let this happen?

“Don’t get mad at me. I just want what’s best for you.” Sam inhaled quickly, rearranged her glasses, and sat up straighter. “Do you think some part of you might have jeopardized your relationship because it was becoming serious and closer to you coming out? And maybe you were just scared for the world to find out you were with a woman?”

Peyton thought about Sam’s questions for a minute. Did she care what the world thought of her? Was she scared her career that she worked so hard to build would suffer because she fell in love with a woman?

“Maybe I have been a little scared. I don’t know how people would react or what they would say about me, but I love Olivia, so should any of that even matter?”

“I don’t think so, but I’ve never been in your situation. You’ve been through a lot in your life, Peyton. You deserve the fairytale ending, and your career shouldn’t have to suffer because of it. Olivia admires you for the amazing woman you are, not because you’re a global pop star. But only you can decide if taking a step like this is worth it.”

“Fuck. Do you think Olivia loves me?”

“I do, Peyton. Anyone with two eyeballs could see how infatuated that woman is with you. It’s like you hung every star in the night sky in her eyes.” 

Peyton slapped her hands to her forehead as it fell into her lap. “As scary as it is, Olivia is worth all of it. What do I do? Has Adam said anything about Olivia?”

Sam looked away, and Peyton knew she wasn’t telling her something.

“Sam.”

Sam couldn’t even look Peyton in the eyes when she spoke next. “He said she was devastated and that she wasn’t even this upset after she found out Toni had been cheating on her. He also said...” Sam paused and looked down at the floor, and Peyton knew this next part wouldn’t be good. “She quit.”

Peyton started to panic. “What do you mean she quit? Like she’s gone? She left the tour?”

“Not yet. Olivia’s still in LA, but after this run, she won’t be coming back.”

Sam was now looking at Peyton and she could see in her eyes how real it all was.

“Shit, Sam. Please help me.” Peyton could not lose Olivia.

“I think you already know how to get her back. After what happened, Olivia needs to know that she’s the most important thing in your life. That she’s who you would choose over everything.”

At that moment, Peyton knew exactly what she needed to do.


CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE

IT WAS the last night, and then Peyton would officially be done with all her US shows.

Tonight, they were at Crypto Arena. Peyton hadn’t seen Olivia that day, having done a good job avoiding her, and she knew tonight would be her last chance. All the fans in attendance, music executives, her manager, her PR team, and so many other celebrities, but none of that would stop her.

A knock at the door tore Peyton’s eyes from her screen. Sam walked over and turned the handle to open it before Peyton heard her say, “Oh hell no!”

A woman and a man barged into the dressing room. Peyton quickly turned, causing her makeup artist to almost draw her black eyeliner across her forehead. Her mother stood with her arm looped through Josh’s.

This was not happening. These were two people Peyton did not want to see right now, or ever, for that matter. What were they doing at her show and together, no less?

“You both can’t be in here. Security!” Sam yelled.

“Wait, Sam. It’s fine. But also, what the hell are you two doing here?” Peyton’s tone was not hushed, nor was it nice. She was already struggling with everything happening with Olivia, and these two were going to put her over the edge.

“Pumpkin! I’m so happy to see you.” Jane came rushing over to where Peyton stood, and air kissed both cheeks. She held her shoulders at a distance as if she were controlling Peyton so that she would not get too close to her.

Josh silently stood like a statue behind Jane.

“Mom, this is a surprise. Why are you here, and why are you with Josh?” Peyton looked back and forth between them as she waited for someone to fill in the blanks.

“Pumpkin, I called Josh to see how he was, and he told me about the song you two made, and I just about cried. So, since I was in town, I thought I’d come to see you both perform tonight.”

Peyton rolled her eyes at the two of them. Typical Jane, putting another man before her daughter. “So let me get this straight. You haven’t been to a show of mine in ten years, but you’re here tonight because Josh told you he’s performing?” Jane opened her mouth to answer, but Peyton interrupted her as she shifted her eyes to Josh and continued. “And you told her we would be singing the song we wrote tonight? Except, I’m confused since I explicitly said the song will never come out, nor will we ever perform it. So, do one of you want to tell me what is really going on and why you’re both here right now?”

Josh and Jane just looked at each other. Suddenly, these two were best friends.

Peyton was getting heated. She couldn’t stop thinking about Olivia finding out Josh was there again. She would lose any slight chance she had left to get Olivia back if she did. If there even was a possibility of getting her back, Peyton wasn’t sure, but she wasn’t about to risk it.

Jane looked at Peyton and said, “Oh, come on, pumpkin. He played me the song you two recorded, and it was so good. You both sound incredible. And don’t blame Josh. It was my idea to come tonight. He didn’t tell me he was performing, but he did tell me about the breakup and the song. I just thought if we came here and talked to you, we could get you to change your mind. The world loves you two. You’re the IT couple. Peyton, this is what you need, and Josh wants to get back together with you.”

Peyton was so angry. She was furious with her mother, with Josh, with the two of them together, but suddenly, she couldn’t stop the bubbling laughter that took over her. This was not happening right now. It had to be a dream. After everything she had been going through, this was the last thing she needed. She could not believe this was how her mother chose to come back into her life after not seeing her for a year.

“Peyton, dear, what’s so funny?”

Peyton caught her breath before she answered. “This whole thing is hilarious. You two showing up here and together no less, wanting me to take back the man that was cheating on me, and you think because the world likes us together and you like us together, that we should just be together.” Every pair of eyes in the room looked at Peyton, and she didn’t care one bit. “You know nothing about me, Mother, and in thirty years, you have never wanted to be a part of my life, but now, all of a sudden, you think you know what’s best for me?”

“Peyton, you’re being dramatic. Of course, I was a part of your life. I’m your mother.”

“I’m being dramatic?” Peyton scoffed. “No, Ann was the mother you never were. She was there when I needed help with my homework. She was there to teach me how to ride a bike, play guitar, and sing. She was there to make every meal and tuck me into bed every night. She raised me. You were never around.”

“I had to work, Peyton. Who do you think kept the roof over your head and food on the table? It wasn’t like your father was around.”

“And whose fault was that? You didn’t even know which guy you slept with was my father and probably didn’t even tell any of them that you were pregnant. You’re the only one to blame here.” Peyton paused. She might as well get everything out on the table while she had the chance. “Childhood aside, what was your excuse for not being there after I moved out and was supporting myself? You still never came around, never came to any of my shows. You’ve never even seen the house I’ve lived in for years. You know nothing about me, just like you know nothing about my relationship with Josh. Now you think you know what’s best for me and expect me to get back together with him because he tells you he wants me back.”

Jane waved her hand in the air like nothing Peyton had said mattered. “Maybe I haven’t been around much, but from what I’ve seen, you two were great together. Don’t let your issues with me affect your judgment right now.”

“The song we made was so good, Babygirl, and there was a time we were good together.” Josh chimed in, taking a step closer as he spoke. “I know I made a few mistakes, but if you give me another chance, I will make it up to you. Nothing like that will ever happen again.”

Peyton felt like she was going to lose her mind. “Oh, so now it’s the song we made together. What happened to you wrote the song while helping me get deeper into my feelings, so it wasn’t just another one of my mainstream songs?” Peyton called out Josh and enjoyed watching him tense up. He probably never expected her to see the podcast, let alone listen to it.

Peyton just lost the love of her life. She had her mother and ex-boyfriend now in her face. She was in the middle of getting ready for her last show. She was running low on fumes after not sleeping the last few days and was about to explode. It was all becoming too much for her to handle and the longer Josh was in her room, the further away she pushed Olivia. She needed to put an end to this. The Olivia stuff she could deal with later, but for now, these two needed to get out of her sight so she could get back to focusing on her life and the job she needed to do.

“I need you both to listen very carefully to what I’m about to say. Jane, you have always cared more about your career and which man you were cycling through that month. Now, you decided to come here, try to be a mother, and get me back with my ex-boyfriend before you even talked to me about what I want. But I’m not like you. I want a real relationship with someone who sticks around and loves me as deeply as I do them, who I can raise kids with and be the mom you never were to me, and a partner who doesn’t care if I’m famous or rich.”

Peyton walked closer to them both before she continued. “Josh, not only would I never take you back, but hell would have to freeze over for that song to come out because it will only help your career. And you don’t deserve anything from me. Maybe you loved me at one point, but we both know you cared more that I was famous. Now that we’re over, you want the song to come out so you can get back into the music space you stopped caring about years ago when you realized I was more famous and successful than you were so you could use me as your moneybag. You’ve never put me first, you never treated me with respect, I let you do whatever you want and get away with so many lies, but all that stops now.”

Peyton smiled, relieved to get this all off her chest. She had wanted to say these things to them both but never had the confidence to do so until now.

“I am in love with the most amazing woman I have ever met, and I messed it up because of you two. I can’t blame you both because it was my fault, but I will not let her go without a fight. Thank you for coming tonight so I can tell you both to get the hell out of my room and out of my life. I don’t want to see or hear from either of you again.”

Sam silently cheered off to the side, and Peyton could feel the weight on her shoulders finally fall off. Sam opened the door and grabbed security from outside the dressing room, and Peyton watched as he escorted Jane and Josh out of the arena.

Slamming the door shut behind them, Sam said, “Oh my god! Peyton! I am so proud of you! You’re finally being the strong woman I’ve always known you to be. Screw everyone, including them, no one is going to treat you like garbage!”

“Wow, that felt really good.” Peyton let out a huge breath and was ready to take on the world, but first, she needed to finish getting ready because she had a show to perform. It was the last show in the US, and she would go out with a bang in more ways than one.

As Peyton stood backstage, some part of her started to freak out because she knew how many people were out there. That part didn’t make her nervous, though. What she was about to do in front of them had her on edge. Peyton knew she had to show Olivia how much she meant to her, and if that left her feeling vulnerable because it would be in front of thousands of people, then so be it. It may be the last chance she had to get Olivia back, and nothing was going to stop her.

When she got into position, squatting down on the platform, waiting for it to rise her up to the stage one last time, she turned to Sam and asked, “You and Adam are going to make sure Olivia is out there for the encore, right?”

“Of course, we got you, P.”

Peyton smiled and squeezed Sam’s hand as the stage jolted her, moving upwards.

Here goes nothing.

Peyton was one song away from the show ending and knew it was now or never. The lights were bright, and she was sweating and nervous. She looked one last time at the spot where Olivia usually stood, to find it empty. But she knew Sam would make sure Olivia heard this, even if she wasn’t in her line of vision.

Before the last song could start, Peyton told her band to hold off playing because she needed to say something. She grabbed her mic and looked out into the crowd as nerves built in her stomach.

You can do this. Olivia is more than worth it.

“Hey, all you beautiful people! I just wanted to take a quick second to thank you all so much for coming out tonight for my last US show. It means the world to me to have your support, and I wouldn’t be here without any of you. Before I continue with my last song, though, I have to confess something.” Peyton paused and walked closer to the edge of the stage towards the crowd. “I recently fell in love.”

Straight away, Peyton heard the fans applauding and screaming.

“I fell so hard for the most beautiful and amazing woman I have ever met. She has made my life so much better, and I don’t want to keep her a secret anymore. However, I am going to leave her name out of this to respect her privacy, but I wanted you all to know that this woman has my whole heart.” She wiped a tear with the back of her hand and quickly continued. “Baby, I really hope you’re out there listening. I’m so sorry about everything, but I need you to know from the bottom of my heart that I am so in love with you and can’t live without you. Please give me one more chance, and I promise I will always choose you.”

Parts of the crowd were crying. Some Peyton heard whispering about her being gay, others were cheering, and some were chanting, “Forgive her.” Her fans were the best, and the ones that didn’t support her being with a woman, well, she didn’t care. They could leave because she didn’t need them.

Before Peyton gestured for the band to start the last song, she said, “This one’s for you, beautiful.”

The opening sound filled the arena as Peyton began to sing her old song, “Afraid of Your Love.”

Once she finished the show and waved goodbye to her fans, she exited the stage, and Peyton ran straight to the tour management office to find Olivia. Her stomach dropped when she opened the door and found Olivia, and all her stuff was gone.

“Adam, where’s Olivia?”

“She left. I’m sorry, Peyton.”

“What do you mean she left?”

“I swear Olivia heard everything you said, but she ran off crying after you finished. Sam and I followed her, but that’s when she told us she had to leave. Sam tried to get her to stay and talk to you, but she said she couldn’t and left.”

“Adam, I need to talk to her. Where’d she go?”

“I’m not sure. She has a hotel room nearby with the rest of the crew, but she also mentioned earlier that she might change her flight to a red eye tonight.” 

“Please text me the hotel information and Olivia’s room number.” Peyton ran out of the arena and jumped into the truck that was in the loading dock. They drove as fast and safe as they could over to the hotel. She jumped out, ran through the lobby, straight into the elevator, and up to Olivia’s door. She banged as hard as possible, not caring who heard her or if she was causing a scene. After a few seconds with no response, she knocked again.

No, no, please be here.

When no one answered, Peyton ran back down to the lobby and went to the front desk. “Excuse me, did the woman staying in room 302 check out?”

“I’m sorry, miss. I can’t give out information on guests currently staying here.”

“Please, it’s super important,” Peyton begged as she leaned in closer to the woman.

The woman stared at Peyton before she said, “Wait a minute.” The woman was now pointing at her. “You’re that singer.”

“Yes, I am, and I’m desperately trying to find my girlfriend. Can you please help me?”

The woman smiled and started to type something into her computer. “I’m sorry, room 302 is vacant. Ms. Jade checked out earlier this afternoon.”

Fuck, fuck, fuck!

“Okay, thank you for letting me know.”

Peyton felt defeated standing in the hotel lobby in her yellow encore dress. Olivia was gone. Thinking quickly, she pulled out her phone and texted Olivia before she got on a flight and left California.

Peyton: Olivia, I looked for you after the show and came to find you at your hotel, but you were already gone. I assume you’re at the airport heading back to New Jersey. I hope you heard what I said tonight. I truly meant every word. I wish I were saying this directly to your face right now, but I need you to know how incredibly sorry I am for hurting you. I am so insanely in love with you and will do whatever it takes, however long it takes, to make it up to you. You were right. I was stupid for even questioning the fake relationship for a song, and I’m sorry I didn’t tell you about the photo shoot sooner. You mean the world to me, Liv. Can you please give me a chance to talk to you? If you still want nothing to do with me, I will respect your wishes and leave you alone.

After hitting send, Peyton jumped back into the car and headed home. Silence filled the space the entire way, leaving only her thoughts to distract her. What if she never heard from Olivia again? What if she never got a chance to talk to her and tell her face-to-face how much she loved her?

Peyton got home that night, showered, and crawled right into her bed. She didn’t want to see or talk to anyone except Olivia.

Later, a ping came from the sheets. Peyton grabbed her phone as fast as she could, praying it was a text back from Olivia.

Sam: Hi, P. I just wanted to check-in. What happened at the hotel? Did you find Olivia?

Peyton: She was already gone. I’m a mess.

Sam: Oh no, I’m so sorry. Where are you now?

Peyton: I’m home. I texted her because I felt like that was my last shot, but I haven’t heard back. I came out on stage tonight and hoped that would be enough, but I guess I was wrong.

Sam: Olivia will write back when she’s ready. I’m sure it was a lot for her tonight, hearing you say those things in front of an entire arena filled with people. Hopefully, once she processes it all, you guys can talk.

Peyton: I don’t know, Sam. I hurt her. I can’t believe how dumb I’ve been. Olivia is so amazing and deserves so much better.

Sam: You didn’t do these things on purpose, Peyton. You can’t beat yourself up. If you both are genuinely in love like I think you are, everything will work out. It might just take some time.

Peyton: God, I hope you’re right. I don’t know what I would do if she didn’t forgive me. I miss her so much, and it hurts so bad.

Sam: You’ll be okay either way, I promise. And I’ll always be here for you. Please call me if you need anything. I love you, P.

Peyton: Thank you. Love you too, S.




Peyton fell asleep clutching her phone against her chest, praying she would hear back from Olivia.

The next morning, Peyton woke up groggy. The first thing she did was check her phone, but there were no calls or texts from Olivia. When she saw the time, it was only six in the morning, but there was no way she was going back to sleep now. So, she got up and went downstairs to the kitchen. She was exhausted and needed a large cup of coffee.

When she turned on the machine and selected the cappuccino option on the screen, the espresso started to pour out of the opposite side from where her cup sat.

“Shit,” she mumbled as she moved the ceramic quickly to catch the coffee on the right side. “I hate this machine. I hate this kitchen. Why can’t it be simple!?” 

Once Peyton calmed down, she hit the correct button with the mug in place and watched as it spit out the dark liquid before she mixed in her vanilla creamer. After she moved over to the couch and got comfortable, she looked at her phone. Her heart stopped as she stared at a text notification from Olivia.

Olivia: Peyton, this has all been a lot, so I needed the night to respond. I want you to know that I did hear everything you said last night. I’m happy for you, but I hope you came out for yourself. I never wanted you to do that for me. None of this was about you being out to the world. I was okay hiding until you were ready to share your journey. I only needed to know that you were serious about us and that if you had concerns, you’d talk to me about them. I was hurt when you were confused about the decision to get back with Josh for a song. Then you didn’t trust me enough to tell me about the photo shoot. I only ever wanted to support you—through your new journey of being with a woman, your career, and everything else that pertained to you and your life. I might not have known exactly what our future would look like with two different worlds colliding, but I knew how real my feelings were for you and how much I desperately wanted this to work. We’re just too different, though, and I can’t keep doing this to myself. I’m sorry, but I think it’s best if we don’t make this more complicated than it already is.

Peyton finished reading the text and couldn’t stop crying. She had destroyed the most important relationship she’d ever had. She never imagined falling head over heels for a woman, but there she was, in love with Olivia, and she couldn’t imagine her life without her. But she had no fight left. She lost Olivia and now she had to respect her wishes.


CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX

THE TOUR ended nine days ago, and Olivia had only left her house once since. It was to go to the grocery store, and what a mistake that was. Peyton’s face was on every magazine at the checkout counter, reminding her of the heartbreak. After that, she decided not to leave her property again and spent every day in tears while replaying the last ten weeks in her mind. 

The worst part about falling for a famous musician and having her tell an entire arena she was in love was that she couldn’t stop physically replaying Peyton’s words from that night either. Thousands of people recorded Peyton’s speech and posted it on the internet. Hundreds of millions of views and endless comments about the mysterious woman Peyton Davis had fallen for. Then after, every news outlet in America had picked up the story. Olivia couldn’t get away from it or stop punishing herself, reliving the moment and watching every video she could find online.

It cracked her heart into more pieces each time Olivia heard Peyton’s speech—her voice, declaration of love, the coming out, all breaking her open a little more. Memories they shared flooded her thoughts. The fits of laughter she pulled out of Peyton and their late-night talks after they thoroughly praised each other’s bodies. The quiet every day made everything sound louder each time she thought about them.

Olivia should have just stuck to her plan and took the year off to figure out what she wanted to do next, and none of this would have ever happened. Even though Olivia missed Peyton, she knew ending it was the right choice. It had to be. If she had stuck around, it would only risk further heartbreak. It was already going to be hard enough for her to bear, but there was a part of her that felt regret. Did she run again when they could have just worked it out? It hurt too much for her to even think about.

At a time like this, Olivia was grateful not to have social media, but that didn’t exactly stop her from using the internet to try and find out what Peyton had been up to. Curiosity getting the best of her, Olivia opened her web browser and searched for Peyton Davis.

The first headline read, “Is Stunning Model Brooklyn Cassidy the Mystery Woman Peyton Davis Proclaimed Her Love to?” She clicked the link, and all the air left Olivia as the paparazzi photo appeared on her screen. It was from further away but still clear as day, showing Peyton and Brooklyn holding hands across the table while eating lunch in Beverly Hills. Both smiled like it was the best day of their lives.

Brooklyn Cassidy was openly gay and otherworldly gorgeous—a tall, brunette hair, dark eyes, thin figure with legs for days model. Of course, Peyton would find someone who was hot and famous right after they broke up. Olivia didn’t know why she was so surprised. They were both insanely beautiful and came from the same world. It made perfect sense.

Right then, Olivia realized that she was right. Being Peyton’s first relationship with a woman was never going to work. Maybe she was just an experiment or a stepping stone for Peyton to figure out her sexuality before she went and found someone better. Whatever the reasoning, Olivia would always be a fish out of water in Peyton’s life, so it was better to end it.

A knock at her door broke her thoughts.

“Liv?” She heard someone yell from the entryway.

“Jenn?”

Every light in the house was off, and all the blinds were closed, so Olivia could understand why her sister didn’t know if she was home or not. She had a key in case of emergencies so she could let herself in.

“Who else would it be?” Jennifer asked as she came walking into the living room.

Jennifer stopped when she saw Olivia. She sat in the dark on the couch with a full drink in one hand and a half-empty bottle of whiskey on the coffee table in front of her. Her hair was in a greasy, messy bun on top of her head, and she was still in the same pajamas she had worn the last few days. She had on one of Peyton’s button-up shirts to bed one night, leaving with it the next morning, and that was what she had been living in since she got home. It still smelled like Peyton, and obviously, Olivia liked to torture herself. She had no idea what time or day it was, nor did she remember the last time she had showered. She brushed her teeth that morning and counted that as a win.

Olivia’s sister flicked the lights on, and she cringed at the brightness.

“You look like shit.”

“Thanks, sis. You’re so kind.”

“Liv, seriously. Have you showered or eaten since you’ve been back? Or washed your clothes?”

“If you consider whiskey food, then yes.” Olivia held up the glass in her hand as if proving her point. “Showering, I don’t remember.” She took a huge gulp, almost finishing the entire drink in one sip. “And the shirt is Peyton’s. I don’t want to wash away her smell.”

Jennifer walked over and sat down next to Olivia, dropping one arm over her shoulders and using her free hand to take the drink away from Olivia.

Within seconds, Olivia was crying on her sister’s shoulder. “She moved on already,” she said in between sobs.

“There’s no way.”

Olivia moved to show Jennifer her phone, which still had the article pulled up. “A drop-dead gorgeous model. I knew I’d never be enough for her. I’m so dumb. Peyton’s a celebrity. What the hell was I thinking.”

As Jennifer rubbed Olivia’s arm and held onto her, she said, “I’m going to give you some tough love because you need it.” Jennifer paused, giving Olivia one more minute to cry. “You are an idiot.”

Olivia scoffed. “That’s your tough love.”

“I’m not finished.” Jennifer turned to face Olivia. “Peyton wanted to be with you. She announced to the world how in love she was with you. You absolutely are enough for her. You not believing that and knowing how amazing you are is how you lost her in the first place.”

“She chose a song and her ex-boyfriend over me, Jenn.”

“Listen, I’m not defending Peyton, but I don’t think this had anything to do with Josh. Yes, she chose her career over you, but Peyton has had a team of people telling her what to do for basically her entire life. Now, she’s in a relationship with a woman for the first time, going through all these emotions of figuring out her sexuality while trying to maneuver through a whole world of people watching her and judging her every move. I think she did the best she could with what she knew at the time, and I’m sorry you got hurt in the process. But I don’t think you gave her enough slack as she navigated everything. You know how much I care about you, but sometimes you’re so stubborn you can’t see what’s right in front of you. Peyton loves you and doesn’t care if you are famous or not, but you couldn’t get out of your own way.”

Olivia sat there in silence. Was her sister right?

Jennifer took her silence as an opening to continue. “You’ve both been through a lot, and I’m not saying you don’t have a right to be hurt by what happened, but I think you have to stop letting your past dictate your present. The two women you thought you’d spend your life with left you, and now you run first to protect yourself. But Peyton didn’t leave. She chose you. It might have taken her a minute, but at the end of the day, she picked you. She wanted you.”

Olivia took in everything her sister was saying. “Shit,” she said as she threw her head into her hands in horror. “Why didn’t I wait for her in LA and talk to her after the show? Instead, I ran. Again. After telling her, I’d never run from her, from us. I didn’t even give her a chance to speak on the phone after the show, let alone in person.”

Olivia bolted up and started to move around the room. “Fuck, fuck. I did this Jenn. I pushed her away and right into another woman’s arms. What do I do? Is it too late to get her back?”

Jennifer looked at Olivia before she asked, “Do you love her? Like, truly, madly, deeply and want to be with her forever?”

Peyton was the most gorgeous woman, inside and out. She was someone Olivia could trust, connect with on every level, and go on adventures with, and Peyton was her best friend. Olivia wanted to be the reason why Peyton smiled every day. Peyton was everything to Olivia, and for the first time in her life, giving her entire self to someone didn’t scare her.

“Oh my god, yes. I’m so in love with her, Jenn. How did I not realize? It hurts so bad being away from her. I feel like I haven’t been able to breathe since things ended.”

“Then you need to get your ass off of this couch and go fight for her!”

Olivia’s excitement got the best of her until a thought stopped her. “But what about Brooklyn? They’re already dating, and she looks so happy. I don’t want to take that away from her.”

“You don’t even know if that was a date. If you love Peyton and want her, you need to go tell her.”

Jennifer got up and walked over to Olivia. She placed both hands on her shoulders and looked her dead in the eyes. “Liv, you are the most amazing woman I know. I’ve looked up to you my entire life, and you deserve a happy ending. Go show Peyton you aren’t afraid anymore and prove to her you really are done running.”

“You’re so right. I need to get to LA and tell her how I feel. It’s my turn to fight for her.”

“Hell yeah!” Jennifer hugged her sister. “But before you go anywhere, you have got to take a shower and change. I’ll find you a flight while you get ready.”

Olivia ran to her room as fast as she could. She jumped in the shower, packed a bag, and quickly moved so she could go fight for the woman of her dreams. Physically, she was ready. Mentally, she was freaking out, but she had the whole flight across the country to figure out how to get Peyton back.

Jennifer found Olivia a flight that left in ninety minutes, and Olivia was getting on that flight. They both jumped in the car and got to the airport as fast as they could. She had about thirty minutes to get to the gate before missing the last flight to LAX out of EWR tonight.

Olivia grabbed her duffle bag out of the back seat as she heard Jennifer yell, “You got this, Liv! Go get the love of your life, and don’t let her go again!”

Without time to think, Olivia smiled and sprinted towards the airport entrance and arrived at the gate five minutes before the door closed. Olivia officially made it. She was doing this. She was going to get Peyton back.

As she took the only seat available in the last row between two people, Peyton sat down and shot off a quick text.

Olivia: Adam, I’ll explain everything later, but I’m coming to LA. Here’s my flight information. Do you think you could pick me up at the airport in the morning, please? I made a huge mistake leaving in the first place, and I need to see Peyton. If Sam and you would be open to helping me, I’m gonna fight to get her back.

Olivia attached a photo of her boarding pass and checked her phone one last time before they took off. Thankfully, Adam got it and answered before she lost service.

Adam: Let’s go! I’ll be there when you land. I’m with Sam now. She said she will help with whatever you need.

For the first time in weeks, Olivia felt like she could breathe a little easier. She just hoped it wasn’t too late.


CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN

PEYTON WAS sitting alone in her kitchen having coffee that June morning. It was a gloomy day in LA, which wasn’t helping her mood. She was sad and missed Olivia so much. Every day, she picked up her phone to call her and typed out so many messages but ended up deleting them all. It was too hard for her. She didn’t know what to say and wanted to respect Olivia’s decision.

Thankfully, Peyton had some great friends helping her through the heartbreak and the circus that was her life. Her coming out to the world at her last show created a media frenzy she could have never prepared for. Everyone wanted a comment, a picture of her, and to know if she got the girl back and who she was. Peyton couldn’t leave her house without getting harassed. They had somehow gotten into the gated community, trapping her inside her home while the cameras that lined her fence continued to point in her direction.

Sam checked on her daily since getting in through the paparazzi was easier, with security keeping them off her property. Her friend Brooklyn even came by one day after she had been inside for at least a week and dragged her out to go shopping. She had to triple her security when they left, but getting out of the house for a bit felt nice.

When Peyton got home from the tour, the quiet in the house hurt the worst. Josh had moved out two weeks ago. She gave him extra time to get things in order since she wasn’t home anyway. Now, the closet he once used was empty, and his clothes and shoes that were usually all over the house were gone. On top of it all, Olivia wasn’t home with her like they had planned. The breakup with Josh and Olivia were all settling in at once.

With Josh, Peyton was sad to see their years together were gone, but she knew it was the right decision. They just weren’t meant to be. When it came to Olivia, though, she’d never felt heartbreak like this before. She had fallen head over heels in love with her, and losing her was the hardest thing Peyton ever had to endure. She barely slept. Barely ate. She scrolled the photos on her phone because, apparently, she wasn’t hurt enough. Pictures she snuck of Olivia when she wasn’t looking, shots of them together in hotel rooms, their picnic in Boston, and their day out in New York City. Olivia was her person, or so she thought. But with no word from Olivia, Peyton lost hope more each day. Would she ever see or hear from Olivia again?

Peyton’s phone started to ring on the kitchen counter.

“Morning, Sam.”

“Hey, Peyton! We got a last-minute proposal for you to perform at a private event tonight in Hollywood. Charlie can send you the details. I know you’ve been sad lately about everything that happened with Olivia, but I think you should accept the offer. It would be good for you to get out of the house.”

“What’s the offer for?”

“It’s a private event for some A-List actor’s daughter’s thirtieth birthday party. It will be an easy couple of songs, a forty-five-minute set, and it’s close by.”

“That sounds fine.”

“Amazing! And I have the perfect dress for you to wear. I picked it up from the cleaners earlier today and will bring it over later. I’ll be there at five with glam to help you get ready.” 

“Thanks Sam,” Peyton said sadly.

She knew Sam was right. She needed to leave the house and loved to perform, so hopefully, that could help her, even if it was just a short reprieve.

Before Peyton could hang up, she heard Sam say, “Hey, P.”

“Yes.”

“You’re going to be okay.”

“I appreciate that, Sam.” 

A few hours later, Peyton was ready for the party. Her makeup was simple and elegant, and her blonde hair cascaded down her back in light waves. The yellow dress she loved hugged her in all the right places, exposing some cleavage and one of her long legs.

As she checked herself in the mirror, her mind traveled to another woman who expressed numerous times how obsessed she was with the yellow dress on her. Mentally, Peyton didn’t feel that glamorous, but at least physically, she looked it. 

With one last deep breath, Peyton knew she had to plaster on that fake smile. Thankfully, she had years to make it perfect for all the cameras. She just had to do this quick performance, and then she’d be back home in bed, crying into a bowl of ice cream while watching every romance movie under the sun. Her life already wasn’t depressing enough, so she had to watch every happy ending to remind herself how alone she was.

Peyton headed downstairs and walked out to the black-tinted truck that waited in her driveway. Sam stood next to the open door but hadn’t gotten in.

“Are you not coming?” Peyton asked.

“I am, but Adam is here to pick me up. I figured we could follow you over there together.”

“Oh, okay. I’ll see you both over there.”

Peyton stared out the window the whole ride to Hollywood, thinking about Olivia. She wondered what she was doing right now. Did she miss Peyton? Was she thinking about her? She picked up her phone and pulled up her text thread with Olivia, pausing to reread the last message from her. It had been ten days without a word from Olivia. As much as it pained her, Peyton loved her, and if Olivia didn’t want to talk to her, she wouldn’t.

Thirty-five minutes later, Peyton arrived at the venue. They pulled right up to the back door when she realized where they were. She hadn’t paid much attention to the details when Charlie texted her earlier that day, but when she looked out the window where they stopped, Peyton knew exactly where she was.

The Troubadour.

Every feeling from Peyton’s past came rushing back to her. This place meant so much to Peyton. She hadn’t been back since her first show years ago. She hadn’t even thought about it since the night she told Olivia about the life she missed and the place she knew would be the start of her singing career, helping to get her away from Jane and take care of herself.

As Peyton reminisced about that night, security opened the door and interrupted her thoughts. It was time for her to go in. She could do this. Performing was what she did best.

Peyton took a deep breath and stepped out of the vehicle. They were in the back alley behind the building, where she vividly remembered getting dropped off the first time she performed there. It was just as quiet now as it was then.

“Hi, guys.” Peyton spotted Sam and Adam standing at the back door, waiting for her.

They smiled at her before Sam led the way through the door Adam held open. As they walked through the small dark hallways, passing the manager’s office and the artist’s green room, Peyton noticed they were heading further into the venue. She then realized classical music was playing in the main room, no people were screaming, and no party tunes were blasting.

Pulling Sam to a stop, Peyton said, “What’s going on? Are we at the right place for the party?”

Sam looked at her and said, “Please don’t be mad.”

Peyton was so confused, but Adam pulled back the black curtain leading to the main area before she could say anything else.

When Peyton got her bearings, she felt the world come to a stop. There was no party. The old Hollywood venue had the lights dimmed and the music low. The bar against the back wall had candles lined the full length, and every railing on the upper deck had string lights that hung around, all making the room glow. In the center of the floor in front of the stage was a small circular table with a crisp white linen draped over it. It had two place settings, two tall candles in the center, and two stemmed glasses filled with red wine. The place looked so romantic, but what Peyton first noticed that sent electricity through her entire body was the most beautiful woman in the world, standing in the center of the room.

Olivia.

She wore a black suit with a jacket buttoned once at the waist, with nothing under it, leaving her bare chest on display. Olivia paired the outfit with white Nike sneakers, had her hair straight in a slicked-back ponytail, and wore small gold hoops that hung from both ears.

Peyton couldn’t move. Her feet were frozen until she felt a nudge from Sam, who stood behind her. With her skin tingling and a thrill shooting through her body, she started to walk towards Olivia. Her heart was beating out of her chest as she got closer.

“Olivia,” Peyton said, shocked as she took in the gorgeous woman in front of her. “What are you doing here, and what is all this?” She gestured around the room.

Olivia smiled at Peyton, and it took everything in her not to fall apart right there.

“Hey you,” Olivia said as Peyton stood there in anticipation. “You look absolutely stunning.”

Peyton was speechless, but when Olivia reached out and intertwined their fingers, she felt a spark that ignited her body, making her feel like she was coming alive again.

Needing to make sure she wasn’t dreaming and that Olivia was here for her, she asked, “What’s going on?”

Peyton watched Olivia take a quick breath before she finally answered. “I’m in LA because I needed to see you, and we’re here because I remembered what this place meant to you. So, I thought it was the perfect place to meet.”

She watched as Olivia took another step closer, and Peyton’s heart skipped a beat. Their hands were still intertwined, and Peyton gripped Olivia a little tighter.

“Peyton, I am so incredibly sorry. You bravely put your heart on the line in front of an entire arena of people, and I didn’t listen to you. I let my fear of being hurt make me run again.” Looking down at their hands, Olivia started to rub her thumbs along Peyton’s before continuing. “You are the most gorgeous, talented, caring, amazing woman I’ve ever met. I’m so sorry I didn’t give you the time to figure out everything that was happening all at once in your life.”

Peyton stood there stunned. Olivia looked at Peyton deep in her eyes and said everything that Peyton had wanted to hear since the night she announced to the world how in love she was with Olivia.

“I want you to have your career and me. I want to be there for you for everything in your life. I made the biggest mistake when I gave up on you. I’ve spent every second of every day thinking about you, missing you. I’m so sorry I was such an idiot and wasn’t there for you after you came out to the world. I should have been there to comfort you and support you. And tell you how in love I was with you because I am, Peyton. You’re the only person I want to be with. You’re my whole world, and I’m head over heels, over the moon, in love with you.”

Peyton watched as a tear slipped down from Olivia’s beautiful green eyes. They were like fresh grass on a sunny day, and she could get lost in them forever. She hadn’t even realized her tears were falling until she felt a hand wipe them away. She leaned in, missing Olivia’s touch.

“I can’t believe you’re here.” Peyton was still processing all the things Olivia had just said to her. “I’m sorry too, Liv. I betrayed you and chose my career over you, and I shouldn’t have listened to all those other people. I should have fought for you because you’re the only one. But you ran from us again. Now, I don’t know if I can trust you. How will I know you won’t run again when things get hard?”

“I know my word doesn’t mean much right now, but I promise Peyton, if you give me another chance, I will never leave you again. I will spend every day showing you that I’m not going anywhere, no matter what tough things come our way. I am so in love with you. I’ve been so lost without you, and I don’t want to lose you ever again.”

Peyton missed Olivia so much, and the one thing she had no doubt about was that she believed Olivia when she told Peyton how she felt.

“I want to trust you,” Peyton began to say until Olivia jumped back in. “Please trust me, Peyton. I’ll never leave you again.”

Before Peyton knew what she was doing, she grabbed the back of Olivia’s neck and pulled her in for a kiss that had been long overdue. She felt Olivia’s arms wrap around her waist tighter, causing Peyton to soften into her touch. She was on happy overload, finally kissing the woman she loved.

When she separated their lips and placed her forehead against Olivia’s, Peyton said, “I love you so much, Olivia, and I don’t want to go another day without you.”

Olivia pulled Peyton in for another kiss. Peyton was back exactly where she belonged.

When the kiss broke, Peyton looked Olivia in the eyes and said, “Liv, if you ever leave me again, I’ll never forgive you. But I also promise never to give you a reason to leave again.”

“I swear with all my heart that I will never leave you. You can trust me when I say I will love you for the rest of my life, and I will guard your heart forever. This is what I want. You’re what I want. Nothing else matters to me.”

Peyton kissed her again, this time holding on a little longer. She got Olivia back and didn’t ever want to let her go.

“This is all so beautiful,” Peyton said as she looked around the room before setting her eyes back on the gorgeous woman in her arms. “I can’t believe you did all this for me. And you also look insanely hot, by the way.”

“I’d do anything for you, Peyton.” Olivia smiled, and Peyton felt her insides melt. She missed that smile. “I did have a thought, though.”

“Oh yeah, what’s that?” Peyton asked.

“I think you should sing one song on that stage, just for fun, like you told me you missed all those years ago.”

Peyton grinned from ear to ear in excitement. She would love to get back on stage at the Troubadour, mainly because it was only for Olivia. She walked up the small staircase on the side of the stage and sat on the stool waiting in the center near the microphone stand.

“The last time I made this speech was in front of thousands of people, but tonight, I couldn’t be happier that it’s just for one. I’m so in love with you, Olivia and I never want to be without you again. This song is for you, my love.”

Peyton whispered to the person on the side of the stage and began to sing one of her favorite songs.




Some day, when I’m awfully low,

When the world is cold,

I will feel a glow just thinking of you,

And the way you look tonight.




As she continued to sing, Peyton watched Olivia light up at the song. She hadn’t realized it before, but she was sure that was when she started falling for Olivia. She couldn’t take her eyes off Olivia as she continued to finish the song.




Lovely, never, ever, change.

Keep that breathless charm.

Won’t you please arrange it?

Cause I love you, Just the way you look tonight.

Just the way you look ton-night.




By the end of the Frank Sinatra song “The Way You Look Tonight,” they were both in tears. She had never been happier than she was in that moment. Olivia came back to her, and Peyton vowed that if she ever got another chance with Olivia, she would do everything to be the best partner she could be. She was not going to lose this woman again.

Olivia walked onto the stage after the song had finished and held Peyton as she cried before she wiped her tears and said, “Would you like to come have dinner with your girlfriend?”

Peyton smiled and nodded as she held Olivia’s hand to escort her down from the stage to the table on the floor. When she heard Olivia call her, her girlfriend, Peyton felt her heart start to put itself back together.

Olivia pulled out Peyton’s chair before moving to sit across from her. Olivia’s eyes never left hers, and Peyton couldn’t stop staring. No one had ever done anything so romantic like this for Peyton before. She reached her arm across the table and held Peyton’s hand. Olivia’s touch made Peyton’s skin tingle. It was the best feeling in the world.

A server came out and placed their dinners in front of them before Olivia held up her glass of wine and said, “I love you so much, Peyton. You mean the world to me, and I’ve never been happier than I am right now.”

They clinked their glasses, and neither let their eyes leave the other for even a second.

“I love you even more than I ever thought possible, Olivia. I don’t want to mess this up again.” Peyton squeezed Olivia’s hand. “When you’re ready, I want to scream from the rooftop that you’re my girlfriend and the woman I love. I want everyone to know my heart belongs to the most perfect person in the universe.”

“I’m yours and only yours, Peyton. Whenever you think it’s the right time to tell people, I’ll follow your lead.”

They smiled at each other through the dancing flames of the candles, giving the other a silent promise of forever.

“This is all so beautiful, Liv. I can’t believe you’re here. I honestly didn’t know if I’d ever see you again. And even though I couldn’t have asked for a better night, do you think we could eat quickly because I missed you so much, and as amazing as that suit looks on you, it will look way better off you.” Peyton winked and watched as Olivia practically turned into a puddle.

About an hour later, they arrived at Peyton’s Brentwood home. She yanked Olivia and ran into the house before slamming the door behind them. In under a second, their hands were all over each other. Their kisses were sloppy, but they couldn’t get enough.

Peyton pushed Olivia up against her closed front door before she turned to move them up to the bedroom. As they walked—shoes flew off, clothes were everywhere, and by the time they made it up to Peyton’s room, they were both fully naked.

Olivia pushed her down on the bed and climbed on top of her. As Olivia straddled her legs, she watched as Olivia admired her body. The want Peyton could see blown in Olivia’s eyes was all she needed.

Olivia lowered her head closer to Peyton’s lips and whispered, “I’m so in love with you, baby. I’m never letting you go again.”

“I’m so in love with you, and I’m not going anywhere.” Peyton closed the gap, reaching up to tangle her hands in Olivia’s hair and pulling her down for a blazing hot kiss. They had a lot of making up to do and luckily, they had all the time in the world to do it.


CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT

Nineteen months later

AFTER OLIVIA got the love of her life back, she didn’t leave Peyton’s side. They stayed in LA together and barely left the bed or put on clothes for weeks. Occasionally, they threw on a large shirt for when they moved to the couch or kitchen and had to put on real clothes when Sam and Adam came over for dinner so they could thank them for helping to rekindle their love. If they had a choice, they probably would have stayed in their sexy, romantic world by themselves a lot longer, but Peyton had to get back to work, so they both had to pack and get ready to leave.

Once they made up for lost time, Olivia helped Peyton and Charlie find a new tour manager. They decided it was best to keep their personal and professional lives separate, and Olivia thought it was time to hang up her credentials anyway. She would still join Peyton on all her travels because neither wanted to be apart again. This time, she would be there only as her girlfriend.

Things looked a lot different on this tour. The whole world now knew about the two of them. After they got back together, Charlie called her contact at People magazine and gave them an exclusive interview with Peyton and her. They thought that was the best way to control the story, even though they both knew once Olivia showed her face as the mystery woman in a relationship with Peyton, the paparazzi storm would begin again.

When the news broke that Peyton Davis had a girlfriend, the same woman she had announced at her last show that she had fallen in love with, everyone on the planet knew who Olivia was. It was definitely an adjustment for her, dealing with all the cameras and press hounding her every time she was in public. But she didn’t care. Olivia hated the attention but knew what she had signed up for when she started to date Peyton. Nothing was going to change the way she felt about this woman, and no one was going to chase her away.

Soon after, they left for the international leg of the tour, where they would spend the next nineteen months traveling the world on and off. The first stop was a few days in Mexico City, where they spent their time sipping tequila and holding hands while taking in the vibrant culture. Once those shows finished, their time flew by. They saw a play at the famous Teatro Colon theatre in Buenos Aires. Embraced the golden hour views at Arpador in Rio de Janeiro. Explored the Botanic Garden in Singapore. Kissed under the Eiffel Tower as it sparkled in the night. Road the famous London Eye to take in the city privately from above. They walked the canals of Amsterdam, drank wine and shopped through Milan, took in the historic sites of Madrid, and went everywhere in Lisbon, Stockholm, Hamburg, Dublin, Cardiff, and Sao Paulo that they could. Neither wanted to hide now that they didn’t have to anymore.

It was heaven for Olivia. Even though she was exhausted, traveling from country to country, running around cities on days off, and staying up late watching her outstanding performances before they explored each other’s bodies. But she wouldn’t change a single thing.

Peyton and Olivia spent every day fulfilling the promises they made the night at the Troubadour when Olivia came back into Peyton’s life. They both put each other first, they didn’t run from any tough conversations that came their way, and they both showed the other how much love they had. And not just using their words.

One night, as they laid in their hotel bed together, they discussed what their life and relationship would look like once Peyton was done on the road. Peyton told Olivia that she wanted to take a break from traveling. After working for almost two decades straight, she finally wanted to take time off. She wasn’t going to stop writing or making music, but she wanted to do things she hadn’t been able to do in a while—relax, read a book, workout because she wanted to and not because she needed to, and spend as much time with Olivia as she could.

Olivia’s days of being a tour manager were already behind her, but she filled Peyton in on her new plan. She was finally going to start using her farm. She could fill the garden with various fruits and vegetables, get some chickens and cows to produce dairy products, and then sell everything at the local farmer’s markets.

They decided together to live full-time in Olivia’s house in New Jersey since it was more private and low-key. However, Peyton kept her LA property for whenever they wanted to visit the West Coast to see Adam and Sam or escape the cold East Coast weather. Olivia also told Peyton she could add anything she wanted to their new home to make it feel like it was theirs.

When they had time off between the legs of the tour, they spent it back in the United States. They got to relax and reset in New Jersey, and Olivia loved how much Peyton enjoyed it. Especially at the beach when she took her for the first time during a trip to her parents’ house last Christmas. Peyton had fit right into Olivia’s family and loved them almost as much as they loved her. She was pretty sure her family loved Peyton more than Olivia at that point. After, they got on another flight and did it again in a different part of the world. It was all more than Olivia could have ever dreamed it would be.             

Finally, they made it to the last month of shows in Australia. They were both worn out but they would survive as long as they had each other.

It was a Friday morning, early in December, when they woke up in their shared hotel suite in Sydney. The sun was shining, and even though it was winter in the States, it was summer in Australia. They had the next two days off before the final show of the entire world tour. Then, finally, Olivia and Peyton would have some much-needed time off together.

“Good morning, my perfect girlfriend,” Peyton whispered in Olivia’s ear as she spooned her from behind, leaning over to kiss her temple. “We need to get up.”

Olivia stirred in Peyton’s arms. “You pushing your boobs up against my back and kissing me is not going to get me out of this bed.” Olivia rolled over to face Peyton. “Plus, we don’t have anywhere to be, so let’s stay in bed all day. Preferably naked.”

Peyton kissed Olivia on the nose. “You’re so cute when you’re sleepy and turned on, but we have somewhere to be.”

“What do you mean? My schedule says you have the next two days off before your last show.” You couldn’t take the tour manager out of Olivia. She still had her app to see Peyton’s schedule so she didn’t have to bother Sam or her for constant updates.

“Maybe there’s nothing on your schedule, but there’s something on mine.” Peyton jumped out of bed and started to pack up all her stuff.

“Where are we going?” Olivia asked from the bed where she still hadn’t moved.

“It’s a surprise, but you do need to pack up all your stuff and bring it. The car’s going to be downstairs in an hour to pick us up, so get your sexy ass out of bed and get ready.”

Olivia’s eyebrows furrowed as she asked, “What is my sneaky girlfriend up to?”

“I think you mean your romantic, amazing, sexy girlfriend.”

Olivia stood up and walked over to Peyton. She held her from behind and kissed down the back of her neck. Peyton couldn’t resist when she did that. But Peyton quickly pulled away when she figured out what Olivia was up to.

“There will be plenty of time for that later, but you have to get ready. And don’t think you’re going to seduce me and get the surprise out of me.”

An hour later, they were in the car heading somewhere. Olivia had no clue where Peyton was taking her that required them to pack and leave the hotel they had booked for the next two days, but she’d follow Peyton anywhere.

Forty-five minutes later, they arrived at a beautiful home that looked to be on a private part of Bondi Beach.

“Peyton, what are you up to?” 

Peyton leaned across the backseat and kissed her. “For the next two days, this is all ours. I wanted a little relaxation time in the sun before we left here, and I wanted us to be entirely alone.”

Olivia was surprised, but Peyton was always doing sweet things like this so they could get away from all the fans and paparazzi whenever they could.

Peyton grabbed Olivia’s hand and brought her inside. The house was open and airy. Natural sunlight came through every window, the walls and furniture were all white to make it even brighter, and there were accent pillows and rugs to color the place. When Olivia walked out the back sliding door, she stepped right onto the white sand. There was nothing but a clear blue ocean and beach ahead of them.

“Baby, this is amazing! I can’t believe you did this.”

Peyton smiled. “I’m glad you like it. I thought this would be a nice ending to the last two years, where we could just be together and enjoy the summer weather before we head back home to winter. But don’t think I’m not looking forward to spending time with my favorite Jersey girl in the snow. Cold weather, hot chocolate, cuddling by the fireplace, dancing around the house together while the vinyl spins, sitting on the porch under blankets as we watch the white snowflakes fall and the sun fill the sky with beautiful colors as it sets.”

Olivia watched as Peyton looked far away while she envisioned all those romantic things with her.

How did I get so lucky? Olivia thought quietly to herself.

“Thank you, baby. It’s perfect.” Olivia wrapped her arms around Peyton’s neck and pulled her in for a kiss. “There’s really no one who can see us here?”

“Nope, I made sure of it.”

“So, if I did this, it would be okay?” Olivia grabbed the bottom of her shirt and slowly moved it over her head. “Or this?” She continued to undress herself, removing her jean shorts and leaving her standing there in just her bra and underwear.

“You can absolutely do that.”

Olivia saw Peyton’s eyes go wide as they scanned down her body, taking in Olivia’s sexy lace that she had worn underneath her shorts and tank top.

“Come skinny dipping with me.” Olivia seductively shed the last two items of clothing she had on as she walked down the beach, dropping them on the ground behind her to leave a small trail. She could feel Peyton’s eyes on her from behind and hoped it would get her to follow.

“Thank you, God,” Olivia heard Peyton say out loud before she felt two arms abruptly wrap around her torso from behind, Peyton’s naked body molding to her back as they walked into the glistening blue ocean together.

They spent the rest of the day lounging outside on the beach before showering and having a casual night in. Peyton ordered takeout for dinner, and Olivia cuddled her on the couch while they watched a movie. It was perfect. Whatever Olivia once pictured her life being with a partner, this was a million times better.

The next morning, after breakfast on the patio with a beautiful view of the sunrise and Olivia’s even more beautiful girlfriend next to her, they decided to lay in the sun on the beach. They put on their bathing suits, grabbed some towels and a few other things, and headed to the two chairs, waiting for them in the sand.

It was a gorgeous day outside. They wanted to soak up every second. Olivia wanted Peyton to have some real relaxation time before her last show, so they each laid with their books, rotating between reading and running into the water to cool off together. 

Occasionally, Olivia would look up from her book to catch a peak at her girlfriend just to find Peyton already gazing at her. She couldn’t believe how in love she was with this woman.

Before she could go further in her thoughts, Peyton stood above her next to the chair. She reached for her hand, and Olivia laced her fingers through Peyton’s. Then, she followed her into the house.

Peyton threw Olivia on the bed with a force she’d felt before. She loved it when Peyton took control, especially in the bedroom.

Peyton climbed on top of Olivia as her thigh connected with Olivia’s center. She started to rock into Olivia, sending heat waves through her body as she felt her slickness all over her girlfriend.

“God you’re so sexy,” Peyton said before she made her way down the bed, her tongue finding Olivia’s center.

Later that night, Peyton kissed the back of Olivia’s shoulder while she finished doing her hair in the bathroom mirror and said, “Babe, I’ll meet you outside when you’re ready.”

Ten minutes later, Olivia made her way onto the back patio and could not believe her eyes. The sun was setting in gorgeous orange, pink, and purple hues along the horizon. She looked down and saw a path formed in the sand of small candles that lit the way from where she stood straight to a table on the beach, where she saw her beautiful girlfriend standing barefoot in the sand with a long white linen dress on.

“I don’t know how I didn’t notice you walk out in that before, but wow. You look gorgeous.” Olivia walked over and kissed Peyton on the cheek. “When did you do all this?”

Peyton smiled that big, beautiful smile that Olivia loved and said, “Remember after the beach when we went in the bedroom together?”

Olivia gazed away as she recalled the sexy scene. “Of course, I vividly remember you dropping your bathing suit on the floor in the living room while I trailed drooling behind you.”

Peyton laughed. “Yes, then. Well, before I pulled you inside, I texted Sam, and she had a team come set everything up.”

“So, you distracted me with sex in bed so people could set this up behind my back?”

“And don’t forget the shower, too,” Peyton said with the cutest evil grin. “I had to keep you inside while they did everything. I just wanted to surprise you with a romantic dinner on the beach at sunset for our last night here.”

Olivia wrapped her arms around Peyton and said, “Well played. Everything looks amazing, so surprise accomplished. And I just need to say again, you look incredible.”

“You’re the one who looks incredible, hot stuff.”

Olivia wore high-waisted tan linen pants that flowed in the wind and a tight white cropped tank top that highlighted her fresh suntan.

In this idealistic setting on the beach in Australia, Olivia couldn’t have predicted a better place when she initially had planned her own surprise for Peyton. Olivia was the happiest and most in love she had ever been.

They had met almost two years ago, and Olivia knew without a shadow of a doubt that she wanted to spend the rest of her life with Peyton. And after everything they had been through, she decided she didn’t want to wait a second longer. The setting was perfect—they were on a private beach, sipping wine over a candlelight dinner as her girlfriend stared at her while the sun was setting, and the last person Peyton had hired to cook them dinner was gone.

Peyton picked up her wine glass and held it out, signaling for Olivia to do the same. As they held them together, Olivia knew she needed to hurry before Peyton started her toast.

“Cheers to you, Peyton,” Olivia said, swallowing her nerves. “Babe, you are truly the best thing that’s ever happened to me. I never knew my life could be filled with so much love, laughter, and support until you came into it. I also never imagined I could love someone so much that I would feel it in every bone of my body. When I look at you and kiss you, the things that happen to me are unexplainable. You make me so insanely happy, and I fall more in love with you more every day.” Olivia paused because she needed to be closer to Peyton.

She placed her glass down and moved around the small table. Standing in front of Peyton, Olivia reached down and cupped her face as she bent down to lay her lips gently on Peyton’s. She slid her tongue along Peyton’s bottom lip and didn’t have to wait for her to give Olivia access. When she heard Peyton sigh into the kiss, Olivia knew she had to continue before things escalated right on the beach.

Pulling back from their kiss, Olivia knelt on one knee in front of Peyton and laid her hands on her thighs. She watched as Peyton figured out what was happening and covered her mouth in shock.

“I had no idea a job would lead me to you, Peyton. You truly do find the most amazing things when you least expect it. You are talented, loving, romantic, sexy, caring, funny, and are, without a doubt, the most beautiful woman I have ever laid eyes on. I never want a day to go by where I don’t have you by my side. I promise I will love you until my very last breath.”

Olivia saw the tears start to roll down Peyton’s cheeks as the candlelight from the table flickered across her face. With the peaceful sounds of the waves crashing on the shore, nothing but the sun’s reflection left on the horizon, Olivia reached into her pocket, pulled out the four-carat oval diamond gold ring, and said, “Peyton Davis, will you make me the happiest and luckiest woman on this planet and be my wife?”

Peyton was now in tears as she reached down and cupped Olivia’s face. She kissed her so hard that Olivia knew the answer before she even said it.

When Peyton pulled back, Olivia wiped some of the tears from Peyton’s face before she said, “I love you so much, Olivia Jade, and there is nothing more in this life that I want than to be your wife.”

Olivia placed the ring on Peyton’s left hand. They both looked at it and then back at each other.

“Baby, it’s perfect.” Peyton looked radiant.

“No, you’re perfect. The ring is just a nice accessory.” Olivia winked up at her fiancé.

Peyton grabbed Olivia’s face and pulled her up. They were both standing and holding the other tightly before they connected their lips for a kiss Olivia knew was one of many more to come.

When Peyton broke their kiss, she looked at Olivia and said, “When I pictured my life, I never imagined I would have fallen head over heels in love with a woman, but you’ve far exceeded my dreams for my forever partner—you’re passionate, protective, thoughtful, loving, and you make every day better. I know that everything will always be okay no matter what because we will always have each other. I’m so in love with you, Olivia, and I can’t wait to spend the rest of my days with you.”

“I think we should have dessert with dinner later.” In one swift motion, Olivia put one arm under Peyton’s legs and secured the other around her back as she stood up.

“Woah, I could get used to this,” Peyton said as she smiled at Olivia, wrapped both arms around her, and kissed her temple as they walked up the beach.

Olivia carried her future wife into the house and straight into the bedroom. She placed her down on the bed and slowly removed Peyton’s dress before her fiancé undressed her until they were both bare and under the covers.

Olivia looked down at Peyton and saw her future. This was the woman Olivia knew she would spend the rest of her life with, and now it was official. She was never going to be without Peyton again. Leaning down, lips and tongues intertwined as her hand made its way down Peyton’s body and lightly glided up her center.

“Babe, are you really going to tease me right now?” Peyton asked against Olivia’s mouth.

Olivia moved her lips, kissing Peyton’s neck and licking across her collarbone before landing near her ear. In a low, seductive voice, she said, “What’s the rush. We have our whole lives, my future wife.”

With the ocean breeze blowing in through the window and a whole night ahead, it would be a night neither of them would ever forget.
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The next sapphic romance by Erica Goodwin:




Take Two

Fifteen-year-old Gemma moves to a new town her sophomore year of high school. She struggles with a father in the military, always moving them around every time she just starts to fit in with a new group of friends. Gemma’s first day at Westmore High, she meets a girl who would later become a huge part of her story.

Caitlin, the small-town girl who has never left Pennsylvania and has had the same boyfriend since sixth grade, finds a girl who is new and refreshing who shakes up her life. Their friendship starts tumultuous but soon leads to the young women falling in love. The two share a dream of attending college together and becoming actresses but the vision is crushed when Caitlin is given an opportunity to be a leading lady in Los Angeles… Without Gemma.

Eight years later, both Gemma and Caitlin are cast in a lesbian romance movie and have to navigate the breakup they never spoke about while filming a movie where they need to act like they are falling in love. Will they ruin their chances of creating a magical movie and push the other further away? Or will this give the couple a second chance at true love?
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