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            ABOUT THIS BOOK

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Nick Davies was my best friend, my partner-in-crime. But that was before everything fell apart

      

        

      
        Before our best friend’s death shattered the world we shared. Before Nick left without looking back.

      

        

      
        Now he’s back. Except he’s not just Nick anymore. Now he’s Nick Davies, the tattooed, untouchable drummer for Lovers Knot, with a million-dollar smile, and an air of untouchable charm.

      

        

      
        But none of that erases the boy who broke my heart — or the tension that sparks every time our eyes meet.

      

        

      
        Thanks to a meddling matchmaker, we’re trapped together in a farmhouse, surrounded by memories of our dead best friend while the village floods. He says he wants to fix things, but some things can’t be fixed. And I’m not sure I’m ready to face what’s been left unsaid for so long.

      

        

      
        Rockstar Regret is a steamy, forced-proximity, second-chance romance about a small-town cheesemaker and the rock star who shattered her heart.

      

        

      
        For readers who love meddling matchmakers, rising tensions, and the kind of storms that make running from the truth impossible
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        1 - exile (feat. Bon Iver) - Taylor Swift

        2 - Ghost Town - Benson Boone

        3 - Remember That Night? - Sara Keys

        4 - Shake It Out – Florence + The Machine

        5 - Don’t Light the Match - The Maine

        6 - Caution - The Killers

        7 - In My Veins (feat. Erin McCarley) by Andrew Belle

        8 - Heaven in Hiding - Halsey

        9 - Bleeding Out - Imagine Dragons

        10 - Take on the World - You Me At Six

        11 - Missing Place - Vance Joy

        12 - This Love - Taylor Swift

      

        

      
        If you’d like to listen to the playlist, it’s on my Spotify profile here.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER ONE

          

        

      

    

    
      CERYS

      Meinir Williams was like a well-aged Caerphilly — sharp, a bit crumbly, and impossible to ignore. If I could box her up and ship her off to a fancy London cheese shop, I would.

      No, really, I would...

      Oh, who am I kidding? She owned the land my cheeses called home, and worse, she was my late boyfriend’s mother.

      But bloody hell, some days she made me want to tear my hair out and run screaming into the hills of the Brecon Beacons. And today? She’d outdone herself. I swear, that woman could try the patience of a saint — or a stubborn Welsh cheesemaker, which might be the tougher test.

      The meddling pain in my ass had outdone herself today. I never thought she’d manage to strike getting me to socialise outside the farmers’ market off the list, but she’d done it. Probably been plotting this longer than it takes to age a decent Cheddar, the crafty old goat.

      I just wanted to do my job, get the next batch of Snowdonia Blue into the ageing room, pack some orders, and maybe clock out before the sunset for the first time in a bloody year.

      But no, Meins hadn’t agreed with those plans and had twisted my arm into lunch with that knowing look of hers. The one that made me feel like a naughty schoolgirl caught sneaking extra bara brith.

      Had she spilled the beans on who she’d invited to lunch, I might have put up more of a fight.

      Might have rubbed my fingers raw testing cheese textures to avoid it. Might have mysteriously developed a case of cheese cave fever. Anything to avoid... this.

      But I hadn’t, and now I stood in her old farmhouse kitchen, staring at the one man who could still make my heart do a jig worthy of the Eisteddfod with just a look.

      Nick bloody Lewis.

      I’d rather face a cranky ram than deal with this. At least the ram would be honest about wanting to knock me on my ass.

      Nick stared back at me — or more at the spot to the right of my shoulder — appearing just as shocked as I felt, his blue eyes wide and darting between me and Meinir. The kitchen suddenly felt as stuffy as my ageing room in midsummer.

      Christ, is the room shrinking?

      “Cerys,” he said, his deliciously gruff voice curling around my name exactly as it had in school. Only then I’d been his best friend, doing everything I could to pretend that he couldn’t make me shiver with just a word.

      Now? Now I was doing everything I could not to show how much it still affected me. Stupid, traitorous body.

      His gaze skittered around the kitchen, bouncing from Meins to the kettle boiling on the stove and back. “I... didn’t know you’d be here.”

      “That makes two of us,” I said, my voice sharper than a well-honed cheese knife. I turned to the mischievous meddler, who was busying herself with the kettle, a suspiciously innocent expression on her face. “Meins, a word?”

      But before I could drag her into the pantry for a proper Welsh telling-off, Nick cleared his throat. “Look, I should go. This was obviously a mistake⁠—”

      “Oh no, Nicky,” Meinir said, her voice soft but with that edge I knew all too well. The one that could guilt a saint into eating another slice of cake. “You’ve only just got back from tour. Surely you can spare me an hour for lunch? I’ve made your favourite shepherd’s pie and there’s bara brith for dessert. Please stay. It’s been ages since we’ve all sat down together. Gareth would want that, don’t you think?”

      Low blow, Meins.

      I watched his resolve crumble. Though really, no one would be surprised. The woman was more tenacious than a choir director at the Eisteddfod.

      He sighed, running a hand through his hair. “Right, of course. Sorry.”

      Before I could make my own escape — maybe I could fake a cheese emergency? Runaway Camembert? — she turned to me, her eyes twinkling like she’d just won Star Baker on The Great British Bake Off. “And you, Cerys fach. That cheese of yours can wait an hour. It won’t kill you to take a break and eat your lunch sitting down for once.”

      I opened my mouth to argue, but Meins was already pushing us both towards the table. This was going to be a long, awkward lunch. And if I survived it without lobbing a wheel of cheese at someone’s head, it’d be a miracle.

      Preferably a nice, heavy wheel of Caerphilly.

      At Nick’s stupidly handsome face.

      I glared at the placemat. “I’d rather be elbow-deep in curds and whey right now.”

      Nick snorted. “Some things never change, do they, Evans?”

      I shot him a look that could curdle milk. “And some people never learn when to keep their mouths shut, do they, Nicky?”

      His jaw clenched, a muscle ticking in his cheek. His eyes, those impossibly blue eyes that used to make my teenage heart flutter, darkened. “Right. Because you’re the expert on knowing when to stop talking.”

      I bristled, my fingers itching for that wheel of cheese. Why hadn’t I thought to bring one in from my workshop? But before I could unleash a retort that would make a sailor blush, Meinir swooped in, her voice saccharine sweet.

      “Now, now, you two. Let’s not bicker. The pie is ready, and I’ve made a pot of tea. Shall we sit?”

      I glanced at Nick, catching his eye for a brief moment. The silent communication we’d perfected years ago hadn’t faded, it seemed. His slight eye roll matched my barely concealed sigh. We were both trapped in Meinir’s web of good intentions and nostalgia.

      “Fine,” I muttered, dropping into a chair at the worn wooden table. Might as well get this over with.

      If I ate fast enough, I could escape before Meins tried to make us sing Kumbaya or something equally horrifying.

      Nick pulled out his own seat, the basic, simple action brushing déjà vu against my mind. How many times had we sat at this very table with Gareth, laughing and planning our futures back when the future seemed limitless and unbreakable? Back when we were young and stupid enough to believe that nothing could tear us apart.

      God, we were idiots.

      Meinir busied herself, setting out mismatched china cups and plates,, the cheerful clatter at odds with the tension humming between Nick and me. The rich, spicy scent of freshly baked bara brith filled the air, a comforting aroma that usually made me feel at home. Today, it just made my stomach churn.

      Funny how even the most comforting things can turn sour when mixed with regret and resentment.

      Outside, the December rain continued its relentless assault, pattering against the windows and streaming down the glass in fat rivulets. The gloomy Welsh winter had settled in with a vengeance, turning the world beyond the farmhouse into a grey, sodden mess. I suppressed a shiver, grateful for the warmth of the kitchen, even if the company left something to be desired.

      “I hope you’re both hungry,” Meinir said, setting a steaming casserole dish in the centre of the table. “Nothing beats a good shepherd’s pie on a day like this.”

      I had to admit, it did look delicious. Golden-brown mashed potatoes crusted the top, hiding the lamb and vegetable filling beneath.

      On any other day, I’d be salivating. Today, I wasn’t sure I could stomach a bite.

      “It looks great, Meins,” Nick said, his voice warm. “Just like I remember.”

      I couldn’t help but roll my eyes. “Careful there, rock star. Wouldn’t want to ruin your fancy tour diet with home cooking.”

      “Don’t be stupid. You know I’ve always loved Meins’s cooking.”

      “Sure you have. That’s why she barely sees you.”

      Nick shrugged, attempting a nonchalant smile that didn’t reach his eyes. “The band’s been busy. Big tours, new music… you know how it is. I visit when I can.”

      “So you say.” I’d never seen him on any of those visits. In the first few years after Gareth’s death, he’d gone out of his way to make them as last minute as possible so Meins couldn’t invite me. “I remember a time when you cleared your calendar for us.” But that was before. I crossed my arms, trying to ignore the pang in my chest.

      “It’s hard for young artists,” Meinir said, buying his empty excuses yet again. “I understand, and I appreciate every moment you gift me.”

      Nick nodded, but I continued to glare at him. He’d done everything he could to avoid us after Gareth’s death. The kitchen fell silent, save for the soft tick of the ancient clock on the wall and the persistent drum of rain against the windows.

      Meinir began serving generous portions onto our plates and despite my churning emotions, my stomach gave an involuntary growl.

      Traitor.

      As we ate, I couldn’t tear my eyes away from him, couldn’t stop myself from taking in all the changes eight years had wrought. He was still unfairly attractive, damn him. His dark hair was longer now, artfully tousled in that way that probably took ages to perfect but was meant to look effortless. A day’s worth of stubble shadowed his jaw, and I could see the edge of a tattoo peeking out from under the collar of his shirt.

      He looked... different.

      Older, of course, but there was something else. A weariness in the set of his shoulders, a tightness around his eyes that spoke of more than just jet lag.

      For a moment, a flicker of concern jolted to life inside of me. Then I remembered the last time I’d seen him, at the hospital while the doctor delivered the news that Gareth had passed. The way he’d avoided my gaze, muttered some platitude about being sorry, and disappeared. The concern shrivelled, replaced by the familiar burn of resentment. Fool me once, shame on you. Fool me twice... Well, I wasn’t about to let that happen.

      “So, Nicky,” Meinir said, breaking the tense silence. “Tell me all about your tour. America, wasn’t it?”

      Nick shifted in his seat, clearly uncomfortable. Good. Let him squirm. Let him feel a fraction of the discomfort I’ve been living with for years.

      “Yeah, we’ve been supporting The Brightside on their US tour. It’s been... intense.”

      I couldn’t help but snort. “Intense? What, the groupies too demanding?”

      His eyes snapped to mine, a flash of hurt quickly masked by annoyance. “It’s not like that. You know I’m not⁠—”

      I cut him off, my voice sharp enough to slice one of my prize-winning cheddars. “I don’t know anything about you anymore, Nick. Eight years is a long time.”

      His face fell, and for a second, I glimpsed the boy I used to know — vulnerable and a bit lost. But then his jaw set, and he was back to being the stranger who’d walked into Meinir’s kitchen. The boy I knew was gone, replaced by this... this rock star who couldn’t be bothered to remember where he came from.

      “That’s not fair,” he said, his voice low. “I’ve tried⁠—”

      “Tried what?” I shook my head. “To set a world record for avoiding your hometown?”

      Meinir cleared her throat. “Now, now, let’s not⁠—”

      “It’s okay, Meins,” Nick said, his eyes locked on mine. “Cerys has something to say. Let’s hear it.”

      The challenge in his voice made my blood boil. Who did he think he was, waltzing back in here like nothing had changed?

      “Oh, you want to hear it? Fine. How about we start with how you vanished after Gareth’s funeral? Or how about the fact that you couldn’t even be bothered to call in on his birthday last year?”

      Nick flinched. “I was on tour. We had a gig⁠—”

      “Right, because heaven forbid you miss a show to remember your best friend.” The words tasted bitter on my tongue, but I couldn’t stop them. Years of pent-up anger and hurt were bubbling to the surface like an overflowing cheese vat.

      This is why I’d avoided him for eight years.

      “That’s enough,” Meinir said, her tone stern. “Both of you. This isn’t why I invited you.”

      I turned my glare on her. “And why did you drag me out of my cheese room for this? To reminisce about the good old days? News flash: they’re gone. Just like Gareth.”

      The moment the words left my mouth, I regretted them. Her face crumpled, and even Nick looked horrified. Shame washed over me, hot and suffocating. My throat closed up, choking on words I wished I could take back. Why had I said that? I never brought Gareth up to Meins. It was an unspoken rule, a line I’d never crossed.

      Until now.

      “I’m sorry,” I managed to croak out. “That was... I shouldn’t have said that.”

      Meinir took a deep breath, composing herself. “It’s alright, cariad. I know you’re hurting. We
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