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      This book contains sexual and explicit content that is indented for adults only (18+)

      This book is based in 2020-2021 in a fantasy modern world where COVID doesn’t exist.

    

  


  
    
      To my angelic daughter Poppy. Thank you for always being with me and your father in spirit. You were here supporting me as I wrote this story, I would not be who I am without you entering my life. And to the babe in my womb, you have no idea how much you are loved already. I cannot wait to meet you.
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        These are some songs that Charlie and Gwen listen too, and that I enjoyed while writing this book.

        18 – One Direction

        Fading Like A Flower (Every Time You Leave) – Roxette

        Roll To Me – Del Amitri

        Heat Waves – Glass Animals

        She Looks So Perfect – 5 Seconds of Summer

        Josh – Peach PRC

        This Time – Arrows in Action

        Yours (Acoustic) – Jesse McCartney

        Best Days of Your Life – Kellie Pickler

        To Be With Your – Mr. Big

        I Don’t Wanna Be In Love – Good Charlotte

        Try – P!nk

        Isn’t She Lovely – Stevie Wonder

        Lucky – Jason Mraz and Colbie Caillat

        You Belong With Me (Taylor’s Version) – Taylor Swift
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        Have you met all the characters yet?

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

        Book 1: See Me — Maverick and Cecilia

        Book 2: Hear Me — Joel and Alintia

        Book 3: Touch Me — Charlie and Gwen
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            Epilogue from Hear Me - Charlie

          

        

      

    

    
      Coming home is a little bittersweet for me today. Gwen is at her parents’ house, just next door to where I am right now—but she doesn’t want to see me. I don’t know how I can change the radio silence I’ve gotten from her for the last three weeks.

      She has had boyfriends before who hate that we are close friends, but she doesn’t let it affect us or our friendship. Other than my brothers, she is my best friend, and has been for almost fifteen years. Sure, I have been in love with her for almost seven of those years—but no one needs to know that. I am sure that Joel has picked up on it, though. Being my twin, he knows me better than anyone else. I’m not sure how I can reach out to her again. She has made it clear that she wants to have less contact with me, at least while her relationship is new.

      My phone buzzes just as we are sitting down to Sunday family lunch, and I ignore it. Family time is family time, and there really isn’t anyone who would need me urgently who isn’t in this room with me. Besides, this is Ali’s first time meeting Mum and Dad, and I want it to go well for her and Joel—not that I have any doubts, but I can see how much she means to Joel, and he really deserves the best in life. My phone keeps incessantly buzzing, to the point of distracting me from the conversation.

      “Excuse me, I am sorry, but I think I need to get this,” I say to the table, pulling out my mobile.

      The call goes to voice message the second I have it in my hand, but before I can even see who it was, my phone starts ringing again. It’s the front desk at mine and Joel’s Apartment building.

      “Hello?” I answer the call.

      “Oh, Mr. Watson. Thank god we got a hold of you.” A flustered man says through the phone.

      “Is everything ok? Is there something wrong with the apartment?” I ask, making eye contact with Joel across the table.

      “N-n-no,” he stutters. “I mean, there is nothing wrong with the apartment, but there is a delivery here for you.”

      “Oh, is that it? I will be back in the city in a few hours. You can just leave it in my apartment like you guys normally do.” I say, disgruntled that this was all the call was regarding.

      “W-w-wait!” He calls as I am about to hang up.

      “What?” I grunt in frustration.

      “We can’t just leave it in your apartment.”

      “Why?”

      “Well, sir,” he exhales in a rush, “it’s a baby.”
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      There’s a ticking clock in all of my relationships tracking the amount of time since I’ve seen each person. I’m seeing my parents for the first time in two months, and I should be enjoying my time with them. But the clock’s ticking louder in my head is Charlie.

      I haven’t texted him in almost a month. I haven’t spoken to him in over six weeks. I haven’t accepted an invitation to his family’s Sunday lunch in almost a year.

      How did this happen? Charlie has been my best friend for as long as I can remember.  I used to talk to him daily, exchanging texts and snapchats while he was on tour with his band, Fly By. I wasn’t hit with the new distance between us until I saw him enter his parents’ house for Sunday family lunch today. I used to go to those… I don’t think I have been to one in almost a year.

      After telling him I needed space to ensure my relationship with Frank would survive, Charlie hasn’t messaged me at all. It’s what I asked for and needed, but I can’t help feeling like I am missing a limb without Charlie.

      “Honey? What are you staring at?” Frank asks me.

      I blink, turning from the window and bringing myself back to the present.

      “Oh, nothing,” I reply. Frank doesn’t like it when I talk about Charlie, and I am not in the mood to argue with him today just because I am missing my best friend.

      Since Charlie and I stopped talking, I lost my nanny job and suddenly am worrying about how I’m going to pay my bills. I have a bursting need to vent about this, but when I try to talk to Frank, he’s quick to point out all of the ways this situation is my fault.

      “Come to the couch, then,” he says, and I do.

      Sitting on the couch next to Frank, I still have a view outside—I can see the entrance to the Watson house and all their cars lining the street. I ignore the conversation around me as I wonder what the Watson family is talking about. The boys are probably telling their parents the PG version of their latest Australian tour. It went on for the last six weeks, and they are on a break now before travelling to America to complete the next leg. I saw in the news that Joel got a new girlfriend, the lead singer of their opening act, Afterglow. Charlie told me about the tension between those two at the beginning of the tour, but we’d stopped talking by the time it all resolved. I haven’t even met Cecilia yet. She’s been dating Maverick for almost six months now. The Watson’s have lived next door to my family before I was even born, and our dads have been on the same golf team since my parents moved to the neighbourhood. I remember playing with them naked in the sprinkler on hot days when we were three years old, sleepovers inside pillow forts, family BBQs where we opened up the gate to make one large, joint backyard. I remember when they started their band, long before they won the T.V. competition What It Takes! Even though I grew up with all five of them, I am the same age as Charlie and Joel and was always closest to Charlie. My parents, Joyce and Lloyd, are still friends with their parents, Odette and Griff, but I don’t think our parents know how much I had drifted from the boys… I don’t think I realised it either, until now.

      Fast movement outside catches my attention. I turn my gaze and see Charlie running out of the house as if his life depends on it. He is followed out by all of his family, and they all begin to pile into their cars and take off, driving towards the city.

      Something has happened. Something is wrong.

      Without thinking, I stand up, interrupting the conversation. I take two steps towards the door when Frank grabs my wrist.

      “Where are you going, honey?” he asks, his voice condescending.

      “Something is wrong with the Watsons!” I pant out, my breaths coming quick now as I start to panic. The world around me falls away as my mind zeros in on Charlie.

      “It’s not likely anything to concern you,” Frank says.

      I twist my arm to get him to let go of my wrist, but he only tightens his hand more. His rounded fingernails digging into me. I know I’ll have a bruise later. He has given them to me before, always in situations like this. At first, I thought he only did this for a good reason. Now, I’m just exasperated.

      “His whole family is with him; you do not need to go running after him,” Frank whispers.

      Usually, this is where I would comply, tell him he’s right and give up the fight. But not this time.

      “Please, Frank,” I reply softly, concealing how his words hurt me. I have gotten good at that with Frank. “I need to go and see what’s wrong.”

      “What can you do? You are just a stupid babysitter who just got fired; it’s not like you are doing anything productive with your life!” Frank aggressively whispers. His voice is getting ever slightly louder as if he has forgotten where we are.

      “Charlie is my best friend; he has been my best friend for almost two decades. If he needs me, I am going to go and help him!” I exclaim.

      “Would you really pick him over me?” Frank yells, his fingers burrowing into my wrist.

      “That’s enough!” Dad interjects, jolting me. He steps up behind me and grabs my shoulder as if he is going to yank me out of Franks grip.

      “Dad, no!”

      “You need to leave, Frank,” Dad says sternly.

      My parents weren’t meant to see Frank like this. I have been trying so hard to get Frank and I back to where we started, back when our relationship was good. I don’t know how we will come back from this. I gave up Charlie. I gave up seeing my family weekly and seeing most of my friends. I can’t fail now, not when I have been trying so hard.

      “Come on, Frank. Let’s go,” I say sullenly. I need to get out of here before things get worse.

      “Gwen,” Dad says in that tone all parents have that says, ‘what I say goes; I know what’s best,’ a tone he mainly used when I was a child.

      “It’s ok, Dad,” I say, not meeting his eyes. “Frank is just stressed out at the moment. He didn’t mean it. We shouldn’t have come here today anyway. I was the one who pushed, he was already booked out all week, and this was his only free time. I shouldn’t have pushed it. We should go.”

      I say a quick goodbye to my parents, ignoring the looks of concern they gave me.

      “I will speak with Odette and find out what’s happening,” Mum murmurs into my ear when I give her a hug.

      I mouth “thank you” to her as I pull away.

      The first hour and a half of the two-hour drive back to the Gold Coast from Orlo is quiet. Frank’s hands grip the steering wheel so tight that the skin over his knuckles is white. His jaw clenched.

      “Please say something?” I ask. He is giving me the silent treatment as punishment and saying something might make it worse, but we need to have the conversation. The longer it takes him to build up, the worse the blowout will be.

      “What is wrong with you?” he asks, his anger filling the car. “What were you thinking causing a scene like that in front of your parents?”

      “Wh—”

      “Don’t start with me! You know that I am trying to impress your parents, for your sake, I might add. I don’t know why I bother. Do you even know what we were talking about before you interrupted?”

      “No, I don’t know,” I say honestly, cringing a little.

      “I was talking to your father about a new case I had at work. This high-profile client will put me into a new league and secure me the promotion. Why I bother talking to him about it, I don’t know.”

      I should have known—the only thing he really talks about is work. Frank is a lawyer, and he works as an associate at Graves and Grant in the Gold Coast. His five-year plan from Uni is almost up, and he is desperate to make junior partner before the end of this year to meet his commitment to himself.

      Meanwhile, he doesn’t even know that my best friend Charlie is the Charlie Watson, drummer of Fly By. It’s not the kind of thing that I lead with when I meet new people, not after friends and boyfriends have used me to get to him. But with Frank, I don’t know if it would even come up.

      “I am sorry. I should have been listening to you,” I apologise.

      “Yes, you should have. I don’t ask for much, Gwen. You were the one who insisted that we go to your parents’ house. I did that for you. The least you could do is listen to me when I talk about important things in my life.”

      “I’m sorry. I’ll do better,” I promise him.

      “I think it’s best if I take you to your apartment today.” Our plan had been to go back to his place—we spend most of our time together there. Until recently, I was a live-in nanny, so he couldn’t stay at my employer’s house. Now I am in a temporary short lease apartment until I can find my new gig. As sad as I am that he is changing our plans, yet again, at least I will be alone and can reach out to Charlie.

      “Ok. Whatever you think is best, Frank. I’m sorry I caused a scene.”

      Frank doesn’t reply but continues driving through the city streets until he pulls up in the drop-off zone at my apartment building. He sits in the driver’s seat, silently fuming still and refusing to look at me.

      “I’ll call you later, ok?” I say.

      He doesn’t acknowledge what I said—just reaches over and undoes my seat belt before placing his hand back onto the steering wheel.

      Pushing my luck, I lean over the console and place a kiss on his cheek. I barely touch his skin before he pulls away.

      “Bye, Frank,” I murmur, gathering my handbag and getting out of the car.

      He waits until I shut the passenger door before slamming his foot down on the accelerator and speeding out of the turning circle.

      I just need to give him time to cool off. We will be fine.

      We will be fine, I manifest to myself as I walk into the building and head to my apartment. Closing my front door, I lean against it as I pull my mobile phone out of my handbag. I ignore all of my notifications, navigating straight to my contact list to Charlie’s number. Without giving myself a moment to second guess myself, I press the call icon and hold the phone to my ear.

      It rings…and rings…and rings. The moment I am about to hang up and try one of his brothers instead, the call connects.

      “Hello?” I say.

      “Gwen?” Charlie’s voice comes through soft, almost broken.

      “Charlie? What’s wrong? I saw you bolt out of your parents’ place, but this is my first chance to call you. What happened?”

      “I—I—I hardly have the words. Can…can you come to my place? I need you.”

      “I’m leaving mine now. Do you need me to get anything on my way over? Alcohol? Food? Anything?”

      He chuckles softly, “They won’t do me any good, I just need you, G.”

      “Ok. I am on my way.”
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