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Chapter 1
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What was she doing? Thirty-eight years old and she was acting like a seventeen-year-old... again. Fresh off another heartbreak, Olivia Reid was out with three of her closest friends, Lisa, Maddie and Jenna, at the latest concert on the reunion tour of one of the boy bands they had obsessed over in their teens. Like so many other bands, NBNA had reformed after over a decade to cash in on nostalgia, and were touring as the headline act with three other groups from the same era.

The one thing Olivia couldn’t handle was how similar the five men all looked to their younger days. She felt like she had changed far more in that time frame than they had. One thing about her hadn’t changed... it seemed she still had a bit of a crush on Ricky, the hot bad boy of the band that everyone had been the most in love with. He had been the first one to leave the group to go solo, the one who kept in the news the most, although not always for the best reasons.

And damn, he still looked good.

The only big change out of the men was the youngest, Caspian. He had always been the super thin, super quiet, sweet boy with the best voice who no one usually looked twice at. He’d filled out and grown a little facial hair; his dark hair was now dyed blond, and wow did it change how he looked. Olivia had to agree with Lisa. He’d aged like a fine wine, whichever side he was batting for.

Before NBNA was to take the stage was the girl band Galmanced, who Olivia had idolised and often dressed like back in the day. They were the actual reason she was here tonight.

In a weird twist of fate, she had recently had some of her songs purchased by the group for their brand new album they were releasing to celebrate reforming. Olivia was a songwriter on the side of her normal, boring but pays-the-rent job. It had been a long slog to get to where she was, and even though she loved writing songs, it was not nearly enough to live on plus save for retirement. Her agent had offered her songs up to Galmanced, and in the most exciting turn of events, they had liked them! Olivia would meet them for the first time after the concert. They had invited her backstage to meet her and talk about the songs. She had not decided which was more of a pinch-me-moment; that they had purchased her songs or that they wanted to meet her. Given when the concert finished, Olivia expected it to be more of a brief meet and greet. The concept still thrilled her, regardless of how long it went on.

A few glasses of wine while Galmanced played had her and her friends moving through the crowd to dance at the front of the stage. Or more accurately, Lisa pushing her way to the front of the crowd and the others following. They still sounded great live, and Olivia loved every moment of their act, but as NBNA took the stage she, and the rest of the crowd, turned into a screaming gaggle. It reminded her of the time she had seen them when they were first touring. It had been amazing, and Ricky had even leaned down off the stage and touched her face.

Oliva had spent the following weeks of her teen life after that night imagining how she should have received an invitation to go backstage after the concert. She imagined Ricky had wanted to meet her. That in a dressing room full of flowers, and for no logical reason a four-poster bed, she would have given her virginity to him and months later become his wife, with pictures of her gorgeous white dress all over magazine covers.

Looking back, Olivia could see that she had a raunchy imagination when it came to her different fantasies involving Ricky and backstage, especially as she had never even had sex back then. She had also had highly unlikely expectations about how these things worked. But didn’t every teenager think that way?
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Once NBNA started performing, Olivia threw her hands up in the air and started singing along; along with every other person in the place. The men slid across the stage, lunged, gyrated and pointed into the audience, leaving every person making believe they were the one being pointed at.

Olivia licked her lip and then bit it as Ricky and Caspian made their way to her part of the stage and leaned over towards their screaming fans. It was most likely Olivia’s imagination, but she thought they were both looking at her. In her deranged fantasy, all the band members would think she was the prettiest lady at this concert and any other. Being a grown-up did not mean she had to give up the same unrealistic fantasies she might have had as a teenager. It was still fun to play make-believe.

Still, Olivia couldn’t help but hope that when she met with Galmanced later tonight, they might introduce her to the guys, and Ricky would immediately swoop in on her. Lisa said that what Olivia obviously needed was a passionate night of meaningless sex to help her get over her breakup.

Lisa was usually right.

Olivia was sweaty, and in a great mood by the time the concert finished. The crowd poured out of the stadium, and Olivia made her way around the side of the stage. She bid farewell to her friends, ready to go to meet with Galmanced. The other three were teasingly angry to be left behind as a security guard let Oliva through the gate and out of the public area. Olivia had promised autographs and plenty of selfies with the pop stars. She also promised that she wouldn’t throw up from her nerves if she actually met with Ricky or any of the other members of NBNA.

And yes, she promised Lisa that if the opportunity arose, she’d have some of that hot, meaningless sex that she had recommended.

***
[image: ]


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 2
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Olivia was just finishing up her meeting with Anya, KD, and Roz of Galmanced when Ricky came.

The meeting had gone surprisingly well, and Olivia had found the women to be very welcoming and complimentary. The four of them had spent the better part of an hour and a half talking like old friends. Olivia couldn’t wait to tell her friends all about it.

Yet, the moment that Rick walked into the girl’s room, she forgot all about everything else.

“Rick, this is one of our new songwriters, Olivia,” Anya said, introducing Ricky when he stood staring. “Olivia, I’m guessing you know already who Rick is.”

“Uh, yes.” Olivia was sure she was blushing from her cheeks to her toes as she got up and shook hands with him.

“You guys were great out there; it was just like being seventeen again.”

“Surely you’re not old enough to have seen us when you were that young,” Ricky said with a smooth smile as he lifted Olivia’s hand to his lips.

Olivia let out a little giggle and completely missed the three members of Galmanced all rolling their eyes.

“Would you like to join me for a drink, Olivia?”

“Uh, yes, sure,” Olivia replied. She felt impressed that she still remembered how to form words, even if she had yet to form a proper sentence. She was in a daze that came from being in the presence of a teenage heartthrob, and she rudely didn’t even say goodbye to the other women as he whisked her from the room.

He closed the door behind them as they entered his dressing room; the door made a loud click that made Olivia jump. Ricky grinned and put his hand on the small of her back, guiding her forward. “You startle easy.”

“Do I? Guess I’m just...not used to this kind of thing,” she replied, nearly revealing that she was excited. She was not sure she wanted to admit that.

She glanced around the room. It was much smaller than the one the girls had been sharing, way smaller, but it had everything he could need to get ready for the show. No four-poster bed, alas; that would never be something that was true outside of her teenage imagination. Not that she thought that way, not at all. Okay, maybe she was thinking it, but her best friend had given her permission, so why shouldn’t she have a little harmless fun with someone this hot and famous?

“You know, I noticed you in the crowd with your friends; you looked so happy,” Ricky said, turning her around to face him.

It never occurred to Olivia that it could be a line, that he could easily guess that she had been with her friends having a good time. She allowed herself to believe that, out of all the women there tonight, he had noticed her.

Olivia bit her lip and looked up at Ricky. “Well, I certainly noticed you. You look as good as you always did. You were always so hot.”

Ricky smirked as Olivia’s cheeks turned pink. “Always a fan, were you?”

“I might have had a poster or two.”

Ricky leaned over, looking down on her, and Olivia found her back pressed against the wall. He was incredibly good-looking, and Olivia’s imagination was working overtime. He had showered since performing, and he just smelled like an attractive man should. She tried not to be a weirdo and inhale his scent too deeply.

“A poster of me?”

“Above my bed,” Olivia admitted.

“You like me looking down on you in bed?”

Ricky’s look was predatory, and Olivia was going to bite through her lip if she kept chewing on it. She nodded mutely, and Ricky leaned an arm against the wall beside her head. She almost whimpered as he looked down at her.

“Did you lie there and fantasise about me, Olivia?”

Lip held firmly between her teeth, she tilted her head in the barest nod. Ricky’s eyes were looking at her lips as he licked his own.

“I think perhaps you liked to fantasise about me.”

Ricky grinned and leaned down. He caught ‌Olivia’s lip with his teeth and tugged it free of hers. He sucked it gently, and Olivia let out a whimper before he captured her lips in a passionate kiss.

Olivia did not know if she was dreaming right now, but she did not want anyone to pinch her to wake her up!

Ricky’s hands slid down Olivia’s body and around to cup her backside. He picked her up off the ground, guided her legs around his hips, and then pressed her hard against the wall. Olivia had fantasised about this kind of thing before, but in all her years a lover had never pressed against a wall like this, and it was just as exciting as she had always imagined.

Her arms wrapped around Ricky’s neck as he kissed her hungrily, her fingers playing in the back of his hair. When he rolled his hips against her, she let out a loud moan, not caring if anyone beyond the room could hear her.
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Someone clearly had not, as the door opened just moments later, and Caspian strolled into the room humming to himself. He was holding a six-pack of craft beers, which he raised in front of him. “Hey Rick, I was  — oh, hell, I didn’t know you were, uh, busy.”

Olivia tried to drop her legs back down to the ground. She felt flustered and embarrassed that someone had caught them and maybe heard the way she had been moaning. She couldn’t move though, even when she twisted her body. Rick wasn’t letting go of her legs, and she was stuck. He kept her pinned to the wall no matter how much she squirmed and tried to get free of him. What had been sexy a moment ago now felt humiliating and a little dominant.

“Fuck off, Cas, we’re busy. And close the door behind you.”

“No, it’s fine.” Olivia stammered, leaning sideways trying to get her right foot back on the floor, but Ricky was pinning her even harder now. It almost felt painful. He was strong, far stronger than she realised. Even with her plus-size frame, she was absolutely at his mercy like this.

“Stay where you are,” he growled at her and turned back to Caspian. “I said, FUCK OFF!!”

His attitude was as cooling as ice water, and she felt any desire vanish. Olivia wanted out of this situation. Now.

Ricky had always seemed so attractive and so nice, but it seemed she had gotten him all wrong. He was not the nice guy she knew from his interviews, no, not acting this way. She felt humiliated.

She put her hands against the wall behind her. It was awkward, but she had enough purchase to push away from it. As expected, with Ricky’s attention on Cas, it overbalanced the two of them, and Ricky fell backwards. Since Olivia was expecting it, she only half fell and landed on one knee, straddling his hips. She stood quickly and stepped away only to have Ricky grab her ankle and yank hard on it.

“Where do you think you’re going, you little bitch?” He snarled at her as he pulled, and Olivia fell with a scream. She hit the ground hard, her chin bouncing on the carpeted floor. For a moment, she was too stunned to move.

She realised Caspian had come deeper into the room when she saw him kick Ricky’s arm out of her peripheral. Ricky grunted in pain but didn’t let go. Caspian kicked toward Ricky’s torso, moving between them. Ricky finally let go of her ankle, and she shifted out of his reach. She sat there just staring at the two of them.

“I told you to fuck off, Cas!”

“Fuck off yourself, Rick. What the hell, man?”

Caspian dropped the beers on Ricky, leaving him focused on catching them before he turned around, helping her up to her feet while keeping himself between her and Ricky. Once she was on her feet, she pulled away from his touch. Olivia felt freaked out now, her heart pounding in her chest for very different reasons than two minutes ago. She didn’t want to be touched.

She stumbled out into the hallway, unsure which way to go. Caspian followed her, slamming Ricky’s door before he could get off the floor to follow them.

“Let’s get you back to the Gals,” he suggested, gesturing for her to walk ahead of him.

Had he suggested she come to his room, she might have run away from him screaming. She was definitely feeling a bit in fight-or-flight mode. She liked the idea of going to the ladies of Galmanced.

What was she going to tell them? She
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When the music fades, so does the fantasy
It'll take more than a love song to save her now
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