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            A QUICK NOTE
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      Although this book is low angst and meant to be a short, sweet, and steamy read, it does deal with Bailey’s struggles with an undiagnosed anxiety disorder. There are also brief mentions of Finn’s fiancée dying in a car accident before the start of this story and his depression following the incident.

      Also, Finn is British, and his voice reflects that. You will see him using British terminology in his speech, and also in the narration of his chapters, while Bailey uses American terminology (i.e. “lift” vs. “elevator” and “rubbish bin” vs. “trash can”). However, I made the stylistic choice to use American spelling for the entire book, because I felt that going back and forth between British and American spelling depending on the narrator would make it feel too uneven. Please keep this in mind as you read.

      And now, without further ado, happy reading! I hope you end up loving Bailey and Finn’s story as much as I do!

      -Carmen

    

  


  
    
      
        
        For all of the amazing friends I’ve met through the magic of the Internet. I love and appreciate every single one of you!
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          FINN

          NINE MONTHS AGO

        

      

    

    
      
        
          
            
              
        Bailey

      

      
        So, I was thinking…

      

      

      

      

      

      A smile spread across my face as I typed my reply.

      
        
          
            
              
        Me

      

      
        Fuck. Should I be worried?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Bailey

      

      
        [image: rolling on the floor laughing][image: rolling on the floor laughing][image: rolling on the floor laughing]

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Not unless you’re worried about me seeing your face. How do you feel about a video chat tonight?

      

      

      

      

      

      I nearly dropped my phone. I’d asked Bailey to video chat with me before, but she’d always been hesitant, and I understood that. After all, how well could you really know someone you’d met online? For all she knew, I could have been a modern-day Jack the Ripper, not an IT tech by day and indie rock band front man by night.

      When I’d started spending more time on a Discord server for musicians last year, the last thing I was expecting was to meet a woman there. After my fiancée, Robin, died in a car accident two years ago, I’d retreated into myself and my music. The thought of being able to love anyone else after that seemed impossible, and I certainly hadn’t been trying to meet anyone romantically. But talking to Bailey over these past months…well, it was the happiest I’d been in a long time.

      And now here I was, looking forward to almost nightly chats with a woman who was an ocean away. A woman who I’d never even seen a face photo of. Bailey had told me she wasn’t comfortable sharing photos of herself online because she’d had a stalker in the past, even though the man was now in jail for assaulting another woman, so we’d both agreed not to share photos until she was ready. And it just hadn’t come up again.

      I knew I sounded ridiculous, being this attached to a woman I’d never laid eyes on, but I couldn’t help it. There was something to be said about just getting to know someone without knowing what they looked like. What had drawn me in was Bailey’s personality. Her soulfulness. The way I felt when I talked to her.

      But I wasn’t about to pass up the opportunity to finally meet the woman behind the screen.

      
        
          
            
              
        Me

      

      
        Give me 5 mins?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Bailey

      

      
        K. Not gonna lie, I’m nervous. Like, really nervous.

      

      

      

      

      

      One of the many things I’d learned about Bailey was that she’d struggled with anxiety since the incident with her stalker, so I knew this wasn’t just normal nerves. Trusting me enough to video chat was a huge step for her, one I was proud of her for making.

      Was that odd? Being proud of someone I’d never met in person?

      Maybe. But I couldn’t help it. Especially after her being too nervous to even share a photo of herself before now, this was monumental.

      
        
          
            
              
        Me

      

      
        If it helps, I’m every bit as charming on camera. [image: winking face]

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Bailey

      

      
        [image: face with rolling eyes] Someone’s laying it on thick.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Me

      

      
        Always. See you in a few.

      

      

      

      

      

      I quickly ran to put on a semi-decent looking shirt instead of the old Guinness shirt that had so many holes it was starting to resemble Swiss cheese, then ran a brush through my hair so it didn’t look a mess.

      Truth told, I was more than a little nervous myself. And a small part of me was worried that once Bailey and I saw each other face-to-face, part of the magic of the connection we’d found would be lost.

      Taking a deep breath, I pulled up our message thread on Discord and hit the button to video chat with her. There were a few rings before she answered, and when I saw her face, I nearly shat myself.

      The woman on my screen was Bailey Knight, a rock star who’d gotten her start as a backup singer for Daphne DeVille and had just released a debut album of her own. She’d had a single, a cover of The Darkness’s “I Believe in a Thing Called Love,” top the charts a few months ago and was quickly making a name for herself.

      Bailey’s laughter, a sound I’d become accustomed to over the past several months in our Discord calls, echoed in my ears, but it was strained. Almost like she was laughing so she wouldn’t cry.

      “I guess I probably should have said something before I just showed up on your webcam,” she mumbled nervously. “Sorry. I honestly wasn’t expecting you to recognize me.”

      Forcing myself to remember what words were, I finally found my voice. “Are you having a laugh? Fuck me, Bailey. I think the whole world knows who you are.”

      She sighed. “I really am sorry.”

      “So, when you said you had a stalker…” I trailed off, not sure how I felt about all this.

      I’d been talking to a fucking rock star for six months, and I’d had no idea. I’d bared my soul to this woman. I’d told her things that I’d never told anyone else, not even my own family. But how much of what she’d told me about herself was true?

      “One hundred percent true,” she said quickly. “I wouldn’t lie about something like that. It was a while back, before I got famous, but it’s something you never really get over, you know? I guess it doesn’t help that I got my start singing backup for Daphne DeVille, and she had that whole thing with her stalker happen too. Like, just as I was starting to not look over my shoulder every time I walked down the street, that happened to one of my best friends.”

      I was immediately put at ease. It wasn’t that I hadn’t trusted her or that I’d thought she was lying, really. I’d just needed an explanation, because my head was still spinning.

      I nodded. “I get that. And now that you’ve your own singing career, it’s probably bringing all that up again because you’re in the public spotlight.”

      “Yeah, a little. But honestly, more than anything, I wanted to keep my anonymity on Discord because I just wanted one place where I could go and be myself. Not be treated differently because of who I am. Somewhere I could go just to talk to other musicians about the thing we all love and not worry about what I said or did because it might affect my image. But you’re different, Finn. You’ve been different from the second I met you. And I couldn’t stand lying to you anymore. I understand if you’re upset.”

      I suddenly felt like a complete arsehole for asking so many questions and nitpicking every little thing she’d said to me while we’d been getting to know one another. Because, really, she hadn’t lied to me at all. She’d just never told me her last name or shared a picture of herself with me.

      “No,” I said quickly. “I’m not upset. And you never lied to me. You just didn’t volunteer information. I won’t pretend to know what your life is like, but I’m sure it has to be exhausting trying to act a certain way all the time. I get wanting to have one place you could go where you could just be you. And the Bailey I’ve gotten to know? She’s pretty fucking awesome.”

      That earned me a smile that made me feel things I never thought I’d feel again. A smile that told me I was in way over my head and very much in danger of getting way too attached to this woman.

      “Well, so’s the Finn I’ve gotten to know,” she chuckled softly. “Um, anyway, I’m not going to be on as much for a while. Daphne’s tour starts next week.”

      “You’re opening for her, right? You and…oh, what’s her name? That brand new artist who just released a single collaborating with Noelle Pine?”

      “Willow Byrne. She’s a really good friend of mine, actually. How’d you know that?”

      “Do I sound ridiculous if I admit I actually like Daphne’s music?” I asked sheepishly.

      And there was that laugh again, but more genuine this time. And that smile.

      “I still can’t get over your accent,” she giggled. “And no. I’ve seen all kinds of people at her shows. Men, women, kids, grandparents. Oh, my God! Are you coming to our London show?”

      “I need to have a look and see when it is, but I can’t think of a single thing that would keep me from meeting you,” I assured her.

      The problem was, once I met her in person, what would happen then? What kind of relationship – friendship or otherwise – could we realistically have when there was an ocean between us?

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER 1

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

          BAILEY

        

      

    

    
      “Hey, you.” Finn answered my video call with a tired smile.

      “Hey,” I sighed, equally as exhausted after spending the entire day packing for the four-month international leg of Daphne’s tour.

      “You all packed and ready to leave tomorrow?” he asked me.

      I nodded. “I still can’t believe the shitty timing.”

      Literally three days after our first video chat, his sister had called and told him that her boyfriend had proposed. And because there was only one weekend that the place in Dublin that she wanted to have her destination wedding at had open, she’d jumped on it. Come to find out, that was also the same timeframe I was going to be in London. So, Finn was talking to me from Dublin tonight, and by the time he was back in London, I’d already be on the way to Wales with the tour.

      “I know, love,” he murmured in that annoyingly sexy accent. “You’ve no idea how much I hate it. But I⁠—”

      “You don’t have to explain, Finn,” I cut him off. “Family comes first. I’d be pissed if you weren’t in Dublin with your sister right now.”

      Okay, so I would have been half-pissed and half-overjoyed. Because a connection like the one I’d developed with him…well, it was a rare thing for me. It had only happened one other time in my life, and that was nowhere near as strong as this.

      Growing up, I’d always thought I was weird or a freak because I’d never really had crushes and I’d had no interest in dating when I was in high school. And then I’d met Marcus in college, and after we got to know each other, I’d developed an attraction to him, so I’d just figured maybe I was a late bloomer. When we broke up because he moved five hundred miles away, I figured maybe I’d meet someone else, but I never did.

      It wasn’t until I became friends with Daphne – who was openly bisexual and an active part of the LGBTQIA+ community – that I’d realized there was actually a term that described me: demisexual. I had to have a strong emotional connection with someone before I could feel sexual attraction to them. Just my fucking luck that the first person I’d felt that kind of a connection with since Marcus lived in a completely different country. And because of some seriously craptastic timing, I couldn’t even meet him the one time I was going to be in said country.

      “Just know I’ll be there in spirit,” Finn said, bringing my attention back to the conversation. “And I want you to message me the second you’re on British soil so I know you landed safe.”

      “I will,” I promised with a smile. “Anyway, I just wanted to hear your voice before bed, but I’m getting picked up at the ungodly hour of five o’clock, so I should try to at least get a few hours of sleep.”

      “No worries, sweetheart. I’m off to Bedfordshire myself. I was just waiting to see that gorgeous face of yours first.”

      I laughed, and a glance at my image in the video chat told me my copper cheeks now had a distinctly pink hue to them.

      Out of all of Finn’s wacky British phrases, that was one of my favorites. It was such a weird way to announce that you were going to bed. And then there was the word “chuffed.” The first time he’d said that to me, I’d thought he was saying he was upset. I didn’t know why it sounded like that to me, but it did…which had seemed strange since he was talking about getting a gig at a popular pub in London that he and his band, Beyond Mercury, had been trying to get a booking at for months. But it turned out that was his way of saying he was pleased.

      “I’d tell you to keep talking to me in your sexy British accent, but I think I’d probably fall asleep. And I’m sure that’d be really attractive to watch on a video chat,” I teased.

      “Depends on whether or not you snore,” he shot back. “But if you were in the same bed with me, it’d be a different story.”

      A pang of longing hit my chest, so intense that it actually ached. I wanted that more than I cared to admit. But I couldn’t tell him that. His priorities were exactly where they should have been: with his family.

      “It’ll happen one day, Bails,” he said, like he was reading my mind. “I’ll make sure of it. If I had even a little wiggle room with my schedule, I’d have stayed behind for an extra day or two so I could be there. You know that, right?”

      “I know,” I assured him. “Maybe I can come to London for a week or something after the tour’s over. Then we’ll have longer than a night.”

      “The only thing I don’t like about that idea is the thought of saying goodbye to you when the week’s over,” he said softly, like a confession.

      Yeah, that was my fear too. And part of me was actually glad that it wasn’t something I had to deal with while I was on this tour. Because once I met Finn in person, it would make this real. And when it got real, it would get messy. The kind of messy that I honestly didn’t know if we would survive.

      And the thought of not having Finn in my life anymore hurt so much worse than the thought of our relationship never leaving the safety of the Internet.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      “Morning, sunshine!” Daphne chirped as I got onto the private plane that our group of about twenty people – including musicians, security, and tour managers – was taking to London.

      I groaned. “It is way too early for you to be so chipper.”

      “Bailey!” came a loud squeal, just as I almost got taken out at the knees by Daphne’s five-year-old daughter, Melody.

      “Mellie!” I chuckled as I picked her up and planted a big, sloppy kiss on her cheek. “You ready to see London?”

      “Yeah!” she cheered.

      I grinned as I set her back down and sank onto one of the couches next to Willow.

      It was so weird that this was going to be my last tour with Daphne. Willow’s too. Daphne had signed her to DeVille Records right before Christmas, and she was having us open for her together on this tour to help get some publicity and visibility for our debut records. Well, it was mostly me, but Willow was joining me onstage for a few songs, and she was also still singing backup for Daphne. When Daphne signed me last year, she’d decided not to replace me and just have two backup singers instead of three. That worked fine for her, but she couldn’t do it with just one, and she hadn’t found a replacement for Willow yet.

      “Mellie, come sit with me,” Daphne’s fourteen-year-old stepdaughter, Arielle, called. “I’ve got Encanto pulled up for you.”

      “Please put your earbuds in,” her father, Ezra, grumbled. “If I hear ‘We Don’t Talk About Bruno’ one
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