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For Mom and Dad,

who took me to my first Taylor concert,

traveled with me to shows, and never stopped

encouraging me to chase my wildest dreams
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Taylor,

Thank you for chasing your dream of becoming a songwriter and performer. That decision changed so many lives, including mine. In following your path, you helped me find one of my own, one I never would’ve discovered otherwise. Wherever my life or career takes me, I’ll never forget that it all started with you and your music. More than anything, thank you for creating what I truly believe is the most joy-filled, loving community in the world. What began as a simple fan account has become a lifeline. This community gave me purpose, opportunity, adventure, and healing, and I don’t know where I’d be without it. I know I’m just one of millions who feel the same. That’s the power of what you’ve built. It stretches far beyond your music. Thank you for caring so deeply and for sharing your heart, your courage, and your spark. Should this book make its way into your hands, may it remind you of the magic you’ve created. I hope that no matter how much time passes, we all keep holding on to the memories, just like they’ll always hold on to us.
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CHAPTER ONE IT’S ME, HI!

As we grow older, our interests and personalities evolve. We all go through phases, or eras even, as we search for who we are in this life. But ever since I was thirteen years old, I’ve known I would be a Swiftie for eternity. Many passions have come and gone, but none of them have captured my heart the way this fandom has. We gave Taylor our love and loyalty, and in return, she has given us the soundtrack to our lives, a role model who’s paved the way, and above all, a community. Being part of this fandom has shown me time and time again how a shared love for one artist can unite people from every corner of the globe. We have turned fandom into something timeless and transcendent, a living legacy of connection and stories that will be passed down for generations to come.

This book is my love letter to you, the ones who gave me purpose, friendship, and a kind of joy I didn’t even know was possible. You’ve shown me the beauty of connection, the purpose within passion, and the love that can be found in the most unexpected places. If you’ve been here from the beginning, get ready to take a walk down memory lane: to the albums, the eras, the late-night livestreams, the theories, the chaos, the tears, the laughter, the inside jokes, the happiness, the fun, and the magic. You were there for all of it, and I hope these pages take you back to those moments. And if you’re new here, welcome. I hope this book helps you feel like you were part of it all along, because in a way, you were. We all carry a piece of this story that is still being written.

My story with Taylor starts at eight years old, when I first heard “Love Story” on the radio. I loved the storytelling, the romance, and the feelings it stirred in me, even if I didn’t yet know who Romeo and Juliet were. At thirteen, my relationship with Taylor’s music deepened. Her music was no longer just something I listened to casually. Instead, it became something I felt in my bones. Maybe that shift came with growing older, as I started to understand her lyrics on a more personal level and saw my own emotions reflected in her songs. I vividly remember sitting on Charlestown Beach in Rhode Island one night in August 2014, watching the “Shake It Off” music video on my friend’s phone for the first time. This was the moment I realized that from then on, I was no longer going to be a casual fan. I was going full throttle. It was a poetic place for my epiphany, considering just over three years later, I’d be hanging out with Taylor on another, more well-known Rhode Island beach in Watch Hill.

I dove headfirst into catching up on years of YouTube videos and fandom lore I had missed. I watched her early vlogs and every interview she had done, and I began immersing myself in the online fan community. To this day, my childhood best friend reminds me of how lucky I am that she put up with me during this transitional period. You see, when we would have sleepovers, I would pretty much force her to read lyrics and watch music videos with me, thinking she’d appreciate them as much as I did. I eventually became socially aware enough to understand that not everyone wanted to sit around and talk about Taylor all night. At the time, I was just ecstatic to have found an artist whose music resonated with me—even if I hadn’t lived much of what she was singing about yet. I hadn’t experienced heartbreak or epic love stories, but somehow, I still felt the weight of every word.

What first drew me to Taylor was how unapologetically authentic she was. She never dimmed her light or tried to mold herself into anyone else’s idea of what a star should be. Whether people thought she was too emotional, too dramatic, or not “cool” enough, she never compromised her identity to fit a more traditionally marketable image. She was uninterested in doing the same thing everyone else was doing. I admired her just as much as I was inspired by her. And while it was Taylor who reeled me into being a Swiftie, what made me stay was the realization that there were millions of people all around the world who felt the exact same way I did. They, too, connected to her and her lyrics in a way that made them feel seen, and suddenly, we had this incredible ability to find each other online. Even though social media has its downfalls, I’ve always believed that it was one of the greatest blessings for our community. It allowed us to connect, communicate, and form friendships with people across oceans. More than that, it played a huge role in building the bond we share with Taylor today.

In 2014, everyone was joining Instagram and Twitter, but it was also the era of Tumblr, which was typically used by bloggers, creatives, and niche-obsessed people. Taylor herself joined Tumblr in September 2014, so naturally, I did too. I chose the account name @swiftiesforeternity because, even though some people in my life assumed my newfound “hobby” was just a phase, I knew it wasn’t. Taylor turned Tumblr into our community’s safe space, away from the media and anyone else who loved to rain on our parade. Of course, I chatted with other fans about their favorite songs, but oftentimes we’d find ourselves talking about non-Taylor-related things too. I remember posting a photo of myself and saying that I was on my way to a tennis lesson. Taylor liked that post. In fact, she liked a lot of our posts that were unrelated to her, and I always thought it was her way of trying to relate to us on more than an artist-to-fan level. Whenever I told people that Taylor Swift was liking or re-blogging my posts, they would brush it off as it being her team and not actually her. It was always hard to explain how we just knew it was her. Something about the way she wrote those endearingly nerdy, millennialesque hashtags under every caption gave her away instantly. As a fan who was familiar with her early 2000s MySpace blogging days, I recognized that it couldn’t have been anyone but her. Over the years, Taylor interacted with me from time to time—liking my posts and, one day, following me on Tumblr. It really was the golden age of Tumblr for Swifties.

It was a stark contrast to what came next—2016 was, without a doubt, the most intense year to be a Swiftie. It felt like everyone had turned against her. Suddenly, being a fan wasn’t cool anymore, and Taylor disappeared from the public eye, leaving us all uneasy and anxious, wondering if, or when, she’d return to music. The silence was deafening. More than anything, we just wanted her to be okay. The headlines were brutal, and the media frenzy felt toxic. Still, we kept our fan accounts active, posting and sharing memories to keep the Swiftie spirit alive until she returned. Through it all our community held tight, and long story short: We survived.

In 2017, the drought was over, and she came back stronger than a nineties trend. She wasn’t going to let the public opinion take away what she had worked so hard to build. Instead, she reclaimed her place by releasing an album that felt like it was meant only for us to understand. The era felt personal, almost sacred. The shows were packed with die-hard, chronically online Swifties, and Taylor seemed to recognize more of us on Tumblr and in person than ever before, not only by our faces but by our usernames too.


I Was Enchanted to Meet You

On October 7, 2017, Taylor voted yes on my Instagram poll where I asked my followers if they thought the reputation era would live up to previous ones. She then responded with a smiley-face emoji to a selfie I posted on my story. All in one day. Although I was over the moon about her knowing who I was, I really didn’t think much more of it. I just assumed she was excitedly interacting with us following her break. Five days later, on October 12, 2017, I was at my senior high school internship when I received a message on Tumblr from her team, Taylor Nation, who asked where I lived, my contact information, and how old I was. I immediately responded but didn’t get a message back from them. That is, until the next day at school, when I got a call from an unknown number. I picked up, and the woman on the other end said, “Hi, is this Olivia?” I knew right away what it was for and could barely contain my excitement. Rumors had already begun swirling in the fandom regarding a Secret Session. I quickly replied, “Yes!” She continued, “Taylor saw how big of a fan you are and would like to invite you to a private event in Rhode Island next Thursday. Are you interested?” Was I interested? Was she kidding? Known for oversharing, I immediately launched into how I could definitely get the day off school, and how my mom, who was also a Swiftie, would come with me. She laughed and said, “That’s great! We’ll send you an email with the details by Sunday.” But Sunday came and went with no email. By Monday night, I was panicking. Could I still go without the official details? I assumed the event would be at Taylor’s house since the woman from her team mentioned Rhode Island. Should I just show up in Rhode Island and hope for the best? No, Olivia. That would be weird. Thankfully, my dad told me to check my spam email. And there it was. An email with all the information I needed, including a code word, “A-Team,” to say upon arrival. I didn’t know at the time that it was hinting at “End Game,” a new collaboration with Ed Sheeran.

On October 19, I woke up knowing I was going to meet my idol, the girl whose music had carried me through some of the most emotional times of my life. It was surreal. As a seventeen-year-old, I wasn’t sure how I would act or what I would say to her. I didn’t want to be generic and say the same thing she hears a hundred times a day, but also, what do you say to someone you already know so much about? Clearly, I’m a perpetual overthinker—I probably should’ve just bonded with her over that.

I had my hair and makeup professionally done before getting in the car and heading to Watch Hill. Even though it’s a popular beach town, it was late October, so the streets were almost eerily deserted. We pulled into a random parking lot where a few vans, a folding table, and a small group of people were waiting. After my mom and I checked in using the code word, they collected our phones and sealed them in ziplock bags. No phones, no wallets, nothing. Honestly, Taylor Swift is the only person I’d abandon all basic safety measures for without hesitation. My mom and I climbed into one of the vans with a few other Swifties, and the van immediately turned into a dance party. We were singing and dancing around so intensely that the whole vehicle was bouncing up and down. You know those moments that instantly become core memories, the kind you feel yourself holding on to as they happen? Well, I had one of those when my mom looked over at me in the van and said, “Take this all in, it’s rare and special.”

As we approached the gate, there it was: Holiday House. The closer we got, the more you could feel the energy shift. We all knew something life-changing was about to unfold. We entered through the garage, where we were scanned by metal detectors. And suddenly what I had been daydreaming about since that call was here. It was time. I made my way up the stairs and into the kitchen, casually wandering around while admiring the family photos on the walls. Sure, we all have family pictures in our homes, but something about seeing those made me realize just how normal she was. In one of the rooms, there was food waiting for us. I was far too nervous and full of anticipation to eat, though. I think I took a bite of one chicken nugget just so I could say I ate in Taylor Swift’s house.

Eventually, I made my way out to the deck overlooking East Beach—one of the beaches I grew up visiting with friends and family. Many New Englanders vacation there, and a fun fact the locals always share is that if you look up from the shore, you can see Taylor’s house perched above. The beach was completely empty that day, but I couldn’t help imagining myself sitting there, like I had done so many times as a child, gazing up at where I was now standing. Never in a million years did I think I’d be looking down at it instead. Scott Swift, also known as Papa Swift, came out onto the deck and started sharing stories about Taylor—some funny, some heartfelt, and all completely unknown to the public, like the times she discreetly visited fans in hospitals just to brighten their day. We lingered on the deck, soaking in every word, before slowly making our way into the kitchen, still buzzing from the stories we’d just heard. Then Taylor’s younger brother, Austin Swift, appeared, and all I remember is him adorably babbling about his love for Game of Thrones. Taylor was still upstairs getting ready, but I knew we were getting closer to seeing her when Andrea Swift, whom most fans lovingly call Mama Swift, walked into the kitchen. The other Swifties and I chatted with her, sharing how much her daughter’s music had touched our lives. I’m sure that, as a parent, you could never hear that too much.

The doors to the main living room swung open, and we all filed in with a mixture of nerves and awe. My mom and I settled onto floor cushions placed in the front and just slightly to the right of a large armchair, the unmistakable focal point where it was clear Taylor would be sitting. As the room filled with chatter and excitement, someone started singing “Fearless,” and within seconds the entire group joined in. Scott and Andrea sat behind us with smiles on their faces, waiting for their daughter to appear and make dreams come true simply with her presence. We weren’t even halfway through the song when Taylor came sprinting down the stairs, bursting into the room with a glowing smile and a bubbly “Hey guys!” The room erupted in cheers. No words have ever felt big enough to convey the feeling I had in this moment, but we were all in utter disbelief. She began by introducing herself, as always. “I’m Taylor,” she said, grabbing a glass of white wine and catching us up on where she’d been over the past year. It felt like story time. She had written an album that, on the surface, seemed like a drastic shift into darkness compared to her past eras, but really, it captured the fragile beauty of falling in love when everything else felt uncertain. She kicked things off by showing us a rough cut of the “… Ready For It?” music video, which hadn’t been finalized yet. Then she did exactly what we had all been hoping for: She pressed play on her phone, showing us the entire reputation album in order and pausing before each track to explain the events, emotions, and sometimes the people that inspired them.

What struck me the most, apart from the brilliance of the album, was how much she had grown while she was away from the spotlight. She ultimately realized she could still have the big career she’d always dreamed of while also protecting her private life. Success and invasion of privacy were no longer a package deal. In the middle of the listening session, when “Look What You Made Me Do” came on, Taylor suddenly called out a fan named Julia and asked her to stand up and sing the bridge with her. Since it was the lead single from the album, we all already knew every word. But Taylor had recently reposted a video of Julia screaming the bridge of the song on Tumblr, which made the moment even more special. Julia looked just as stunned as the rest of us, unable to believe that Taylor remembered her name. The two of them danced while the rest of us shouted “’ Cause she’s dead!” in perfect unison.

Once she had finished playing the album, we followed Andrea into another room. As I walked in and saw a piano, I had another one of those I’m-living-in-a-simulation moments. As Taylor walked into the room and we made eye contact, we smiled at each other. Her aura was magnetic—warm, radiant, with the type of presence that filled the room before a word was even spoken. She came right up to me, hugged me, and thanked me for being there, then settled in front of the keyboard and asked if we wanted to hear her play a song. Of course, the answer was yes. I stood next to her as she graced our ears with “All Too Well.” No, not the ten-minute version (it hadn’t been released yet), but still nothing short of breathtaking. At one point, we joined in, singing softly alongside her. It wasn’t loud or rehearsed, just intimate and magical. I still get chills thinking about it. Following her performance, she went back into the living room while the rest of us hung out in the piano room, chatting with Andrea. Meanwhile, Scott—to no one’s surprise—was handing out guitar picks. One by one, we were called to meet Taylor in the living room.
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There’s something incredibly peculiar about meeting someone you’ve looked up to for years. Even though I knew she was just another normal human being—someone who gets tired, has bad days, and overthinks everything just like the rest of us—it was hard to fully grasp that in real time. For so long, she had existed in a completely different realm: music videos, award shows, online, and through lyrics that understood me better than I could sometimes understand myself. She wasn’t just a “celebrity,” she had been a big part of my life, even if she didn’t know me. So when I was suddenly standing in front of her, breathing the same air, it felt like my brain was short-circuiting as I was attempting to reconcile the myth with the mortal. This was a one-of-a-kind experience for a seventeen-year-old small-town Connecticut girl, and it was an emotional whiplash in the very best way possible. But Taylor had a natural ease when it came to starstruck fans. She knew exactly how to make you feel comfortable and like you were just two old friends catching up.

As my mom and I approached her, all I heard was “Hey, sweetie!” Taylor hugged us and complimented our sense of style. We were both wearing black dresses to thematically represent the reputation album. Our conversation consisted of lots of back-and-forth banter. I asked her what perfume she was wearing because it smelled so amazing, and she said that it was Tom Ford’s Tobacco Vanille but that her house’s scent was Tom Ford’s Santal Blush. To this day, whenever I catch either scent out in the wild, I’m instantly transported back. She thanked me for going all out and dressing up when I attended her 1989 Nashville shows with my mom and told me she had found me on both Tumblr and Instagram. As we were talking, she kept on hugging me out of the blue, and I distinctly remember her saying, “You’re like a cute little button—I just want to hug you!” Then she turned to my mom and said, “Don’t you just want to hug her all the time?” I was officially winning at life, and there was no way I wasn’t making it everyone’s problem at school the next day.

She radiated such a sweet and nurturing energy. After I spent that evening with her family, it became clear to me just how instrumental they were in keeping her grounded and as unaffected by fame as possible. She was still a kind and genuine soul, and there wasn’t even a hint of conceit about her. When you talked to her, she made you feel like you were the only person in the room. She was fully present and gave you her undivided attention in a way that never felt forced or inauthentic. It always seemed like she truly wanted to hear what you had to say and make the moment about you, not her. My mom told her how inspiring it was that, despite all the media’s negativity, she had still managed to find happiness and guard her private life from public scrutiny. And, as moms do, she told her to keep doing exactly that because they didn’t deserve her. Taylor smiled and agreed, and we could both tell how much the support meant to her.

After about five more minutes of talking like we’d known each other forever, we were deciding on photo poses. I think she could tell I was nervous, so she asked me if I wanted to go sit in the beach chairs that her dad had brought out as props. She said, half joking, that he was a little sad no one was using them. Obviously, I said yes. She grabbed a couple of her Grammys off the shelf behind us and nonchalantly handed me the Album of the Year one for 1989. “Damn, these are heavy!” I said. “They’re heavier than you’d think, right?” she replied. We sat down and put our arms around each other. “Do you want to do a pouty face?” she asked. Before leaving, she hugged me one last time and said, “I’ll see you online!” Nothing has been the same since.

It’s worth noting that her cats Olivia and Meredith—named after characters from Law & Order: SVU and Grey’s Anatomy, respectively—were part of that evening (the beautiful, blue-eyed Benjamin Button hadn’t been born yet). I remember someone asking where they were, and Taylor responded that they were upstairs in her room, just in case any of us had allergies. She eventually brought Olivia downstairs for some photos. Later, already knowing about a girl named Emily and her health challenges through Tumblr, Taylor personally brought her upstairs to meet both cats and share a few quiet bonding minutes together.

When I got home at around 1 a.m., I didn’t want to forget a single second of what had just happened. I opened my Voice Memos app and started recording myself, singing bits of the songs I’d just heard. Then I opened my Notes app, trying to document every detail I could remember from the entire experience. The next morning, I realized the chorus of “I Did Something Bad” had made its way into my dreams. I always knew there was a witchy spell in that song.

People often say, “Never meet your heroes,” the idea being that they’ll never live up to the version of them you’ve built in your head. But that day proved the opposite. Taylor was sincere, gracious, and somehow managed to exceed every hope and expectation I’d ever had. As soon as I posted the beach chair photo of us on my personal Instagram account, I went over to Tumblr, shared a screenshot of it, and thanked Taylor for such an incredible night, adding a little note asking her if she could go give it a like. A few minutes later, she did just that, once again showing how much she cared about the little things that meant everything to us. After that day, I changed my @swiftiesforeternity Instagram profile photo—and I haven’t touched it since.



Everything Has Changed

In 2023, at twenty-two, I was working my first corporate job out of college in Nashville, Tennessee—ironically, at a book publishing company. I managed their social media accounts and helped with publicity and marketing. But in late April, I was laid off due to budget cuts. Soon after, my soul dog, Belle, passed away. She had been by my side for nearly eighteen years, and losing her felt like the world had shifted beneath me. It was undeniably the worst summer of my life. I found myself completely unanchored, unsure of where I was headed.

But as they say, “Everything happens for a reason,” and in my case the timing couldn’t have been more serendipitous. Thanks to the Eras Tour, my Instagram account, @swiftiesforeternity, started gaining serious traction, and with the support of this community, I was able to make social media my full-time job. Through it, I’ve connected with people I never would’ve met if it weren’t for our shared passion for Taylor and her music. My account essentially became LinkedIn (Taylor’s Version). During the lead-up to The Tortured Poets Department album, I was contacted by outlets like CNN, invited to do radio interviews, and featured on several podcasts—including one hosted by Barstool Sports. Suddenly, new doors began flying open.

In the fall of 2024, life took another turn. I found myself in a dreamlike whirlwind, going to Kansas City Chiefs games and award shows on what felt like a near-weekly basis, all of which became part of my social media content. Through it all, I met some of the most inspiring people, traveled solo, stepped far outside my comfort zone, learned hard lessons, and grew immensely, both personally and professionally.

One night, I was at the 2025 AFC Championship Game, a nail-biter that could’ve gone either way. I had quickly learned that this was the way with the Chiefs, as they almost always pulled through at the very last second. When the win finally came, the whole room burst into applause and embraces, strangers celebrating like lifelong friends. Taylor was high-fiving everyone as we all moved toward the field, swept up in the joy. Somewhere between the tunnel and the turf, it struck me how extraordinary it all was—that what began as a love for her music had carried me to places I never could have imagined, even football fields. As confetti rained down, I stood there in awe, knowing I was living a full-circle moment I’d hold on to forever.



Forever & Always

For me, being a Swiftie has never just existed online. It’s been a part of my real, everyday life for as long as I can remember—and I remember it all too well. When I was a freshman in high school, I felt oddly proud that I could finally relate to the lyrics in “Fifteen.” On days when friends disappointed me, my mom and I would go out instead, blasting Taylor’s music through the car speakers as if the songs had been written just for us. Back then I’d post photos, videos, and spontaneous thoughts of mine on Tumblr, hoping that someday Taylor might notice. I’d sit in class, letting her lyrics carry me away as I imagined little stories of my own. I often wondered if anyone else did the same—if they, too, saw themselves in the words of someone they’d never met.

Eventually, I found those people. They weren’t the friends from school lunch tables or Friday-night plans—they were scattered across the internet, embedded in a fan community that ran deeper than most could comprehend. While my peers were busy with whatever else teenagers were “supposed” to care about, I was investing my time in people who felt poetry in their core. Those who understood what it meant to be a Taylor Swift fan—that it was extremely personal, transformative, and powerful in a way that remained long after the music stopped. At the time, some of my friendships lived entirely in Instagram DMs, bound by midnight album countdowns and a mutual appreciation for the same artist. Soon we turned those digital bonds into real-world memories. We booked flights and met up in cities we’d never been to. We road-tripped across state lines to attend as many shows as we could. We danced barefoot at the back of stadium floors where there was space to spin in circles. We cracked secret codes: racing to the barricade before Taylor walked by, sneaking our friends onto the floor, and dancing our hearts out, hoping Andrea might notice and choose us for that once-in-a-lifetime chance to meet Taylor after the show. It felt like being part of a high-spirit rebellion—like a secret summer camp just for us, where familiar faces from profile pictures and usernames came to life in hotel lobbies and merch lines.

Through it all, it always seemed like Taylor was in on the magic with us, like when she walked by the barricade and recognized a group of us who had once been invited to her home for a Secret Session. Or the times she left comments on fans’ posts during their lowest moments, reminding them that everything would be okay. The Swiftie community became what it is today because of the way she made us feel—not like customers, but like friends. It was never transactional. We were never just the people who bought her music. We were the most important part of her story. Even during challenging times, when she stepped away from the spotlight, she never made it about just her struggle. Instead, she said we went through it, because she knew that when life got hard for her, it affected all of us too. Not in the same way, of course, but in that unique way that comes from loving and believing in someone who’s so often misunderstood by those outside the fandom. We stood up for her when she shouldn’t have needed defending, but it was the least we could do. She has given us so much—a space for our emotions to live, moments to hold close, strength to move forward, and someone to look up to. It was our way of saying thank you.

Our story isn’t confined to a single experience of being a fan or running a fan account. It’s about the many layers of what it truly means to be a Swiftie—the lyrics that shaped us, the late-night drives where her songs brought us clarity, the eighty thousand voices echoing in stadiums like one unified chorus. But it’s also about
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