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            A QUICK NOTE

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      While Accidental Love is meant to be a light, sweet, and steamy read, this book does deal with one of the heroines finding out that her girlfriend was actually married to another woman, and there is some drama with the ex-girlfriend later on as well. There’s also mention of a foster child witnessing a domestic violence situation in the bonus epilogue. I tried to make it as mild as possible, but I know these can both be sensitive subjects, so I don’t want readers to be caught unaware.

      And, on that note, I hope you enjoy Love and Willow’s story and that you end up loving my girls as much as I do!

      -Carmen

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            IRISH GAELIC PRONUNCIATIONS AND TRANSLATIONS

          

        

      

    

    
      Willow is fluent in Irish Gaelic, and she uses some Irish endearments with Love. And because the pronunciation of letters and sounds in Gaelic is so different from English, I thought I’d give you the phonetic pronunciations of the words and phrases that show up in this book.

      (Please note that although I refused to use Google translate for anything and got all of these from various Irish language sites, I am NOT fluent in Gaelic and am solely relying on these translations.)

      
        
          	
        a mhuirnín (uh WUR-neen): darling
      

      	
        mo shíorghrá (muh HEER-grawh): term for soulmate (literal translation: “my eternal love”)
      

      	
        Tá Gaeilge agam (Taw GWAY-il-geh A-gum): I speak Irish/Gaelic.
      

      	
        Tá mo chroí istigh ionat (Taw muh khree IST-ig UN-at): I love you. (literal translation: “My heart is within you.”)
      

      	
        Is ceol mo chroí thú (Is cyoal mu khree who): You’re the music of my heart.
      

      	
        “Téir Abhaile Riú” (Chare ah-WOL-ya roo): Go home. (Title of cover song Willow and Noelle sing.)
      

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        For everyone who doesn’t want to label their feelings. Love is love, and that’s all that matters.
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          LOVE

        

      

    

    
      FOURTEEN MONTHS AGO

      “Hey, Love!” Noelle called from just outside the entrance to Sardi’s.

      I grinned and wove around a few people to get to where she was standing.

      Noelle Pine had been my very first client after Daphne DeVille, an internationally famous rock star who had decided to start her own record company, took a chance on a brand-new PR major fresh out of college. Daphne and I had hit it off right away and were great friends now, and Noelle was so much more than just my client. She was my best friend.

      I’d just started booking Noelle’s studio time and press tour for the Christmas album she was releasing this year, and she’d offered to take me to lunch to go over all the details.

      “What are you doing outside, woman?” I asked as I gave her a hug. “It’s hotter than Satan’s balls out here!”

      She laughed. “I just got here. Come on. Let’s get inside.”

      I opened the door for her, and we walked inside. The cool air conditioning washed over me, and I immediately felt like I could breathe easier. The hot, humid summers in New York City were no joke.

      “Noelle Pine for two,” she said to the woman at the hostess stand.

      The hostess looked a little star-struck for a minute, and I had to hold back a snicker. I used to be impressed by famous people…until I started working closely with them. Now I saw them for what they really were: people, just like the rest of us. They had hopes and dreams and fears and insecurities just like everyone else.

      As we started to walk back to a quieter corner of the restaurant where we wouldn’t be disturbed, I let my eyes wander to all the caricatures on the walls, and I couldn’t help thinking how wild it was that I was actually friends with a few of the people who had portraits hanging here. Sometimes I still couldn’t believe that I actually got to manage A-list celebrities for a living.

      “I wish I was cool enough to have a caricature in here,” Noelle chuckled. “That and getting a parody by Weird Al are two huge signs that you’ve made it big.”

      “Both of those will happen for you one day,” I told her. “I can feel it. I mean, can’t you just hear the Weird Al parody of ‘Stolen Dance’? ‘Stolen Pants’?”

      She started cracking up as she sat down in the booth, and I flashed her a grin as I took the seat across from her.

      “That would be epic,” she giggled. “But we should probably focus on my Christmas album.”

      Before I could say anything, a server came over, and we gave him our drink and food orders at the same time. We were both creatures of habit and got the same thing every time we came here.

      After he left, I turned back to Noelle. “Okay, so you’ve got two weeks of studio time booked, starting three weeks from today. You have your track list finalized?”

      “Yeah. My duets with Daph and Colin are getting recorded first, right?”

      “Yep.”

      She nodded. “Okay. That’s good. I like getting collabs out of the way first so I can just focus on my own music the rest of the time.”

      “I know. That’s why I talked to their people and made it happen.”

      “What would I do without you?” she said with a smile.

      “Forget your head if it wasn’t attached to your body?” I teased.

      Noelle laughed. “Hey! I’m not that bad.”

      “Okay, fine. Oversleep every single day because you’d forget to sync your calendar with your alarm clock?”

      “Okay, that’s accur—” Her voice cut off as she looked out into the dining room.

      “What’s wrong, Ellie?” I asked.

      “Um, Love…isn’t that Brit?” She jutted her chin out in the direction she was looking.

      I turned and followed her gaze, and my stomach dropped to the floor as I looked at the scene in front of me.

      My girlfriend of eight months, Britlynn, was being led to a table, and her fingers were entwined with another woman’s, while the woman hung on her arm. Brit’s entire family had disowned her when she came out as a lesbian, so I knew this wasn’t a female relative, and she looked way too cozy with this woman for it to be a friend.

      I tasted bile in my throat and my face felt like it was on fire, but I couldn’t make myself move a muscle or even turn my head and look away. Not even when Brit kissed the woman before taking the seat across from her.

      How long had this been going on? And why hadn’t I picked up on it? Was I really that blind?

      “Love?” Noelle asked quietly. “Did you hear me?”

      I shook my head as I forced myself to turn back toward her. “Sorry. What?”

      “I asked if you wanted to go somewhere else,” she murmured. “Maybe Junior’s?”

      I took a deep inhale through my nose as I rubbed my temples and forced myself to rein in the anger and pain that was permeating every fiber of my being. What I wanted to do was march over to Brit’s table and ask her what in the actual fuck she was playing at and how long she’d been cheating on me. What I wanted to do was make her as miserable as I felt right now.

      But I couldn’t do that. Yes, Noelle was my best friend, but she was also my client and an internationally famous pop star. And we were in one of the most popular restaurants in New York City, where everyone who was anyone came to eat. I couldn’t cause a scene here unless I wanted it to end up on every tabloid website by dinnertime tonight. Getting the answers I was so desperate for would have to wait.

      So, instead of screaming or crying or doing anything else I wanted to do, I just nodded.

      “Yeah. Junior’s sounds great.”
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      My heart was pounding in my ears as I hit the buzzer on the intercom at Brit’s brownstone and set the garbage bag of all the shit she’d had at my apartment down on the stoop. It felt like a bowling ball had taken up residence in my stomach, and it was all I could do not to just turn around and leave without getting the answers I’d come here for.

      Confrontation had never been my strong suit. At least not confrontation like this. I could go to bat for my clients any day of the week, but standing up for myself? That was a whole different story.

      After a solid minute, there still wasn’t an answer, so I pressed the button again. Thirty seconds later, there was still nothing, so I hit it three times in succession.

      “Who is it?” came a female voice I’d never heard in my life, with a strong European-sounding accent. French, maybe?

      “I need to talk to Brit.” My voice sounded as weak and insignificant as I felt.

      “Who. Is. This?”

      “My name’s Love. I’m…” I trailed off, trying to figure out what to say to this woman. “I’ve been seeing her.”

      God, how pathetic could I get? Why couldn’t I manage to find even an ounce of the gumption I always had while I was working now, when I needed it the most?

      I heard a stream of what sounded like expletives in a foreign language before the intercom shut off. Less than a minute later, the woman from the restaurant was standing in front of me with righteous fury in her eyes and a face as red as a fire engine.

      “Listen, pétasse,” she growled. “If you don’t leave my wife alone, we will call la police. If she had told me about you stalking her sooner, I would have come back home and made you stop months ago!”

      Her wife?!

      I stumbled backward and had to use the wall of the building to brace myself as my knees buckled from the shock.

      “Sylvie, don’t—” Brit rushed out of the building, wrapping herself up in the kimono that I’d bought for her when Noelle had a charity event in Tokyo a few months ago.

      The second I heard her voice, my anger took over and the take-no-prisoners attitude that I’d been trying to summon surfaced.

      “What the fuck, Brit?!” I roared. “You’re fucking married?!”

      “Love, I can expla⁠—”

      “No!” I spat. “You don’t get to say a damn thing right now! You’ve been lying to me for eight fucking months! And you lied to your fucking wife and told her I was stalking you to cover it up?! Where does she think you got that goddamn kimono from, huh?!”

      “What is she saying, mon chére?” Sylvie asked.

      I pulled my phone out of my pocket and pulled up my camera roll, finding the selfie I’d taken of me and Brit in her bed – their bed – and shoving it in Sylvie’s face.

      “Recognize that bed?” I choked out, forcing the tears that were starting to rise to the surface back down. “You should, because it’s yours. Look at the time stamp. I took this picture last week! Your wife’s been lying to both of us for the past eight months.”

      Sylvie’s eyes went wide, and I could see the same pain I was feeling written all over her face as she looked up at her wife.

      “It…it’s true?” Her voice was barely above a whisper. “Why? How could you?”

      Big, fat crocodile tears started to roll down Brit’s cheeks. “What was I supposed to do, Sylvie?! You were gone! You were in France for a whole fucking year, and you left me all alone!”

      “I was taking care of my mother! And you never once came to visit! I begged you to come, and you never did!”

      Oh, my God. Brit had actually cheated on her wife while she was in another country taking care of her fucking mother?! How low did someone have to stoop to do that?

      And how had I ignored all the signs until now? I’d asked her to move in with me about a month ago, and she’d said she wasn’t ready yet. I’d given her a drawer at my place, but she’d never given me one here. And I’d introduced her to most of my friends, but I’d never met a single one of hers.

      “Fuck you, Brit!” I screamed in her face as I stormed down the stairs. “How the fuck could you do this to me? To her?!”

      “Love, let me⁠—”

      “You don’t get to say a goddamn word to me!” I rasped as a few tears started to trickle down my cheeks. “I loved you! I loved you with everything I had, and I can tell she loves you too. And it’s obvious neither one of us mean a goddamn thing to you. Because if we did, you never would have done this to either one of us. So don’t call me. Don’t message me. Don’t come to my apartment. I never want to see your lying ass again!”

      And then I turned around and let the tears flow freely as I ran toward the nearest subway stop, taking the broken pieces of my heart with me.
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      A flurry of butterflies took up residence in my stomach as my cab driver pulled into parking lot of the bus depot.

      “Thanks so much,” I said as I pulled out two hundred-dollar bills and pressed them into his palm.

      He looked at the money in his hand and tried to give back one of the bills. “Oh, it’s only fifty-three dollars.”

      I knew that. I’d seen the meter. But thanks to the money I was making from this tour and the advance I’d gotten on my debut record, I was in a position to do things like give people ginormous tips every now and again, and I loved doing it. I’d grown up with practically nothing, so I knew how much that hundred and fifty dollars would mean to this guy, who was essentially working for tips.

      “It’s okay. Keep it. Gas prices are ridiculous right now.”

      His eyes went comically wide as his mouth dropped open for a second. “Thank you, ma’am. Thank you so much.”

      I smiled. “You’re welcome.”

      With a half-grateful, half-embarrassed smile, he got out to grab my luggage from the trunk, and I took a few seconds to take some calming breaths while I was alone.

      I had absolutely no idea why I was so nervous for this tour. It wasn’t like this was my first rodeo. I’d been a backup singer for Daphne DeVille since I was eighteen, and I’d done plenty of
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