
  
    [image: Love Notes]
  



  	
	    
	      Also by Rae Allen

	    

      
	    
          
	      A Lesbian Romance

          
        
          
	          Love Notes

          
        
      

      
    
    


  
    
      Love Notes

      
        A LESBIAN ROMANCE

      

    

    
      
        RAE ALLEN

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: InkPour]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2026 by Rae Allen

      All rights reserved.

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Contents

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Introduction

      

    

    
      
        Echoes of Silence

      

      
        The Curator's Canvas

      

      
        Liquid Courage

      

      
        Serendipitous Encounter

      

      
        Unexpected Harmony

      

      
        Echoes of the Past

      

      
        The Showcase Countdown

      

      
        Artistic Crossroads

      

      
        Strings of Fate

      

      
        A Night at the Gallery

      

      
        Melodies of the Heart

      

      
        Canvas of Truth

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Introduction

          

        

      

    

    
      Under violet stage lights, she sings like her heart is finally free.

      In the crowd, one woman listens—and hears more than music.

      What begins as admiration turns into late‑night conversations, shared silences, and the quiet courage to be seen. As melodies become confessions, two women must decide whether the connection between them is only a harmony… or the start of something lasting.

      Love Notes is a clean, emotionally intimate lesbian romance about finding your voice—and choosing love when the music fades.
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      The room felt airless, as if it had been sealed for years instead of hours. Dust drifted lazily through the thin ribbon of light slipping between the curtains, settling over stacks of sheet music and unopened mail. Jamie Brooks sat on the edge of her worn couch, the guitar across her lap both familiar and foreign. The record player had long since reached the end of its side; the needle clicked in quiet protest, a small mechanical heartbeat in an otherwise still apartment.

      She stared at the instrument as though it might accuse her. There had been a time when her hands found melodies without effort, when stepping onto a stage felt like stepping into herself. Now even the thought of an audience tightened her lungs. The silence around her pressed close, heavy with everything she hadn’t said and everything she’d stopped singing.

      She let her fingers brush the strings.

      The chord that followed was jagged and uncertain. She flinched, jaw tightening. Once, she would have adjusted instinctively, turned the mistake into something deliberate. Now doubt arrived faster than instinct. The question returned, sharp and persistent: who was she without the certainty she used to carry?

      Across the room, a faded flyer hung crooked on the wall—her own smiling face staring back at her from another lifetime. Next week she was meant to play a small showcase, nothing grand, just a friend’s gathering in a converted warehouse. Intimate. Manageable. The sort of setting that shouldn’t feel like a cliff’s edge.

      Her gaze lingered on the date printed in bold.

      “I can try,” she murmured, the words tentative but steadier than she felt.

      She adjusted the guitar on her thigh and pressed her fingers to the frets. The first progression came slowly, uneven but recognizable. Muscle memory, patient and forgiving, guided her through the next. The melody didn’t soar; it unfolded. Lyrics followed, halting at first, then gathering shape as if they had been waiting behind a locked door.

      By the time the final note faded, the apartment no longer felt quite so suffocating. Nothing miraculous had happened. The past hadn’t vanished. But the sound in the room belonged to her, and that counted for something.

      She exhaled, a small smile forming despite herself. It wasn’t the performance she once would have demanded. It was better than silence.

      Her phone vibrated on the coffee table, abrupt and insistent. Jamie frowned at the screen.

      Delilah King.

      The name alone had gravity. Delilah’s reputation preceded her—sharp eye, higher standards, a talent for discovering artists just before the rest of the world caught on. Jamie hesitated only a moment before answering.

      “Hello?”

      “Jamie.” Delilah’s voice was precise, unhurried. “I saw your piece at the gallery tonight. It held the room. I don’t say that lightly.”

      Jamie’s grip tightened around the phone. “Thank you.”

      “I’d like to discuss representation,” Delilah continued. “There’s an exhibition slot opening this fall. I think your work belongs in it.”

      For a heartbeat, Jamie couldn’t speak. Once, she would have leapt at an opportunity like this without looking down. Now the idea of visibility stirred equal parts longing and fear. To be seen again meant risking comparison—to the artist she had been, to the version people expected.

      She thought of her father sitting in the front row of every early show, clapping loud enough for three people. Thought of how he’d insisted that talent wasn’t the rare thing—courage was.

      “I’m interested,” she said finally, her voice steadier than she felt. “I’d be honored.”

      “Good,” Delilah replied. “We’ll talk details tomorrow.”

      The call ended. The room settled around her once more, but it no longer felt like a cage. Two possibilities now waited on her calendar: a small stage next week, a gallery in the fall. Both required her to step forward instead of retreat.

      Jamie set the phone down and reached again for her guitar.

      If fear intended to follow her, it would have to keep up.
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      Rain glazed the sidewalks in a thin, reflective sheen as Mia Johnson crossed the street toward the gallery. Her boots struck the pavement with deliberate precision, cutting through the low murmur of traffic and conversation. The city smelled of wet concrete and overheated engines, a restless pulse that suited her. She adjusted the strap of her portfolio against her hip and kept moving.

      The building ahead glowed amber through its tall windows. Laughter and the clink of glass spilled onto the sidewalk. Mia paused at the entrance just long enough to smooth her jacket and quiet the quickened beat in her chest. She told herself it was anticipation, nothing more.

      Inside, the air was warm with bodies and expensive perfume. Conversations layered over one another, polite and competitive. Mia scanned the room automatically—habit, not nerves—until her gaze snagged on a figure near the far wall.

      Lena Voss stood apart without seeming to try. Black suit, open collar, a glass of whiskey balanced loosely in her hand. Her hair was slicked back, her expression unreadable except for the faint curve of a smile that suggested she’d already noticed Mia watching.

      For months, Mia had studied Lena’s work—large-scale pieces that refused restraint, canvases that seemed to vibrate with tension and appetite. Seeing the artist in person rearranged something in her expectations. Lena wasn’t theatrical. She was contained, which somehow felt more dangerous.

      “You made it,” Lena said when Mia approached. Her voice was low, steady. “I wondered.”

      “I don’t miss exhibitions that matter,” Mia replied.

      A flicker of amusement crossed Lena’s face. “And this one matters?”

      “It depends who’s asking.”

      Their proximity altered the air between them—subtle, but undeniable. Lena stepped closer, not quite touching. “So tell me,” she said, tilting her head slightly. “What are you after tonight, Mia?”

      The way she said her name—careful, intentional—sent a small current down Mia’s spine. She resisted the instinct to lean in.

      “Opportunity,” Mia answered. “I’m always looking for it.”

      “Of course you are.”

      Lena’s gaze drifted briefly to Mia’s mouth before returning to her eyes. It wasn’t crude. It was assessing, like she was considering a composition.

      “Your work,” Mia added, steadying herself. “It refuses to apologize.”

      “Should it?”

      “No.”

      A hand settled on Mia’s shoulder, nails pressing just firmly enough to remind her of their owner.

      “There you are,” Delilah said smoothly. Crimson dress, immaculate posture, a smile calibrated for the room. “I was hoping you’d already introduced yourself.”

      “I have,” Mia said lightly, easing out from under her grip.

      Delilah’s eyes flicked between them, sharp with calculation. “Lena’s pieces have stirred quite a response tonight. Haven’t they?”

      “So I’ve heard,” Lena replied, unbothered.

      The exchange was civil, but charged. Mia felt it like static across her skin. When Delilah was summoned away by another patron, Lena’s attention returned fully to her.

      “Careful,” Lena murmured. “She doesn’t

      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/break-dinkus-palatino-screen.png





OEBPS/images/a_female_singer-2.jpg
RAE ALLEN






This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/a_female_singer.jpg
RAE ALLEN





