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Chapter 1


The smallest sliver of light shone through the side of the curtain, just the sound of Juliet’s soft breathing greeting Paige with the early morning sun. They’d fallen into bed at two-thirty this morning—the bar growing busier as each month passed—but Paige wouldn’t wish to be anywhere else. This life…was the stuff of dreams.

She slowly rolled over, a lazy smile spread on her mouth when Juliet stared back at her. Neither of them said anything. Their hands found one another’s, and the silence remained. These were the moments Paige lived for. Lying beside the woman she loved, no immediate rush to get out of bed, the stillness carefully waking them.

Juliet was Paige’s everything.

“Coffee, babe?”

Juliet shifted closer, nuzzling into Paige’s chest. She didn’t speak, but words were rarely needed in the morning. Juliet wanted to be held; it was that simple. Paige smoothed a palm up and down her back, kissing Juliet’s hair. If she could bottle up this feeling for the moments when they were apart, Paige would be set for life.

“I don’t want to let you go.” Juliet sniffled, gripping Paige against her. “I hate it when you have to go.”

Ah. Paige had wondered when Juliet’s ‘meltdown’ would kick in. “It’s only a month in this country this time, babe.”

“A day is too long! Never mind a bloody month.”

“And you have plenty to keep you busy.” Paige shifted further down the bed, lying nose-to-nose with Juliet. “And I don’t leave for another week.”

“I’ve been trying to prepare myself. That’s impossible, though.”

“Hey,” Paige whispered, bringing her hand to Juliet’s cheek. She knew this day would arrive, but she hadn’t expected it with a week to go. “I’m not far away this time. Just in different cities. If you want me to travel home each night, you know I’ll do that for you.”

“No. This is all about the experience for you. I’d never ask you to do that for me. It’ll be too much for you. You need to rest when you can.”

“You haven’t asked. I’ve offered. You and I both know I’d rather wake up like this…with you…every morning. Not in some stuffy hotel room on my own.” 

Paige hadn’t expected the phone call five months ago from the agent of a well-established musician. She’d initially thought it was Hannah and Caz playing games. That was until the contract arrived via courier. Paige was officially the supporting act for one of the fastest-selling artists of the last decade.

“Are you sure you don’t want to join her on the second leg of her European tour? I know how much you enjoyed it last time.”

Paige trailed her thumb across Juliet’s bottom lip. She had enjoyed the European leg, Juliet was right, but there was a reason she had told Soraya she couldn’t continue once it had finished. The reason being the woman in her arms right now. “I have too much going on here. Soraya understands, and she’s looking for another support act for when the UK leg is over. I’m just glad to be a part of it at all.”

“I’m so proud of you, Paige.” Juliet’s sadness turned to that ever-present pride that shone from her eyes. “I know you were in two minds about whether to do it, but I’m so proud of you for taking that step and focusing on your dreams.”

“I wouldn’t have done it without your support. You know that.” Paige untangled herself from Juliet, climbing from the bed. She pulled a hoodie on and moved towards the bedroom door. Paige turned and grinned. Juliet was watching her, wearing a pair of Paige’s boxer shorts. “I’m making us coffee and then we’re continuing this conversation.”

Juliet stretched in the bed, arching her back. Paige knew what she was doing, she was teasing as she always did, but they really needed caffeine if this day was going to be remotely successful.

“Stop that. We have to meet the builders at the bar in a few hours.”

Juliet sat up on her elbows, narrowing her eyes. “Are you telling me you can’t satisfy me in those few hours?”

Paige snorted. “Babe, I could satisfy you in the next twenty seconds.” She loved the adoring gaze Juliet always watched her with. The very gaze she had in this moment. “Do you want something to eat too, or are we going to get something on the way to the bar?”

“Just coffee for me.”

Paige slipped out of the bedroom, heading straight for the coffee machine. Once the beans started to grind, she braced her hands against the counter and lowered her head on her shoulders. She hated leaving Juliet for any period of time. While Paige’s ex-husband, James, no longer interfered with Paige’s life, Juliet’s personal security guy, Henry, still had eyes on this apartment and the bar. The threat to Juliet had never been called off, and they were wise to still watch their backs. Juliet more so than Paige. But they came as a pair now, so if the threat was still there for Juliet, it was also there for Paige. The people Juliet had found herself tangled up with didn’t care if a significant other had nothing to do with their supposed ‘war’. They threatened anything they could. But that was the life of the criminal underworld. Anyone was fair game.

If Paige could have encouraged Juliet to travel with her, to be a part of the incredible experiences she’d had so far, it would make life much easier. It would also help with Paige’s terrible sleeping pattern while she lay alone in a hotel or on a tour bus she was unfamiliar with. Regardless of the fact that Paige wanted to be here, this tour was another opportunity she couldn’t turn down. People were already talking incessantly about her sets on social media. The jump from three thousand Instagram followers to a not-too-shabby thirty-seven thousand followers had shown her the potential future she could have. If she stuck with Soraya, Paige could really go places.

But is that really what you want? Paige thought, swallowing hard. The European tour had been more than enough for her. While people craved fame, Paige didn’t. Perhaps if she’d been single, it could have been a different story, but Paige simply missed Juliet too much. That was what this all came down to.

She carried their coffees through to the bedroom, slipping beneath the cover when Juliet reached out for her cup. The room fell silent again, but Paige knew Juliet struggled with being apart. Paige did, too.

“So…”

Juliet turned her head to Paige as she sat up against the headboard. “Don’t worry about me. I’m just being dramatic.”

“I wouldn’t want you any other way.” Paige leaned in and kissed Juliet’s nose. “But…are you sure you can’t join me for a night or two? I can get you into the venues, no problem.”

“You know I’d love to, but I should probably be around for the builders in case anything goes wrong.”

The Hideout had become so successful that Juliet had purchased the empty building next door. She planned to begin renovation work next week by knocking through the wall to create a much bigger space. It would still be small in comparison to a lot of bars in the area, but they’d consulted with the members, and they’d all agreed that the cosy feel to the place was what encouraged them to keep paying their membership fee.

“You know I’ll be waiting with bated breath for the band’s social media guy to upload your performances.”

Paige smiled. “I know. I just wish you could be there with me. You’re the one who told me I could do this, and you haven’t watched me perform live yet. You’re the only person I wish could be there.”

“And one day I will be.” Juliet slid her hand beneath the cover, resting it on Paige’s thigh. “But you’re right. It’s only a month. And you’ll be in this country, so it won’t feel like such a huge distance.”

While Paige loved performing in different places each night, she wasn’t sure she was cut out for being away for long periods of time. A couple of weeks she could have done with no problem, but another month-long stint was going to be a struggle. She and Juliet had just found a routine and got comfortable. It was all Paige wanted most nights when she was on tour—to be home and cosy—but she was often expected to make an appearance at the bar Soraya had summoned everyone to. Instead of toasting to another great night, she would rather lie between Juliet’s legs while she was drinking hot chocolate.

“And then I’m all yours again.”
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Juliet wiped down the bar, satisfied that everything was in its place for this evening. She wasn’t working tonight, neither was Paige, but she liked to check everything was as it should be before she left the bar in Cara and Stephen’s hands. Stephen had joined The Hideout two months ago, and so far, he was an excellent addition to the team here.

Cara had decided to start pulling her weight, too. Really, everything was going far better than Juliet imagined it would. So tonight, they were spending the evening with their friends. Paige and Hannah had become close friends, and Juliet had spent the odd evening drinking wine with Caz.

As she rested back against the bar, she could only smile. It was one thing to have Paige in her life, but to have built some kind of miniature extended family… It said a lot about how their friends perceived them. Life was thrilling. There really wasn’t much else to say.

The system alerted Juliet that she had people waiting outside. As she brought up the camera—still wary about James’ decision to let Paige be—she saw Hannah and Caz grinning into the lens. Part of her wanted to leave them standing outside just for the sake of it, but she knew better because Hannah would have plenty to say about it if she did.

So she buzzed them into the building.

Before they reached the bar, Juliet heard them giggling with one another. That was another thing she adored in her life. Seeing happy couples just like her and Paige. People who would do anything for their partner. Hannah and Caz reminded Juliet of exactly that. An all-encompassing love that couldn’t be broken.

“You pretending to work?” Hannah sidled up to the bar and smirked. “I’ll have two large glasses of red, a bowl of pork scratchings, and a bag of salt and vinegar crisps.”

Juliet’s brow rose. “What kind of place do you think this is?”

“Well, clearly not a place to come to if you’re a bit peckish!”

Juliet rounded the bar and brought Hannah and Caz into a hug. “It’s really good to see you both. Paige will be out soon. She’s on a call with Soraya.”

“Okay, well, I’m using the loo.” Hannah sashayed away, winking in Caz’s direction as she went.

“So, she’s on a call with Soraya, huh?” Caz shifted closer to Juliet, nudging her shoulder. “Things are getting a bit serious now, aren’t they? Edie has done nothing but talk about Paige and Soraya for the last few days.”

“Mm. It’s going very well by the looks of it.” Juliet was proud of Paige for all she’d achieved in such a short time, but the slight worry of being left behind sat at the back of her mind. “I hope Edie is saying good things.” Of course Hannah’s daughter would be saying good things. Edie was adorable.

“She’s obsessed, Juliet. She had us listening to a playlist she’d created this morning before she left for school.”

“That’s quite sweet,” Juliet said, moving back behind the bar. “Paige is…leaving again next week. She had a call from Soraya a few days ago. The support act replacing Paige for the UK tour can no longer commit.” Juliet cleared her throat. “It’s short notice and another month away from home, but it’ll be fine.”

“That’s amazing news for Paige. You must be so proud of her.”

“I am. Of course I am.”

Caz watched Juliet intently. “But?”

“But…nothing.” Juliet wasn’t ready to speak her fears out loud yet. Honestly, she hoped she’d never have to divulge how she felt. “It just feels a bit strange when she leaves for the tour, that’s all.”

“I get that. You two are so close that it must feel odd sleeping alone at night.”

Caz wasn’t wrong. Juliet was dreading the first night of the tour being back in the UK. Soraya was a looker, and they’d already had one instance of the media assuming she and Paige were dating. The fans were relentless, too. Thankfully, Paige was quick to shut down those rumours, but it didn’t help Juliet in her quest to focus on work while Paige was away.

“It’s the media I’m not fond of.” Okay, it seemed Juliet was going to let some of her fears out to Caz. But she knew she could trust Hannah’s partner. “You know what they can be like.”

“Mm. May I suggest that you avoid social media and newspapers when she leaves again? We both know they’re nothing more than clickbait and crap most of the time.”

Juliet offered the best smile she could manage. “I know.”

“Juliet,” Caz said, following her behind the bar. She glanced around, checking nobody was listening, and cleared her throat. “You’re not worried about Paige and her loyalty to you, are you?”

“God, no. Never.”

“Because it’s okay to be a little bit worried. Maybe if you tell Paige how you’re feeling, you won’t look so tormented by it.”

Juliet’s face fell. “I…it’s that obvious?”

“I wouldn’t say it was obvious, but I can see that you have things on your mind.” Caz placed a gentle hand on Juliet’s shoulder, squeezing it. “You know where I am if you need to talk, okay?”

“Thank you.”

“Are we getting this party started or what?” They both turned to find Hannah and Paige standing with their arms over one another’s shoulders. “Paige said she’ll take requests later.”

Juliet’s brows rose at that. “Paige is supposed to be resting her voice.”

“Don’t worry, babe. It’s only one song. If I can’t sing for the people who mean the world to me, then what’s the point of all of this?”

Juliet softened, holding out her hand to Paige. When Paige took it and stepped closer, she lifted onto her tiptoes and kissed Juliet softly on the lips.

“Just one, okay? I don’t want you doing too much.” Juliet brought her hand to Paige’s cheek, stroking her thumb across her skin. “I love you.”

“Not as much as I love you.”

Hannah yawned. “Okay, enough of the love in. I haven’t had a night out in forever. I’d really love that glass of wine now.” She took Caz’s hand and moved towards Juliet and Paige’s spot, sinking down onto the couch. “And I want to know what the builders have said.”

“The builders gave us a great quote.” Paige walked Juliet backwards and out from behind the bar, shooing her away. “It’s your night off, babe. Sit down, and I’ll bring the drinks over. Once Cara is here, I’m all yours.”

God, this woman was everything she could ever want or need. “Promise?”

“That I’ll join you?” Paige frowned. “Of course.”

“No. That you’re all mine. Forever.”

Paige pulled Juliet in by the waist, her hand slipping to her arse. “You really want me to promise you that? Do my hands not tell you that already?”

Juliet offered Paige a chaste kiss, smiling as she pulled away. “Relax. I’m joking.” As she sat down beside Caz, Juliet chanced a look behind her. Paige was still watching her, that frown not shifting. “Come on, bartender. We’re all parched over here.”

Paige’s frown quickly turned into that dirty grin Juliet adored. “Coming right up. Anything for you lot.”


Chapter 2


Paige sat side-on, slouched back against the couch. Juliet and Caz spoke animatedly between themselves while Hannah just stared lovingly at Caz. God, when had they all become so lovesick? Had it been anyone else, Paige would have gagged, but this little unit was perfect. She’d never felt a part of anything before. But here at The Hideout and in Liverpool? It had been home from the moment her feet touched the pavement at Lime Street Station.

She leaned in towards Hannah’s ear. “Any sign of you two tying the knot?”

“I’m trying to find the right moment to ask,” Hannah said, shifting closer to Paige. “I’m terrified at the thought of her saying no.”

“Caz? Say no? No way! You’ve got more chance of Rachel leaving Andi and then walking in here to claim Juliet. Neither of those things are ever going to happen.”

“Everything is just so perfect, and I’m scared of ruining that. Caz has been through so much, and I’m not sure she would ever want to get married again.”

Paige understood that. She couldn’t say she was bothered if she ever remarried. A marriage didn’t define a relationship. Wasn’t she the very proof of that when it came to her marriage with James? And Caz, with her terrible marriage, too? “Would it change anything for you if she said no?”

Hannah shook her head. “No. No way. What we have is so much more than a piece of paper.”

“Then I wouldn’t worry about it. You guys are in a good enough place that you can be honest with one another.”

“I know.” Hannah smiled as she crossed her legs. “I just don’t know what to do for the best. But I’ll figure it out. It’s not as though it’s a make-or-break decision for me, so it doesn’t really matter at the moment.” Hannah sipped her wine, smiling when Caz shifted her gaze towards her. “The others joining us tonight by some miracle?”

“They’re…not available tonight. Something about Rachel cooking Andi a fancy meal at the loft.”

“Isn’t it crazy how everything worked out? I mean, I know all of you for different reasons, but it’s so nice to see everyone happy and in love.”

“It really is.” Paige would have liked to see more of Rachel and Andi, but something kept holding them back. They’d agreed to memberships several months ago, but it was yet to actually happen. Paige could count on one hand the number of times they’d all been together since Rachel met Andi. Still, so long as they were happy, that was the main thing. “I’m so lucky to have all of you guys around me.”

“I think we’re all equally lucky. Considering how some of us know one another, it could have been very awkward.”

Paige had to agree. Hannah had once been Juliet’s escort, but Paige and Hannah were joined at the hip. The very best of friends. Wasn’t life a funny thing?

“Anyway, never mind all of that. Tell me about the next part of this tour.”

Paige puffed out her cheeks. “I still can’t get my head around the fact I’m supporting Soraya again!”

“Paige, she should be the one supporting you. And if Edie has anything to say about it, it’ll happen.”

“Has Edie been watching my sets online?” Paige didn’t know why the thought of that warmed her so much, but it did.

“Watching them? I think she has, like, a YouTube-style book club thing with her friends. They all sit on Zoom together, dissecting your performances.”

“Shit. I’d better not fuck it up then.”

“And she asked me this morning if I’d get your autograph for her while I was here tonight.” Hannah rolled her eyes. “She’s insufferable.”

Paige’s eyes welled a little. “She really said that?”

“Um, yeah.”

“Then I’m going to come to your place one day after school and sign whatever she wants myself. In front of her. Even though she’s like the God kid I never had, and I see her all the time.”

“You should both come ‘round. I’ll cook!”

Paige tipped her cocktail towards Hannah. “You’re on. It’s a date.”

Caz’s head whipped around. “What’s a date?”

“Paige and Juliet are coming ‘round for dinner one night before she goes back on tour.”

Paige shifted her attention to Juliet. She’d seemed a little quieter than usual tonight. “Fancy it, babe?”

Juliet regarded her with her signature smile, but Paige saw through it. Something didn’t feel right. “I’d love to.”

Worried because Juliet never seemed off, Paige got to her feet and took her phone from the table. She quickly brought up her messages and typed one out to Juliet.

Meet me in the office x

“Need the loo. Should I get us more drinks on the way back?”

They all agreed, and then Juliet’s phone lit up beside her wine glass. She eyed Paige, nodding ever so slightly.

Paige squeezed out from between the table and Hannah, making a beeline for the office. No sooner had she gone inside than Juliet was behind her.

“Is everything okay?” Juliet asked, frowning.

“Shut the door.”

Juliet’s frown lines deepened. “Paige, we don’t have time for this. Not now. We have friends waiting outside for us.”

Paige scoffed. Did Juliet really think she was about to pull a Rachel on her and have her way with her against the office door? “You’re worth far more than a quick fuck in the office, babe. Just close the door, please. I need to speak to you.”

Juliet softened, closing the door slowly. “Paige, what’s going on?”

“I’m going to ask you the same thing.”

“I’m sorry?”

Paige took Juliet’s hand. “You’ve been really quiet tonight. That’s not like you. If something is bothering you, then I need to know.”

“I just feel out of sorts. You’re going away, we’re about to start building work, and I feel a little off.”

Paige nodded slowly. She’d suspected it had something to do with the tour. But Juliet hadn’t felt this way last time. Yes, she’d panicked and missed Paige, but she wasn’t quiet beforehand. “It’s just another month.”

“I know. I told you this morning not to worry about me. I just miss you when you go.”

“And I miss you when I go, too.” Paige lifted Juliet’s hand and kissed her knuckles. “You do know that, don’t you?”

“Of course I do.”

“Then why did you ask me before if I was all yours…forever?” Paige searched Juliet’s eyes, knowing she had something on her mind. She could always tell. Juliet was wasting her time trying to hide it. This felt like more than simply missing Paige when she left. “Babe?”

“You know I’m proud of you, and you know I only want you to be happy,” Juliet said, her voice trembling. “I just have a bad feeling that one day, this will all be too much for you. For…us.”

“Too much? You do realise I’m only her support act, don’t you?”

“You’re so much more than a support act. One day, it’ll be you looking for a support act. And when that day comes, I’ll be the proudest woman in the world.”

“Okay and say that day did happen. Hypothetically.” That day wouldn’t arrive. Paige was quite content with being the support act. What she wanted was to be here with Juliet…taking care of the bar. A normal life doing normal things. “What’s the issue with that?”

“Oh, Paige. There’s no issue with that. None at all.” Juliet squeezed Paige’s hand, smiling weakly. “But it would be an entirely new chapter for you. I don’t want to become a hindrance. I don’t want to imagine for one second that you feel torn because you had a life here…and a life potentially on the road. It would be your time to explore and travel the world.”

Paige’s stomach roiled at that. Was Juliet insinuating that Paige wouldn’t want to be with her anymore? God, that thought alone had Paige wanting to cancel the upcoming tour with Soraya. Everything Juliet was saying had rendered her speechless.

“If it did happen, I couldn’t blame you for that. You’re already on your way to success, Paige. Just think of the opportunities and the people you’ll meet.”

“I had my opportunity. I met the person I wanted to meet. And that’s you, Juliet. I don’t give a fuck who is out there. It’s you, okay?”

“I know.” Juliet drew Paige in, kissing her slowly. Her lips would never not feel good against Paige’s. They reminded her of the safety and comfort that came with this relationship. They reminded Paige of…home. Here, where she belonged. “I just want you to know that it’s okay if things change and this doesn’t work for you anymore. If you had to choose between a shitty bar in Liverpool or world tours…there’s no competition.”

Paige swallowed as she slowly took a step back. The last thing she expected tonight—after agreeing and signing off on plans with Juliet for the future of the bar—was to be given an out. At least, that’s what it felt like was happening here. “Right.”

“Things change, Paige. People change, and life can turn in a split second. All I want for you is happiness. Whether that is with or without me is irrelevant.”

“Y-you think you’re irrelevant?” What the hell was going on here tonight? “You really think that?”

“No, that’s not what I’m saying. God, I’m getting this all wrong.” Juliet’s shoulders slumped. “You know what, it doesn’t matter. What will be will be.”

Paige wanted to vomit every time Juliet spoke. This was so far from what she had planned tonight. Drinks with friends, the woman she loved, then home to their place. Not…this. Not Juliet contemplating their future. As far as Paige was concerned, their future was set in stone. “I think we need to discuss this properly. Not here, not now.” Paige had a million and one plans she wanted to make with Juliet. She didn’t want to think about something ending when it couldn’t possibly. “Can we just enjoy the rest of the night with our friends?”

“I’d like that.”

“And then go home to the place where we live…and love? Just you and I.”

“Paige, I’m not saying this is ending. God, I don’t see my future with anyone but you. I just think it’s sensible to put it out there because I don’t want you to feel stuck one day.”

“The one thing I’ve never felt with you is stuck.” Paige opened the office door and guided Juliet towards it. “I have plans for us, babe. Plans that mean nothing at all unless you’re involved.”

“W-what plans?” Juliet stopped dead in the doorway.

“Plans we don’t need to discuss right now. Plans that mean the world to me but can wait until I’m back off this leg of the tour. Plans…that I’m not giving up. I don’t care who wants me as their support.”
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What kind of idiot says what you did tonight?

Juliet forced their apartment door open, feeling emotionally drained even though they’d had a great evening with friends. It was only eleven, and the bar was still open, but Hannah and Caz had plans early tomorrow morning, so Paige and Juliet had called it a night, too. Right now, Juliet wanted to climb into bed and sleep off the horrid feeling she had. The ridiculous thoughts, too.

“Fancy a glass of red?” Paige asked as she moved into the kitchen and reached for the bottle already open on the counter.

Juliet would love to sit around drinking wine with Paige, but she wasn’t sure she wanted to get into any sort of discussion. That was where it would end up going—it always did when they had things on their minds. “Just a small one.”

Paige smiled, pouring two glasses. Juliet watched her from across the island, enamoured by the very woman she was. This Paige was a monumental difference from the Paige she had initially met. Her confidence was at an all-time high, those grey eyes always giving away the love she had for life. “Do you think Cara and Stephen will be okay locking up? It was really busy when we were leaving.”

“They’ll be fine.” Juliet groaned when she slid her heels off and pushed them out of the way. Barefoot and at home was her preferred night lately. She was getting too old to care about which heels she wore. “Stephen has been in management for a long time.”

“I know.” Paige nodded, lifting the wine glasses and rounding the island. “It’s why you employed him. So we can enjoy nights like this.”

Juliet took a glass and walked towards the couch. The lights of the city shone outside the window, the quietness of their home comforting her. “Were you happy with the building quote earlier? We didn’t really have time to discuss it at length.”

“I think it was a great price. And the plans look amazing. I can’t wait to see it all finished and filled with people. You did an amazing job in telling them exactly what you wanted.” Paige stopped in front of Juliet, where she sat on the couch, staring down at her. “But you’ve always been very good at explaining what you want, haven’t you?”

Juliet frowned. “I’d…like to think so.”

“You know so.” Paige got to her knees, uncrossing and spreading Juliet’s legs where she sat. She shifted between them, palming her thighs beneath her dress. “That’s just one of the things I love about you.”

Juliet softened at that, gazing into Paige’s eyes. “Yeah?”

“Mmhmm. I think it’s kind of hot when a woman tells you what she wants. Why do you think I was so drawn to you when we met? You made your intentions known, and I was all in…even if I shouldn’t have been.”

With her head resting back on the couch, Juliet moaned as Paige’s hands slid higher. And higher. Until…Paige hooked her fingers around the waistband of Juliet’s underwear and brought them down her legs. Their eyes locked, gazes unwavering, that unspoken promise burning in Paige’s eyes. Juliet had nothing to worry about. This woman wasn’t going anywhere in the future.

“If you think for one minute that I could give up this…give up you…” Paige cocked her head, brushing the back of her hand against Juliet’s sex. “Then I’m not sure you know me very well at all.”

“Paige.” Juliet shifted further down the couch, spreading her legs wider.

“All I think about when I’m away is the next time I’ll have the pleasure of touching you. The next time I can look into your eyes and tell you I love you, rather than doing it over the phone. The next time I’ll taste your lips…and other things.”

Juliet grinned, gripping the couch cushions when Paige pressed a fingertip to her clit. “Baby, please.”

Paige sat back on her knees, wrapping her hands around Juliet’s thighs and pulling her closer. “We belong to one another. There really is no more to say about it.” Paige pushed Juliet’s dress up, her lip between her teeth when she stroked a finger through Juliet’s wet folds. “This is where I want to be. Right here, in this position, always.”

“Oh, God.” Juliet lifted her hips, desperately craving Paige’s touch.

Paige kissed her way up Juliet’s leg, inching closer. She loved to tease, she knew exactly what it did to Juliet, but tonight, she just wanted to come for the woman who would do anything to make her happy. For the woman Juliet would give up everything for. God, she really needed a release. The pent-up tension of the day was slowly working itself away and out of her mind. As Paige dipped her head and licked her way through Juliet’s warmth, nothing else mattered. This was who they were. Incredibly in love…and usually aching for one another.

“Y-yes.” Juliet pressed a hand to the back of Paige’s neck, encouraging her. When Paige sucked Juliet’s clit between her lips, flicking the tip of her tongue, Juliet lost herself entirely in everything that Paige was. In everything she represented. Love, a stable home and relationship, and someone who knew every last inch of Juliet’s body. “Oh, fuck. Paige…I…” Juliet bucked her hips, thrusting against Paige’s mouth. “Fuck, right there. Y-yes, right there.”

Paige hummed, only forcing Juliet towards the edge. She sucked harder, lashing her tongue, and dipped two fingers inside Juliet.

That was all it took to have Juliet releasing around Paige. She shook, still rocking her hips, willing this night to go on forever. She didn’t want to imagine the days when Paige wouldn’t be here. She didn’t want to long for something so beautiful. She just wanted to stay like this…forever. “O-oh, Paige.”

Paige drew back and licked her lips, her fingers slowly massaging Juliet’s walls. “Fuck.”

“I may miss you when you’re gone, but I know exactly what to expect when you return.” Juliet forced herself up, leaning in and tasting herself on Paige’s lips. “I love you.”

“I love you, too.”


Chapter 3


“Anyone for a top-up?” Hannah worked her way around the dining table, holding up a bottle of red wine. She eyed Juliet’s glass. “Juliet?”

Juliet nodded, too busy enjoying the slow-roasted lamb Hannah had cooked that evening. No wonder Caz was so in love with her; she’d kept her cooking skills quiet. “Please. And I’ll have some more lamb if there is any leftover.”

Hannah quirked a brow. “From what I remember, you only ever ate salad. Rabbit food. Is someone keeping you busy and working up an appetite?”

Juliet felt Paige’s hand settle on her thigh at that. “Maybe.”

“Well, I hope that’s the case.” Hannah turned her attention to Caz. “Babe?”

“Definitely. And Juliet is right. This lamb is the best you’ve cooked.” Caz winked in Hannah’s direction, taking the hand that hung at Hannah’s side. “Thank you for this. It’s great.” 

Hannah leaned down and kissed Caz, smiling against her lips. “Anything for you.”

Juliet’s insides swirled as she relaxed back in her seat. When she’d quit law and, in turn, left Hannah at the company once she’d sold it off, she hadn’t expected them to remain such good friends. There had been a moment when Juliet had been caught up in all things bar and Paige-related, but in the last eight months or so, Hannah and Caz had become a huge part of their lives. Edie, too. That child was one hell of an old soul.

“Nothing from Rachel and Andi?” Caz asked, lowering her cutlery and lifting her glass. “Hannah said you were going to get in touch with them about coming over tonight.”

“Mm. I did. They’re busy…again.”

Caz narrowed her eyes in Juliet’s direction. “You don’t think they’re actively avoiding some kind of friendship with you, do you?”

“I…it’s hard to say, really. If that was the case, then I’d understand, but I’d also expect them to be adult enough to say that to me. I don’t want to chase them if they have no intentions of joining this group of friends, you know?”

Caz nodded and then offered a smile when Hannah sat back down at the table. “What do you think?”

Hannah puffed out her cheeks. “Look, I can kinda understand where Rachel is coming from if she’s avoiding Paige and Juliet.”

Paige scoffed. “You…can?”

“Well, yes. She did fall in love with Juliet…let’s not forget that.” Hannah gave Paige a knowing look. “And you two are still together, so maybe she just feels awkward about it all. I get on really well with Rachel, and I think she’s lovely, but she may need some time to understand that not everything is drama. I think the last thing she expected was to be welcomed by the four of us once she’d met Andi.”

Paige shrugged. “Well, whatever. There’s absolutely no ill feelings there for me. I wouldn’t have given her the membership if I didn’t want to see her around.”

“I know that,” Hannah said, helping herself to more vegetables from the bowl in the middle of the table. “We all know it. But I also understand her on a different level. On an…escort level, if you will.”

“Huh.” Paige lowered her fork and eyed Hannah. “Care to explain?”

“Sure.” Hannah settled her hand over Caz’s where it rested beside her plate. “Juliet is an attractive woman. I can see why Rachel fell for her⁠—”

“Now, hold on!” Paige sat forward in her seat. “If anything ever happened between you two, I don’t need to know about it.”

“It didn’t!” Juliet and Hannah said in unison.

“Mm.”

Juliet laughed, turning to Paige. “Calm down, tiger.”

Hannah rolled her eyes and sighed. “Here, think of it this way. So, Caz…if you and I were nothing more than client/escort, but we decided to sleep with one another, and you felt something more without me knowing, and then Juliet shows up in my life and I’m attracted to her, how would you feel?”

Paige slumped back in her seat. “Why do we have to use Juliet as an example when it comes to fucking all of you?”

Juliet leaned in towards Paige’s ear, her voice painfully low. “If you don’t relax and stop taking this so seriously, I’m going to really punish you when we get home.”

Paige smirked, but Hannah and Caz glared back at them both.

“What?”

Caz sniggered to herself. “You didn’t say that as quietly as you thought you did.”

Juliet opened her mouth to respond, but Hannah pointed a finger between Juliet and Paige. “I can see it, though.”

“See what?” Juliet’s brows drew together.

“How you’d be the one punishing Paige. You give off…Domme vibes since you took on that bar.”

Well, that was good to know. It would also teach Juliet not to tease Paige while they were having dinner with friends. “Anyway, back to your…explanation. Caz?”

Caz cleared her throat. “If I was Rachel in the position she’d been in, then I’d be a little embarrassed when it came to seeing you and Paige again. I’d get over it eventually, but yes, I can see what Hannah is saying.”

Paige sat upright, relaxing into the conversation. “I just hope it doesn’t always come between plans. I like Rachel, Andi is just adorable judging by the very brief conversation I’ve had with her, and I really hope we can all be friends and do this sort of thing together soon. Life’s too short, you know?”

“I think that is a very good way of putting it.” Caz pushed her dinner plate away, smiling at Paige. “Now, can we change the subject before someone splits up?”

“Hang on.” Paige turned to Juliet and eyed her. “Nothing ever happened between you and Hannah, right?”

“It wasn’t Hannah. It was Eva. And no, nothing ever happened.”

Paige wrinkled her nose as she eyed Hannah. “Eva? You called yourself Eva?”

“I know. I know.”

Caz leaned in. “I’ll have you know that Eva was very sexy.”

“Eva also didn’t want to be in the line of work she was in,” Juliet said, offering Hannah an understanding smile. “Right?”

“You’re right. But I can’t complain. I found a friend for life when I met you and the woman of my dreams when I met Caz. I’d say it worked out pretty well for me in the end.”

“And you never had an issue with Hannah working for Juliet?” It was time for Paige to grill Caz. “I’m sorry, but I’ve just realised that we’ve never actually spoken about those days.”

“I…didn’t.” Caz hesitated as she spoke those words.

Juliet and Hannah both raised a brow at that. Juliet was very fond of Caz, they were good friends these days, but she found it hard to believe that Caz had never once thought about the ex-escort relationship carrying over into business. 

“What? I didn’t.” Caz waved a hand. “Not really. Not deep down.”

“One tiny hiccup,” Hannah explained, clasping her hands under her chin. “We almost broke up because of it, but I think we were far too involved with one another by that point for jealousy to really get in the way.”

Juliet tried to recall any hiccup that had involved her being Hannah’s client. “When was this? I don’t remember you and Caz even being together when I was your client.”

“I… It wasn’t that time. It was once you were my boss.”

Paige drummed her fingertips against the table. “Interesting.”

“Yes, baby. It is interesting.” Juliet mirrored Paige’s position, eyeing both Hannah and Caz. “Well?”

“When we were in London, Caz showed up to surprise me.” Hannah entwined her fingers with Caz’s. “Which, by the way, was one of the sweetest things she could have done for me back then.”

Ah. That time. Juliet had felt the tension in the room as she’d introduced herself to Caz, the tension in the handshake too, but she’d put that down to it simply being the first meeting. “When I was in your room.” Juliet nodded slowly, recalling the conversation she’d had with Hannah before Caz had arrived. A mistake on Juliet’s part and one she was very lucky to not lose a friend over. “I’m sorry. I had no idea it had been an issue for you both.”

Caz laughed. “Oh, it’s fine. We’re all here, aren’t we? We’re all friends, and we’re all in love with the people we should be in love with.”

Juliet lifted her wine glass. “We certainly are. And you know what? I couldn’t ask for a more perfect group of friends.”

Juliet felt Paige palm her knee, and then she leant in and kissed Juliet’s cheek. “Couldn’t have said that better, babe.”
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Paige crept up the stairs, smiling when she heard her own music playing from behind Edie’s bedroom door. She had returned home from her friends twenty minutes ago, only saying a brief hello before retreating to her bedroom. She seemed a little strange around Paige lately, so Paige had decided she would check in with Hannah’s daughter.

She knocked on the door, waiting until she was either called inside or Edie opened her door. She didn’t want the kid to feel uncomfortable.

The door opened, and Edie stared back at her with wonder. “H-hi.”

“Hey, kid. Got a minute?”

Edie nodded and stepped to the side. “Okay.”

Paige shoved her hands in the pockets of her jeans, stepping into the room. Edie’s bedroom was immaculate, but every inch of Hannah and Caz’s home was. “You didn’t stay downstairs for long before. Is everything okay?”

“Yes.” Edie shifted from left to right, her cheeks red. “Are you leaving now?”

“No, we’re going to stay for a while. Don’t you want to come and join us?”

“N-no. It’s okay. I have homework to do.”

Paige sat on the edge of Edie’s bed, patting the space beside her. “Come and sit down.”

Edie did so, picking at her fingernails when she rested her hands in her lap.

“Edie, is everything okay? Is school going well and stuff?”

“Yeah. I got top marks on some mock GCSE exam we did the other day. Mrs Churchill says I’m doing better than my predicted grades.”

“That’s amazing. But you’re way more clever than all of us lot put together.” Paige winked, nudging Edie with her shoulder. “If school is good, then is there something else on your mind?”

Edie chewed her lip, her eyes still focused on her hands.

“If there was something, you know you can talk to me, don’t you? Anything at all. And I’d help in any way I could.”

Edie turned a little, finally looking at Paige. “You know, because you’re famous now? Well, does that mean you won’t be friends with my mums anymore?”

God, Paige didn’t know what to tackle first. The fact that Edie thought she wouldn’t be friends with Hannah and Caz anymore, or the ease at which she spoke ‘her mums’. “Me? Not be friends with you and your mums? No way. We’re all practically best friends. I won’t be around for a few weeks, but once I’m home, I’ll be here to hang out with everyone again.”

Edie smiled. “Are you sure?”

“You’re stuck with me, kid. Whether you like it or not.” Paige grinned, picking up Edie’s phone where it sat on the bed. A playlist was visible on the lock screen. “So, what do you think about this stuff you’re listening to?”

It was still Paige’s music that was playing.

“Any good?”

“Amazing. You’re so talented. All my friends are jealous that I know you.”

“You did tell them that I’m basically your auntie, didn’t you?”

Edie took her phone from Paige and turned it over. She reached for a sharpie on her desk and regarded Paige with a shy smile. “Would you sign my phone case for me?”

“Sure. Anything else while I’m here?” Paige took the phone and scribbled her name across the back of it. She side-eyed Edie, adoring the grin Hannah’s daughter wore. Who knew she could make a child so happy just by singing and playing piano.

“Um, can I have a look and bring some stuff downstairs in a minute?”

Paige nodded. “Of course. I’m not going anywhere yet. Here for a few hours.”

Paige got to her feet, surprised when Edie followed and wrapped her arms around her. “Thanks for being great, Paige.”

“Hey,” Paige said, pulling back and holding Edie by the face. “I’m still just the same person I was before all of the lights and crowds. And soon, I’ll be that person all over again.”

“I wish I could see you live. Mum tried so hard to get me tickets. For me, her, and Caz, but the site crashed.”

No. That wouldn’t do. If Paige couldn’t get her favourite people tickets to see her perform, what was the point in all of this?

“Leave it with me. I’ll get you tickets.” Paige embraced Edie again, ruffling her hair as she moved towards the bedroom door. “I’ll see you downstairs, okay?”

“Kay.”

Paige left Edie’s bedroom and took the stairs two at a time. She heard everyone laughing in the living room, Juliet’s mirth noticeable and one of her favourite sounds. As she entered, everyone fell silent.

“Um, did you want me to go back out so you can carry on the conversation?”

Juliet reached out a hand, beckoning Paige towards the couch in the window. “No. I want you right here next to me.”

Paige flopped down and sighed. “Your kid is adorable, by the way. She’s under the impression that I won’t be your friend anymore now that I’m famous or something.”

Hannah tipped her wine glass towards Paige. “And I hope you gave her the correct response. Because if you change and I lose one of my best friends, shit is going to get serious.”

Paige dragged a hand through her hair. “Honestly? I can’t wait for this tour to end, and it hasn’t even begun.”

“Why?” Caz perked up.

“I just prefer to be here, like this, with the real people in my life. Not the band and Soraya and all of her group. They’re not my people at all. I don’t think the unexpectedness of it all has helped, either. Europe was great, but it was enough for me. It was never a plan to tour the UK with her, too.”

“Well, we’ll be here waiting for your return.”

“When I was speaking to Edie,” Paige sat forward and lowered her voice. “She was saying you tried to get tickets for one of the shows.”

“Yeah. It was a waste of time. The site crashed within three minutes, and then the tickets were gone.”

“Why didn’t you say? I can get you a few tickets if you want some. Since the supposed love of my life isn’t interested in taking even one, you guys are welcome to them. I’ll see what I can get my hands on, okay?”

“No, Paige. We don’t want to be those people. I’ll pay for them the next time you’re touring.”

Paige snorted. “Well, you’ll be waiting a long time. Once the UK leg is over, I have a lot to get on with here in Liverpool.” Paige squeezed Juliet’s knee. “Right, babe?”

“Mm. Though I have told you that you should consider continuing. It just makes sense.”

Paige rested her head on Juliet’s shoulder. This was where she wanted to be. Not in some hotel room with terrible TV. “I prefer the bar. It’s more my style.”

Caz whistled. “That’s a big sacrifice. You have the chance to travel the world. To perform to sell-out crowds. Yet you choose a bar on a back street in the city.”

“Correction, I choose Juliet. I understand what you’re all saying, and I appreciate that you think I’m capable of taking on something so mammoth, but Liverpool is where I want to be.”

Hannah relaxed against Caz, beaming a smile. “I admire that. It tells me everything I need to know about you.”

“I think you know me well enough by now, but yeah…I know what I want, and it’s not spending my life on the road. It’s here, in this amazing city, with this one.” She turned her head and smiled at the very woman who had effectively saved her life. In more ways than one. “And if you can’t get on board with that, then it’s your own problem, babe.”

“Oh, I’m on board with it. Of course I am.”

“Paige!”

Paige jumped at the sound of Edie’s voice. She shot up from the couch and followed the voice. Edie was standing at the top of the stairs, holding her phone up. “My friends are all on Zoom waiting to meet you.”

Paige poked her head around the doorframe, smirking at Hannah. “Be right back. Your daughter and my groupies are waiting for me. And as for those tickets…I will get you some!”


Chapter 4


Paige rested against the window frame, looking out at the city lights. She adored being here with Juliet; their apartment was their safe space. But tomorrow morning, that would end for the next month. Paige had considered whether she could come home for a few days between shows if they had an extended break, but it depended entirely on where in the country those extended breaks took place. Travelling back and forth was tiring without wondering if she’d make it back in time.

“All packed up?” Juliet’s gentle voice floated through the silence, sending the hairs on Paige’s neck standing on end.

She spun around, her arms wrapped around herself. “Yeah. All done.”

“Could we spend the rest of the evening together, or do you have anything else to prepare?”

Paige held out a hand, pulling Juliet to her. “I’m all yours.”

Juliet turned Paige, her arms wrapped around Paige’s waist from behind. They watched the flickering lights, the traffic below them, Juliet’s chin resting on Paige’s shoulder. “In case I don’t say it enough, I’m so proud of you.”

“I’m proud of you, too.”

“Me? What is there to be proud of?”

Paige angled her head and kissed Juliet’s nose. “Everything. All of you. Does there need to be one thing in particular?”

Juliet’s arms tightened as she nuzzled her face into the side of Paige’s neck. “I don’t think you realise how much I’m going to miss you. I’m dreading it.”

“Me too, babe.” Paige settled her hands over Juliet’s, wanting to remain in this position and pretend tomorrow wouldn’t come. “How about I run us a bath and we relax together?”

“Can I bribe a film and snacks out of you too?”

Paige twisted in Juliet’s arms, drawing her into a kiss. “You don’t have to bribe anything out of me. You know I’ll give you anything I’m capable of giving.”

Juliet kissed the tip of Paige’s nose, holding her as close as she possibly could. “I’m so lucky to have you in my life.”

Oh, Paige was the lucky one here without a doubt. Leaving her marriage had felt like such a harrowing experience before she landed in Liverpool and felt that connection with Juliet. The mere thought of being alone, even though it would have always been the right decision, didn’t stop Paige from worrying about the future. It didn’t stop her from staying in an abusive relationship. To be here like this, holding Juliet before she went off on a UK tour with one hell of a performer…she had never imagined this life. Surely, that was all luck.

“Before I leave, I want to thank you for never giving up on me. On us.”

Juliet drew back but still held onto Paige’s waist. “How do you mean?”

“I tried to walk away from you on a few occasions, babe. I couldn’t see past the idea of James coming in and ruining everything. You persevered, you supported me, but most of all, you showed me that I could have a good life here.”

“It was important to me that you didn’t feel pressured.”

“And I didn’t. Not once. But it was that day when you promised to help me leave that really set my future in stone. I could see the torment in your eyes; I felt it, too. Deep down. But you would have let me go, wouldn’t you?”

“I…yes,” Juliet said quietly, lowering her eyes. “But I hope you know it wasn’t because I didn’t love you. I just…didn’t want you to feel frightened for your future. I also didn’t want you to feel terrible about any decision to leave, so I played along and hoped that, in time, you would come back to me.”

Paige smiled as she dipped her head and found Juliet’s eyes.

“Only, you never left. You didn’t walk away from me.”

“That period of time was one of the most terrifying parts of my life. The ache in my chest when I thought about not being with you anymore, even though it was for my own safety…I wondered if I’d survive breaking up with you.”

Juliet lifted a hand and brushed Paige’s hair from her face. “You would have.”

“Maybe. But I wouldn’t have been happy. I’d have just been existing for the sake of it.” Juliet looked at Paige with confusion. She likely wondered where Paige was going with this conversation. “What I’m saying is…that time in my life could have broken us. It almost did. If you think I’m going to leave you while we’re at our highest, you’re wrong. All I want every day is to do life with you, babe. I don’t care about the fans or the amazing reviews from my sets. I don’t care about how much I could be making one day. All I care about is my home.” Paige pressed a hand to Juliet’s chest. “Here. With you.”

“I want to share this experience with you, Paige. I want to cheer you on and enjoy every second of your success. Whether that is together or apart, I’m never not going to have your back. Just please remember that. I know we have an incredible relationship, and deep down, I know that we’ll be standing here like this for many years to come, but don’t ever feel as though you have to have this life. If you want anything different, you grab it with both hands and adore every moment of it. If that thought ever crosses your mind, please don’t consider me in it. Only think about yourself and what’s best for you. Okay?”

Paige clenched her jaw, forcing back a swell of emotion. If Juliet really thought there was the potential to break up, she really needed to give Paige more credit. This life—their life—was only just beginning. “I’ll be here. That’s all you need to remember.”

Juliet fisted both hands in Paige’s T-shirt, pulling her close and burying her face in Paige’s chest. “You are extraordinary.”
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There had been many moments in Juliet’s life when she had been taken aback by something. Whether that was in her career, her social life, or simply by something she had come across on the street. But here, tonight, Juliet found herself entirely speechless. Because of Paige and her maturity. Because of their relationship and how she knew Paige would fight for it until her very last breath. Because of love…and just how unbreakable theirs was.

When she had uttered her fears to Paige last week and again tonight, Juliet hadn’t known what to expect. Paige could have flown off the handle and taken offence, she could have walked away from the conversation and told Juliet not to be so ridiculous, but instead…Paige had quelled those thoughts and fears. She had held Juliet against her and allowed whatever she felt to come and go when it was ready to. That spoke volumes as to who Paige was as a person. And as a life partner.

Paige sat between Juliet’s legs in their deep bathtub, lavender calming Juliet as Paige sat forward in the hot, soapy water. Juliet reached out and traced her fingertip along the tattoo covering Paige’s back. She studied the intricate lines, smiling when Paige moaned lightly, then leaned forward and placed a kiss on Paige’s shoulder.

“Tell me about this tattoo.”

Paige eyed Juliet over her shoulder, shrugging slightly. “I got it to make myself feel better after a particular episode in my life. When he…first started to hit me.”

Juliet nodded slowly, stroking her palms up and down Paige’s arms as she lay back against Juliet. “We don’t have to talk about it if it’s not something you want to remember.”

“It’s hard not to remember it at times. While it initially made me feel better, it’s something I now look back on, and it reminds me of why I got it, you know?”

“I see.”

“We’d been married for a few months. James had started to turn on me.” Paige sighed as she lay her head back on Juliet’s chest, her eyes closed. “I got out of the shower one day and dropped my towel in front of the mirror. I…realised I had bruising in quite a few places on my body.”

“Paige, we don’t have to do this. I’m sorry I asked.”

Paige lifted a hand from the water and held onto Juliet’s. “My thighs were black and blue, my stomach had started to yellow, and when I turned around…the most recent bruising was really beginning to show.” Paige cleared her throat. “You know, I can’t even remember why he’d beaten me that time. I think just because he wanted to.”

“Baby, I’m sorry.” Juliet’s voice threatened to betray her, but this wasn’t about Juliet or her emotions. This was Paige opening up and trusting Juliet.

“The tattoo, for me, was a way of hoping I wouldn’t see those things in the future. That it would take away from any further bruising down the line. God knew there would be more.”

With her jaw clenched and her nostrils flared, Juliet remained silent. She wasn’t sure there was a response for something so despicable.

“I considered having it removed, or some of it, at least. But then I remember that it’s a part of me…my past, and it shows me how far I’ve come. That I’m not in that situation anymore. And the reason I’m not in that situation now is because of you.” Paige squeezed Juliet’s hand. “If it hadn’t been for you, I probably would have gone back to him at some point. Yes, I’m strong, but I’m only strong because you’re by my side. Without you, I feel weak.”

“You’re the strongest woman I know. With or without me, Paige.”

“Trust me, it doesn’t feel that way when we’re apart. Being like this with you, warm and safe, is where I feel strong. When I wake up beside you, I feel strong. When we’re sitting across the island from one another, having dinner and discussing our day, I feel like I could take on the world. But when I’m not with you, when I’m alone in a hotel room or preparing for a set…I feel wary and unsure of what I’m capable of.” Paige brought her other hand to Juliet’s thigh, stroking a thumb across her skin. “But then I hear your voice in my head, and I see your smile when I close my eyes…and I know that I’m okay. I don’t fear for the rest of the night so much.”

Juliet frowned. “You…feel that way when I’m not with you?”

Juliet really hoped Paige was exaggerating slightly. It hurt her heart to know that Paige was out there alone, frightened of what each day could bring. 

“Yes.”

“Baby, why didn’t you say something sooner? You know I’ll drop everything to be whatever you need.”

Paige turned slightly, freezing when the water almost sloshed over the edge of the tub. “Because I’m getting stronger each day. I can’t expect you to hold my hand forever. And honestly, you make me believe that I can do anything I want to.”

“Because you can.” Juliet leaned down and kissed Paige’s forehead. “You’re capable of far more than you realise.”

“Being with you has given me a sense of freedom I wasn’t sure I’d ever have. But it’s not a freedom to go out there and discover myself; I already did that when I met you. It’s a freedom to not fear putting one foot wrong and receiving a smack for it. It’s a freedom to speak my mind if we’re not quite in agreement with something that doesn’t result in a hand around the throat. It’s a freedom to simply exist in my own skin…without any bruises.”

God, that hurt far more than Juliet expected it to.

“You’ve given me a life, Juliet. The most beautiful, unproblematic life.”

“I want you to know that no matter what the future holds, I’ll never do anything to hurt you. I’d never raise my voice to you…let alone my hand. I just want to see you smiling and hear that infectious laugh that makes my heart skip a beat. Nothing else matters to me, so long as you are happy and living a life you’ve always wanted to live.”

“I am, babe. I’m living that right this second. I have been since the day I came clean and told you why I kept running from bar to bar. You created a space where I felt safe, and honestly, I’ve never looked back.”

Juliet trailed a thumb across Paige’s bottom lip, smiling with tears in her eyes. “I only ever want to look forward with you.”

“God, I’m so excited for my future with you, Juliet. I’m not sure you understand just how much.”

“I do. I see it in your eyes every time you put my mind at rest.” Juliet may have been feeling out of sorts with the sudden addition of the UK tour, but when she sat alone and realistically thought things through, she knew Paige was coming home to her time and time again. Whether that was a month-long UK tour or a year-long world tour really didn’t matter. Paige was hers. And she was Paige’s. “Are you happy with the direction of everything right now?”

“Mostly.”

“Mostly?” Juliet asked, a brow quirked.

“Yeah. I’d rather be here getting the bar ready with you. You probably look ridiculously hot with a paintbrush in your hand, and I won’t be here to see it.”

“Don’t worry. I’ll send you a picture.” Juliet winked as Paige shifted onto her stomach. “Naked, of course.”

“Now you’re talking.” Paige grinned where she rested against Juliet, their breasts pressing together. “I know people claim that sex in the bath is sexy and all that, but it’s bullshit, and I’d rather have you naked on our bed for the rest of the night. So, are we done here?”

Juliet adored that. The way they could discuss intense pasts and heartache…then switch it back to what they enjoyed the most. One another. “Mmhmm. I thought you’d never ask.”

Paige managed to scramble from the tub without breaking her neck, her dripping wet, taut body glistening for Juliet. “I’m about to be without you for a long time…if you think we’re sleeping at all tonight, you have another thing coming.”


Chapter 5


Juliet’s phone pinged on the couch beside her for the third time. She glanced at the screen, ignoring the message waiting for her again. She didn’t want to talk to anyone unless it was Paige. Preferably Paige calling to say she was coming home because the tour wasn’t working for her, and that she needed to be with Juliet instead. Stop being ridiculous. She brought the cuff of Paige’s hoodie up to her nose, inhaling deeply. Paige had almost put it into the washing machine the morning she was leaving, only to be stopped dead in the kitchen by a shrieking Juliet. There was no way Paige was leaving her with nothing that smelled like her.

Realising that she should probably respond to her messages, she brought her phone up.

I’m only working half a day. Did you want to meet up for lunch?

Juliet smiled. It was Hannah. She had a feeling Paige had asked Hannah to keep Juliet company, but she didn’t want company. Unless it was Paige.

Is everything okay? I haven’t heard from you in a few days.

Hannah again. No, everything wasn’t okay. Juliet was miserable. She still wore the same pyjamas that she’d been wearing the morning Paige left. She hadn’t washed her hair or showered and had barely eaten anything.

Hey. Thanks for the invite but I’m already busy with plans. Maybe another time?

That should satisfy Hannah. And if it didn’t, Hannah could deal with it herself. Once she was home with Caz, Juliet would be the least of her worries.

Okay, well, if you change your mind, I’ll be at the usual place.

Juliet wouldn’t change her mind. She had been so stupid, not agreeing to go with Paige on tour. The bar was closed; what did it matter if she was around or not? She had no plans to pick up a hammer or knock walls out, so why did she need to be here?

Honestly, she feared she would cramp Paige’s style. This wasn’t her moment. It was her girlfriend’s. Paige should be free to breathe and enjoy this experience. Having Juliet there, she would probably feel obliged to spend all of her time with her. Juliet didn’t want Paige to feel that way. And after the conversation they’d had in the tub a few nights ago, Juliet knew how important it was for Paige to find her feet without Juliet hanging off her.

Don’t wait around for me. But definitely another time.

She locked her phone and curled back under her blanket. It wasn’t particularly cold in the apartment; the blanket was more of a comfort for her. Something to weigh her down and offer that safety Paige usually provided.

Juliet snuggled down and brought the blanket to her chin. A rerun of a show she and Paige usually watched was playing as background noise simply because Juliet hated silence. Before she met Paige, she could enjoy silence any time of day, but now? No. She hated it. Silence meant she was entirely alone. 

She closed her eyes, wondering what Paige was doing this afternoon. Had she finished her soundcheck? Had she eaten lunch? Would she find time to call Juliet before the hustle and bustle of the show began?

Juliet groaned, pulling the blanket over her head. If she could just sleep as much as possible, missing Paige wouldn’t last as long.

Her phone started to ring somewhere on the couch, but Juliet didn’t have the energy to answer it. What if it’s Paige? She scrambled to an upright position, rummaging for her phone.

It was Paige. “H-hello?”

“Hi, babe.”

“Oh, God. You don’t know how good it is to hear your voice.” Juliet settled back on the couch, dragging a hand through her embarrassing hair. It was a good job Paige wasn’t home. She looked a mess. “How are you? Have you eaten?”

“I have. I’ve just finished lunch now.”

Juliet smiled. So long as Paige looked after herself, that was the main thing. “And how’s your hotel?”

“You know what, it’s not as bad as some I’ve stayed in. Quite swanky, actually.”

That only saddened Juliet. She could have been enjoying Paige’s swanky hotel with her. “Well, I’m glad you have nice digs. It makes me feel better knowing you’re comfortable.”

“Have you been doing much?”

Juliet cleared her throat. “Oh, yes. Been busy doing things around the apartment and at the bar.”

“Really? I called the bar this morning expecting you to be there, but the builder said he hadn’t seen you.”

“Oh. Weird.”

“Mmhmm.”

Juliet knew Paige was narrowing her eyes, trying to decide if she believed a word she said.

“Everything okay, babe?”

“Y-yes.”

Paige sighed. “Juliet. I’d rather you were honest with me.”

“Fine. I’m not okay. I’m bored to tears, I miss you, and this apartment is like being in a morgue.”

“Haven’t you heard from Hannah or Caz?”

And there it was. Confirmation that Paige had been in touch with them before she left. “Hannah texted me before. Asked if I wanted to have lunch with her.”

“And you’d rather sit in our morgue-y apartment than agree to that?”

“Seems I would.” Juliet inhaled the scent of Paige’s hoodie again, smiling against the fabric. “But never mind me. Tell me about your plans for the rest of the day.”

“I’m heading off to the venue soon for a soundcheck. Then it’s just waiting around, really.”

Juliet knew how much Paige hated sitting around. She preferred to keep busy doing useful things. “Well, it’ll be over before you know it, and then you’ll be back at the hotel.”

“Hope so. Soraya is doing her usual planning for things after shows. I know it’s what they all do, go out drinking and that, but I’d rather relax, you know?”

“I know. But join them. You may enjoy yourself.”

Paige scoffed. “Unless you’re going to be there, I doubt I’ll enjoy any of it.”

While it warmed Juliet to know that Paige wished she was there, she still preferred Paige to immerse herself in the experience. Okay, the UK wasn’t Europe, but it was still one hell of a chance to show the world what she was capable of. Juliet knew all about the amazing things people were saying online. The UK would love Paige just as much as Europe had. And who knew…maybe further afield in time.

“So, can I call you tonight when I’m finished? It might be late; I don’t like to leave the side of the stage while the others are performing. It seems rude, you know?”

“Of course. I’ll be here waiting to speak to you again.”

“Okay, good. Maybe we could Facetime instead? I miss looking at you.”

Juliet would never turn down that opportunity. She thought she would have been the one missing the other more, but it seemed they missed one another equally. Two days in…and Juliet was a complete mess. At least this would give her a reason to shower and actually make herself look presentable. “I miss looking at you, too.”

“Then it’s a date. You and I, tonight.”

Juliet giggled. “Should I bring wine?”

“You know what, you should. Let’s make it something special and spend some time with one another. I have nowhere to be.”

Juliet had just fallen in love with Paige all over again. A Facetime date was exactly what she needed in her life right now. It was the closest she could be to Paige since she was all the way at the bottom of the country. Just the drive down would take her seven hours, and that was without traffic. “I can’t wait.”

“Me neither. But I should go. I’m sorry, babe.” Paige cleared her throat and exhaled a breath. “I wish I had more time to talk. I only have a few minutes before I leave the hotel.”

“Baby, you don’t have to explain. I know you’re busy.”

“One thing I’ll never be is too busy for you. I promise to be around tonight. Let’s say midnight, okay?” Paige and Juliet were more than used to late nights that extended beyond midnight. That was relatively early for them these days.

“Midnight. I love you.”

“I love you, too.”
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And breathe.

Paige exited the stage to the left to rapturous applause, her spine still tingling from the crowd singing one of her songs back to her. She tried to force back the grin she wore—her face was beginning to ache now—but it seemed it wasn’t possible. People…knew her music. They loved her music. Christ, a few fans had even had banners with wording directed at her.

Fans. Wow.

As she moved out of view of everyone, Paige rested her back against the wall in the corridor that led to her dressing room. With her palms pressed against the cool concrete, she exhaled a shaky breath and closed her eyes. Would that overwhelming feeling lessen as time went on? She thought she would be used to this by now, given the fact she’d already done a month in Europe. Perhaps it was because she was on home soil; she wasn’t sure. Whatever was going on with her life lately, she really needed to allow it to sink in and then embrace every second of this.

“Oh, my God! Babe, that was amazing.” Soraya came out of nowhere, stopping dead in front of Paige. “They fucking love you! We all do!”

Paige offered a shy smile. She was still getting used to the praise in all of this. “Thanks. That was…a lot.”

“Why? It was epic!”

“I just didn’t expect that many people to know my stuff, you know?”

Soraya smirked, guiding Paige away by the elbow. “I wanted people to know who you were. I’ve been sharing and highlighting your music for the last week in the run-up to the tour starting.”

Oh, wow. Paige had no idea Soraya had been highlighting her. She was thankful, of course she was, but again…overwhelmed was the overriding emotion here. “Thanks. I appreciate that.”

“Don’t mention it. You’re talented, Paige. I wouldn’t have insisted you come back for the UK leg if I didn’t believe that. I would have just asked someone else. But you know I wanted you on this leg of the tour. I think losing Drift so suddenly was meant to happen.”

God, she couldn’t wait to tell Juliet about this evening. She was going to be beside herself for Paige. Juliet always shared in Paige’s wins. And this, it was definitely a win. “This is wild.”

They laughed in unison, stopping outside the dressing rooms when Soraya’s sound guy came towards her to mic her up. “I guess it’s my time to shine now.”

Paige rolled her eyes playfully. “Yeah, because that never happens, does it? The place will erupt when you walk out.”

Soraya leaned in and hugged Paige, squeezing her before she pulled back. “I’ll see you after the show.”

“Yeah, uh…I kinda have some plans, so I won’t be joining you guys afterwards. But tomorrow, I’ll be there.”

“Plans?”

Oh, yeah. Plans with the most beautiful woman in the world. “Yeah. I’m jumping on a call with Juliet. We have business stuff to talk about, and I figured we could have a little FaceTime date night. You know?”

Soraya grimaced slightly. “Is she struggling with all of this?”

“Struggling? No. I mean, we miss one another, but she’s not struggling. Juliet has a lot to deal with back in Liverpool. You know I told you about the bar last time?” Soraya nodded. “Well, we’re extending it. Building work started yesterday.”

“So long as you’re able to embrace this experience fully, that’s all I care about. I’m sure you two will be fine.”

Um, yeah. They were fine. Had Paige hinted at anything other than fine? “We’re really good.”

“Good. If you’re good, I’m good. I’ll see you tomorrow, okay?”

“Sure.”

Paige sighed as Soraya walked away, her hands flailing about as her sound guy rushed behind her with wires and mics. This was a pretty incredible life, but it would never be full-time for Paige. It was far too hectic. She’d done hectic, she’d had the whole ‘not knowing if she was coming or going’, and now…it was time to settle into a perfect life with Juliet. If it could be any more perfect, that was. 
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Paige propped her iPad up on a mass of scatter cushions and made herself comfortable. She may be alone in her hotel room, but she knew she was going to have the perfect night. Just knowing Juliet would be on a FaceTime call with her had helped Paige get through the last few hours. Whether she was here in person or via a screen, it didn’t matter. It was the fact Paige had Juliet at all that made her smile.

Her iPad started to ring as she shifted onto her stomach, and then she connected it. Juliet’s eyes stared back at her, a little more tired than Paige would have liked, that bright white smile beaming through the screen and almost blinding Paige. “My God. You’re so gorgeous.”

Juliet laughed and shook her head. “That was very smooth.”

“No, I mean it. I could never forget your face, but fucking hell. When I haven’t seen you for more than a few hours, I’m just reminded all over again.”

“How was the show?” Juliet sipped on a glass of red, her gaze not leaving Paige’s. “Good, I hope.”

“It was quite intense tonight. I know I’ve done a lot of shows now, but there’s something about a crowd of thousands singing back to you.”

Juliet regarded Paige with a lopsided smile. “I wish I could have been there to hear that.”

“Me too, babe.” It didn’t matter if Paige knew Juliet was at home in Liverpool; she would always look out at the crowd, hoping to spot her. “But I’m sure there’s footage somewhere.”

“It’s not the same. It could never be the same.”

Paige reached for her beer. “I know. The offer to get you a ticket is still there.”

“Let me see how things go at the bar. The contractor seems like he knows what he’s doing, but you know what I’m like. I prefer to oversee projects.”

Paige grinned. She loved Juliet’s quirks. “You do. But that just means everything turns out perfect, and I can’t blame you for that. Knowing you’re there, it makes me feel better about the building work.”

“If you’re sure?”

“I am. Of course I want you here with me—we could have made very good use of this room. But I’ll have you all to myself again soon.”

Juliet lifted her phone and repositioned it when she lay on the couch. Her eyelids appeared heavy, and Paige knew she was stifling a yawn. “Is the bed comfy? I could really do with cuddling you right now.”

“Babe, are you tired?”

Juliet covered her mouth with her hand. “Shattered.”

“Why don’t you go to bed?” Paige wanted to spend some time with Juliet, but not at the expense of her losing out on sleep. “I don’t mind.”

“No. I want to stay here talking to you. I don’t want to let you go yet.”

“Then do something for me?” Paige shifted closer to the screen, her head propped up in her hand. “Get into bed, and we’ll talk there.”

“I’m sorry. I’m not very good company lately. I haven’t had a full night’s sleep since you left for the tour. You’d think, given the fact I’ve spent most of my adult life sleeping alone, that I’d be used to it, but I got quite attached over the last year or so.”

“Yeah, you did.” Paige studied Juliet through the screen. “Please, get into bed…for me. I’ll stay on the call with you until you fall asleep.”

“You would?” Juliet’s bottom lip trembled. Most people likely wouldn’t notice, but Paige did. She noticed everything.

“Of course I would. Whatever you need.” She stayed on the line, mostly looking at the ceiling in their apartment while Juliet went about getting ready for bed. “I can’t wait to be home, and I’ve only just left.”

Juliet’s face reappeared. “I’m just glad I have something to keep me busy. I know I can’t really do much to help at the bar, but I can still be there…occasionally.”

“You’re supposed to be having a break, babe. Do you ever sit still?”

“When I’m home with you, yes. But other than that, I prefer to stay busy.” Juliet turned out the bathroom light and moved along the hallway. She groaned as she climbed into bed, then she got into her usual position and smiled back at Paige. “I don’t know what I did with myself before you came along.”

Paige could make some kind of joke about Rachel, but it wasn’t necessary. “I don’t either.”

Juliet yawned, her eyelids heavy. “Do you think the bar will still do well once we’ve expanded?”

“Definitely. We already have the client base, and now we can stop turning people down for memberships. You already know it’ll be a success because everything you do tends to be.”

Juliet grinned. “Thank you for making me feel better about it.”

Paige lifted a shoulder. She wasn’t telling Juliet what she wanted to hear. “It’s true, though. You’re so dedicated to anything you do that it’s hard to imagine it failing. And the women-only nights are going to be a huge hit once word gets out about it. Hannah and Caz do nothing but talk about it.”

“No, they talk about your cocktails.” Juliet gave Paige a knowing look.

“I mean, yeah…you’re right. But we all know couples we can offer memberships to, so it’s kinda going to be perfect. The Liverpool L Word.”

Juliet laughed at that. “Well, we’re already partly there since most of us have slept with someone else’s partner.”

Ouch. That stung. “Mm. Thankfully, I’m not one of those people.”

“And I’m also very thankful for that.” Juliet’s eyelids fluttered closed, another yawn making an appearance.

“Go to sleep, babe.” Paige wished she was wrapped up in Juliet’s arms tonight. “I’m not going anywhere, but please, go to sleep.”

A gentle smile played on Juliet’s lips as she pulled the cover up to her chin. “The first night that you’re home, you’re going to sing me to sleep.”

Oh, Paige would do that every night if Juliet needed it. “It’s a deal. Goodnight, babe.”


Chapter 6


“Oh, there’s no place like home.”

Paige dropped her holdall to the floor, the front door closing softly behind her. Juliet wasn’t home, she was having dinner with Hannah and Caz, but it gave Paige the perfect opportunity to shower and dress in something more comfortable before her girlfriend arrived. Hannah knew Paige was surprising Juliet tonight—encouraging Juliet into leaving the apartment had been a team effort—but the electricity pumping through Paige’s veins had her almost running out the door and to Hannah’s place now…rather than wait.

Just wait. It’ll all be worth it.

And it would be worth it. Seeing that sexy smile of Juliet’s had been all Paige thought about on her journey back to Liverpool. She knew Juliet had her schedule for the tour, but she wasn’t sure how often she checked it. This wasn’t just a quick flying visit. Paige had the next two days off. And once she returned to the tour, she was only forty minutes down the road in Manchester. What did that mean? It meant she had plenty of time over the next couple of days to dedicate all of her attention to Juliet.

She took her phone from the side of her holdall and brought up Juliet’s messages.

Hi, babe. How’s dinner going with the girls? x

Kicking off her trainers, Paige headed straight for the couch. She just wanted to rest for a moment, and then she would get the place ready for Juliet’s return.

Nice. I’ll probably leave soon. As much as I love Hannah and Caz, I’m not fond of being the third-wheel x

Paige laughed and shook her head. Juliet hated having dinner with couples when she was on her own. Paige did too, though.

I’m sure it’s not like that. Just enjoy yourself and I’ll talk to you later, okay? x

Paige watched as the delivered receipt turned to read. She lay down, enveloped by Juliet’s divine scent, and waited for a response.

Paige, could I ask you something? x

Of course, babe. What’s up? x

Juliet had been quiet over the last few days. Paige assumed it was the tour beginning to get to her, the time spent away, but if something else was on Juliet’s mind, Paige wanted to know. Because then she could put her mind to rest.

You have a break from the tour now. Unless I have the wrong schedule, last night was your last performance for a few days. I kind of hoped we could have spent those days together, but you haven’t suggested doing so.

Paige frowned. Okay, she hadn’t told Juliet she was coming home, but what exactly was it she wanted to ask?

Was there supposed to be a question in that message? x

She waited. And waited.

Then waited some more.

Do you not want to see me? x

Whoa. Paige hadn’t expected that to be what Juliet wanted to ask. She understood her girlfriend’s wariness, Juliet had been more than honest about her feelings leading up to the tour, but really? Did she really believe Paige didn’t want to see her?

Still, she didn’t want to ruin the surprise of being home.

Would a little white lie hurt? Surely not.

Sorry. Things are a bit hectic with the others. We have some time off, yes, but that’s also going to be time spent travelling to the next city and stuff x

Wow, Paige didn’t like lying to Juliet at all. Quite frankly, that message made her feel very uneasy. Perhaps it was time to just come clean.

Okay. Well, have a great night with the band, and I’ll talk to you soon. I love you x

Paige puffed out her cheeks, giving herself a moment to decide what to do next. Juliet had bought what she’d said, at least that’s how it seemed, but Paige still felt bad.

She switched to Hannah’s messages, hoping to get a feel for Juliet’s mood.

Hey, I’m back home. Is Juliet okay? I think she’s under the impression I’m avoiding coming home, so if you think it’s easier to tell her I’m back, I’ll do that. I don’t want her to have a shitty night because she’s upset.

Hannah started to respond immediately.

She’s fine. She did mention it to us, but she’s in the living room laughing with Caz right now. We’ve finished dinner so I’d imagine she will be heading home within the next hour. She wasn’t planning to make it a late night.

Okay, that satisfied Paige.

Thanks for getting her out of the apartment. Could you let me know when she leaves so I can have everything ready?

Sure. I know she’s dying to see you, so you’d better make it a good night!

Paige grinned. She planned to spend every second she could with Juliet for the next forty-eight hours. She switched back to Juliet’s message and quickly responded.

I love you, too x

And now, it was time to make sure the apartment looked as cosy as Paige wanted it to be. In a couple of hours, the woman of her dreams would be lying in Paige’s arms.

And there is nowhere else I’d rather be.
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“Goodnight, H.” Juliet exited Henry’s car, leaning into the open window when she closed the door. She appreciated everything he continued to do for them, always there to keep an eye on any…unsavoury people lurking around, but he didn’t need to be here tonight. “I’ll be home for the rest of the night now. Get yourself some rest, and I’ll call you in a few days.”

“You know, she wouldn’t like knowing you’re locking yourself in the apartment day after day.” Henry gave Juliet a knowing look. “That’s not who you are, Jules.”

“Well, she doesn’t need to know.” Juliet just wanted to get inside and sleep off this dreadful mood she seemed to be in. What did it matter if Paige had a couple of days free? Those days were for recuperation, and Juliet knew that. Hell, she encouraged it. “If she calls you, you know nothing, and I haven’t been sitting around at home. Got it?”

Henry blew out a breath. “Whatever you say.”

Juliet patted the door. “Thanks for the lift. Take it easy, H.”

She turned and looked up at the apartment block, sighing when she felt that loneliness settle in the pit of her stomach once again. It wasn’t on Paige to prevent that feeling, Juliet was a grown woman who had managed just fine before she met Paige, but the nights felt longer. The days…they just dragged on and on. Juliet really needed to find a hobby for these kinds of times. Who knew what sort of life Paige would have soon. If they were going to be apart for long periods of time, Juliet had to find something to occupy her mind.

As she walked through the gates, she turned to find Henry watching her from his car. Perhaps she could treat him to dinner one evening. Maybe even just a chat and a coffee at the apartment. Henry was a good guy, he’d had her back for some time now, so why not thank him for that? She had an expensive bottle of scotch lying around somewhere that an old client had given to her; she was sure Henry could make use of it.

She entered the building via the fob on her keys, heading straight for the lift. Once she was safely inside, Juliet allowed the emotion she’d been holding back all night to surface. I just want one night with her, she thought, brushing a tear from her cheek. One night to look at Paige and remember everything they shared. One night to hold and be held. One night to stroke that soft blonde hair as they lay on the couch with one another.

Just…one night. It was all she needed to stave off the craving she had for Paige.

But Paige was busy being the superstar she was quickly becoming.

I’m so proud of her.

Juliet reached their floor. Another night of climbing into bed alone was about to commence. It shouldn’t be so dramatic in her mind. Before Paige, Juliet had spent practically every night climbing into bed alone. Well, with the exception of Rachel. But that had been a strange time in her life. One where she didn’t know what each day would bring.

She stopped in the corridor close to their apartment and took her phone from her bag. She shouldn’t have said what she had to Paige earlier this evening.

Hey. I’m home. I’m sorry about what I said before. I was just feeling a little lost without you. But I want you to know that I’m proud of you every time you go out onto that stage. Rest, baby. And please, take care of yourself. If you need anything, you know where I am. I love you always x

Exhaling a slow breath, another tear working its way down her face, Juliet slid the key into the lock and forced the apartment door open.

The place should have been in darkness, but as Juliet stepped over the threshold, candles illuminated the space. Warm flickers of soft light that instantly calmed Juliet. If not for the fact that she could smell Paige all around her, she would have questioned what the hell was going on. And then she turned ever so slightly. Paige was standing close to the bedroom door, her phone lit up and in her hand.

“I never want you to feel lost without me.”

Juliet regarded Paige with a lopsided smile, fresh tears threatening. “Paige. W-what are you doing here?”

“I wanted to surprise you. And right now, I’m glad that I did come home.” Paige crossed the space and took Juliet’s handbag from her. She placed it down on the kitchen island and took Juliet in her arms. Their eyes met, concern showing in Paige’s, and then she brought a hand to Juliet’s cheek. “Babe, what’s going on? You’ve been crying.”

“I’m okay. Just an emotional day.”

Paige cocked her head and gave Juliet a knowing look. “Talk to me, please. You know how important our communication is to me.”

Juliet buried her face in the crook of Paige’s neck, inhaling her scent. Just a moment or two, and she would speak up. But first, she needed to feel Paige’s warmth against her. Enveloping her. Keeping her safe. “God, I’ve missed you.”

Paige drew a palm up Juliet’s back, their bodies pressed together. “I’ve missed you, too. And I’m not leaving you for the next two days.”

Juliet pulled back. “What? Really?”

“Mmhmm. So, why don’t you change, and then we’ll get comfortable on the couch.”

Was it too soon to rip Paige’s tank top and boxer shorts from her body? Probably not, but Juliet would like to hear about Paige’s time away so far. They had plenty of time to reconnect. “I’d like that.”

“Me too. Now, go on. Shift that incredibly good arse, and I’ll wait for you on the couch. Glass of wine?”

Juliet grinned. “I’d love a glass of wine.”


Chapter 7


Paige stood at the sink in the kitchen, humming along to the radio. Juliet was still sleeping, the coffee was almost ready, and Paige felt truly rested this morning. Nothing beat sleeping in your own bed with the woman you love. No hotel room could ever compare to being here…safely at home. Paige was hugely grateful for the opportunity Soraya had given her and for believing in Paige’s talent, but she stood by her word. She couldn’t wait until this was all over and life returned to normal.

She lifted her phone from the worktop and sent off a quick message to Hannah.

Thanks so much for last night. It’s great to be home. I don’t think I’ll have much of a chance to catch up with you, Caz and Edie. Just a few weeks and I’ll be here full-time again. Love ya! x

Paige took her coffee from the machine, resting back against the edge of the counter. The silence this morning was bliss. No hum of the hotel air conditioning. No whoosh of the nearby lift. No voices out in the corridor as people came and went from their own room.

Just silence.

And love.

She checked the time, deciding to give Juliet a while longer to sleep. Her girlfriend had seemed tired last night; Paige didn’t want to wake her if she needed a little extra this morning. They didn’t exactly have any plans to leave the apartment. If Juliet had wanted to, then Paige would be right behind her, but in an ideal world, today would have been spent at home. Where they could relax and talk about the bar. Where they could take things at their pace…or do nothing at all.

Paige’s phone buzzed.

You’re welcome. Don’t worry about finding time to see us. Juliet has missed you x

She grinned. Paige had missed Juliet, too. Today, she planned to make up for those moments when they’d longed for one another. FaceTime calls didn’t quite work for either of them.

Everything will be back to normal soon x

She sipped her coffee, moaning lightly at the familiar taste. Juliet was very particular about her coffee blend, and it seemed Paige was now, too.

You know, if you want to keep doing what you love with your music, I know Juliet will be okay. She has us to keep her company on the days you’re gone. And the bar. Do what makes you happy, Paige. It could all be gone in the blink of an eye.

Huh. Paige was going to do what made her happy, and that meant being here with Juliet. Not hundreds of miles away. Not in another country. Not loving her from afar. No. Paige needed to be here. It was the only place she felt she belonged. It was the only life that mattered to her.

I am. That means being in Liverpool. It’s where I’m happiest.

Paige locked her phone, hoping Hannah would accept what she’d said. Hadn’t she told people repeatedly that she had no plans to continue on any tour Soraya may or may not announce? Hadn’t she explained her reasons for being here…for not wanting to live the life of a musician?

She shook her head and turned back to the coffee machine. Seemed she would need extra caffeine before she even thought about beginning her day.

“You don’t know how good it is to see you home, Paige.”

Juliet’s tired voice floated through the air. It sent the hairs on the back of Paige’s neck upright. Nothing would ever feel as good. She turned, smiling at Juliet. “Feels really good to be home, babe.”

“I didn’t realise how much sleep I needed.” Juliet strode barefoot across the apartment, taking a cup of coffee as Paige handed it over. “Thank you.”

“I’m here now. And I want you to take care of yourself. That includes sleeping properly when I’m not here.” Paige pulled Juliet to her and wrapped an arm around her waist. “You have to take care of yourself for me. I hate knowing you’re not sleeping.”

“I’ll be okay. I’m just not used to being here alone anymore.” Juliet rested her head on Paige’s shoulder, reaching around her and lowering her cup to the counter. “I’m not thinking about it while you’re back. I just want to enjoy any moments I can have with you.”

“Me too, babe.” Paige lowered her head and kissed Juliet’s hair. She lingered, inhaling that scent, and smiled. “I can’t believe you thought I didn’t want to see you.”

“I know. I was just being dramatic. It doesn’t happen often, and it won’t happen again.”

“If that’s how you felt, I’m sorry. I just wanted to surprise you. I should have thought about it and been mindful of the fact you were feeling a little down.” Paige never wanted Juliet to have those thoughts. All she ever wanted was to be at home, loving this woman in her arms. “If we have another break in the schedule, and it’s possible, I’ll tell you I’m coming home beforehand.”

Juliet drew back, that look of love shining in her eyes. “It was a lovely surprise.”

“Really?” Paige wrinkled her nose. “It didn’t feel that way when you walked through the door crying.”

“It was. I wouldn’t lie to you.” Juliet unravelled herself from Paige and took her coffee towards her reading seat in the window. “It’s a shame you couldn’t be at dinner with us last night. Hannah and Caz would have loved to see you.”

“I know. But the earliest train I could get meant I wouldn’t have made it. There are a few rail replacements on at the minute, so I had to take the bus for part of the journey.”

Juliet looked over at Paige from her seat. “You should have said. I would have picked you up from wherever you were travelling from.”

“Nah. We weren’t too far outside of London. It made sense to get the train instead of expecting you to travel to get me.” Paige finished her second coffee of the morning and crossed the apartment. She sat down on the window seat facing Juliet, her elbows perched on her knees. “I’m here, I made it, and that’s that.”

A lazy smile spread on Juliet’s lips as she lowered her reading glasses over her eyes. “Anything you want to do today?”

“Nothing in particular. I thought I’d go out and get some groceries in, then cook dinner for us.” Paige took the book Juliet was about to open from her hands. When Juliet looked up at her, frowning, Paige lifted a brow. “Are we okay?”

“Of course.” Juliet sat forward, taking Paige’s hands. “Why wouldn’t we be?”

“I don’t know. Something just feels off. But if you’re sure, I’ll leave it at that.”

Juliet dragged a hand through her hair. “I think I’m just surprised that you’re home. That’s all. But you and I are more than okay. I promise you.”

That was good enough for Paige. Perhaps she was just having her own doubts about being away. Still…not long to go. “Okay. I’m going to get dressed and go out for those ingredients. Then I’m locking us in here for the rest of the day.”

Juliet beckoned Paige closer with a curl of the finger. She smiled into a kiss, a hand wrapped around the back of Paige’s neck. “It sounds like the perfect day to me. Don’t be too long.”
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Juliet dried her hands on a towel, folding it and placing it to the side of the empty worktop space. Paige was putting the condiments away, their place was tidy after dinner, and Juliet was full in every way possible. Mostly full of love, though. She hadn’t realised how much she needed this time with Paige, but from the moment she had stepped through the door last night, she didn’t want to let her go again. She would have to, she understood that, but it didn’t mean she had to like it.

“How’s the bar coming along?” Paige turned away from the cupboard and pulled herself up onto the counter. “I can’t even remember the plans now. I’m dying to see the progress.”

Juliet shook her head and approached Paige, standing between her legs. “You know I’m not going to show you the progress. I want it to be a surprise.”

“I know. But I can still try to get my own way. It’s not illegal.”

Juliet stroked her palms up and down Paige’s thighs. She looked so good being at home, just a T-shirt and shorts getting in the way of everything Juliet craved. “Thank you for dinner. It was great.”

Paige narrowed her eyes. “That was one hell of a pivot.”

“It’s the lawyer in me,” Juliet said, lifting a shoulder as she beckoned Paige closer and stole a kiss. “And just because I’m not going to change my mind.”

“Fair enough.” Paige wrapped her legs around Juliet, trapping her in place. “I have a question for you.” Paige sat back on her hands, chewing her lip. “Once the bar is finished, what’s next?”

“What’s next?” Juliet narrowed her eyes, unsure of where Paige was going with this conversation. “You mean like a holiday or something?”

“I am not opposed to a holiday, but no, that’s not what I was talking about.” Paige’s silver eyes shone back at Juliet. “What is our next project?”

“I…don’t have another project.” Juliet would need a break from anything of the kind after dealing with the bar. But if Paige had something in mind, she was all ears. “Do you?”

“I was thinking,” Paige said as she sat up and rested her arms over Juliet’s shoulders. “We should look at…a house.”

Of all the things Paige could have said, buying a house was not on that list. Juliet hadn’t thought much about upsizing. While she loved the idea of something bigger and with a garden, she also loved her apartment. “I…should we?”

“Yeah. Why not? We can’t stay here forever.” Paige looked around. “It’s a gorgeous place, but don’t you want something bigger? Somewhere we can make a life together?”

“It’s not something I’ve thought about. Is that what you want?”

Paige nodded. “I think it wouldn’t hurt to throw some ideas around.”

“You don’t like being here?” This was the first time Paige had said anything like this. As far as Juliet was aware, Paige was happy here.

“I like being wherever you are.”

Juliet searched Paige’s face, thrown by the unexpectedness of this conversation. “R-right.” She frowned, the only thing keeping her grounded being the arms draped over her shoulders. “If that’s something you want, I guess it’s something for me to think about.”

“Babe, it’s just a suggestion. It could be exciting.”

And then Juliet realised exactly why Paige wanted to live in something bigger. Really, she had downgraded when she’d left James and met Juliet. “I should have known. I’m sorry.”

“What are you apologising for?” Now Paige was the confused one in this conversation.

“Before you left Kent, you had a home. Something far bigger than this. It never occurred to me that you wouldn’t be happy here.”

“No, no. You’ve misunderstood. I am happy here. I don’t care where we live so long as I wake up with you every morning. I really don’t. I guess it was just something that crossed my mind. Very briefly, might I add…”

“You’re right. We may have been together now for what…fifteen months, but I’m still coming to terms with the fact that this is even my life now.”

Paige sat further forward, lowering her arms. “I’m sorry?”

“When I left law, I had no idea where my life was going. I’d spent so many years coming home alone, eating dinner alone, or unfortunately…paying an escort so I didn’t look or feel so alone. Then I bought the bar and figured it was something for me to focus on.” Juliet smiled, tucking Paige’s hair behind her ear. “And then you walked into the bar…into my life. I hadn’t for one moment expected anything to come of how I felt about you, it didn’t seem possible, but here we are. In love and happy.”

Paige brushed her nose against Juliet’s, those grey eyes soft. “We are. We’re exactly here.”

“And so, yes. We should look at what’s next.” Juliet would give Paige the world if she asked for it. “Moving from here wasn’t something I’d ever thought about. It wasn’t anything I thought I needed to do. But we should make new plans. You’ve changed my life, Paige. You’ve given me a reason to enjoy my days. A beautiful home with a garden is surely what we need.”

“Yeah?” Paige grinned as she drew back. “You’re sure it’s what you want, and you’re not just saying it to make me happy?”

“I’d do anything to make you happy, Paige.” Juliet reached out and touched Paige’s cheek lightly. “But no. I’m saying it because I want us to have something we’ve created together.”

“That sounds perfect, babe. Even if I know you’ll make it something special all on your own, knowing I’d be a part of it really does sound perfect.”

“We’re equal in this. In anything we do.” At times, it was hard for Juliet to remember the Paige she had initially met. The wariness in her eyes, the fear of being found, they never had to worry about those things anymore. “You’ll always matter. Anything you want will always matter.”

“All I want is you. Here, somewhere else, I don’t care. Just you.”

Juliet pressed her hands to the counter on either side of Paige. “The moment your tour is over, we should start looking.”

“The moment my tour is over, I’m coming back here and making love to you until the end of time.”

Juliet’s body came to life as Paige said that. They’d already spent last night and most of today naked, but Paige had a way of intensifying everything within a split second. “I cannot wait.”


Chapter 8


Juliet stretched her body, star-fishing in the bed as the sun beamed through the windows. She had forgotten to close the blinds as she crawled into bed last night, so here she was…awake at six in the morning. Those days were supposed to be over now, but she found herself wide awake anyway. She would admit to her sleeping pattern being a little bit iffy since Paige had left—the same thing had happened last time—but it was two weeks into the tour, with another two to go.

She climbed from the bed, shrugging her robe on and fastening it as she moved into the open plan space. Coffee was the first thing she needed, then she would check to see if Paige had texted her last night after she’d fallen asleep. They’d spoken on the phone for over thirty minutes while Paige had some downtime, but Paige had plans with Soraya and the band once the gig had finished.

Paige had promised Juliet she would text her once she was safely in her hotel room, and it was a promise she hadn’t broken since she’d started touring. So long as Juliet knew she was safe, life would be okay. She tapped the screen of her phone as she passed it by, smiling when she saw Paige’s name. Juliet would make coffee, and then she would sit in the quiet while she searched for Paige’s set last night.

I really have to find time to go to one of the shows.

It was true. Juliet wanted nothing more than to be standing at the front of a crowd while people cheered for Paige. That would be the moment when this all really sunk in for her. Because yes, at times, Juliet couldn’t quite believe the life Paige had now. Maybe she could snag a ticket for tomorrow’s show. She would speak to Paige about it later.

Armed with her coffee, Juliet took her phone from the counter and moved towards her reading chair in the window. She brought up Paige’s message, noting the time it was sent. Four this morning. Jesus, Paige would barely function today if she didn’t get plenty of rest.

Back at my room. Missing your gorgeous smile. I love you, babe x

Juliet grinned at that. Paige may be heading for potential stardom, but she would never forget who she was or who she loved. She would usually respond to Paige’s night-time text, but Juliet chose not to. Not yet. If Paige heard her phone, she would wake up and call Juliet. While the thought of hearing Paige’s voice sat firmly in her mind, Juliet wanted her to rest.

Instead, she brought up a few social media accounts, one on her phone and another on her iPad. She could have waited until Paige sent her the link, but it could be midday before that happened. Juliet wanted to watch her girlfriend performing now. Only as she opened Twitter, the first image to greet her was a selfie of Paige and Soraya. It read ‘Who wants us to travel the world together?’ along the top, and it currently had over twelve thousand retweets and forty thousand likes.

Juliet frowned. Was that something Paige was considering? It didn’t feel like something Paige would do, but perhaps they’d discussed it amongst the band last night, and Juliet had yet to hear it from Paige. Juliet’s thumb hovered over the comment section. Did she really want to know what the fans thought about that idea? She supposed it wouldn’t hurt to get a feel for the popularity of a world tour.

Could the sexual tension be any more obvious between these two?

Juliet swallowed, bringing her cup to her lips with a shaking hand.

Can you duet New Kinda Love together?

When is the wedding? 

Juliet rolled her eyes. Some of the fans were out of their minds. Was this really how celebrities were treated?

You two look so happy together. Just tell us all now. It’s so obvious.

Juliet scrolled back up to the image again, trying to see this so-called sexual tension and the happiness that was apparently there. All she saw was her gorgeous girlfriend staring at the camera, looking very tired.

Since it hadn’t been torturous enough already, Juliet scrolled back down to the comments. Most of them were saying they’d love a world tour, with the odd vulgar one thrown into the mix every now and then. She kept scrolling, stopping on a particular comment that had a video attached.

Do you promise us more dancing like this? Yeah, we caught you two at the club last night! Hot. Hot. Hot.

With a trembling thumb, Juliet pressed play on the video. It wasn’t the clearest, but it was clear enough to see what was going on. The first thing Juliet noticed was the fact that Soraya had her arse against Paige’s crotch, the second being just how drunk Paige appeared to be. Paige rarely drank enough to be tipsy, never mind this state.

Juliet didn’t want to see any more of the footage. She also didn’t know what to make of the things she had seen. She checked the time—six-thirty—and brought up Hannah’s number.

The call connected after a few rings. “Hello?”

“Have you seen social media this morning?”

Hannah cleared her throat. “Juliet, I have one eye open, my shirt half-buttoned, and I haven’t even taken a sip of coffee yet. Of course I haven’t seen social media.”

“Paige is on there.”

“Yeah, she usually is.” Hannah’s voice was laced with confusion. “Is that not a good thing? That people are posting about her and talking about her talent?”

“Oh, that part is great. The part that isn’t is the footage of her dancing with fucking Soraya in a club!”

“Whoa. Relax. What’s going on?”

Juliet lowered her coffee cup and pinched the bridge of her nose. “Have you seen the things the fans say about them? How they look good together and that the sexual tension is off the scale?”

“Fucking hell. All fans do that with celebrities. It’s fucking weird if I’m being honest. You know, Edie was showing me something the other day. It was an American couple with their kid. The wife is really famous in the States, and she plays a lesbian in a TV series. A fan had only gone and photoshopped the TV love interest’s face onto the husband and made it look like they were a couple in real life with a kid. That’s…not normal.”

“Yeah, that’s…” Juliet ran a hand through her hair, sighing. “I just didn’t expect it, you know?”

“No, I know. But I wouldn’t worry about it. You know what footage and stuff can be like. It can be taken out of context.”

“Oh, I don’t know. Soraya certainly looked like she knew what she was doing. Having a fine old time with her arse against my girlfriend’s crotch.”

“Juliet…”

“Oh, come on. You’re telling me that if someone had footage of Caz in the same position, you wouldn’t be a little bit pissed off about it?”

Hannah fell silent.

“I thought as much.” Juliet scoffed. “I think I might pay a little visit to the venue tonight.”

“It’s…sold out. All the remaining dates are.”

Juliet didn’t care about that. Paige would get her in somehow. “If Paige can’t get me in, I’ll do something I swore I’d never do…and pick a ticket up from a resale site.”

“Well, it’s good to know you’ve got money to burn.” Hannah sighed. “Look, I hate to end this, but I should get ready for work.”

“I know. And I’m sorry for calling so early. Say hi to Caz and Edie for me, okay?”

“I will. Maybe you could come round tonight and have dinner with us. You know, keep you occupied?”

“I’d love to, but I have a trip to Leeds to plan.” Juliet brought up a ticket resale site, reaching for her purse next to her coffee on the side table. 

“Y-you’re really going there?”

“If I can get a ticket, sure. I was hoping I’d get the chance to surprise Paige, so why not do that tonight?”

“Because…I think you’re going there for different reasons,” Hannah said. “And I know I’ve known you longer, but Paige really isn’t the kind of person to be doing something she shouldn’t be.”

Juliet’s brows rose at that. “I haven’t implied that she would do something she shouldn’t be. That doesn’t mean I can’t make sure Soraya knows I’m around. I mean, do the fans even know that Paige is already involved? Does Soraya? Paige is a private person, and rightfully so, but I’d like to make sure everyone is on the same page.”

“Just…don’t do anything stupid, okay? Be there to support your girlfriend, and don’t turn up looking like the jealous one.”

Was Juliet jealous? In some way, yes. Because another woman had all of Paige’s time and attention. And for what? Because Juliet hadn’t given herself a few days off to travel with Paige? She always should have made sure she was available. Paige had asked her on numerous occasions to be at the shows with her. It was time to do that. “I have nothing to prove to anyone. I’m visiting Paige, and that’s that.”

“Okay. Well, call me tomorrow and let me know how amazing the show was.”

Juliet’s skin prickled. Tonight, she would finally see Paige performing live. “God, I can’t wait. I should have done this on the first night.”

“Just enjoy it. It’s not every day someone gets to watch the woman they love perform in front of thousands of people.”

“I know. And thanks, Hannah. I appreciate you picking up my call.”

“Any time. I’ll talk to you soon. Bye, Juliet.”

Juliet lowered her phone and started her search for a ticket. One way or another, she would be in that crowd tonight, cheering Paige on. “I’m coming for you, baby.”

[image: ]


Paige lowered her sunglasses over her eyes, still squinting as the brightness refused to budge. God, she hadn’t realised how much she’d drank last night, but she knew she wouldn’t be doing that ever again. There were several reasons she didn’t ply herself with alcohol, and the hangover the following day was at the top of that list.

Closely followed by the fact it had killed her mother.

She strode across the foyer of the hotel, smiling in the direction of Soraya and her band. Right now, she just wanted food and to hear Juliet’s voice. She had tried calling before leaving the hotel room, but Juliet was probably up to her eyeballs in dust and exposed bricks. Even though she had told her to stay away from The Hideout. It was nothing more than a building site right now. She opened her phone and sent off a quick message.

I tried calling but I must have missed you before you left home. I’m getting some lunch and then I have a soundcheck at 3. I need to hear your voice before I go on stage tonight. Please call me when you’re free. I love you x

Paige slid her phone into the top pocket of her open shirt, heading straight for Soraya’s table. She didn’t make it a habit to eat unhealthy food, but this afternoon, she needed something that would soak up whatever was going on in her stomach.

“Well, well, well. What time do you call this?” Soraya grinned, pulling out a chair. “Feeling rough?”

“Tired more than anything. I don’t do four in the morning very well. The latest is two-ish at a push, and I’m usually sober even then.”

Soraya laughed. “You need to get out more. You had so much fun last night.”

“Did I? It doesn’t feel like I did.” Paige sunk back in her seat, wishing she had woken up sober with Juliet this morning. Snuggled and warm in their bed. “Have you all eaten?”

“No. We were waiting for you. We’ve ordered a few platters and some other bits. Is that good with you, or did you want to order something else?”

Paige folded her arms across her chest. “A platter is great.”

“Are…you going to remove your sunglasses?” Soraya leaned in towards Paige’s ear. “Anyone would think you had something to hide.”

“My head hurts, and my eyes are like pissholes in the snow.” Paige glanced at Soraya, wondering how the hell she looked fine this afternoon. “Do you not get hangovers? You look like you’ve just been to the salon.”

Soraya shrugged, her blonde hair glistening as the sun caught it through the window. “I think you look gorgeous. Don’t worry about it.”

“Okay, now you’re just talking shit.” Paige scoffed, shaking her head. “I came back on tour like you asked; you don’t have to butter me up anymore.”

“Who said I was buttering you up? I can appreciate someone’s beauty when I see it, can’t I?”

Huh. Paige guessed so. “Fine. But you’re still talking shit. I look like I haven’t slept in a week. And now you expect me to slip into some fancy gown and serenade your crowd for you.”

Soraya placed a hand on Paige’s shoulder, squeezing it. “Relax. You look great. You sound amazing. And anyone who is lucky to see you live knows it.”

Paige puffed out her chest, smiling. She’d had her ego stroked; now she just needed to hear the one voice she was missing. “Well, thanks. I appreciate that.”

“I’m thinking of changing my set up a tiny bit.” Soraya picked at a piece of bread roll on her side plate, one knee up to her chest. “I saw a few fans on social media asking if we would do a duet. While I think it’s a great idea, I wanted to ask you first.”

“Duet…with you? Like, during your show?”

“Sure. I can move a few things around.”

Paige would love to be a part of Soraya’s show, but tonight? She wasn’t sure it was a good idea. In all honesty, Paige didn’t plan to stay until the end of the night. She was hoping to catch a song or two and then go back to her hotel, where she could relax and recharge fully. “I’d really love to, but does it have to be tonight? If I’m going to have an opportunity like that, I’d rather be fully on my game.”

“Tomorrow then?” Soraya asked, taking her glass of water from the table and watching Paige over the rim.

“Tomorrow. Definitely. I can prepare myself better if I have a little more time.”

“Okay, well, I’m looking forward to it. I know the fans are, too. Some of them are wild on social media.”

Paige’s phone started to ring in her pocket. She yanked it out, thrilled to see Juliet’s name displayed on the screen. “Hold that for a minute. I need to take this call.” She rushed away from the table and landed outside, grinning when she picked up. “Hi, babe. So sorry I missed you before.”

“That’s okay. I was showering.”

God, it was so good hearing Juliet’s voice. “How are you? Are you relaxing while you have no work to do?”

“Trying to, yes.”

Paige perched herself on the wall outside. “Please tell me you haven’t been at the bar. The place is full of dust and crap.”

“I was there last night for an hour, but I haven’t been there today. I thought I’d stay home instead.”

Paige sighed. “God, I wish I was there with you. I feel so tired today, and all I want is a cuddle from you.”

“Mm. That’ll be the very late night you had.”

Paige had a feeling Juliet would notice the timestamp on her message. She was on the ball with things like that. “Yeah, I won’t make that mistake again. I feel awful today.”

“Did you enjoy yourself, though?” Juliet asked, seemingly a little distracted in her tone.

“I think so. I can’t remember half of the night, so your guess is as good as mine, babe. But never mind my night out. Tell me what you’ve been doing since I last spoke to you.”

“Not a lot. Just spending some time online and doing a little reading.”

Paige stared down at her shoes, smiling to herself. “And…missing me, I hope.”

“It’s impossible not to miss you, baby. The place is so quiet without you. While I enjoy the silence, it’s not the same.”

“No, I know. But it’s only a couple of weeks to go, and then I’ll be home.”

Juliet cleared her throat. “Is that the end of the tour then? Or does Soraya have plans to put more dates on?”

“As far as I know, it’s the end of the UK tour. So, that means I’ll be home, working with you, and snuggling you every night. And honestly, I can’t wait. I’m not cut out for this full-time.”

“I’m sure you could grow to love it.”

“Nope. I’m a home bird now. I know where I want to be and what I want. That includes my slippers, a glass of wine with you on the couch, and my comfy pants. Not all this glittery gown shit while people scream at me from the middle of an arena.”

“You’re…not enjoying it?”

Paige hadn’t meant to sound so ungrateful. There were musicians out there who would give up everything they had for an opportunity like this. Paige just…preferred her home life. “No, I am. I’m really enjoying it. It’s just not something I could do long-term, you know? My main priorities are you and the bar.”

“Then I can’t wait until you’re home with me.”

“Me too.” Paige looked up to see Soraya waving at her from the window. It looked like lunch had arrived. “I don’t want to go, but lunch is here, and I really need to eat something.”

“Go and eat. I’ll talk to you later.”

“Okay. Bye, babe. Missing you.”

Juliet sighed lightly. “Missing you, too. Be safe. I love you.”


Chapter 9


Paige stroked the final key on the piano, her body spent from such an intense set tonight. This crowd had been the loudest by far, the noise from them as she came onto the stage quite overwhelming. She loved doing this, her voice was her one true talent, but it meant nothing if Juliet wasn’t sharing these moments with her. After all, it was Juliet who had shown her what she was capable of. It was Juliet who had encouraged Paige to follow this path. But something felt missing without her here.

As she rose to her feet and waved to the crowd, Paige felt eyes on her. Of course the crowd was cheering and chanting her name, thousands of eyes were on her, but it was a feeling she was all too familiar with. She scanned the first few rows of the sea of people before her, her breath catching when Juliet stared back with adoration. The grin Paige wore was standard now, but it was the tears welling on her eyelids that only proved what it meant to see Juliet here. She came…

Paige blew Juliet a kiss and mouthed ‘I love you’ before leaving the stage to the left. Could she climb her way through the throngs of people just so she could kiss her girlfriend? No, she wanted her backstage with her. She rushed off to her dressing room and grabbed her phone from the locker.

Come to the side of the stage. I’ll ask security to let you through x

Paige rushed back out of the dressing room and towards the floor. She saw Juliet weaving her way through the crowd, leaning in and speaking to security when she reached them.

“It’s okay. She’s with us.” Paige placed a hand on the security guy’s shoulder, breathing a sigh of relief when he helped Juliet over the barrier. “Thanks.”

Paige took her hand and dragged her away from the noise and strobe lighting, pushing Juliet to the wall as soon as they were out of view. Their lips met, an urgency Paige hadn’t expected to feel, her hands roaming around Juliet’s hips.

She drew back, their foreheads touching. “God, you don’t know how much I needed to see you tonight.”

“You were amazing, Paige.” A tear slipped down Juliet’s cheek as she tried to blink more away. “Truly amazing.”

“Come with me.” Paige pulled Juliet away from the wall and rushed along the hallway to her dressing room. The door slammed shut as they made their way inside, but it was Paige who found herself pressed against it. “Babe…”

“Do you have any idea how beautiful you are? How amazing you look? Or that voice…God, that voice, Paige.” Juliet held Paige’s face, leaning in and kissing her. “I love you. You’re incredible.”

Paige blushed. “You’ve heard me sing hundreds of times now. Fucking hell, I’ve played piano for you naked before today.”

“It’s not the same,” Juliet whispered, stroking Paige’s cheek. “It could never be the same as what I’ve just experienced out there.”

“Did you enjoy it?”

“Enjoy it? Oh, I cried my way through the first two songs.”

Paige held onto Juliet’s waist, gazing into those eyes she’d missed. “Thank you for always supporting me.”

“I should have been here before tonight. I’m so sorry. I promise to make more time for you, for your talent. And when the world tour happens, you have to agree to it. You’re too good to stand behind that bar, baby.”

World tour?

Agreeing to it?

Paige was entirely lost with where Juliet had heard that from. What world tour? She didn’t know anything about a fucking world tour. “Excuse me?”

“The selfie on social media last night. Soraya asking fans if they wanted to see the two of you travelling the world…”

Paige frowned, suddenly startled by a knock on her dressing room door. Juliet stepped away, allowing Paige to take care of whatever was waiting on the other side. She opened the door, and Soraya grinned. 

“That was amazing, gorgeous. Best night yet.”

Paige just stared, not understanding what the hell was going on. “T-thanks.”

Soraya squeezed past Paige, stopping dead in the middle of the room when she saw Juliet perched on the arm of the couch. “Oh, uh…you have company.”

Juliet got to her feet and offered a dazzling smile. “I’m not company. I’m Paige’s partner.”

“Oh! Juliet! Lovely to meet you.” Soraya leaned in and hugged Juliet, but Paige saw how she tensed. Juliet wasn’t in the habit of hugging random people. She preferred the handshake approach. “I didn’t know you were coming tonight. Paige kept that quiet.”

“She didn’t know. I thought I’d surprise her.” Juliet stepped around Soraya, not star-struck in the slightest, and took Paige’s hand. “Isn’t she amazing?”

Soraya nodded enthusiastically. “I didn’t ask her to come on this tour for the hell of it. Your partner is a very talented woman. Which is just what I needed in a support act.”

Juliet appraised Soraya, standing heavier on one leg. Soraya could be intimidating to the average person, but Juliet had dealt with every last personality in the past. “Best of luck for tonight.” She smiled, snaking an arm around Paige’s waist.

“Y-yeah, thanks. I guess I’ll see you both out there.”

Paige cleared her throat. “Actually, I was planning to head back to the hotel early tonight. Even before Juliet surprised me, I was never staying until the end of the gig. Last night destroyed me, and I need to get a decent night’s sleep.”

Soraya eyed the clock above the mirror. “It’s only just gone eight.”

Paige shrugged. “Trust me, I need the sleep. I’ll see you in the morning, okay? Just throw me a quick text and let me know what time you guys are leaving.”

“Perfect.” Soraya strode out of the dressing room, closing the door as she went.

“Sorry, babe. Did you want to stay and watch the show?” Paige frowned. “Wait! How did you get a ticket? It was a sellout.”

“I’ll…tell you later.” Juliet kissed Paige’s cheek, letting go of her waist. “And as for the show, I just want to be with you, so I don’t mind what plans we have.”

“Can we go back to the hotel? Order in room service and just…relax?”

“That sounds like the perfect night to me.”
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Juliet shrugged her leather jacket off, throwing it over the back of a chair in Paige’s hotel room. Her suitcase sat unzipped on the floor under the window with clothes spilling out of it, but the bed was made as perfectly as it always was. “Nice room.” Juliet scanned the area, smiling at the stack of tea bags and the bottle of honey close to the kettle. “What time did you eventually wake up this morning?”

Paige turned, yawning. “It must have been midday.”

“Lesson learned?” Juliet lifted a brow when Paige stared back at her.

“Definitely. Soraya says I need to get out more, but I get out plenty. I just don’t enjoy that drunk feeling or the effects the following day.”

Juliet nodded, sitting on the edge of the bed. “I know.”

“But I think that’s kind of the lifestyle they have. Which is fine. I just don’t need to be a part of it. They’re all going out again to a club when the show finishes tonight. I really don’t know how they do it.”

“I’m glad you’re not into too much partying. I prefer my sober and hangover-free mornings with you most weekends.”

Paige sunk down into the mattress beside Juliet, taking her hand. “Me too. And I’m so happy you’re here. I wasn’t expecting it at all.”

“I wondered if I should tell you I was coming, I didn’t want to cramp your style, but I’ll leave in the morning so you can get back into the routine you already have with the band and stuff.” Juliet lowered her eyes to their hands, grazing Paige’s knuckles with her thumb. “I’m not sure Soraya was very happy to see me in your dressing room earlier. But I won’t get in the way, you know that.”

“I want you to get in my way.” Paige drew Juliet into a kiss, lingering as she inhaled deeply. “I’ve missed you.”

“Paige…”

Paige pulled back, smiling. “Yeah?”

“Are…you familiar with the fans on social media? The things they say?” God, Juliet didn’t want to be that woman, but everything she’d read this morning had played on repeat in her mind. “Or the footage they upload?”

“I don’t really bother with the social media side of it. I’m sure there’s a lot of good things that fans say, but I also know they can troll and be pretty cruel, too.”

Juliet smiled weakly as she nodded. “I see.”

“Why? Has someone said something really bad about me?” Paige’s brows drew together as she turned to face Juliet better. “If they have, let it go. Not everyone will like my voice or my style, and I’m okay with that.”

“No, that’s not what this is about. I haven’t seen anyone say a bad word about you. You’re too amazing for trolls to even consider attacking you.”

“O…kay.”

Juliet took a deep breath and prepared herself for the potential backlash of this conversation. She wasn’t accusing Paige, she would never do such a thing, but she wanted her to be aware of the things people said. “Fans still seem to think that you and Soraya are an item.”

Paige rolled her eyes. “Of course they do. Some of them will latch onto anything they can.”

“It was quite intense this morning when I had a look online. And then I saw the footage, and I don’t know…I think I let it get the better of me.”

“What footage?” Paige was genuinely oblivious to anything that had been posted. While that probably worked in her favour—it couldn’t interfere with her mental health—it could also be dangerous. “Juliet?”

“You and Soraya at the club last night. Dancing. She seemed…to be enjoying herself a lot. W-with you.”

Juliet watched in slow motion as Paige’s features changed. Her hand slid away, and then Paige shifted back a little. “I don’t know what footage you’re talking about, or the dancing, but…that’s why you’re here, isn’t it? Y-you’re here because you think something is going on between me and her!”

“Baby, no. You know I trust you.” Juliet looked pointedly at Paige. “You know I trust you with my life. Please, don’t think for one minute that I don’t.”

Paige slowly rose to her feet, turning her back on Juliet. She rested against the window frame, shaking her head. “This all makes sense now. I’ve been asking you to join me on the tour since the European leg began three months ago. God, I begged you at one point when I was getting ready to leave for Spain. But work commitments—as you claimed—meant you couldn’t.”

And here it was. The backlash Juliet was worried about.

Paige turned to face Juliet. The tears in her eyes hadn’t been what Juliet expected. Paige’s bottom lip trembled, her arms wrapped around herself. “Look me in the eye and tell me you haven’t come here to catch me fucking her.”

That sentence had Juliet almost baulking. How could Paige ever think that?

“Go on. Look me in the eye and tell me you trust me.”

Juliet got to her feet and closed the distance. She didn’t want to fight with Paige, not when they’d been away from one another…and not because of another woman. Juliet opened her mouth to speak, but Paige held up a hand.

“Every night, I lie here wishing I was at home with you. Every morning, I wake up wondering if you might show up at my hotel. That happened tonight, you showed up for me, but you didn’t really…did you? You didn’t come here to be here with me or to support me. You came here to see if I was cheating on you.”

“Are you going to allow me the chance to speak?”

Paige scoffed. “I’m really not sure I want to know what you have to say. You’ve alluded to your reasons for being here already.”

Juliet cast her gaze on the carpet, knowing she had to get this right. “I’m here because I love you, and I want to be with you. I’m here because I realised this morning that I haven’t made enough time for you and this tour. And yes, maybe there is the slightest part of me that is wary, but I’m not wary of you. I’m wary of her.”

“I just find it hard to believe that you show up after reading whatever you have on social media.”

“Am I jealous of the things they say online? How you have sexual tension and chemistry…the way you supposedly look at one another…fucking right I am.” Juliet pinched the bridge of her nose, aware that one wrong word and Paige would probably ask her to leave this room. “But perhaps if I’d shown up for you more, then people would know that you’re already involved. People would know that this is nothing more than your job…but that we have a life together outside of this. You know when I search your name online, there’s not a single image of you and me together? Nothing. I don’t exist in this world you have now.”

Paige sniffled. “I’d never do anything to hurt you, Juliet.”

“I know you wouldn’t. I know exactly the person you are, Paige. And I only love you more and more each day. You’ve changed my life. You’ve given me life. Please don’t think I’m here to keep an eye on you. I’m here because I can’t stand the thought of not seeing you for another two weeks.”

Paige guided Juliet back to the bed, kicking off her shoes before she crawled onto it. Juliet followed, lying beside Paige, their hands entwined.

“I don’t post pictures of us because I want to protect you.”

Juliet frowned. Protect her from what?

“Not only do you already have someone out there who has threatened you, but I don’t want to see awful things being said about us on the internet. I’m quite happy not reading anything about me, but I know what you’re like. You can’t help yourself.”

Juliet offered the smallest laugh. Paige knew her better than she knew herself.

“I’m not wrong; you know I’m not.”

“No, you’re not. But I am a big girl, Paige. I can look after myself.”

Paige reached out and trailed her fingertip along Juliet’s eyebrow. “I know. But you protected me when I needed it, and it’s my turn to do the same for you.”

“I don’t need to be a huge part of this. If you’d rather keep me a secret, I understand. Just…remember what we have, okay?”

“You’re not a secret, babe.” Paige moved closer, wrapping her arm around Juliet’s waist. This was all she’d wanted since they got back to the hotel room. To feel Paige against her. Where it was safe. “I’m so proud to be with you. I hope you know that.”

“I know.” Juliet kissed Paige’s hair, pulling her closer again. Paige’s stomach growled; it was time for food. “Should we feed the monster, or did you want to stay like this for a while longer?”

Paige sighed, the tiredness evident in her voice. “I want to stay like this forever.” And then she suddenly lifted her head. “Hey, you didn’t tell me how you got a ticket.”

“Ah. I…got one from a resale site.” Juliet winced, knowing they both hated those places. But it had been the only way to surprise Paige. “Sorry, but I had no other choice.”

“I’m not even going to ask what that cost.”

Juliet laughed, soothing a palm up and down Paige’s back. “Probably best if you don’t.”


Chapter 10


“Good morning, beautiful.”

The hairs on the back of Juliet’s neck stood on end as Paige’s voice whispered in her ear. She grinned against the pillow, never wanting to leave the warmth of the bed.

“I woke up thinking about you. Then I realised you were here right beside me…”

Juliet’s smile spread wider, a shiver rolling through her when Paige stroked her fingertips up her back. “Mmm. Keep doing that.”

“I can think of other things to do…”

Unsurprisingly, heat shot through Juliet at those words. Paige’s soft, sultry voice always brought her to life in the morning. She remained in her position, gasping lightly when Paige’s hand moved lower and over the curve of her hip. Sensitive didn’t begin to describe how she felt this morning.

“I just want to spend every moment I can with you this morning. Touching you, tasting you,” Paige whispered, poking her tongue out and teasing Juliet’s earlobe. “I’ve missed hearing you moan my name.”

Oh, God. That was sure to get the ball rolling much faster than Juliet had expected.

“Have you missed me being inside you, babe?”

Juliet felt Paige smile against her, her lips pressed to Juliet’s shoulder. “Mmhmm. I’ve missed all of you, Paige.”

Paige dipped her hand between Juliet’s legs from behind, moaning her approval when she gathered Juliet’s wetness on the tips of her fingers.

“I know how much you love morning sex, but I didn’t expect you to be so wet for me.”

“Then maybe you should do something about it before I take care of myself. You know, the way I have been for the last week.”

“Fuck, that’s hot.” Paige sunk her teeth into Juliet’s shoulder, eliciting a moan in response. “Next time, I want you to call me. I don’t care if I should be sleeping. I want to hear you come for me, okay?” Paige slowly rolled her fingertips over Juliet’s clit.

“O-okay.”

“Turn over, babe. I want to see you.”

Juliet rolled onto her back, those grey eyes boring into her soul as Paige lay on her side, propped up by her elbow. “Hi.”

Paige leaned down and kissed her way along Juliet’s jawline. “Hi.” Her hand found its way back to where Juliet wanted it, her legs spread and giving Paige all the access she needed. “Thank you for being here last night.”

Juliet was mindful of how different last night could have ended. Thankfully, Paige had allowed her to speak her fears without dismissing them. Part of Juliet understood Paige’s initial reaction, her slight anger, but she hadn’t intended to say it in a way that would hurt Paige. 

“You always look so perfect in the morning.” Paige took one of Juliet’s nipples between her lips, sucking gently. Those fingers were going to work her up much too quickly for Juliet’s liking. All she had craved recently was Paige. They had a very good sex life; for it to come to a halt so suddenly, Juliet’s body hadn’t known what had hit it. “And now I need to be inside you.”

Juliet lifted her head and captured Paige’s mouth. Her fingers slid inside with ease, that feeling of being filled the most joyous sensation. “Oh, fuck.” Juliet thrust against Paige’s hand. “Mm. I’ve missed you.”

“Yeah?” Paige slid an arm under Juliet’s shoulders, almost cradling her. She smirked into a kiss as she moaned, “I had no idea.”

“Oh, I think you know exactly what you do to me.” Juliet needed more. If this was all she could have with Paige for another week, she wanted to ache before this morning was over. “Do you feel how much I need you?”

“Fuck, yes.” Paige’s eyelids fluttered closed, her lips parted when she sunk deeper. “So wet and so tight for me.”

Those words had Juliet gripping the back of Paige’s neck and pulling her impossibly close. She spread her legs as much as she could and took Paige’s bottom lip between her teeth. As she slowly released it, a hint of blue in Paige’s eyes, Juliet fell in love all over again. “Then give me more, Paige. Fuck me like you really mean it.”

Paige grinned, almost slipping out of Juliet. But she knew exactly what Paige was doing. This woman was the ultimate tease when she wanted to be. “You really do need me, don’t you?” Paige slowly eased a third finger inside Juliet. “Mm. That’s better.”

Juliet locked her gaze on Paige. “More.”

Paige quirked a brow, her head cocked slightly. “More?”

“Mmhmm.” Juliet pulled her bottom lip between her teeth and nodded.

“Maybe I should go away more often if this is the response.” Another finger inside, and Juliet’s head lolled back on her shoulders. Paige thrust slowly.

“Y-yes. Oh, fuck.” Juliet edged towards her orgasm, fucking Paige’s hand. “Please, harder, Paige.” Paige wrapped Juliet up with the arm that was cradling her, thrusting hard and fast. Whatever may have been said last night, they knew what they had with one another. What they meant to one another. Paige Ashburn was Juliet’s forever. She forced her hand between them, Juliet’s fingertips lashing her clit. She tightened, her toes curling as Paige’s heavy breathing became more prominent. “Paige, I-I…”

“Oh, fuck. Come for me, babe.” Paige touched her forehead to Juliet’s, those bright eyes forcing her over the edge. “Mm. That’s it.” Juliet rode out her orgasm, praying another one would be just around the corner, her body spent as Paige slowed inside her. Paige slumped against Juliet, a lazy grin spread on her mouth. “Can we just pretend I don’t have to leave this city and stay here until it’s all over?”

Oh, wouldn’t that be a fine idea. Juliet would love nothing more than to laze around with Paige. But there wasn’t much longer to go now. Thankfully. “Should I order some breakfast for us?”

“Mmhmm. Soon.” Paige reached behind her for her phone, checking the screen. A message was waiting. “I have another four hours before I need to meet them out front, so…maybe I should stay naked for a little while longer.”

Juliet rolled on top of Paige, staring down at her as she brushed her soft blonde hair from her face. “I think that’s a very good idea.” Juliet ground against Paige’s thigh, not quite satisfied just yet. They had a lot of catching up to do. “You’re not leaving this bed until I’m done with you. Everyone else can wait.”
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Paige wheeled her luggage out of the main entrance, sighing when she stopped and turned to Juliet. She didn’t want to leave her, not after the morning they’d just had together. But this would all be over soon, and Paige wouldn’t have to worry about leaving Juliet ever again. If she’d come to realise anything in the last twenty-four hours, it was that her relationship meant far more than any song in any venue.

“Do you have everything?” Juliet asked, her sunglasses hiding those beautiful eyes. “Enough cash and stuff?”

“I have everything.” Paige chewed her lip, feeling a little unsure about moving on to the next venue. While Juliet maintained she hadn’t come here solely because of trust issues, the idea of it remained firm in her mind. “I…are you sure you don’t want to come to the next venue with us? It’s not like you have to get back for work.”

“You’re right, I don’t. But I think it’s important that I go back home and allow you this opportunity without me. I put my foot in it last night, and this is me showing you that I do trust you, Paige. Because I know it’s on your mind now.”

Paige offered a faint smile. “Yeah. Kind of.”

Juliet stepped forward and cradled Paige’s jaw in her palm. “You know I love you. And I know you’d never look at another woman. Enjoy this because one day it could all be over.”

“It…will all be over. Very soon.”

Juliet nodded. “Until the next time.”

There wouldn’t be a next time. Paige knew that with certainty. Soraya could offer whatever she wanted, but Paige’s priorities lay in Liverpool. Nowhere else. And with nobody else. “I’ll be home next week. And then I’m done.”

Juliet drew Paige into a kiss, one hand on her hip. She didn’t want to let her go, neither of them did, but Paige had a soundcheck to get to, and Juliet should leave now if she didn’t want to spend all afternoon on the motorway in traffic. “I’ll talk to you when you’re free, okay?”

“Call me when you get back to Liverpool.”

Juliet offered one final kiss, stroking her thumb across Paige’s jawline. “I will. Be careful, okay? Keep your wits about you.”

“Always, babe.”

“Come on! We need to get moving.” Paige winced at the sound of Soraya’s voice. 

Juliet looked over Paige’s shoulder, scoffing. “She does realise that I’ll just take twice as long to say goodbye the more she yells, right?”

“Behave yourself. You’re too classy to play stupid games with her.” Paige took Juliet’s hand and squeezed, taking a step back. “I love you, and I’ll see you soon.”

“Bye, baby. I love you, too.”

Paige puffed out her cheeks as she wheeled her luggage towards Soraya’s tour bus. She was beginning to wish she’d driven here herself. At least then, she wouldn’t have to be on everyone else’s time. Soraya always liked to leave an hour earlier than necessary; Paige supposed it was the diva in her.

“About fucking time. Anyone would think you were leaving for war!” Soraya clapped as she rose from her seat at the back of the bus, grinning at Paige. “Come and sit up here. We have things to discuss.”

Yeah, we do, Paige thought. She smiled at the band members scattered about, taking a seat facing Soraya. “What’s up?”

“About the duet…”

Paige wrinkled her nose. “Yeah, I’m not sure I’m feeling it.”

“Excuse me? You don’t want to duet with me? Why not?!”

Paige rested her ankle on her knee, twisting her bottle of water in her hand. “First of all, this bullshit with the fans needs to stop. You have to shut down any rumours.”

“I’m sorry?” Soraya stared back at Paige, apparently oblivious. Only Paige was almost sure Soraya knew exactly what she was talking about.

“The rumours. The insinuation that you and I are together.”

Soraya laughed. “Oh, that! Don’t worry about it. If nothing else, it’s good for the tour and our image.”

“Come again?”

“The fans love the idea of some secret relationship between us. Let them have their fun. I’ve been accused of fucking worse people.” Soraya winked, reaching out and squeezing Paige’s knee. But Paige instantly pulled back, now fully aware of the game Soraya was playing. “Don’t tell me you don’t love it too!”

“No, I really don’t love it. I have a partner at home.”

“Oh, we know. She made sure we all saw who she was just then.” Soraya rolled her eyes, her attention now on the phone in her hand. “It’s not cool that she just shows up, either. It would have been nice to know beforehand.”

“Why? She wasn’t there to see you.” Paige got the impression that Juliet’s lack of awe was bothering Soraya. “She was there to support me.”

“It’s just not what we do around here. Any…partners usually stay away.”

Well, it was a good job this tour was coming to an end. Paige didn’t have time for bullshit like this.

“Good to know. But since the tour is almost over, I guess it doesn’t really matter. Juliet has our business to take care of back home, so she won’t be joining me again.”

Soraya nodded slowly, still focused on her phone. “Sounds great. Is she planning to follow you to the States and South America, too?”

“I’m sorry?”

“The world tour,” Soraya said as though the information had been out there for a while. “You didn’t think I’d drop you from my support, did you?” Soraya knew Paige had no plans to turn this into something more. Why she had bothered mentioning a world tour to Paige was a mystery.

“I won’t be available for a world tour. I agreed to the UK tour because it suited me, you needed an act last minute, and I wouldn’t be far from home. But a world tour? No, that just isn’t going to work for me.”

“Under the thumb at home?”

“Far from it, actually. But this was never going to be a huge thing for me. I have plans and a business to run. I’m happy with my quiet life back at home.”

Soraya studied Paige, her eyes narrowed. “You’re telling me that you’d rather clean alcohol up every night than tour the world?”

“Yes, I am. I’m telling you exactly that.”

Soraya scoffed, waving Paige off. “I think we need to talk about this properly. Not right now, I have social media things to deal with, but a discussion is important.”

Paige relaxed into her seat. They could discuss it all night long. It wouldn’t make any difference to Paige’s decision. “Sure. But I won’t change my mind, so don’t hold your breath.”


Chapter 11


Paige unzipped her suitcase where it rested on the holder and shook her head. That hadn’t been an enjoyable journey to a new city. Far from it, actually. Between Juliet’s fears and Soraya’s thoughts playing on her mind, Paige didn’t even want to perform tonight. She wanted to pack up and get the hell out of there. As she stood in this hotel room, her heart just wasn’t in it.

Which was a shame, really, because Paige’s heart had always been in her music…even when she told those around her it was no big deal. All of this, it wouldn’t have happened without Juliet, but Juliet felt wary at the thought of Paige being here. She wasn’t sure she could finish this tour right now. Then there was Soraya and the way in which she seemed to be pushing Juliet out of all of this. What gave her the right to tell Paige who she could and couldn’t see on this tour? Paige had done her a favour in coming back, and this was the thanks she got.

She didn’t like any of this. She was the least confrontational person when it came to relationships and friendships. She just wanted everyone to get along and live a quiet, drama-free life.

As she opened her case, she found a note on top of her clothes.

I love you. You’re amazing. J x

Okay, that made her feel slightly better. Juliet was always leaving little notes around the apartment, but Paige hadn’t expected one to greet her here in Bournemouth. She lifted her phone from the bed and sent off a text.

Thank you. I miss you already x

With the idea of a short nap quite enticing, Paige closed the blinds in her room and kicked off her shoes. As she pulled back the covers on the bed, there was a knock at the door.

“One minute,” she called out, closing her suitcase again. As she reached for the door handle and opened the door, Soraya stood staring back at her from the corridor. “Oh, hi.”

“Hey, do you have a few minutes?”

Paige chewed her lip. She didn’t particularly want Soraya in her hotel room with her. One, because this was her private space, and two, because she wasn’t quite sure what Soraya’s game was just yet. If Juliet was wary, Paige probably should be, too. “I guess so. Should we go down to the bar?”

Soraya shook her head and squeezed past Paige. “No. Here is fine.”

“I mean, it’s not…” Paige didn’t move from the door, but she did turn and frown in Soraya’s direction. “You can’t just stroll in here.”

Soraya rolled her eyes and opened the blinds. “Just…sit down for five minutes. I’m not here to fuck around. I just want to speak to you.”

Paige closed the door and moved towards a single chair by the desk. “Okay. What’s up?”

“About earlier,” Soraya started, looking down at her hands when she perched herself on the edge of Paige’s bed. “I probably shouldn’t have said what I did.”

Paige snorted. “Which part?”

“About the fans thinking we’re together.” Soraya smiled weakly, briefly meeting Paige’s eyes. “I can’t control what they think, but I understand that you’re not in a position to have them freely putting that kind of stuff out there.”

“Juliet knows I’d never do anything to hurt her. But no, I don’t like it. And quite frankly, you shouldn’t expect me to.”

“This is the way it is a lot of the time. They see two people getting along—friends—and make up their own scenarios. It’s not ideal, I know that.”

“Look, this is almost over. And with the way I feel today, I just plan to keep my head down and sing.”

“The way you feel about what?”

“The last twenty-four hours.” Paige’s shoulders slumped. “Did you know about this video that’s circulating? You and I dancing at that club?”

“Of course. It’s everywhere.”

Great. That was just what Paige needed. For everyone to see it and for Juliet to feel like a fucking fool. Thank God their friends knew Paige would never do anything untoward. “And why didn’t you tell me about it? Why did I have to find out about it from Juliet when she got here last night?”

“So, something is going on, and you’re using that as an excuse. I see.”

“No. You’re mistaken. My relationship is good. It’s amazing. But I won’t have anyone trying to jeopardise what I have back at home for the sake of a fucking image they believe they have to uphold.”

“Excuse me?”

“You know exactly what I’m talking about. You even came here today to apologise for thinking that way. Look, I don’t know what your sexuality is, I also don’t care, but don’t use me to better your image. If you’re trying your hand at some fucking lesbian awakening or something, then find someone else to experiment with.”

Paige lowered her head to her hands, shocked that she’d even raised her voice…let alone said what she had. But her head was a mess today. It didn’t matter if Juliet had promised her they were okay. Paige never should have allowed such a situation to make Juliet feel that way. If the shoe was on the other foot, Paige would have driven to the venue, too!

“I’m sorry. But I’ve been through a lot, and I can’t lose her, Soraya.” Paige eyed Soraya, quite certain she had realised her error now. “This life… It’s not me. And I can’t thank you enough for the opportunity, but when this is over, it’s really over.”

“I really wish you’d reconsider, Paige. You’re so talented.”

Paige lifted a shoulder. “I’m not cut out for this life. And it’s not even about Juliet. God, she’s done nothing but encourage me. I just…it’s not me. I can’t put my heart into something like this when I know I belong elsewhere.”

“Well, Juliet has a diamond in her life. That’s all I can say.” Soraya nodded slowly and got to her feet. “I am sorry about earlier. And you know, if she wants to join you for any remaining dates, you should invite her.”

“I’d love her to be here, but there’s stuff going on at home. It’s just not possible.”

“This bar of yours must really be something special.”

It was special. It was the place where Paige realised she could have a fulfilling life. It was the place where she’d laid eyes on Juliet for the first time. And it was the place where she’d fallen in love with the woman she would spend forever with. The Hideout would always mean the world to her. “It is. You should come by if you’re ever in Liverpool.”

“Maybe I will,” Soraya said, squeezing Paige’s shoulder as she stepped past her. “I’ll see you in a couple of hours, okay?”

“Sure. And thanks…for coming here and apologising. It means a lot.”

[image: ]



“Okay, and where are we up to with the plastering and skimming?” Juliet sat in the office at The Hideout, massaging her temples. It was nine in the evening, and she was beyond tired, but she wanted to get on top of everything while she was here.

“Finished. Almost ready for painting. We’re looking at a few more days, and then the painters can come in and take care of the place.”

Juliet was impressed. She hadn’t dealt with builders much over the years, but she’d heard horror stories about their time management and no-show abilities. Seemed she’d struck the jackpot with this company. “Perfect. I’ll be here tomorrow to see how everything else is going.”

“No problem,” The contractor said. “We can probably clear out most of the mess tomorrow.”

“Great. See you tomorrow.” Juliet lowered her phone as she cut the call and rested back in her seat. She hoped Paige would be just as impressed as she was.

Paige.

Juliet smiled when she pressed the screen of her phone and brought up their most recent selfie. Paige had eyes that she could get lost in for days…weeks, even. When they’d parted this morning, Juliet had sat in her car for almost thirty minutes trying to find the strength to drive home.

She rocked back in her chair, her hands clasped under her chin and her elbows propped up on the armrests. Yesterday could have gone an entirely different way when she’d brought up the social media issue. Paige had every right to question Juliet’s motives for being in Leeds, but she meant it when she’d told Paige that the social media comments had kicked her into visiting rather than being the sole reason. They’d worked through it pretty quickly, and Juliet felt lighter for it.

Her phone started to ring on her desk. It was a FaceTime call coming through.

It was Paige.

Juliet grabbed the device with both hands, answering the call as quickly as she could. When Paige’s face popped up on the screen—a little grainy—she smiled. “Hi, baby. I didn’t expect to hear from you.”

“I’m in my dressing room. I’m done for the night, so I thought I’d spend some time with you.” Paige frowned, leaning in closer to the screen. “Are you at the bar?”

“I am. I was just getting some updates from the contractor. I’ll be leaving soon.”

“Are you alone? Is Henry there with you?”

Juliet nodded. “Henry is outside.”

“Okay, good. I hate knowing you’re there alone. You really should be at home where I feel better knowing you’re safe.”

“I am safe, Paige. Nobody can get into the building, and Henry is sitting outside as always.”

Paige dragged a hand through her hair, sighing. “Fine. If you’re sure.”

“I am sure.” Juliet reached for the travel mug she’d brought with her, sipping her coffee. They didn’t need to discuss fears tonight. They’d done plenty of that recently. “How was the set tonight?”

“Great. I wasn’t really feeling it when we got here, but yeah…it ended up being really good. Maybe I should go on stage pissed off more often.”

Juliet leant in, propping her phone up against her computer screen. “Why were you pissed off? Is everything okay?”

“Soraya and I may have had cross words while we were on the bus. Nothing to worry about, though. It’s all okay now.”

Huh. Soraya was beginning to piss Juliet off too. She barely knew the woman, but something about her didn’t sit right in Juliet’s gut. “What happened, Paige?”

“She claimed that the whole social media thing was working in our favour. That the fans love it. And yeah, she’s right in that they do love putting two and two together and getting five, but I’m not into that. I’m not going to play along with something that’s not true for an image. I don’t need to do that, you know? People either like my stuff or they don’t. I’m not going to cater solely to the queer community to further my career. No way.”

“She said that?” Juliet’s brows rose.

“Mmhmm. Then she came to my hotel room once I’d checked in.”

Juliet’s stomach sank. Knowing Soraya was in close proximity to Paige…and alone, well, Juliet hated it. “Right.”

“She apologised. Realised that what she’d said wasn’t cool.”

Juliet appreciated Soraya’s apology, but that woman was still walking on very thin ice. “I’m glad she came to that realisation.”

“I’m so ready for this to be over.” Paige groaned, the layout of the room changing in the background as she lay down on the couch.

“I’m sorry. I really wish you were enjoying this more than you are.”

“No, I am. I just can’t deal with the unnecessary drama. I don’t want it in my life.”

Juliet smiled weakly. By going there yesterday, she suspected she’d added to that unnecessary drama Paige spoke of. “If I caused this, then I really am sorry, Paige.”

“You haven’t caused anything. You just opened my eyes to what was really going on because I like to bury my head in the sand.”

“Oh, I wouldn’t say that’s what you do. You simply prefer to work and leave it at the door, you know?”

“I am glad you showed up last night. I just wish we could have had more time together. I’m sitting in this dressing room alone when I could be at a hotel with you. But I know you need to be in Liverpool for the bar stuff. Still, it doesn’t make me miss you any less.”

“I know, baby. You’ll be home soon, though. Just focus on that.”

Paige smiled into the camera. “You look tired. You should go home.”

Paige wasn’t wrong. Juliet was close to barely functioning. “I will. Can I call you when I’m home? Maybe we could lie in bed and just talk?”

“Deal. I’ll be leaving here by eleven. The hotel is only around the corner. They invited me to stay on the bus with them, but you know me…I prefer an actual bed.”

“Actual beds are far more fun.” Juliet winked, reaching behind her phone and powering off her computer. “Now, I should go because I don’t want you to see the bar at the minute. I want it to be a surprise when you get home.”

“It’ll be done by then?” Paige’s eyes widened when Juliet nodded. “Oh, my God. I can’t wait to see it. And you, of course.”

“Good save.” She rose from her chair, taking her jacket from the back. “I’ll see you in a couple of hours, okay?”

“Okay. And, babe?”

“Mm?”

Paige smirked. “Make sure you’re naked when you call back.”


Chapter 12


One week later…

Juliet grinned as she opened the apartment door to Caz. They were getting together for a glass of wine or two while Hannah worked late and Edie had plans with friends. Juliet had initially thought about turning down Caz’s offer to come over with a good bottle of red, but this was the kind of night she needed. She and Caz understood one another. They were aware of the insecurities that came with the kind of relationship they were both in.

“I brought two bottles…just in case.” Caz strode across the apartment, setting them down in the kitchen. It wasn’t often they got together in private like this, but Juliet knew Paige and Hannah had likely encouraged Caz to do this. They both meant well, so Juliet had no choice but to entertain the idea. The last thing she wanted to do was alienate friends. Especially friends who had come to mean a great deal to her. “Busy day?” Caz asked, turning to Juliet. “I believe the bar is coming along nicely.”

“That bar has been a pain in my arse for the last week. But yes, it’s mostly running smoothly.” Juliet closed the door and followed Caz into the kitchen. The wine glasses were ready and waiting. “I hope it’s finished in time for Paige ending the tour. That’s my focus at the minute. Making sure it’s ready.”

“Does it take your mind off the waiting around?” Caz asked with a gentle smile. 

“Kind of. But not really. I just don’t know what to do with myself, Caz.”

Caz shed her jacket and hung it over a dining chair. Once they’d poured wine and got comfortable on the couch, Caz exhaled a calming breath. For some reason, Juliet always felt calm around Caz. She just had that personality. “This will all be over soon, and Paige will be back here. I know it’s been tough for you, it was difficult the first time around, but the end is coming.”

“That’s another thing I worry about. When the end does come.” Juliet mindlessly ran a fingertip up and down the stem of her glass.

“Why?”

“Because part of me wonders if it’s what Paige wants. Surely, she doesn’t really want this to be the end. I see the fire in her eyes when she performs. God, I’d never forgive myself if she stopped because of me.”

“From what Paige has said when I’m around, she’s never wanted to perform for all those people. Yes, getting a taste of it has been exciting for her, but I think it comes down to the fact that she would rather be at The Hideout with you. I don’t think for one second she’s planning to end touring because of you.”

“I’m just struggling to understand why she would want to stand behind a bar when she could be travelling the world. The fans love her, Caz. They talk about her and her music online all hours of the day. She would only be wasted behind the bar.”

“But that’s Paige’s choice. If she wants to be here instead of hotel hopping, then what’s the issue?” Caz frowned as she watched Juliet. “Aren’t you happy that she’ll be home?”

“Of course I am. I can’t wait until I know the tour is over. I worry that she’s doing it for the wrong reasons, that’s all.” Juliet had gone over it all in her mind for weeks now. She hadn’t aired her feelings to Paige in those weeks, not really, but it did feel like an issue that needed addressing.

“I can see your point, but on the other hand, I find it incredibly sweet that she wants to be here with you. She loves you, Juliet. She wants her life here with you, not something long-distance.”

Juliet relaxed as Caz reminded her of that. She wasn’t sure she would ever be cut out for a long-distance relationship, but she would try anything if it made Paige happy. “She’s been through so much. She had to flee her home and run away from the man she was married to, and…I don’t know. I hope she doesn’t think that I’d be angry if she chose to keep doing gigs. That I’d turn out to be another James, you know?”

“No. There is no way she thinks that. There is zero control from either of you in your relationship.” Caz shook her head. “I know how Paige feels when it comes to past relationships. I know that uncertainty and wariness about new people and relationships. But I also know she’s a lot like me in that I’ve never once felt controlled by Hannah in the time I’ve known her. Paige doesn’t feel that either.”

“How can I be sure of that?”

“You’d know,” Caz said, regarding Juliet with a small smile. “Paige had it far worse than I did in some respects. Naomi never once laid a hand on me. If Paige had any doubts about your relationship or where it was going, you’d know. If she thought you were potentially another James…you’d know. She would be quiet and withdrawn. She would second guess herself. Perhaps even flinch around you. All I see when you and Paige are in the room together is love. The way she looks at you…it’s the same way Hannah looks at me. A look that is entirely unconditional love.”

“I always thought that was all in my head. The way she looks at me…”

Caz laughed and sipped her wine. “Me too. But apparently not, since Hannah kept reminding me.”

“I just want the best for her, Caz. If she truly doesn’t see a career in music, then okay. But I need her to be sure of that. This could change her life.”

“You’ve already changed her life, Juliet. Maybe she doesn’t want any other changes.”

Juliet smiled. Paige was forever telling Juliet she had changed her life, and to this day, she couldn’t fathom how. Could love really be that life-changing? 

You know it can. She changed your life!

“You’re right. And I think pushing her to continue could drive us apart, so I’m not going to do that. Paige is a grown woman who can make her own decisions. If she believes this is where she wants to be, then I’m thrilled with that. And who knows? Maybe down the line, she will decide she wants to give it another go. Whatever choices she makes, I’ll always be behind her one hundred percent.”

“And Paige knows that. We all know it.” Caz shifted forward and squeezed Juliet’s hand. “You have a good thing going here with her. Paige isn’t going to change that. No matter what you think is the right thing to do, Paige knows in her heart what she wants.”

Caz was right. Absolutely.

“Did you ever have doubts when you met Hannah?”

Caz’s brows lifted at that. “Oh, yes. Being the older woman can sometimes bring up a few insecurities. Add in the fact I’d previously been in a coercive marriage, and at times, it felt as though it was a disaster waiting to happen.”

“Can I ask how you dealt with it?” Juliet ran a hand through her hair, relaxing a little more. “Tell me to mind my own business, of course.”

“I didn’t like her working for you,” Caz said matter-of-factly. “You were her client, and then you became her boss. I didn’t like it.”

“We…never once spent the night together, Caz. I wouldn’t lie to you.”

“I know. But back then, we’d only just met.” Caz shook her head. “It’s ridiculous when I think about it now, but I didn’t like any of it.”

“I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be. Because when she became your employee, it gave us the chance to try again. I’d told her I couldn’t be with her while she was escorting. I know she didn’t sleep with clients, but it just didn’t feel right to me. Maybe that makes me a terrible person, but it was how I felt, and I can’t change that.”

“I’m glad you figured it out. It’s so nice to see you both happy.”

“The first night we spent together…well, the following morning when she tried to leave without waking me, she was meeting you. You’d booked her, and she tried to slip out of the house. I had a meltdown about it and told her I didn’t want to see her anymore.”

“I remember that day, I think. Hannah was very quiet. She didn’t want to be there, and she said as much. That was when I offered her a trial in my office. I didn’t like knowing she was only having lunch with me because she had to. Because she had bills to pay. I know a lot of escorts enjoy what they do, but Hannah didn’t. I’m not sure there was ever a time when she enjoyed it.”

“No. I don’t think she enjoyed it at all. But I can’t complain. It’s how we met.”

“Isn’t life a funny thing, hey. We meet people when we least expect it, and everything changes.” Juliet smiled, but then the thought of Paige meeting someone else suddenly dawned on her. “Let’s just hope that Paige meeting me was the end of that stage of her life.”

“I’m sorry?” Caz’s brows drew together.

“Nothing. Never mind.”

“No. I want to know what you mean by that. It came from somewhere, Juliet.”

Juliet sighed. She shouldn’t be saying this stuff to anyone. If she had reservations about anything, she should speak directly to Paige. Still, Caz was here for her. “Last week, when I travelled to her show…I fucked up a bit.”

“In what way?”

“I kind of gave Paige the impression I’d gone there to catch her out. I’d spent that morning losing my mind over social media posts I’d come across from the night before. Paige and Soraya at a club. A little close. The fans were eating it up and implying that they were together.”

Caz winced. “Please tell me you didn’t ask if she was cheating on you.”

“God, no. And I hadn’t gone there with that idea in mind, either. But I did want to make her aware of the things people were saying. It didn’t help that Soraya rubbed me the wrong way from the moment we met. I don’t trust her, even though she’s apologised to Paige.”

“I do understand how you’re feeling.” Caz offered Juliet a sympathetic smile, but Juliet didn’t want that. She had made a mess of that conversation with Paige in the hotel room. She fully accepted that.

“Nobody knows I exist in Paige’s world. As far as everyone is aware, she’s single.”

“And you want people to know she’s involved.” Caz nodded slowly. “Have you spoken to her about that?”

“Yes. She says she’s protecting me. Though, I don’t know what from. I’ve been in the papers and all over the internet many times in the past. Usually because of some bastard I was representing, but still.”

“Do you…want to be seen in the papers or online?”

“Not particularly. Nor do I want Paige to do anything she doesn’t want to do. I’ve avoided social media since it happened, and I only get alerted when Paige rarely posts something specifically now. I don’t need to see those things. I know Paige would never do anything to hurt me.”

“Still, it’s not very nice to see, I’d imagine.”

Juliet lowered her eyes to her lap. “No, it’s not. Especially when she’s miles away, and I’m stuck here in my own head.”

“And I think that’s the problem. Being stuck in your own head. I’ve been there myself, and it’s not a pleasant place to be.” Caz sighed. “Paige knows how you feel, and you know that everything is okay between you. In another week or so, this will all be over, and the four of us will be getting ready for a night out at the bar. Your new, snazzy, sexy bar.”

Juliet beamed a smile. “It’s going to look amazing. The floor alone has cost a fortune.”

“It’ll all be worth it. You already have a membership waiting list, don’t you?”

Juliet finished her wine and got to her feet. “I do. One that seems to be growing. It’s a good job I kept Cara on and brought Stephen in, too. Paige and I couldn’t possibly manage alone. We’d never see one another.”

“Cara seems nice. I haven’t had much of a chance to speak to Stephen yet, but I’m sure he’s great. You’re far from stupid when it comes to employing people.”

Juliet thought back on the early days of The Hideout. A lot had changed. For the better. “It was touch and go with Cara at one point. I wasn’t sure it would work out.”

“Oh?” Caz held out her glass when Juliet brought the bottle from the kitchen. “Why?”

“She was a little abrasive when she joined us. Then she tried it on once or twice with both me and Paige.” Juliet laughed. Those days seemed like a million years ago now. “But in the last several months, she’s really stepped up. Paige and I get days off together now because Cara finally decided to use the managerial skills that I employed her for.”

“Interesting.” Caz narrowed her eyes, then shook her head. “She was probably just trying her luck.”

“Mm.” Juliet nodded as she sunk back down onto the couch. She couldn’t find a single fault with Cara these days. “Everything is really coming together.”

“It is. For all of us. We just need Rachel and Andi to come around more often, and we could have a very special group of friends.”

Juliet pondered that idea for a moment. She would love to have Rachel and Andi at the bar more often, but it just didn’t seem to be something they wanted. Juliet could only hope that they would one day come around to the idea. Still, she knew how difficult things had been when she stopped seeing Rachel as her escort. Juliet had to understand that space was required until everyone was satisfied. “Maybe one day they will. Who knows.” Juliet smiled. “Now, tell me all about work. How is the headteacher position going?”

Caz puffed out her cheeks, and her eyes widened. “Where to begin…”


Chapter 13


“You must be looking forward to Paige finishing the tour. She doesn’t have much longer now, does she?” Henry smiled as he took a cup of coffee from Juliet. “Thanks.”

“Not long at all. But it’ll still feel like forever. It usually does.” Juliet motioned towards the couch, sighing as she sunk down into it. Henry joined her. He didn’t usually come up to the apartment, Juliet could count on one hand the number of times she had invited him up here, but he was good company. “And the bar is almost finished.”

“Yeah, I called in a couple of days ago. I know the plans didn’t look like much of an extension, but the extra space really makes a difference, don’t you think?”

“Oh, absolutely. I think Paige is going to be surprised by just how much more room we have. And if she wants to reposition her piano, she can. There’s more than enough room to change things around.”

Henry shrugged. “I don’t know. I think the piano is in the perfect position. Kind of like it’s there, but it’s out of the way.”

“Something Paige prefers,” Juliet said, smiling at the thought of seeing her behind the piano again soon. “I hope the extension hasn’t affected the acoustics. They were perfect as they were.”

“Paige will figure it out. She knows how she wants things.” Henry sipped his coffee and then placed the cup down on a side table. “You haven’t done much while she’s been gone. Unless you’ve been sneaking out and I haven’t noticed.”

Juliet hadn’t done much because there wasn’t much to do. It was the reason she had bought The Hideout last year. To keep her occupied. With Paige away and the bar being worked on, Juliet was bored to tears. “Don’t worry. You’d know if I’d gone out.” She crossed her legs and cleared her throat. “I’ve been thinking. I’m not sure you need to sit around all hours of the day anymore. Nothing has seemed out of the ordinary, and I’m beginning to wonder if that threat was nothing more than a scare.” So much time had passed since Juliet had been told to watch her every move that it surely wasn’t still likely to happen now.

Henry shifted, seemingly uncomfortable. “I don’t know. I’m not sure I like that idea.”

“It’s just a thought.”

“Mm. It’s something I’d have to think about. I’m not comfortable leaving you with no security.”

Juliet appreciated that. She was grateful for everything Henry had done since she quit law. Still, she did believe that she was safe. Surely, someone would have done something by now if they wanted to. She had been out of her career for almost two years. “Maybe we could trial it.”

“Maybe I’ll just keep doing my job. You’re free to pretend I’m not around, but I’d prefer to keep doing what I’ve been doing. Just in case, you know?”

Juliet nodded as her phone started to ring. Paige’s name was displayed on the screen. She held up a finger and answered the call. “Hi.”

“Hi, babe. How are you?”

Much improved now she had heard Paige’s voice. “I’m good. Just having coffee with Henry.”

“Oh! Say hi to him for me.”

“I will. Are you travelling today?” Juliet looked towards the window, sighing. “The weather seems nice, so I hope it’s the same wherever you are.”

“We’ve been travelling since this morning. I’ve just checked into my hotel close to the venue, and I was wondering what plans you have for the day?”

“Nothing planned. Maybe I’ll do some cleaning, even though I did that yesterday…and the day before.”

Paige laughed. “Or maybe you could get into the car and drive to Manchester. I only have a soundcheck to go, so maybe we could have lunch together…”

Juliet grinned, wanting to rush down to her car immediately. “I’d love to. What time?”

“Whenever you get here, really. The sooner, the better, so I can spend more time with you.”

Juliet rose to her feet and took her coffee cup to the sink. “Let me make myself look presentable, and then I’ll be there. Give me an hour or so, depending on traffic.”

“No problem, babe. I’ll text you the address of the restaurant, okay?”

“Perfect. I’ll see you soon.”

Paige sighed. “You will. Drive safe. I love you.”

“I love you, too.” Juliet ended the call and turned to Henry. “So, I have an unexpected lunch date. Sorry to cut this short, but Paige has a soundcheck at some point, and I’d like to get there before she gets called away again.”

Henry held up his hands. “Don’t worry about it. You have to take whatever you can get. I’ll follow you.”

“No, you don’t need to do that. I’ll be okay.”

Henry narrowed his eyes. “Jules⁠—”

“Please. Let’s just see how things go. I’ll be in my car and then at a packed restaurant. I’m almost certain whoever sent that threat has found far more important things to take care of.”

“Okay, well, I’ll have my phone just in case you need anything. If you see anything that looks off, you call me.”

“I will.” Juliet rushed towards the bedroom door. “You’ll be okay seeing yourself out?”

Henry took his cup into the kitchen and placed it in the sink next to Juliet’s. “Absolutely. Send me a text when you’re back, and I’ll be outside.”

Instead of arguing with Henry about all of this guarding, Juliet simply nodded and closed her bedroom door. She did believe she was far safer now than she had been when she retired from law, but she also understood Henry’s discomfort on the matter. Still, it wasn’t important right now. She had a girlfriend to get to, and she planned to get there soon.

Maybe you could sneak an overnight bag into the car…
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Paige paced back and forth, scanning the street for any signs of Juliet’s car. Part of her had expected Juliet to be unavailable—The Hideout was really taking shape, and things were moving at a much faster pace—but she was coming. Paige would see her in mere moments, and she couldn’t wait.

She eyed the time on her phone, puffing out her cheeks. Should she call and see what the hold-up was? Should she check for any roadworks on the traffic app? As she unlocked her phone, a familiar car pulled up in front of her. Paige beamed a smile, unable to take her eyes off Juliet as she cut the engine and exited her car.

“Well, this is a lovely surprise,” Juliet’s headlights flashed as she locked her car and leant in to kiss Paige. “I wasn’t expecting a call from you, but I’m very happy to see you.”

“You have my schedule. You knew I’d be in Manchester.” For someone who was dedicated to lists and planners, Juliet didn’t seem to keep up to date with where Paige was in the country. 

With an arm wrapped around Paige’s waist, Juliet guided them to a seat outside the restaurant Paige had chosen. “I do. But I’ve stopped looking at it.”

“Why?” Paige frowned as they took a seat.

“Because then I can’t be tempted to drive to whatever city you’re playing in. I didn’t want to distract you in any way at all.”

Paige lifted a brow at that. While she understood that Juliet was busy, that didn’t mean Paige wouldn’t love to see her spontaneously. Honestly, it was all she wanted. Any second she could steal with Juliet…she would take. “You know you’re welcome to distract me whenever you feel like it.”

“Thank you for calling me. I was feeling a little bit lost this morning because I can’t be at the bar. I’m not sure I’d even get through the door with the number of workmen there. I even had Henry over for coffee.” Juliet reached her hand across the table, settling it over Paige’s. “How long are you here for?”

“In Manchester? Until tomorrow afternoon. Well, around midday.” Midday was the latest they could leave, but she would be spending the night in Manchester no matter what happened. And if she was lucky, Juliet would be here with her, too.

Juliet smiled. “That’s nice.”

“I have something to give to you.” Paige reached inside her jacket and took out an envelope. She knew this was all short notice, but Juliet was only fifty minutes from home. It wasn’t as though she was at the other end of the country. She handed it over and waited.

Juliet hooked her finger under the lip, apprehension written all over her face. “What is it?”

“Just open it, and you’ll see.”

Juliet slid the paper from the envelope, looking back up at Paige as she grinned. “This is for me? For tonight?”

Paige nodded. “Yep. Please say you can make it.”

“Of course I can. You know I’d love to be there.” Juliet beckoned Paige closer, landing a kiss on her lips. God, she missed everything about this woman. Even just being at a table with her was enough to remind Paige of everything she had back in Liverpool. This kind of love, the look in Juliet’s eyes, there was no mistaking how they felt about one another. “Thank you. I can’t wait.”

“You’ll be coming in with me. Soundcheck and whatnot.”

“Oh, Paige. I’m really looking forward to it.” Juliet relaxed her shoulders, smiling when a server came over to them. “Could we have a few more minutes?”

“Sure. I’ll come back.” He smiled and left the table.

Juliet looked back down at the ticket, shaking her head as she smiled. Paige could only watch her, appreciate the moments she had with Juliet, while reminding herself how incredibly lucky she was. “You okay, babe?”

“Yes. Of course. I just wasn’t expecting this.”

“I know it’s kind of spur of the moment, but I really wanted to see you. I wouldn’t have had much time to get home later and then back here by midday. So, I thought, why not bring you here instead?”

“Perfect. All of you is perfect.” Juliet reached out a hand and touched Paige’s cheek. “And we don’t have long to go, so this will definitely help me to deal with what time I have left without you.”

“You don’t have any idea how much I’m looking forward to unpacking and just lying in our bed. The more hotels I stay at, the more I’m counting down the days.”

Juliet shifted her seat closer and brought Paige’s hand into her lap. “Can I…stay with you tonight? It may just make the hotel bed bearable.”

Paige smirked as she squeezed Juliet’s hand. “I think that’s a very good idea. I knew I invited you along for a reason.”

“And I don’t know, maybe room service in the morning? Breakfast in bed?”

Paige couldn’t think of a better way to start the day. Especially with the knowledge that she would have to leave Juliet behind again. “Yes. Until I have no choice but to check out, I want to lie in bed with you.”

“This day is turning out to be quite something.”

“While we’re having lunch, I want updates on the bar.”

Juliet waved a hand as she picked up the menus and handed one to Paige. “Never mind the bar. This day is all about you and me.”
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Juliet stood in the middle of the main floor at the venue, every emotion washing through her as Paige effortlessly stroked the keys beneath her fingers. She hadn’t known what to expect when it came to a soundcheck, but God, Paige sounded just as beautiful without the lights and the crowd. Actually, Juliet would go so far as to say that Paige sounded better without the bells and whistles.

But wasn’t this the version of Paige she had fallen in love with? The rawness of her voice, the intimacy of their gaze when their eyes met. Juliet would always prefer it when Paige was singing only to her. For her. There was something quite special about these moments. It had been a long time since Juliet had felt that swell of emotion in her chest, but this afternoon, it was absolutely present. It was a feeling she had longed for since Paige left the second time around. Her piano sat silent at home, and that wasn’t something Juliet was used to anymore.

As she brushed a tear from her jaw, she felt a presence beside her.

“Isn’t she amazing?”

Soraya didn’t need to question Juliet on that. It was a silly thing to say. “She is. I’ve said it for a long time now. There was a time when she didn’t believe it.”

“Looks like she took your advice since she’s up there doing what she loves.”

As Juliet looked to Soraya, she tried to size her up inconspicuously.

“Maybe you could convince her to do the world tour once I’ve finalised details.” Soraya cocked her head towards the sound equipment cases, perching herself on one and offering Juliet the other. “I’m sure she will listen to you rather than me.”

“You’ve asked her about continuing?” Juliet knew Soraya had, but she wanted to know Paige’s response before she carried on with this conversation.

“I’ve brought it up a few times now.”

“And Paige doesn’t see a future in touring?” Juliet asked, trying to keep the conversation as light as possible. When Soraya nodded, Juliet simply shrugged. “Then I’m not going to talk her into anything she doesn’t want.”

Soraya managed a slight laugh. “What you’re saying is…you don’t want her to continue. And I get that—she’s your partner. But don’t you want her to be happy? Doing what she loves?”

“I have no issues at all with Paige touring if that’s what she wants to do. But I’m not going to push her into something that doesn’t mean as much to her as we believe it does. I see the look in her eyes when she’s up there with the piano; I also see the same look back at our bar when she’s serenading our regulars. Whatever Paige is happy with, I’m happy with.”

“You can’t honestly say that she’ll be happy performing to a small group of people after getting a taste of this…”

Juliet looked to Paige again, her heart so full it could burst. “Paige will make the right decision for herself. That’s all I have to say on the matter.”

Soraya sighed as Paige’s song came to an end. “Well, I just hope neither of you come to regret any of this.”

As Soraya got to her feet and turned to Paige, Juliet followed. “Excuse me?”

“All of this. If Paige realises what she’s losing by choosing you over her career, then I don’t hold out much hope for your future together.”

Juliet desperately tried to bite her tongue, but it was a struggle. Soraya had no idea what either of them wanted, and she never would. Who the fuck was this woman to make a comment on their relationship? “You may be used to getting your own way when you throw a diva strop, but you can back the fuck off if you think you have any right to an opinion on my relationship with Paige.” Juliet stepped closer, her chin jutted. “You’re way out of line.”

“I’ve seen it time and time again. I’ve had several support acts in relationships…only to see them end when their partner can’t commit to that kind of life. Sad but true.”

“Maybe if you stopped meddling in people’s lives, they wouldn’t have found themselves in that position.” Juliet scoffed as she caught Paige out of the corner of her eye. She was leaving the stage. “Paige is free to do whatever she wants with her life. Neither you nor I have any right to decide that for her.”

Soraya held up her hands and took a step back. “Okay. Okay. Don’t say I didn’t warn you.” Soraya turned and walked away, not bothering to acknowledge Paige as she approached.

“How was that, babe?” Paige leant in and kissed below Juliet’s ear. “I know it’s probably boring for you to be standing around, but was it at least okay?”

Juliet pushed Soraya from her mind and gave her full attention to Paige. “You were amazing. As always. It’s nice to have these moments with you after so long without.”

Paige took Juliet by the hand and cocked her head towards the exit. “Come on. Let’s get backstage where I can be alone with you.”

Now that was something Juliet would enjoy.

Alone time with Paige.


Chapter 14


Paige sat back in her seat, finally relaxing after the concert as she watched Juliet speaking with a couple of Soraya’s band. She hadn’t been sure what the atmosphere would be like given the fact Juliet and Soraya didn’t appear to see eye to eye, but she had nothing to worry about here. Juliet wasn’t one for childish games, and Paige suspected that Soraya had learnt her lesson when it came to being standoffish around Juliet.

She took in Juliet’s form as Soraya sat down next to Paige, her gaze sweeping repeatedly up and down that body Paige had been missing lately. Nights with Juliet were just…perfection. Even when they were working at the bar, life still felt incredibly good. Positive and bright. But nights at home? Oh, they were everything to Paige. Making dinner together, drinking hot chocolate on the couch with the TV playing, Juliet watching Paige as she sat at her piano. It didn’t matter what they were doing, so long as Paige was only doing it with Juliet.

“Just a week to go now.” Soraya nudged Paige’s shoulder. 

“Yeah.” Paige’s eyes reluctantly drifted away from Juliet. If Soraya started with the world tour conversation again, Paige was out of here. “We have so much to do in the next few weeks. I can’t expect Juliet to get ready for the reopening without me.”

“This bar means a lot to you, doesn’t it?”

“It means a lot to me because it means a lot to Juliet. And it’s where we first met one another, so it’s hard not to love the place, you know?” Paige found it hard to believe that so much time had passed since that afternoon she first walked into The Hideout. Her life had changed drastically, but it had changed for the better. “I…owe a lot to Juliet. Without her, I probably wouldn’t be sitting here right now.”

Soraya’s brows rose. “Why is that?”

“I was in an abusive marriage before we met,” Paige said, scanning the space around her. Everyone was busy with their own conversations. “I’d already left him when I travelled to Liverpool, but he wasn’t the kind of person who would just accept that. Then I took the job at Juliet’s bar, and we fell in love. I was in the closet before then.”

“I see.”

“Things got a little…uncertain at one point. My ex-husband was actively looking for me.” Paige wouldn’t go into the details from the day she went back to Kent. It was something she chose not to relive. “Anyway, to cut a long story short…I decided I would leave the UK and head for Europe. Set up some kind of life away from here.”

Soraya rested her head in her hand, propping her elbow against the back of her seat.

“That was when I really knew Juliet was the one for me.” Paige smiled, sipping her beer as she lowered her eyes to the table. “Instead of begging me to stay, she offered to help me leave if it meant I would feel safer. She told me she could let me go because she loved me.”

Paige wasn’t sure why she was having this conversation with Soraya—she didn’t particularly care what she thought about their relationship—but it was important to Paige that Soraya knew it wasn’t Juliet holding her back with future tours. Even if Soraya denied that. It couldn’t have been further from the truth. Whatever Paige wanted, Juliet would always support. And yes, if that meant her being away for months at a time, she would grin and bear it.

“I know you want me on the world tour with you, but it’s just not me. Juliet keeps telling me I should do it, that I should follow my dreams, but if I’m being completely honest, Soraya…she is my dream.”

Soraya blinked rapidly, a tear or two falling down her face. “Wow. That was powerful.”

“It was the truth.” Paige lifted a shoulder. “I’m so grateful for this opportunity, but I do have to go back to Liverpool when this ends next week. Maybe you won’t ever understand why I choose the quieter life, but I do, and that’s what matters.”

“You know, I do get it. I understand.” Soraya nodded slowly as she looked between Paige and Juliet. “I didn’t at first, but now I do.”

“I’ve had an amazing time, I won’t lie. But I know I’m going to have an equally amazing time back at home with Juliet.” Paige’s gaze drifted back towards Juliet, her smile spreading when she walked towards the table. “Hi, babe. You enjoying yourself?”

“I am. Seth and Caleb are great. They speak very highly of you.” Juliet slid into the seat on the other side of Paige, trying to read the atmosphere at this table. “Is it always this busy after a show?”

Paige looked around. “It’s been much busier in other clubs. Mid-week, student night. These places tend to be packed.”

Juliet rolled her lips inward, then got to her feet. “Come on. You and I are dancing.”

“Oh?” Paige would never turn down a dance with Juliet. “I like your thinking.”

Juliet reached out a hand to Paige, guiding her out of her seat and towards the dance floor in the VIP section they’d been shown to on arrival. Paige had always felt odd being sectioned off from everyone else—she was no different to the other people drinking in here—but tonight, she was happy about it. It meant they didn’t have to worry about anyone questioning who Juliet was. As she pressed her body to Juliet, Paige was beginning to understand why Juliet had wanted people to know Paige was involved. It certainly would have made life a lot easier in the moments they were together in public.

But did it really matter now? In a week, Paige would be back in Liverpool and working behind a bar. She would be the mixologist again, and this would all be in the past. When that time did come, nobody would bat an eyelid as to who she was or who she was dating. Perhaps that was for the best.

Juliet dipped her head towards Paige’s ear. “You two were talking quite amicably just then.”

Paige drew back a little, searching Juliet’s eyes. God, she was gorgeous. “We were. Soraya knows where I stand now, so life on the tour will be better.”

“Good. I’m glad you’ve both come to a decision.”

Paige sensed there was a ‘but’ coming…

“But you know I want you to do what’s best for you, Paige. You know I’ll always be back at home waiting for you.”

“I know.” And Paige did know. Still, it didn’t change a thing for her.

“I love you, and I cannot wait until I’m admiring you in the kitchen every morning again.”

Paige could hardly wait for those moments either. All she had ever wanted was the simple life. To love and be loved. To find that one person who understood everything about you but wasn’t afraid to question anything. Paige had it all…and she could never possibly want or need a different life. Juliet Saunders was quite simply her everything.

It was Paige’s turn to bring her lips to Juliet’s ear this time. “Maybe I’ll do it naked for the first morning I’m home.”

“Maybe?” Juliet laughed as she lifted a brow. “Oh, I think it’s a definite.”

And this is why I’m madly in love with this woman. Paige pulled Juliet in by the waist, gazing into those incredible eyes. Eyes she woke up to, eyes she got lost in during their most intimate moments, eyes that shone with so much love for Paige it left her breathless. “You’re right. But only if you’re naked, too.”

Juliet cradled Paige’s chin in her hand and kissed her so softly that Paige wondered if the room had just emptied out. As she drew back, their foreheads touching, Juliet smiled. “It’s a deal.”
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Juliet had achieved a lot in her life, the main thing being the fact she had somehow kept herself alive for over fifty years, but this? Sitting here as the sun rose, watching Paige sleeping…this had to be her greatest achievement. Falling in love. And not just with anyone but with the very woman she was proud to share a bed and her life with. With a woman who would do anything to make her happy while choosing her own happiness, too. If she could watch this moment from the outside looking in, Juliet would frame it and keep it forever.

There had been times in her life when she questioned whether she would ever find someone who loved her for who she was—being a defence lawyer for criminals often caused a raised brow or two—but Juliet hadn’t imagined this. She didn’t know what she expected, she wasn’t even sure she had a ‘list’ of qualities she wanted in the woman she loved, but Paige possessed qualities Juliet had never encountered in her life before. She also had the ability to make Juliet sit up and listen, and that was something nobody had achieved in as many years as Juliet could remember.

She rarely took direction from anyone. It had been drilled into her—mostly by herself—that being a lawyer meant being brutal when it was needed. But Paige unravelled Juliet in so many ways that Juliet had to wonder if she even knew who she really was anymore. Paige had brought out the very best in her.

Juliet lifted her phone and scanned the QR code on the booklet the hotel had provided. It was a direct link to room service. Paige would be waking up soon, and Juliet wanted this morning to run as smoothly as it possibly could. Within the next few hours, her girlfriend would be on the road again. If Juliet could take away the stress of everything beforehand, she would.

She ordered an array of different dishes—food she knew Paige would enjoy as well as some she could take with her while she was travelling—and lowered her phone to the edge of the bed again. She had spent the last hour sitting in a single chair at the end of the bed, her feet resting up against it. If she could, she would refuse to move from here for as long as possible.

I don’t want to leave her today…

Juliet smiled when Paige stretched the length of the bed and rolled onto her back. Naked, laid bare, so fucking beautiful. Any other day, Juliet would have climbed on top of Paige and woken her up exactly how she wished to be woken up, but not this morning. The silence and the view were intimate enough for Juliet.

Paige slowly sat up on her elbows, frowning. “Babe, what are you doing sitting there?”

“I’ve been here a while.”

“Why? Is everything okay?” Paige lifted her phone and checked the time. “It’s only seven.”

“I know. I couldn’t sleep, so I decided to sit here and enjoy watching you sleep instead.”

“Well,” Paige said, ruffling her blonde hair as she brought her knees to her chest. “That’s…cute.”

“What can I say? You look beautiful when you’re sleeping.” Juliet followed Paige’s every move as she climbed from the bed and slid a robe on. “I’ve just ordered room service. Some snacks for you to take with you, too.”

Paige stalked towards Juliet, straddling her legs where she sat in the chair. “Thank you. It’ll save me trying to find somewhere to get lunch when we stop off.” Paige reached for the bottle of water on the desk beside Juliet, taking several huge gulps. “Thanks for coming here yesterday. And for staying.”

“I wouldn’t want to be anywhere else. I think it was good for us.” Juliet swept Paige’s hair from her face, palming a thigh as she looked up at her. “And I enjoyed myself.”

“Me too. I usually hate going to the clubs with them, but I had a very beautiful woman to keep me entertained, so it was worth my while.”

Juliet smirked as she offered a nod. “Noted. I’ll remember that.”

“You should. You looked fucking gorgeous last night.” Paige ground in Juliet’s lap, her robe separating as she shifted to a more comfortable position. Her knees rested on either side of Juliet, Paige’s eyes intense and fiery. “I just wanted you all to myself.”

This was a side Juliet didn’t often see from Paige. Not so early in the morning, anyway. “Someone has woken up feeling a little hot under the collar…”

Paige took her bottom lip between her teeth, grinding down again. “It’s not my fault the world’s hottest woman shares a bed with me. What do you expect?” Paige took the hand that was placed on her thigh and moved it between her legs. “You see what you do to me?”

Juliet moaned when her fingers found Paige’s wetness. God, she was soaking. “Oh, fuck.”

“Mmhmm.” Paige smirked, her eyes closing when Juliet traced her fingers between her lips. “F-fuck, babe.”

Juliet forced Paige’s robe open and placed open-mouthed kisses between her breasts. That feeling of Paige’s soft skin against her lips would always remind Juliet of what they had. It would always ground her…a promise of forever.

“B-babe.” Paige moaned, wrapping her fingers through Juliet’s hair. “Inside.”

As Juliet dragged her tongue across Paige’s chest and sucked her nipple into her mouth, she eased two fingers inside her. This morning, Juliet was on cloud nine. She always would be when she was inside Paige. Warm and soft. Velvet. Sheer fucking bliss. “Oh, baby. You feel so good.” Juliet sunk deeper, gently biting down on Paige’s nipple when Paige forced her mouth against her.

Paige dipped her mouth towards Juliet’s ear. “Give me more.”

Oh, Juliet would always give Paige anything she wanted. If she needed more, she could have that. Paige spread her legs wider, gripping the back of the seat Juliet sat in. Juliet almost slipped out of her, only to add a third finger and thrust deep. Paige arched her back, moaning loudly, that sound exquisite. “Fuck, Paige.” Juliet could barely move inside Paige as her walls squeezed her fingers.

Back when she had first met Paige, she was timid and closed off. But now? Oh, she knew exactly what she wanted, and she wasn’t afraid to ask for it. 

“C-close.” Paige buried her face in the side of Juliet’s neck, soaking wet as Juliet fucked her hard and fast. “Y-yes. Just like that.” With her arms wrapped around Juliet’s shoulders, Paige sunk her teeth into the nape of Juliet’s neck and released around her fingers. “O-oh, shit.” She trembled, riding and taking everything she could from Juliet. “D-don’t stop.”

Juliet wished she never had to stop. The idea of this morning coming to an end and going their separate ways only made her want to go again. And again. And again. “I love you,” Juliet said as Paige lifted her head and smiled back at her.

“I love you, too.”

Then came the knock at the door. “Room service!”

Juliet pulled out of Paige, only for Paige to take her by the wrist and suck her fingers into her mouth. “Oh, fuck. That’s incredibly hot.” She gazed up at Paige, enamoured by her. “O-one moment.” She called out, hoping they would just leave their food at the door. “Baby, we have to get the door.”

Paige licked her lips as she climbed off Juliet, fastening her robe as she sauntered towards the door. She looked back over her shoulder, smirking when Juliet remained in her seat, panting. Paige hadn’t even touched her, and she was close to coming. “Oh, by the way…morning, babe.”

Juliet laughed as she shook her head. “Get the door, Paige. I need to clean you up, and I need to do it very soon.”


Chapter 15


Juliet forced the lid on the tin of paint she’d been using, pushing it out of the way and folding the dust sheet from beneath it. She couldn’t believe the bar was finished, and she would see Paige this afternoon. She stood back and admired the work that had been carried out, impressed by how brilliant it looked. It wasn’t a huge addition space-wise, but there would be another seven tables added to the bar. She wanted to keep it as small as possible whilst making it bigger.

“I have to say, it looks way better than it looked on the plans.” Cara came from the back, drying her hands on some paper towel. “Are you happy with it?”

Juliet smiled. “I am. I’m very happy with it. I can’t wait for Paige to see it.”

“You two really do have it all, don’t you?” Cara rested back against the bar counter, laughing. “She’s on tour with bloody Soraya, and you’ve extended the bar… everything good just lands in your lap, doesn’t it?”

“I mean, we make our own luck,” Juliet said, shrugging as she pulled out a seat and rested for a few minutes. “You’ve excelled here, too. Don’t forget that. There was a time when I was ready to manhandle you out the door, but I gave you another chance, and look what it’s all turned into now.” Cara had been a nightmare in the beginning, but she had really changed her attitude in the last six months or so.

“Mm. I suppose.” Cara turned and moved behind the bar. “Glass of wine to celebrate?”

Juliet would usually wait for Paige, but a glass of wine was just what she needed right now. She’d worked hard; her day had started at seven this morning. “Go on. I’ll have a glass of red. Thanks for your help today. I appreciate it.”

“No problem.” Cara busied herself, carefully removing two of the new wine glasses where they hung on the rack above the bar. Juliet watched her, genuinely happy about how everything had turned out here.

“Tell me what you prefer. Putting people behind bars or working behind a bar?”

“Oh, that’s an easy one. While I loved my job back in the day, this is much more pleasant.”

“Did you ever feel bad when the people you represented went down for whatever they’d done?”

Juliet frowned. What a strange conversation to have today. “It’s difficult. Even though I was representing them, they were mostly terrible people. Still, everyone deserves representation, and I did what I could for them.”

“And…did you ever have any that you thought you should have tried harder for?”

“Are you planning to go into law, or do you always strike up random conversations?”

Cara lifted a shoulder as she carried two glasses of wine towards Juliet. “I guess I’m just intrigued. You were one of the best, and then you suddenly retire and end up owning a bar with a guy who sits outside watching your every move.”

“Mm. I’d prefer H to be watching my every move than the alternative.”

Cara’s brows drew together. “The alternative?”

Juliet didn’t particularly want to have this conversation. Her past was the past for a reason. She also didn’t go around telling people about the threat made against her just weeks before she decided on early retirement. Yet here she was…having the conversation. “There are people out there who aren’t happy with the hand life dealt them or what they dealt themselves. People on the inside who have people on the outside. They blame me.”

“You mean, they’re looking for you? To harm you?”

Juliet twisted her glass of wine on the table, nodding slowly. She had always hoped that it was nothing more than a simple threat to frighten her, but the thought of it being real always stuck with her. She wouldn’t have Henry watching her otherwise. There were times when she thought she was just being too paranoid, but it was better to be safe than sorry. “That’s the rumour.”

“You only have the guy sitting outside when it suits you, though.”

“While I’m here, I’m safe. The place is locked up, so nobody can get to me. I have to grant access to anyone trying to get in. When I know I’m not leaving for a while, I tell Henry to have a few hours off. The same goes for when I’m at my place. If you’re worried about your safety, don’t be. Henry is one of the best, and he’ll know if anything untoward is going on.”

“Do you remember Ronnie Delehedy?”

Juliet froze at the mention of that name, her hand gripping her wine glass a little tighter. Ronnie and his friends were the very people who had put the threat out against Juliet. “I do. A well-known drug dealer who used to hire children to do his street dealing.”

“Supposedly,” Cara said, her tone level.

“Well, no. The evidence was there. CCTV footage of him handing over packages to teenagers. Some as young as thirteen. Proof of the burner phones he’d purchased and handed out to them, too. Along with a lot of other evidence.”

“His wife died, you know.”

Juliet knocked back her wine and got to her feet. Cara knowing who Ronnie was made Juliet feel uneasy. Her stomach…didn’t feel right. “Yes, I know. I was sorry to hear about it.”

“Were you, though?” Cara turned in her seat, her legs crossed as she tapped her nails against the table. “You knew she was terminal when he went down.”

“The CPS had a very good case against him. I could only work with what I had, and that was very little to prove that he wasn’t guilty. I didn’t make it a habit to lose cases, Cara. That’s just the way it fell sometimes.” Juliet moved behind the bar, inconspicuously taking her phone. She managed to unlock it and bring up Paige’s messages. “Another drink?”

“No. Need to stay coherent for the rest of the day. But thanks.”

Juliet’s hand trembled as she looked down at her phone.

Hey. Are you almost back in Liverpool? I’m at the bar with Cara and I could do with you here as soon as possible.

Juliet poured another glass of wine, but she had no intentions of drinking it. She just wanted to keep a space between her and Cara. Though, if she was being honest, Cara didn’t strike her as the silent but deadly type. “So, you know Ronnie then?”

“Mmhmm. My mum’s brother.”

“And you’ve been working with me for over a year but decided not to bring it up until now?”

Cara smiled a sarcastic smile. “Biding my time. You would have fired me if you knew who I was. But I feel like we’re in a much better place now. We have a friendship, right?”

Okay, just play along with this. “I’d like to think we do. You’re invaluable to my team.”

“What time is Paige due back?”

Juliet eyed the clock on the wall, but her vision seemed a little bit off. She only wore her glasses when she was working in the office, did she need them now, too? “I’ll just call her and find out.”

Cara got to her feet, the chair legs scraping against the stone floor. “Don’t. She’ll get here when she gets here.” Cara approached the bar, blocking Juliet from leaving the tiny space. “No rush.”

“No rush for what?”

Come on. Keep it together. Juliet may have known that something terrible was going to happen here, but she didn’t want Cara to know that she feared for her life.

“You’ll see.”

“Cara, if you have people heading over here to do whatever the hell they plan to do, then you should think about it before you consider letting them into this building.” Juliet gripped her phone in one hand, her wine glass in the other. How the hell was she supposed to fight a group of men off with nothing available to her? Fuck!

“Oh, you think I’m just trying to keep you here? No. Nobody is coming.”

Juliet settled at that a little.

“Feeling okay?”

Resting back against the nearest surface, Juliet swallowed. No, she wasn’t feeling okay. She didn’t feel right at all. Her stomach churned, she felt a little shaky, and every time Cara moved, she had double vision. “Sure. Why wouldn’t I be?”

“Give it a minute. Maybe…have a seat.”

Juliet stumbled out from behind the bar, holding her phone against her chest. If Paige called, she would answer it before it had the chance to make a sound. “Cara, is everything okay?”

“I think you know why I’m here. Now that you know who I am…”

“You’ve been here for over a year. Why now?” Juliet followed every move Cara made, but it was hard to stay focused. “If you’re here to hurt me, why wait?”

“I had one instruction from Uncle Ronnie. And that was to wait until you were at your happiest. No time frame, no rush, I just had to wait.”

Oh, no. This was where it ended for Juliet. Cara was here to make good on that threat. Fuck! Juliet’s phone buzzed in her hand. It was Paige.

Hi, babe. I’ve just got off the train, so I’ll be at the bar in about twenty minutes. Need to put my bags in and then I’ll be with you. Can’t wait to see you and the amazing transformation of the bar. See you soon! I love you! x

Juliet’s heart ached as she read the message from Paige. If this was where it ended, she wouldn’t allow her girlfriend to be a part of it. Still, she would try to spook Cara by telling a slight lie. “That’s Paige. She should be here soon. About fifteen minutes. Now is your chance to let whatever you’re thinking go.”

“It doesn’t really matter to me if Paige is here or not. Actually, it’s probably best if she’s not. I wouldn’t want her to interfere.”

Stay at home. I’ll be back soon. I’m almost finished here. I love you, baby. Always. Forever x

Juliet swallowed down the lump in her throat, refusing to show her emotions. “I’ve told her to stay at home. This is between me and you. Not her.”

Cara shrugged. “Whatever.”

“What exactly do you have planned, Cara? And what makes you think that you’re going to one, succeed, and two, get away with it?”

Cara turned her watch towards herself. “In a few minutes, you’re going to struggle to stand upright. And as for getting away with it, I made my peace with the fact that I won’t. But this is for the family. For Ronnie and Mandy. You took the chance to be with her away from him, and now I’m going to take the chance for you to be with Paige away. It’s really that simple.”

“Because I couldn’t keep him out of prison.” Juliet had never felt so deflated. How was she supposed to keep an already previously convicted drug dealer out of prison when they had all the evidence they needed? “You’re willing to ruin your life just to see me suffer? That’s not who I thought you were, Cara.”

“You have no idea who I am.” This had to be the calmest Juliet had ever seen Cara. There was no anger, no bitterness, just calm. Her voice, her demeanour. 

Juliet felt her mouth dry, her body shaking much more than it was before. “Can I call Paige?”

“What for?” Cara laughed. “She’s not going to help you. It’s too late.”

“To…say goodbye.” God, those words hadn’t been easy to say. But it was important that Paige knew how Juliet felt. She knows how you feel. You made sure of that in the short time you had with one another. “Please? I just need to hear her voice. At least allow me that.”

“Oh, stop. Paige is about to become an extraordinary musician. I’m sure she’ll be just fine without you.”

Would she be? Fine without Juliet…

Of course she would.

“You’re right.” As Juliet’s vision blurred further, she caught a glimmer at Cara’s side. The glimmer of light bouncing off metal. “Cara, think about this. Please.”

Cara stepped forward, holding up a blade. “I would have been happy walking in here and doing this last year, but he wanted me to wait. I never did like you, Juliet. Stuck up, poncey bitch. That’s all you are. You walk around here thinking you have it all, but you don’t. One thing you’ve never had is peace. Your job meant you were always watching your back. At least I’ll feel at peace knowing Ronnie got justice for Mandy. Forty years of marriage, and you stopped him from holding her as she took her last breath.”

“I tried, Cara. I couldn’t do any more than I did.”

Cara reached out and dragged Juliet to her feet. She wanted to fight back, to wrap her hands around Cara’s neck, but Juliet couldn’t lift her arms. It was becoming clear that Cara had drugged her.

“I would have been more impressed if you’d fought me one-on-one. But to drug me? That’s pathetic.”

“Is that so?” Cara smirked, pressing the tip of the blade to Juliet’s stomach. Juliet’s phone clattered to the floor, her hands unable to grip any longer, giving Cara the perfect opportunity to crush the screen with her foot. “Oops. Definitely no chance of that call to Paige now.”

“Whatever you’re going to do, just fucking do it.” Juliet jutted her chin, her legs practically numb at this point. “Even if I know you don’t have the balls to go through with thi⁠—”

A searing pain shot through Juliet, radiating and pulsing to every last inch of her body. She gasped when Cara pulled her arm back, and then she felt another blow. She slumped, holding her stomach as Cara grinned and took a calm step back. And then she turned and left as though she’d simply been calling in to say hello.

Juliet dropped to her knees, the pain lessening but the blood now dripping to the floor where she knelt. She ached to hear Paige’s voice, to feel her arms around her, but she could only memorise that beautiful face until her body gave up.


Chapter 16


Paige practically jogged through the city, desperate to see Juliet. So what if she’d told Paige to stay at home? She needed to be here. She just knew the bar was going to look out of this world amazing. Anything Juliet put her hand to often ended up that way, anyway. And if Paige could get Cara out of the place soon enough, she would be christening the new furnishings very soon.

She reached the road The Hideout was on, taking her keys from her jacket pocket. Maybe they could have the first cocktails in the new bar; maybe they’d just end up back at the apartment in record timing. Paige didn’t know, and today she didn’t care. So long as every minute from this point on was with Juliet, she would work a double shift if it was required.

Paige unlocked the main heavy bolted lock, then twisted another key in the smaller, automatic one. “Babe, I’m here!” Wanting to enjoy the moment, Paige took the stairs slowly. She could smell the fresh paint, the odour mixed in with ground coffee beans. Huh. A coffee was something Paige would certainly enjoy right about now.

Or an espresso martini, she grinned.

“Babe? Can I come in? Did you want to do some grand unveiling?”

Nothing.

Well, that was an anti-climax!

“Fine. Don’t hand me champagne as I walk through the door.” Paige reached the bottom of the stairs, her eyes closed as she turned and took a couple of steps into the bar. She wanted to open them, but she also wanted to build the anticipation. “Last chance, Juliet!”

Still nothing.

Paige opened her eyes, her world slowing around her. Juliet was lying on the floor. “Babe?” She rushed to her side and dropped to her knees, landing in a pool of blood as she did so. “Oh, shit. No, no, no.” Shaking, she took off her jacket and her shirt and pressed them to the wound on the right side of Juliet’s stomach. “Babe, I need you to wake up for me. Please, please wake up.” She reached for Juliet’s phone, throwing it against the wall when she realised it was dead, the screen destroyed.

Okay, calm down and think. Paige kept pressure on the wound, fishing for her phone in her jeans pocket. She called Henry’s number, sobbing when it connected.

“Hey, Paige. How’s it going? You back in Liverpool now?”

“Where the fuck are you? Get to the bar NOW!”

“Paige, calm down. What’s going on?”

“It’s Juliet.” Paige sobbed harder, holding her phone between her ear and her shoulder. “Someone got to her. I have to go. I need to call an ambulance.”

She ended the call and dialled 999.

When the operator asked which service she required, they connected her to the ambulance. “Ambulance. Is the patient breathing?”

“I… Yes, I think so.” Paige checked for a pulse. It was faint, but it was there. She was sure it was. “S-she has a pulse…barely. I think s-she’s been stabbed. In her stomach.” Paige held back the urge to vomit at those words. “Address is The Hideout. It’s a hidden bar on Fowler Lane in the city centre. Tell the crew to look for the old green Victorian lamp above the door.”

“We have a crew on its way to you. I just need to take some details. It won’t delay their arrival, don’t worry.”

Paige put her phone on loudspeaker and lowered it to a nearby chair. Then she lifted Juliet’s upper body into her lap. Making sure she held the pressure, she cradled Juliet, kissing her nose. “Babe, please.”

“May I take your name?” The operator asked.

“Paige. It’s my partner. I’ve just come to the bar, and she’s on the floor bleeding out. Juliet Saunders. Fifty. No health problems that I’m aware of.”

“Okay, Paige. That’s great. Do you have pressure on the wound?”

“Yes.” Paige stroked Juliet’s face, a tear landing on her cheek. “Babe, you have to wake up because we have so many plans to make. Please, Juliet.”

“Are you safe, Paige? Do you believe the attacker is still in the vicinity?”

“They better not be. Because if I fucking find them, you’ll have to send a private ambulance for their body!”

“Paige, it’s important that you keep calm right now, love.”

The main door slammed shut, startling Paige. She heard heavy footsteps, so she protected Juliet with her body, hoping they’d go for Paige rather than take another shot at Juliet. If Juliet didn’t pull through this, Paige was as good as dead anyway. 

“Paige, it’s Henry. What’s going on?”

Paige sobbed against Juliet’s forehead, rocking them back and forth on the floor. “Where the fuck were you, Henry? You’re supposed to protect her!”

“I…she told me to take a few hours off. She said she would be here most of the day, and she was with Cara. I only left a couple of hours ago.” Henry lifted Paige’s phone and took over on the call. “Yes, I can let you into the building. Yes, that’s the correct street.”

Paige zoned out of anything going on around her, kissing Juliet’s eyelids. Maybe if she held her tighter, she would wake up. Maybe if she felt Paige’s warmth, her heartbeat, it would give her some kind of reason to hang on.

“B-baby.”

Paige lifted her head and stared at Juliet. 

Had she imagined that, or had Juliet spoken?

“Juliet, open your eyes for me.” Paige stroked her face again, willing Juliet to just feel her touch and know she was safe. “Come on, babe. Let me see those eyes.”

Juliet’s lips parted, her eyes slowly opening.

Paige knew just how serious this was, but she still grinned when she saw those dark eyes. “Hi. It’s about time you woke up.”

“I’m cold. And I can’t feel my legs.”

Paige clenched her jaw to keep her from crying. She couldn’t show Juliet how scared she was. It wouldn’t help any of this. “Henry, give me your coat. And your sweater.”

Henry stripped off and covered Juliet up. Paige looked up at him; he had tears in his eyes, too. “Hey, Jules.”

“W-what are you d-doing here? Told you t-to go home.” Juliet shook in Paige’s arms, her teeth chattering.

“You know me, Jules. Can’t sit around for too long.”

“H-H.” She managed barely a smile. “Y-you look after her, o-okay? E-every minute of t-the day, y-you look after her f-for me.”

“I’ll look after you both.” Henry crouched down beside Paige, taking Juliet’s hand. “The paramedics are two minutes away. You just keep talking to Paige, and we’ll have you at the hospital in no time.”

Juliet’s eyelids fluttered closed again, panicking Paige. “Babe!”

“Mm?”

Paige brought her lips to Juliet’s ear. “I need you to live, okay? I need you to come home to me. To our bed. I just want to hold you and know that you’ll be okay.”

“D-do the world tour, P-Paige.”

Paige scrunched her eyes shut, a painful lump lodged in her throat. “I can’t. I’ll be busy with you.”

“P-please. Do it.” She reached out and gripped Paige’s arm. Juliet looked Paige square in the eye, tears slipping down her face. “Baby, I-I think I’m dying.”

“You’re not. I won’t let you.” Paige kept rocking Juliet in her lap, stroking her hair. “Can you open your eyes for me for just one minute? Please?”

Juliet did so, only just managing Paige’s request.

“You’re so beautiful.” She gently leaned down and kissed Juliet. “And I need to ask you something really important before we go to the hospital and you start to recover.” Because Juliet would. She had to. This couldn’t be the end for them. Their life was only just beginning together.

“T-the apartment is y-yours,” Juliet said, her body no longer shaking. It was just…limp in Paige’s arms. “I-I changed my w-will a few months ago. E-everything i-is y-yours.”

“No, babe. No, that’s not what I want to ask.” Paige smiled down at Juliet, those beautiful eyes barely able to remain open. “Marry me, Juliet.”

Juliet managed a smile. “I’d marry you over a-and over if I had the chance.”

“Just the once will be enough. Please, marry me.”

Juliet offered a single nod. “K-kay.”

“Excuse me, love. We’ll take it from here.” A paramedic placed a hand on Paige’s shoulder, dropping his heavy green reflective bag to the floor. “We’re going to need some room to work on her and stabilise her before we get her onto the ambulance.”

Paige frowned as they manoeuvred Juliet out of her lap. She couldn’t leave her. She…needed to be with her. Juliet had only woken up because Paige was holding her. What if she thought Paige had left her on her own? “I need to be with her.”

“And you will be. Just as soon as we’ve done what we need to do here.” Another paramedic took Paige’s hand and crouched in front of her. “Why don’t you get yourself a glass of water and clean yourself up. She’s in safe hands with us.”

Paige looked up at the paramedic, who had kind green eyes. “Please don’t let her die. S-she…she can’t. Please.”

The paramedic nodded and smiled, turning her back to give her full attention to Juliet. Paige crawled away, her entire lower half covered in blood, and propped herself up against the bottom of the bar. Henry sat in the opposite corner with his head in his hands, his shoulders shaking.

“Henry!”

Henry looked up, his eyes bloodshot. “Yeah?”

“Come and keep me company over here.” Paige stared at Juliet’s seemingly lifeless body laid out on the floor, her bottom lip trembling. How the hell had it come to this? Henry sat beside her and took her hand. “She said yes.”

“Yes to what?”

“I asked her to marry me…and she said yes.”

Henry squeezed her hand. “Of course she said yes. You’re the love of her life, Paige.”

“Who did this, H? Who could be so heartless and hurt someone like this?”

Henry exhaled a slow breath. “I don’t know. But they’re going to wish they were dead when I get my hands on them.”

“I need to make some calls. To the girls and that. And I need to delay the reopening of this place. Juliet is my only priority for the foreseeable. She may not even want to be here anymore once she’s recovered. I couldn’t blame her.”

“You just focus on Juliet and leave the rest to me. I’ll start checking the CCTV footage when you leave for the hospital. I’ll lock up and make sure the place is secure.”

In this moment, Paige would be happy if he burnt this bar to the ground. Would she always see Juliet lying there when she came down the stairs? Would that image ever leave her? Right now, it didn’t seem like a possibility. “Do you think Cara is okay? We should check the office and stuff. She could be hurt somewhere.”

“I’ll go and check. You stay here with your fiancée.”

Paige’s pulse quickened at that. Juliet was her fiancée. “Hey, H?”

He looked down at her as he got to his feet, his jeans bloodstained. “Yeah?”

“Thanks for being here. It means a lot.”

“Anything for you two.”

Paige rested her head back against the bar, bringing her hands up in front of her. Juliet’s blood covered them, and now that stench of metallic was lingering in the air. Or maybe that smell was coming from Paige herself. She had enough blood covering her to warrant that. And then the sheer volume of said blood had Paige fearing the worst. It surely wasn’t possible to lose so much of it…and survive. “You got here in time,” she murmured. “Just focus on that.”

“Paige?”

She swallowed when the paramedic approached her. “I-is she dead?”

“No, love. Would you like to travel in the ambulance with her?”

“Yes. Please.” Paige got to her feet, and the paramedic handed her a green fleece. She hadn’t even realised she was sitting in her bra and jeans. “Oh, thank you.”

“We don’t want people tripping over themselves at the hospital if you walk in like that.” She smiled and then took Paige by the elbow. “Come on. Let’s get her the care she needs.”


Chapter 17


Paige paced the corridor, her head in her hands. The longer she waited, the worse she felt. The little she did know wasn’t helping her either. They hadn’t said very much at all; they’d just rushed Juliet off to trauma and briefly mentioned surgery to Paige.

Right now, she felt helpless. And hopeless. How did she even begin to process what had happened this afternoon? It was going to take a while before she could sit down and understand why anyone would want to hurt Juliet. Even though they knew the potential was there, it didn’t make this any easier to swallow. 

“Paige!”

Paige turned at the sound of Hannah’s voice. Caz rushed behind her, her lip quivering.

“Where is she? Is she going to be okay?” Hannah wrung her hands as she stopped in front of Paige. “W-who would do something like this?”

“Henry is dealing with that.” As far as Paige was aware, Juliet hadn’t told Hannah and Caz about her issues before she took retirement. That was Juliet’s choice alone, but in order for people to make sense of this, they would have to know at some point. “Is Edie okay?”

“She’s with her friend. I haven’t told her anything, it’ll only panic her.”

Paige nodded. Edie didn’t need to know the shit they were about to go through. “Good idea.”

“Have you eaten?” Caz cut in, placing a supportive hand on Paige’s back. “Or had something to drink?”

“No. I can’t stomach anything.”

“Understandable, but you’re going to have to keep your hydration up at least. Juliet wouldn’t want you to sit here barely functioning or making yourself ill.”

“Caz is right. I’ll go and get some drinks. Hot and cold. You sit down before you fall down.” Hannah kissed Caz on the cheek, an unspoken expectation that Caz would take care of Paige while Hannah was gone. “If you need me, just call me.”

Caz guided Paige to a row of seats, helping her into one. She felt weak, but it wasn’t because of the lack of food. She just felt weak all over. As though someone had come along and sucked the life out of her. “She was dying in my arms, Caz.”

Caz lowered her eyes and shook her head. 

Yeah, Paige understood. There was nothing to say to that.

“If I hadn’t got there when I did, I wouldn’t be waiting for news, I’d be…s-she’d be…”

“I know.” Caz took Paige’s hand, settling her mind momentarily. “I know what you’re saying. But you did get there in time. You’ve saved her life.”

“I just keep picturing the surgeon coming out and telling me she didn’t make it. I-if they do that, would you and Hannah stay with me? I won’t know what to do. Or who to call.”

“Paige, she’s in safe hands. She’s going to be okay.”

The double doors at the end of the corridor opened, and the same surgeon who had met them on arrival walked towards Paige. “Hi, Paige.”

Paige stood on shaking legs, supported in a split second by Caz, who held her by the waist.

“Juliet is in the ICU. It was touch and go at one point, and we ran into a complication, but she’s doing much better. She’s stable. The next few days are going to be important, but I believe…given her health, that she’s going to make a full recovery. She just needs some extra attention in the coming days.”

Paige dropped to her knees and sobbed into her hands. Juliet wasn’t going to die. She’d prepared herself for exactly that, but…she was going to be okay. Caz helped her back up to her feet, hugging her briefly. 

“I have two detectives outside who want to speak to you, but I can ask them to come back later. It’s entirely up to you. Personally, I’m not sure you’re in the right frame of mind to talk to them…”

“Can you ask them to come back?”

“Of course.”

“And, um…” Paige scratched at her arm. “When can I see her? She won’t want to be on her own. I’ve been away on tour for the last month, so I’d really like to be with her the moment it’s possible.”

“Visiting hours in the ICU are generally more flexible. I’ll have a nurse come and get you once I’m satisfied Juliet is comfortable.”

Paige sniffled. “Thank you. I wasn’t sure you would even let me see her.”

The surgeon, Dr Nunez, if Paige recalled right, frowned. “Why not?”

“We’ve been together for like…fifteen months, but, you know, I’m probably not anything to her legally.”

“You’re Paige Ashburn, correct?”

“Y-yes.”

Dr Nunez smiled. “You’re on file as Juliet’s next-of-kin. And to be quite honest, given the condition you were in on arrival, it’s pretty obvious how much you love her.”

“Thank you. For saving her life.” Paige reached out and shook Dr Nunez’s hand.

“We did the serious stuff. But you were the one who saved her life long before she arrived on my table. Juliet is lucky to have you.” Dr Nunez took a step back, removing his scrub cap. “It’ll likely be a couple of hours before you can see Juliet. May I suggest that you go home and shower…perhaps have something to eat.”

No. Paige couldn’t do that. She had to be here. What if something happened? “I’m okay. It’s best if I stay here.”

“Paige, Juliet would want you to look after yourself.”

Paige understood that. Usually, she would agree. But she couldn’t shake the dread she still had sitting deep in her stomach. “I know, but what if I come back and she’s…dead.”

“Juliet has a fantastic team of doctors and nurses looking after her. She’s going to be exactly where she should be when you come back. If I thought for one moment that it was touch and go, I wouldn’t advise you to leave the building.”

“O-okay.” Paige wrung her hands as she blew out a breath. “Okay. Maybe I’ll go home and shower.”

Paige smiled as a satisfied Dr Nunez walked away, her mind reeling with all of the possibilities she’d allowed herself to imagine. But Juliet was going to be okay. She…was alive.

“Let’s sit back down for a minute.” Caz guided her towards the same row of plastic chairs as before. The air didn’t seem so charged now. Which was good. But with the knowledge that Juliet was going to live, Paige’s mind instantly went to who could be responsible for this.

Her phone started to ring in her pocket. As she reached for it, she saw Henry’s name on the screen. “She’s alive, H.” Before he said anything, Paige had to speak those words. “She’s in intensive care.”

“Thank God.” Henry’s voice shook. Paige knew he would be beating himself up because he hadn’t been there to stop it, but that wasn’t what any of them needed right now. “I have some information. The police are aware, I’ve just left the bar, and forensics are still there. They…think I work at the bar. Mostly security.”

“Okay. What information do you have?”

Henry cleared his throat. “First of all, you’ll likely notice that there will be a police presence at the hospital soon. Specifically at Juliet’s room.”

Paige’s stomach sank. She hadn’t known it was possible to feel terrified all over again…all of a sudden. “Why? What’s going on?”

“Are you alone?”

Paige cleared her throat. “No. Caz and Hannah are with me. They came to the hospital as soon as I called.”

“Well, that’s good. I don’t like the thought of you sitting there alone,” Henry said, melting Paige’s heart a little. He was generally stone cold, but occasionally, his heart did show.

“Henry, what is it?”

“Will you be going home at any point? Will you…be alone so we can talk?”

Paige frowned. “Yeah. I’m heading home soon.”

“Then I’m going to call you back once you’re home. And alone. It’s important that people don’t know who I am, you know?”

Paige understood. She would do anything to protect Henry, given the fact he’d practically saved her life where James was concerned. “Okay. I’ll let you know once I’m home. Bye, H.”

“Everything okay?” Caz’s gentle voice pierced Paige’s thoughts. Her inner turmoil.

“Yeah. Just Henry.”

“I always wondered about him. He seems very shifty. And he rarely says more than two words.”

Paige lifted a shoulder. “He’s security. He doesn’t really need to say much.”

“That’s fair enough.” Caz stood when Hannah returned with drinks. “Does anyone keep a flask of whiskey on them? I think I may need something stronger after the day we’ve all had so far.”

Paige started to pace the corridor, desperately wanting to be with Juliet. Why couldn’t she sit quietly with her? She wouldn’t bother anyone or get in the way. Why couldn’t they be at home right now, cuddled on the couch? Why…had this happened?

Hannah landed in front of her, placing her hands on Paige’s shoulders. “Caz says Juliet is going to be okay. Why don’t you go home and get a shower? We could always wait here in case there is any more news.”

“That’s okay. The doctor says it’s going to be a while before I can see her, so you two should go home and do whatever you need to do. I’ll call you once I’m back here and I have more information.”

“Are you sure?” Hannah asked, taking Caz by the hand. “We can stay if you’d rather that.”

“I’m sure.” Paige chewed her lip as she looked back at the double doors keeping her from Juliet. A tear slid down her cheek, but she suspected she was going to have a lot of tears for some time yet. “I just…I need to be with her.”

Hannah moved towards Paige and took her hand. “I get it. Completely. You’d have to drag me from here kicking and screaming if I was in the position you’re in. But she’s going to recover, and you’ll be back with one another before you know it.”

“I know.” Paige moved towards the window at the end of the corridor, staring out at the city below. Someone was out there, someone who had tried to kill the woman Paige loved. Paige’s nostrils flared as she clenched her jaw. “I’ll kill you with my fucking bare hands if I find you.”
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Paige sat in silence, staring at the coffee table in the apartment. Everything felt out of place, and what was left of the day was really beginning to weigh heavy on Paige. She shouldn’t be here; she should be at the hospital. Still, she hadn’t received a phone call, so that was something positive to cling to while she scrubbed Juliet’s blood from her body in the hottest shower her skin could manage. At least, she would try to shower when she found the strength to move.

If I could just see her eyes…

Even if only for the briefest of moments, Paige needed to see those eyes. Even if only for the briefest of moments, Paige desperately needed to know Juliet would wake up. Then she could sleep this all away until she was better.

As she sat imagining her fingertips across the back of Juliet’s hand, her phone started to vibrate on the couch beside her. It was Henry. She’d been waiting for a call from him since the moment Paige had climbed into the back of a cab twenty minutes ago.

“Henry, hi.”

“Any changes?” Henry’s voice shook, even if he did try to hide it.

“No, nothing. She’s in safe hands, though.”

“That’s good. And I’m outside the apartment, so you’re safe, too.”

Paige hadn’t even thought about her own safety since all of this happened. She didn’t feel in danger, but she didn’t suppose Juliet had felt in danger either…until she was. God, she must have been so frightened in that moment. Paige closed her eyes, and her nostrils flared as she fought back the constant emotion she felt. “I-I don’t know how she’s alive, H. If I hadn’t got there when I did⁠—”

“But you did get there, Paige. You made it in time, and you saved her life.”

Paige couldn’t think about all of that right now. They had to figure out who’d done this. She had spoken to the detectives very briefly when she was leaving the hospital, but they had given practically nothing away at all. “Did you check the CCTV?”

“I did.” Henry cleared his throat. “You won’t believe what I found.”

Paige’s stomach sank. Since she’d had time to think, the first thought she’d had was that it was James coming back. It made sense. He’d been silent since the court hearing. Surely, he wouldn’t have just disappeared and given Paige the peace he knew she wanted. Life was never that simple. “What? Who was it?”

“Paige, it was Cara.”

Paige frowned. How the hell could it be Cara? Why would it be Cara? She’d been working at the bar for what? Well, since it had opened. “You have to be wrong. Why the fuck would she do that?”

“Paige, I’ve watched the footage over and over. It was Cara. No mistake.”

Henry had to be right. He’d been the one to see her doing it. But Paige couldn’t make sense of this at all. Cara had really excelled over the last several months. She’d covered shifts, she’d worked late, she’d even had a slight say so in the plans for the new bar. Surely, they couldn’t have fallen out that much that she would try to kill Juliet. Because she had. She’d tried to end Juliet’s life.

“S-so what now?” Paige asked, her hand clenched into a fist as she slowly started to rage inside. “The police are waiting to speak to Juliet, but I don’t know how long it’ll be before they get the chance.”

“I could handle it, but I think it’s best if we let the police deal with it. While they’re doing that, I’ll look into who she is. The police are actively looking for her, but they’re going to put officers on Juliet’s door. We don’t know if she’s going to come back when she finds out Juliet pulled through.”

“She’ll have to get through me first. Fucking bitch!” Paige couldn’t believe what she was hearing. Cara Swinson…had tried to kill Juliet. “If this is true, there has to be a reason.” 

Henry sighed. “This is my fault. I should have done a check on her the moment Juliet employed her.”

“Did you look into me when she employed me?”

“No. Of course not.”

Paige smiled. “Then why would you look into Cara? I know you want to blame yourself for not being there, but this isn’t on you, H. Juliet thought she was safe. I had no issues with her being alone with Cara.”

“I’ve never let her down when she’s needed me. This…what’s happened…I’m not sure I can look her in the eye ever again.”

Paige wasn’t even going to acknowledge that. “Should I expect to see you at the hospital later at all?”

Henry remained silent.

“Henry?”

“I…shouldn’t. I’ve done enough damage already. But if down the line, Juliet wants to see me or speak to me about anything, she has my number.”

“H…”

“I’m the last person she’ll want to see when she wakes up. And honestly, now that the adrenaline has worn off, I’m sure you feel the same way.”

“No. We’re not doing that. The only person to blame for this is Cara. I know Juliet will want to see you. And I want to see you, too. I wouldn’t have made it through earlier without you there. Please, don’t put this on yourself.”

“I’m supposed to protect her, Paige. I’m supposed to have her back and keep her alive the way she kept my sister alive. I failed, and I’m so sorry.”

“You’re family to Juliet. And me. Everything is going to be okay, and we will put this to bed soon. The evidence is there, so I’m sure the police will deal with it swiftly.”

“I hope so. I know Juliet is safe while she’s in hospital, but I still have the added worry of you, Paige. And I swear I’ll protect you.”

Paige knew Henry would. “Look, I need to take a shower, but give me twenty minutes or so and then come up. We can have coffee together and try to process what we know.”

“Okay. I’m going to do some asking around. Find out who the fuck Cara is. But I’m not moving from here, so go and take that shower, and I’ll speak to you soon.”

Henry ended the call, and that was Paige’s cue to sort herself out. She needed food, but that could wait until she looked far more presentable. Instead, she would be alone with her thoughts under the steaming hot water, contemplating all the ways she would like to see Cara suffer.


Chapter 18


“You feeling any better after your shower?” Henry closed the apartment door and turned to Paige. “You certainly look better than the last time I saw you.”

Paige managed a smile, tiredness beginning to set in. “Turns out dried blood isn’t a good look on me.”

Henry didn’t respond to that. He was probably just as shaken as Paige was. Whenever she closed her eyes in the shower, all she could see was Juliet lying on the floor in The Hideout. If she wasn’t seeing that, Paige was remembering the moment Juliet was practically dying in her arms. This, whatever happened, was going to take a while to process, come to terms with, and then move on from. There was no doubt about that. 

“I made you a coffee when I buzzed you up. Sugar?”

Henry shed his jacket and folded it over his arm. “I’d love some coffee. Just one sugar, please.” He took a seat, scrubbing a hand down his face as he did so. “Any news from the hospital?”

“No. Dr Nunez said someone would call me once Juliet was settled in ICU. I guess they have a lot to do before anyone can visit.” Paige eyed the clock in the kitchen. It had only been ninety minutes or so since she had got home. Even if it had felt like an eternity. “I have so much to do, and I don’t know where to begin, H.”

Henry looked over at Paige from the couch. “What do you need to do? Other than be with Juliet, what else?”

“Well, I need to go to the bar and clean up. The longer I leave…that stuff on the floor, the harder it will be to get the stain out. If I can even get the stain out.”

“That’s not something you need to worry about, Paige. I can take care of it.”

“I know, but it’ll give me something to do and hopefully take my mind off all the waiting. I don’t know how long Juliet will be asleep for.” Paige’s heart constricted. What if something went drastically wrong and Juliet didn’t wake up at all? “She will wake up, won’t she?”

“You and I both know that she’s going to wake up. She’s too stubborn to do anything else.” Henry winked, coaxing a laugh from Paige. “I’ve spoken to a few people. They all told me that Big Ron has been asking about Juliet. She was his lawyer a few years ago. Didn’t manage to get him off the charges. None of them specifically told me that he was responsible for encouraging Cara, but that has to be how this started. It’s too much of a coincidence. I’m guessing they’re probably related.”

“Right.” Paige nodded slowly as she crossed the room with two coffees. “You think it’s something to do with this Big Ron, then?”

“Oh, one hundred percent. I have no doubt that he placed Cara at your bar to do exactly what she did. He doesn’t care who he hurts or who gets caught in the crossfire. He’s always been a selfish, heartless prick.” Henry scoffed. “I’m hearing that his wife was terminal at the time he was on trial. He expected Juliet to get him off, she didn’t manage it, and so he blames her for him not being with his wife when she passed away.”

Paige sat down on the couch facing Henry. “While it’s really shit that he couldn’t be with her, that’s not Juliet’s fault. Maybe if he hadn’t found himself in court in the first place, none of this would have happened.”

Henry smiled at that. “Oh, if only it was that simple. The criminals in this world don’t see life the way you see it, Paige. Or how most of us see it. Ron will always be of the opinion that he deserves the very best in life, regardless of the crimes he’s committed. The only benefit in all of this is that he’ll never see the outside world again. He was sentenced to thirty years inside, and he’s already in his seventies.”

“But as we’ve seen recently, he has people who are willing to do whatever he wants them to do.” Paige wasn’t sure she would settle in the near future, regardless of whether Cara was inside or not. It didn’t feel as though this Big Ron guy would just let it go. Not when he had been so close to getting the end result he wanted. “How do we keep her safe, H?”

“You let me deal with that.” Something in Henry’s eyes changed for a split second. A determination seemed to flash in them. “Nobody is getting away with any of this.”

“Please be careful. If anything happens to you, neither of us will forgive ourselves.”

Paige was sure that Henry could handle himself, but she didn’t know the kind of people they were dealing with here. Yes, they were violent and had no issues trying to kill someone, but just how far would they go when it came to making sure everyone knew who they were? People like Ron thought they were the top dog, and most of the time, they liked to prove exactly that.

Just as Paige was about to try and relax for a little while, her phone started to ring in the pocket of her hoodie. She looked down at the screen. An unknown number was calling her.

“Hello?”

“Hi, Paige. This is Detective Bond calling from St Anne Street police station.”

Her shoulders tensed. Hopefully, they were calling to tell Paige that Cara had been arrested. “Hi. Do you have more news?”

“At the moment, no. We’re continuing enquiries. We do need to take a statement from you, though. Is now a good time to head over and do that?”

She eyed Henry. He would have to leave, that was for sure. “Sure. Could you give me about thirty minutes?”

“Absolutely. We’ll see you then.”

“Okay. Bye.” Paige lowered her phone to the couch and turned her attention back to Henry. “That was the police. They’re coming over to take my statement, so you should probably get out of here.”

Henry nodded and took his jacket from the arm of the couch. “No problem. I’ll be downstairs if you need anything. Just give me a call when you’re ready to head back to the hospital, and I’ll take you.”

Paige rose to her feet and pulled Henry into a hug. She couldn’t say she had ever done that before, Henry didn’t seem like the type to be affectionate, but he readily accepted it. “Thanks, H. I appreciate you being here.”

“I’ll always be around. If I hear anything else, I’ll let you know.”

Henry crossed the room and left, closing the door softly behind him. He was a burly guy, he must have stood at almost seven foot, but there was a kindness and a gentleness to him that Paige didn’t expect when she first heard about the visit he’d paid to James. Henry was the very definition of never judge a book by its cover.

Sitting alone, Paige decided she would use this time to clear her head. When she arrived back at the hospital later that evening, she wanted Juliet to only feel calm. She may be sedated, but Paige was sure she would feel it.

She feels everything between us.
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Paige lifted Juliet’s hand and kissed it, placing it against her face where it felt right. Whenever Juliet touched her face, Paige always felt tremendous love pouring into her. Even now, unconscious, Juliet still offered that. She always would. No matter what the outcome of all of this, Paige would never not feel the love Juliet had for her.

She closed her eyes, leaning into Juliet’s touch. Just a few hours ago, Paige had been sitting on the floor of the bar, begging this very woman to live. She had rocked her and soothed her and prayed to anyone who could be listening. Somehow, Juliet had pulled through, though for the sheer amount of blood, Paige couldn’t fathom how. It hadn’t seemed possible as she asked Juliet to stay awake. As Juliet’s once shaking body had become limp in her lap, Paige hadn’t imagined sitting here, waiting for the love of her life to wake up.

It may take some time, but it would happen.

She would see Juliet’s beautiful smile again.

As Paige lowered Juliet’s hand and stroked her fingers gently against the back of it, there was a light knock on the door. The door opened, and a nurse popped her head inside. “You have some visitors. We only usually allow two at the bedside, but I can make an exception this evening.”

Paige smiled and nodded. It would be Hannah and Caz. “Thanks. Tell them to come in, please.”

The nurse stepped away, and in walked a shaking Hannah and a very pale looking Caz. Neither of them said anything, just a supportive hand from both of them placed to Paige’s shoulders.

“Thanks for coming in. The silence was beginning to drive me insane.”

Hannah squeezed Paige’s shoulder, and then she sniffled. “I don’t know what I expected, but it wasn’t this.”

“Yeah, it’s pretty rough. But she’s alive, and that’s all I care about.” Paige closed her eyes, only to open them suddenly when an image of a dying Juliet flashed in her mind again. God, she needed to block those memories out. She’d never sleep again otherwise. “Have a seat if you like.” Paige glanced back over her shoulder, her heart hurting at the sight of Caz standing in the corner, tears slipping down her face. “Hey, come on. She’s going to be okay.”

“I-I know.” Caz pulled a tissue from her pocket and dabbed at her eyes. “It’s just a lot to see. I’m sorry.”

“Don’t apologise. You’re our friends. It’s a shock.” Paige wished she could come clean about why this had happened, or at least why they believed it had happened, but she couldn’t do that without speaking to Juliet first. “Please don’t tell her I let you two see her like this.”

“Oh, God. None of us would ever live it down,” Hannah said, lightening the mood. The slight laughter around Juliet’s bed was very much appreciated. “If she asks, she had a full face of makeup on, and her hair was immaculate.”

“Perfect.” Paige smiled, lifting Juliet’s hand again and pressing it to her face. “She’s lovely and warm.”

“Good. We all need her to be as comfortable as possible.” Caz finally took the seat beside Hannah, looking up at the ceiling as she blinked away the last of her tears. “Have you heard anything from the police?”

“They’ve been and taken a statement from me, but I didn’t have very much to tell them since I arrived after it happened.” Paige hoped that would satisfy their friends. She couldn’t say much more than that. “Does Edie know?”

“She…knows Juliet is in hospital, but she doesn’t know why.”

Paige nodded. “Probably for the best at the minute. No use frightening the kid if you don’t need to.” Paige and Juliet knew all about Edie and her anxiety. It was important she only knew the bare minimum. The reasons for Juliet being here wouldn’t make a difference, not really. Edie’s mental health took priority. “Is she staying with a friend, or is she home alone tonight?”

“She has her best friend over. They’re having a film night with snacks while we’re out. Edie mentioned something about her birthday planning, too.”

“I still can’t believe she’s turning sixteen in a few months.”

Hannah puffed out her cheeks. “God, I know. It’s hard to believe I’ve managed to keep her alive all this time. When I had Edie, I could barely look after myself.”

Paige found that hard to believe. When she looked at Hannah, all she saw was a picture of strength. Hannah always seemed calm and unbothered by life. But Paige didn’t know the old Hannah. She only knew this one. “Whatever the plans, we’d like to be involved.”

“You really think she would agree to anything without you and Juliet there?” Caz cut in, a brow lifted. “Edie adores you both.”

“And we adore her.” Paige kissed the back of Juliet’s hand. “Right, babe?”

The room fell silent, with everyone secretly wishing Juliet would respond. But she didn’t…she couldn’t. Paige swallowed down the lump in her throat, wondering just how long it would take for Juliet to open her eyes. She knew it wouldn’t be in the next couple of days, Dr Nunez had explained as much, but would it be weeks? God, she hoped not.

“Have you eaten, Paige?” Caz shifted in her seat. “Are you keeping hydrated?”

“Yeah. I can’t drink any more water. The officer outside will think I keep running to the toilets to do coke or something.”

That garnered a slight chuckle from Caz. “And the food? You are eating, right?”

“I managed a round of toast before I came back here before. Couldn’t stomach anything else.” Paige had always had a great appetite. Even if she wanted to eat, she just couldn’t. She didn’t feel hungry. She just felt nervous and wary of everything going on around her. “I’ll eat once I feel like something, though. Promise.”

Hannah sighed, smirking as she eyed Caz. “You’re such a mum, babe.”

Paige watched their interaction, preferring it over the miserable atmosphere in this room. Even though the air con was on, it felt stuffy. Even though it was still light outside the window—the summer night’s approaching—it felt dreary in here. There was very little life happening inside these four walls, even if the room was filled with people.

“Look, if Juliet finds out that we haven’t been taking care of Paige, all hell will break loose. Do you really want to be on the receiving end of that?”

“No. You’re right.” Hannah slumped back in her seat. “Get some food down you, Paige. Do as you’re told.”

Paige laughed, squeezing Juliet’s hand gently. “She knows you’re both looking after me. Don’t worry about that.”

“So, what’s next?” Hannah asked.

“Well, I need to go to the bar and clean up. The place is…looking less than desirable at the minute.”

Hannah hung her head at that. “Do you think it’s a good idea for you to take care of that? We could always hire a company to come in and do what needs to be done. I’ll look around for you.”

Paige shook her head. “No. I’d like to do it myself. It might help me to come to terms with what the fuck has happened today.”

Caz draped an arm around Paige’s shoulders. “If you need us, you’ll call?”

“Of course. But I think I’ll be okay. I just want to make sure Juliet has a restful night before I even think about leaving here again. I’ll probably go over there tomorrow to at least see what the damage is. I think I ended up wearing more of her blood than the floor did.” Paige’s voice wavered slightly, but she managed to compose herself. “Anyway, none of that is important tonight. Juliet is still here; she’s going to recover, and we will all forget about this soon.” Paige lowered her head to the forearm resting across the rail around Juliet’s bed. She just needed five minutes to find some energy, and then she would step outside for fresh air. “If I fall asleep, wake me up in ten.”


Chapter 19


Paige unlocked The Hideout, a sinking feeling in the pit of her stomach as she slipped inside. She didn’t particularly want to be here, but she knew it would be easier if she faced this head-on sooner rather than later. Juliet may never want to step foot in here again—Paige couldn’t blame her for that—but Paige needed to do this.

She took the stairs slowly; that usual sense of pride for this bar now marred. Would it ever feel like their business again? Would it always feel alien walking in here? Paige really hoped they could keep this place. How dare Cara come in here and destroy what they’d built! How dare she even breathe the same space as Juliet! God, Paige needed the police to find her soon. Because if they didn’t, Paige would, and she wouldn’t stop until Cara was gone. She wasn’t violent, far from it, actually, but Cara had brought out a rage in her that she didn’t know she possessed.

As she stepped into the main bar area and flicked the lights on, Juliet’s blood was stained on the floor. The new floor Juliet had spent six weeks deciding on. The new floor Paige hadn’t even had the chance to admire. And she couldn’t possibly do that now. Not with her fiancée’s blood covering it.

She inhaled a shaky breath, her mind cast back to last night when she’d held Juliet in her arms, begging her not to die. Praying that, by some miracle…they’d still be together. She didn’t know who had been looking over them yesterday, but Paige was beginning to believe that there may just be some higher power for moments like this.

Her phone started to ring as she took another step inside the room. She lifted it and looked at the screen, smiling when Henry’s name was displayed. “Hi, Henry.”

“How is it? Are you sure you want to be alone in there?”

How was it? Paige hated it, in all honesty. “I, uh…yeah, could you come in please?” Paige had done the hard part. She’d walked in here, and not turned around to leave. But having Henry around would make this easier. She had cleaning up to take care of. “I can’t believe they just leave it in this mess.”

“Yeah, it’s not ideal. Especially when you’re the victim of the crime.”

Paige swallowed. She was tired of being the victim in things. Why couldn’t they just have a normal life? “I don’t know how much more bad news I can take. I’m only human, H.”

“I know, love. I’ll be in now.”

“Thanks.” She ended the call, eyeing the piano that remained in the same spot it had been in since day one. Juliet had wanted to keep that as the main focus, but the thought of Paige ever sitting at it again almost made her hurl. Everything had been destroyed here. And if Paige hadn’t been away on tour…

The main door opened, and the familiar sound of Henry’s heavy boots settled Paige. He stepped into the room, puffed out his cheeks, and waited for further instruction.

“You okay, H?”

“Yeah.” He forced a smile, but Paige saw through it. “You’d think this wouldn’t faze me, wouldn’t you? I’ve seen all kinds in my time, but Juliet means a lot to me.”

“I know she does.” Paige stepped towards Henry and squeezed his shoulder. “And before we know it, she’ll be home. Where she belongs.”

“They still haven’t found Cara.” Henry rubbed a hand down his face, tiredness evidently pulling his shoulders low. “They need to find her before I do.”

“Did you find anything? She has to have something to do with the threat. The whole reason you’re even here.”

“It’s looking like she is Big Ron’s niece.”

“Tell me more about this guy.”

“Ronnie went down about two years ago. Juliet represented him but failed to keep him out of prison. Nobody was surprised by that except for Ronnie. The evidence against him was overwhelming. He didn’t have a leg to stand on.” Henry pulled out a seat and motioned for Paige to join him. “He’s the lowest of the low. At one point, they had footage of him distributing drugs to kids as young as twelve. He handed out burner phones and bikes for them to use, and they’d take the drugs to his dealers. To be honest, I’m surprised Juliet ever took the case on. She surely knew from day one that it wasn’t going to end well for him.”

“Why did she take on the case?” Paige couldn’t understand Juliet’s choice to help people like that.

“She was likely threatened into doing it. That’s usually what happens with these people. Juliet wasn’t just defending the petty criminals, Paige. At one time, most of the criminal underworld had her on speed dial. Hence why she has this place instead.”

Paige lowered her head to her hands, wishing Juliet had never found herself involved with these people. “They’re not going to stop until she’s dead, are they?”

Henry lay a land on Paige’s shoulder. “If my contact confirms this, I’ll make sure it stops. Don’t worry about that.”

“H-how?” Paige couldn’t imagine Henry being violent towards anyone else. She still struggled with the knowledge he had been willing to beat up James. But if it meant Juliet was safe, Paige wouldn’t stop him.

“The less you know, the better.”

Yeah, the less she knew, the better. Without a doubt. She already hadn’t slept last night. If she knew Henry was up to something, her instinct would be to stop him whether she wanted to or not. “Yeah. Don’t say anything else.”

Henry took Paige’s hand and held it. “They will get Cara, Paige.”

God, I hope so.

She smiled, tears threatening once again. “I know. Now, I guess I should get this place cleaned up.” Paige eyed the dried blood and took a deep breath. “This should be fun.”

Henry stood and took his jacket off. “I’ll get some buckets and soapy water. Let’s see what we can do with that floor.”
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Paige sat back on her knees, exhausted from cleaning. She didn’t know why she was bothering; the blood stain wasn’t coming out. It seemed easier to call the company where they’d chosen the flooring and have them send out a fresh batch that would cover the area, but Paige didn’t have the energy to call them about it. The more she thought about the reason she was on her hands and knees, the sooner she wanted to be out of here and at Juliet’s side.

She had tried to head there an hour ago, only choosing not to when Henry told her she needed some space from the hospital. From the moment Juliet was admitted, Paige had spent very little time anywhere else. At least if she was here cleaning, she could consider herself useful. And then, when the day came for Juliet to walk back in here, it would be spotless…with very little to remind them of this time in their lives.

Yeah, you keep telling yourself that!

Paige knew she was lying to herself. The chances of Juliet ever wanting to be inside this bar again were slim to none. And who could blame Juliet for feeling that way? She had almost died in here. The trauma of that would surely see this place closing down. A shame, really, given what they’d put into The Hideout, but Paige didn’t care what happened to it so long as Juliet recovered. The rest didn’t matter.

“You doing okay down there?” Henry appeared behind Paige, wiping his hands on a rag. “I can finish off here. You should go home for a few hours before you go back to the hospital.”

“I can’t. I need to sort this stain out. It’s just not budging.”

Henry approached Paige and lay a hand on her shoulder. “Paige, you’ve been down there for hours. Your back won’t thank you for it. At least have a break and a cup of coffee.”

Coffee, she could do. She would need the caffeine for another night of bed watch anyway. “Good idea.” She groaned as she got to her feet, throwing the sponge into the bucket that sat beside the blood stain. “Coffee for you too?”

“I’d love one. I’d also offer to make it, but I have no idea how to even turn that machine on, so it’s best if I don’t bother trying.”

Paige smiled in Henry’s direction. Who knew they’d all become so close in the last year? Not Paige. And certainly not with Henry. But he was around more often than not lately, so it made sense to make him feel a part of the place. “Have a seat in our lovely new ruined bar.”

Henry lifted himself onto a stool, scratching at his stubble. “You know, things will get better. It’s going to take a long time, but you and Juliet will recover from this. And the moment she opens her eyes, I’m never leaving her side again.”

Paige appreciated that, but Henry couldn’t spend his life sitting outside their apartment. Cara had to be caught soon. “Any news on anything?”

“I’ve had confirmation. Cara is definitely Big Ron’s niece. I know one or two people inside who can get to him. They know what I expect of them at this point.”

Paige shook her head. “H, you’re going to get yourself into trouble. Where will we be then?”

“It’s all good. Don’t you worry about it.”

Paige didn’t like this. She didn’t want them to become part of some huge crime. She just wanted Juliet to be safe and loved. The way it had been since they’d met. “I never should have gone on that fucking tour!” Paige braced her hands against the counter, her head dipped between her shoulders as she exhaled a deep breath. She was beginning to move past the anger stage…and now came the guilt. “If I hadn’t, none of this would have happened. Cara wouldn’t have had the fucking balls to do it if she knew I was around. No way.”

“Or…maybe she would have, and I’d be dealing with you both in hospital.” Henry raised an eyebrow as Paige turned to face him. “It’s becoming quite clear that Cara purposely applied for a job here so she could get to Juliet. And knowing it was on Ron’s say-so, she would have stopped at nothing. The moment he gave her the okay, she would have done it no matter who was around.”

Paige’s eyes filled with tears, her bottom lip trembling. “But at least she wouldn’t have been lying there alone. Knowing she was dying…she wouldn’t have been alone. She must have been so scared, H. I can’t even bring myself to think about it. But it’ll always be there, won’t it? That moment I walked in here is going to keep me awake for a long time, I know it is.”

“Maybe it will.” Henry nodded slowly. “But eventually, you’ll stop seeing it. It’ll stop playing on your mind.”

“I hope so. I need to be on my game to take care of Juliet.”

Henry winked. “You’ll be just fine, Paige. You’ve already been through a lot and powered on like an absolute champion. This is a blip, and I’m going to do everything I can to make sure you’re both okay.”

Paige reached a hand over the bar and squeezed Henry’s. “You’re a good man. Don’t let anyone tell you any different.”

“I do my best to look after the people I care about. That’s my focus.”

“And we appreciate it. Everything you do for us.” Paige prepared two coffees and set them down on the other side of the bar. She rounded it, sitting facing Henry on a stool. “One day, when this is all over, we’re all going to be in here drinking something far stronger.”

Henry laughed. “I think I’ll book the night off when that happens. I’d like to be here for the celebrations.”

“Guest of honour, H. Guest of honour.”


Chapter 20


Paige’s phone started to ring in the bedroom for the second time in under a minute. She rushed through the apartment to get it, almost slipping and breaking her neck when she skidded on the polished hardwood bedroom floor in her socks.

She didn’t have time to check the screen. “Hello?”

“Have you seen the news?”

Ah. It was Henry. “No. Why?”

“Hang on. I’ll send the link over.” Paige heard traffic in the background, then Henry muttering something. Chances were, he didn’t know what he was doing. “I think I’ve sent it.”

Paige’s phone vibrated. “Yep. Got it. One sec.”

She brought up the news article, her heart free falling into her stomach the moment she read the headline.

Ex-defence lawyer gutted in exclusive bar.

Paige’s stomach churned, tears stinging her eyes as she read the headline again. How could people be so heartless with their reporting? How could a paper print absolute shit? Paige didn’t want to read any further. She’d seen enough already.

“I was hoping the papers wouldn’t report it,” Paige spoke quietly into the phone as she lowered herself to the bed. “And when they did…be a little less brutal.” She understood that not everyone liked Juliet based on her previous career, Paige sometimes found it hard to understand how she could represent the people she had, but this? Gutted. God, she felt sick.

“It’s a rag of a paper. I wouldn’t worry about it. But I did want to give you a heads-up. You know, if people start getting in touch with you.”

“Like who?” Paige stared down at the floor, frowning. There was nobody to contact her. Neither of them had any family. None they kept in touch with, anyway.

“Reporters. Friends. Anyone really.” Henry cleared his throat. “Don’t forget that you’re now a face in the music industry, Paige. People will want you to say something about it all.”

Paige may be seen as a face in the music industry, but she had done the right thing in mostly keeping Juliet out of the spotlight. A lot of people likely didn’t know they were together unless they’d followed the tour heavily. “Yeah, well, they can have two words from me. Fuck off. That should give them an idea of what I think.”

Henry laughed. “Perfect. And likely what Juliet would expect you to say.”

“Well, thanks for letting me know. If I hear anything from the hospital, I’ll give you a quick call.” Paige ended the call and sighed. This was the last thing Juliet would need once she was awake and on the road to recovery. Fucking journalists wanting answers. Nobody had the right to answers, nobody at all. “This is fucked.”

Paige dragged herself back out into the living room and threw her phone onto the couch. She had only been home from the hospital for two hours—on the advice of Juliet’s nurse so she could rest—but she didn’t seem to have a minute to sit and process. Something was always going on in some corner of her life.

A sudden hammering on the door had Paige backing up against the nearest wall. Nobody had access to this building, and those neighbours that did…well, they certainly wouldn’t dream of banging the door down. She crept towards the door and looked through the peephole.

Huh. It was Rachel.

Paige unlocked the three bolts on the back of the apartment door and opened it slowly. “Um, hi.”

Tears streamed down Rachel’s face. “I just heard what happened. What the fuck is going on?”

Oh, no. Paige had enough going on without Rachel showing up and demanding answers. Another one who had no right to them. “First of all, calm down. I don’t have the energy for sobbing and panicking.” Paige opened the door wider. “And secondly, come in, and I’ll explain what I can. I need to be ready to go immediately if they wake Juliet up.”

Rachel wiped at her face as she stepped through the door.

“How did you get into the building?” Paige felt on edge lately, and rightfully so. Then she reminded herself of exactly how Rachel got into the building. At one time, she was sharing Juliet’s bed with her. Not right now. “Never mind. I forgot.”

“Paige, is it true?” Rachel held up her phone, that same headline staring back at her once again.

Paige ran a hand down her face. “Yeah. It’s true. I mean, the headline is bullshit, but, yeah, Juliet was attacked at the bar while I was on tour. Well, the day I was coming home from the tour.”

“Who the fuck would do that to her?” Rachel threw her handbag to the floor and flopped down on the couch. Seemed she was about to make herself comfortable. “I know she always had that guy with her. Henry. Is that something to do with it?”

Paige snorted. “Henry is security.”

“Paige, I’m not stupid. I know something was going on when she used to book me. He’d sit outside this place all hours of the day and night. Part of me wondered if he was going to let himself in here sometimes to find us in bed together.” Rachel closed her eyes and sighed. “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have said that.”

“No, you shouldn’t.” Paige didn’t need to reminisce right now. “And if you want the truth, I’m surprised you’re even here. Juliet has been trying to bring you and Andi into the friendship group for a while now, and most of the time, you don’t even get back to her when she texts.”

“I know. It felt…weird.”

Paige lifted a brow. She would continue this simply to divert the conversation from Henry. “For who?”

“Me.” Rachel smiled weakly. “I didn’t exactly leave things on good terms with you two. It felt weird being welcomed into the group so suddenly and so easily.”

“Well, we like to forget the past and move forward. What’s the point in always looking back? You used to fuck her, so what?”

“We’re…getting off track here,” Rachel said, reading over the news article again. “Is she going to be okay?”

“I hope so. She’s in intensive care. Medically induced coma.”

“Fuck.” Rachel lowered her head to her hands. “I’m so sorry, Paige. If I’d known, I’d have called before now.”

“I couldn’t get in touch with you. I’ve been too busy to worry about who knew and who didn’t. When I’m not with her, I’m here trying to look after myself.” Paige wasn’t doing very well when it came to looking after herself, but she was trying. “I just…I need her to wake up so we can start the healing process.”

“What happened, Paige?” Rachel reached out a hand and pulled Paige down beside her. “I know we’ve had our differences, but please, talk to me and tell me what happened.”

“Someone attacked her. At the bar. Stabbed her twice in the stomach.” Paige took a deep breath, exhaling slowly through her nose. “I-I found her. She was just lying there…dying.”

Tears slid down Rachel’s face, her bottom lip quivering. God, Paige hated seeing people upset. But it just showed how fond of Juliet people were.

“But the main thing is that she’s alive, and she’s going to wake up soon. I just know she is.” It was Paige’s turn to comfort Rachel, a hand placed on her knee. “You know what she’s like. She hates missing anything, so she won’t be asleep for long.”

That brought a laugh out of Rachel, but it was true. Juliet knew everything that went on in this city. “You’re right. She does. She gets terrible FOMO.”

“I guess when you’ve been a high-profile lawyer for so long, you tend to know everything about everyone.”

Rachel turned to Paige suddenly, searching her eyes. “Are you okay, Paige?”

Oh. She hadn’t expected that. Or the sympathetic look Rachel gave her. “Y-yeah.”

“Are you sure?” Rachel dipped her head when Paige tried to lower her gaze. “I know you want to be strong for everyone around you, but this is me. I have no ties to any of you. Not anymore. If you need to vent, get angry or upset, you can do that with me.”

Paige appreciated that, she really did. Still… “I’m just…numb at the minute. I’m trying to make sense of everything in my head, but I just can’t.”

“I think that’s going to take some time.” Rachel shifted on the couch, moving closer to Paige. “But when you’re ready to make sense of it, you will. Maybe once Juliet is awake. I’m not sure you’ll be able to do much until then. You surely can’t focus on anything else.”

“You’re right. I can’t.” Paige laughed. “I almost forgot to brush my teeth this morning. That’s how out of it I am. And I forgot to have dinner last night. By the time I realised, it was just easier to curl up in the chair next to Juliet’s bed and sleep.”

“You need to take care of yourself, Paige.” Rachel looked back at Paige, her eyes soft. Red and puffy, but still soft. “Is there anything we can do for you? Maybe batch cook some food and bring it over?”

“I really appreciate that, but I’ll be okay. Everyone has lives to get on with.” Paige relaxed a little, truly thankful that Rachel had shown up here. As she was about to offer her a cup of coffee, Paige’s phone started to ring in her hand. It was Henry again.

“Hey, H. Can I call you back?”

“That’s okay. I know Rachel is there. I just wanted to let you know that there’s a delivery guy downstairs with flowers. I tried to take them from him, but he seems very dedicated to his job. He looks okay, though. Legit, you know?”

“Right. Okay.”

“He’s on his way up. Put the chain on and ask him to leave them in the corridor,” Henry said. “Just to be on the safe side.”

“Thanks, Henry. I’ll text you later.” Paige locked her phone and got to her feet. She spied through the peephole again, putting the chain on the back of the door, when a guy approached with a huge arrangement of flowers.

Paige opened the door a little, smiling back at him. “Hi. Could you just leave them out in the corridor? I’ll collect them when you’ve gone. I’m…sick at the minute.”

“Of course, love.” He placed them down, took a picture of them to confirm delivery, and then smiled back at Paige. “Lovely flowers. Feel better soon.”

Paige watched him leave, the ding of the lift letting her know he had gone back down to the main lobby. She unhooked the chain, took them inside, and slammed the door shut quickly. Rachel stared back at her with her brows raised, likely wondering what the hell was going on.

“Are you okay?”

“Yeah. We’re all just a bit on edge at the minute. Whoever attacked Juliet is still on the run.” Whoever, Paige wanted to laugh out loud. But she wouldn’t dare risk the investigation by giving Cara’s name away. No chance. “I’m sure they’ll catch them soon. They can’t hide forever.”

Rachel stared back at Paige in disbelief. “Do you want to come and stay with us at the loft? Maybe you’ll feel safer there.”

“That’s really kind, but I’ll be okay. Henry is outside for me.”

Rachel narrowed her eyes. “And where was he when Juliet was bleeding out on the floor?”

“I…she…Juliet told him to take a few hours off. She was locked inside the bar and didn’t think she needed him there.” Paige had to be very careful with what she said here. “Trust me, he’s done nothing but beat himself up about it.”

“She was locked inside the bar, but someone got her?”

Fuck. Paige really didn’t need Rachel to turn detective today. “Yeah. Somehow.”

“You and I both know that The Hideout is a fortress.” Rachel looked pointedly at Paige. “And I know that you know more than you’re letting on.”

Paige swallowed, glaring back at Rachel. “We know who it was, okay?”

“Who?”

Paige shook her head. “I can’t say. I don’t want to do anything to risk the investigation.”

“Do I know them?”

“Rachel, I’m not saying anything else. You’ll find out when everyone else does.” Paige didn’t want to discuss this anymore. She took the card from the flowers and smiled. They were from Soraya and the band. “People are so kind.” Paige stroked the petals on the white roses, smiling as she inspected the arrangement. “Don’t you think?”

“They are gorgeous flowers.”

“From Soraya.”

Rachel’s brows rose. “Soraya…Soraya?”

“Yeah. I was on tour with her before all of this happened.” Paige lowered the flowers to the kitchen island and brought up a new message.

Thanks for the flowers. They’re gorgeous. I’m sure Juliet will love them!

The tour seemed like a distant memory now. It hadn’t even been a week since Paige had finished and travelled back up from London, but it felt like a lifetime ago.

“Could I…visit?” Rachel visibly swallowed when Paige looked up from her phone. “At the hospital?”

Paige had no issues with Rachel visiting Juliet. She was secure enough in her relationship to know that what she had with Juliet was unbreakable. And from what Paige knew, Rachel was madly in love with Andi. She just wasn’t sure the ICU was the best place for that visit. “I’m sure Juliet would love to see you, but…maybe once she’s awake and we’re sure she’s doing better, okay?”

“Of course. Maybe waiting until she’s home and back on her feet would be for the best.” Rachel took her handbag and rose to her feet. “But if you need anything at all, you know you can call me.”

“Yeah. Thanks, Rachel.” Paige hesitated as Rachel stepped towards her, ultimately deciding to accept a hug. “I’ll let Juliet know you came here once she wakes up.”

“I’d appreciate that.” Rachel left the apartment far more calmly than she’d arrived, the door closing softly behind her.

Paige stood in the middle of the room, the silence almost deafening, feeling overwhelmed by everything that had happened in the last twenty minutes or so. Honestly, she felt as though she was close to breaking down. She couldn’t do this. She couldn’t sit here with her thoughts.

She quickly typed out a message to Hannah.

Can you come over? I think I’m going to go insane soon!

And then the pacing began.

Pacing seemed to be the only thing that took her mind off everything lately.

We’re on our way. Put the kettle on.

Paige smiled down at her phone. She didn’t know what she would have done without Hannah and Caz lately. They really were amazing friends.

Thanks so much.


Chapter 21


It didn’t feel right to be sitting here while Juliet was in hospital, enjoying lunch with friends. Enjoying was a stretch, but Hannah and Caz had turned up with food, so Paige felt she had to at least try to get something in her body. Still, Paige knew where she would rather be. At Juliet’s side. Especially now that the news of her attack was out there.

“You haven’t eaten much,” Caz said from across the table.

“No, I know. I don’t really feel like eating.” Paige pushed her salad around the plate, sighing as she sat back in her seat. “I should really be back at the hospital by now. I hate knowing she’s alone.”

Hannah reached a hand forward, settling it over Paige’s. “It’s just some lunch, Paige. You’ll be back there before you know it.”

I never should have left earlier, Paige thought, managing a fake smile. “Yeah, I know.” She flicked a slice of onion from a lettuce leaf and sat up a little. “Rachel turned up here before. Wanting to know what was going on like she had the right to details.”

Hannah lowered her fork. “She did? None of us have heard from her in a long time now.”

“And I told her as much.” Paige scoffed as she shook her head. “She has no right to show up here bawling her eyes out as though she cares. Probably a guilty conscience from avoiding all contact with Juliet, though.” Everyone likely thought it, but Paige would be the one to say it out loud. She didn’t care. “I told her bits and pieces, but that’s all. She can read it in the news like everyone else does.”

Hannah sighed. “Don’t worry about Rachel. Just focus on yourself and Juliet.”

“Oh, I am. One hundred percent. Just…wish I knew more. I feel like the days are passing, and nothing is happening.”

“Have the doctors said anymore about Juliet’s progress?” Caz’s voice wavered as she said that. Every time Paige looked at her, she had tears in her eyes. “Anything at all?”

It seemed they were avoiding talking about the news article. But Paige could live with that. She never wanted to think about that headline ever again.

“They’re happy with her progress. She’s stable, and she’s improving daily. No signs of infection.” Paige stared down at her plate, feeling terrible for not wanting to be here with Hannah and Caz. She had been the one to contact them, but she wasn’t the best company today. It was really good of them to be here, though. “I know I’m not much company, but thanks so much for coming over with lunch. I do appreciate it, even if my face says something else.”

Hannah smiled. “We understand. Don’t worry. And if nothing else, I have to do this so Juliet doesn’t tear me a new one when she wakes up.”

“Eh?”

“If she thinks we haven’t been looking after you.” Caz shrugged, finishing her salad. She reached for the garlic twist in the centre of the table, ripping some from it. “I can’t believe all of this.”

“No, I know.” Paige puffed out her cheeks.

“To think I was sitting here with her just a couple of weeks ago, drinking wine while she panicked about where you two were headed…I just cannot get my head around all of this.”

“Panicking about where we’re headed?” That caught Paige’s attention immediately. She sat forward, clasping her hands under her chin. “Care to explain?”

“Oh, it’s nothing to worry about. I’m fairly certain she’s said it all to you anyway.”

Paige looked between Caz and Hannah, frowning. “No. I’d like to know what she said to you.”

Caz cleared her throat and sipped from her glass of sparkling water. “She just wants the best for you, Paige. Juliet isn’t convinced that you stopping touring with Soraya is the best thing for you. She’s worried you’re only ending it because of her.”

Ah. Juliet had spoken her fears to Caz. “Yeah, I know. But I think we’ve moved past that now. She knows why I don’t want to tour, and she knows I want to be here in Liverpool, making the bar as successful as we possibly can.”

Caz grinned. “Juliet and I are…similar in some ways.” Caz took Hannah’s hand where it rested on the table. “We both feel incredibly lucky to have the women we do in our lives. While you and Hannah likely don’t see it as an issue, or probably even think about it most of the time, the age difference does play tricks on our minds.”

Paige lifted a brow. “It does?”

“Of course. Neither of us is stupid enough to forget that the potential of you or Hannah finding someone much younger than us is on the table at all times.”

Hannah turned to Caz this time. “Caz⁠—”

“No. Hear me out. Both of you.”

Both Hannah and Paige sat up in their seats, eyeing Caz intently.

“We’re not saying we think it would happen, we know how much you love us, but being in relationships that have such big age gaps does mean we’re a little more wary than we probably should be. Neither me nor Juliet expect you and Hannah to leave us, but if the shoe was on the other foot, I’m sure you two would understand from our perspective.” Caz smiled. “We’ve lived a lot of our life already. We’ve had successful careers, and we’re kind of aiming to settle down, perhaps even slow down, rather than make all kinds of future plans.”

“I get it.” Paige nodded. “And I do understand where your fears come from. I guess all we can do, Hannah and I, is show you and Juliet that we don’t see futures with anyone else, you know?”

“We know you don’t. I just think it’s important that Juliet is given a little leeway when it comes to speaking about her insecurities. You have the opportunity to travel the world and really make something of yourself, Paige. I can totally understand why she is confused that you don’t want to. But then, on the other hand, I see why you don’t want to.”

“I don’t think anything at all really matters right now other than Juliet waking up. Once I see her and speak to her, I think I’ll start to settle.” Paige brought her knee up to her chest, resting her foot on the edge of her chair. “I know it’s going to be a long road to recovery, but I’m here for her. The bar is…not important at the minute.”

“Juliet is going to be just fine,” Hannah said, holding onto Caz’s hand tight. “And so will you. Because you have us…and Edie.”

“How is Edie?” Paige wished she could spend some time with Hannah’s daughter, but right now, it wasn’t possible.

“She’s okay. I think she’s been a bit anxious with everything that’s happened, you know she’s really fond of Juliet, but we’ve tried to be honest with her. Although, once she sees that fucking article, we’ll have no choice but to confirm what happened.”

“You’re a really great mum.” Paige loved watching Hannah and Edie’s relationship. Then there was Caz. Considering they’d only been together for a couple of years, you’d never know it from the outside looking in. Caz was brilliant with Edie. “You’re both great parents.”

“You never wanted kids?” Hannah asked as she got to her feet and started to clear the plates away.

“It’s not something I’ve really thought about. Before Juliet, I was dealing with James. I certainly didn’t want to raise a family with him, but with Juliet? I think I’d do it in a heartbeat.”

“Has she ever hinted at kids?” Caz passed the plates along to Hannah.

“She did when we first met. Before we were even together. We’d met up for lunch when I’d just started working at the bar.” Paige recalled that day vividly. “She spoke about what she’d hoped for when she was younger. You know, the wife and kids, the big house, while being a successful lawyer.”

“Interesting.”

Paige frowned. “Is it?”

“That she would bring that up with you when you were nothing other than a very new employee at the bar? I think so.” Hannah winked as she turned for the dishwasher. “I think you and Juliet would make great parents.”

Paige lifted a shoulder. “Well, whatever happens, it ain’t happening any time soon. Juliet almost died last week. I don’t think the kids conversation is something to have right now.” Paige chewed her lip as she watched Hannah and Caz. “I…did ask her something when I got to the bar that afternoon, though. T-the day I found her.”

Hannah and Caz watched Paige expectantly.

“I asked her to marry me. When she was dying. She said yes.”

Caz beamed a smile. “Of course she said yes. She would always say yes. She loves you.”

“I didn’t only do it because of what was happening. Granted, I probably wouldn’t have asked her for a while yet, but the thought of her dying and never knowing that’s how much I loved her…I had to.”

A tear slid down Caz’s cheek, quickly mopped up by the pad of Hannah’s thumb.

As Paige opened her mouth to speak, to comfort Caz, her phone started to ring on the table beside her.

“H-hello?”

“Paige, hi. Dr Nunez here.”

Paige’s heart sank. “H-hi.”

“If you’d like to make your way to the hospital, we’re in the process of waking Juliet up. It could take a while, she’s been receiving heavy sedation, but I’m sure she would love it if you were here when she does wake up.”

Paige shot to her feet as her heart pounded. “I’m on my way.” She quickly ended the call and shoved her phone into her pocket, frantically checking what she needed. Right now, anything here wasn’t important. Just her phone was enough. And her keys. “That was Juliet’s doctor. They’re going to wake her up.”

Hannah approached and placed her hands on Paige’s shoulders. “Hey, take a breath. Just relax.”

“I can’t. If she wakes up and I’m not there, I’ll never forgive myself.”

Caz joined Hannah, offering Paige a supportive squeeze of the hand. “Calmly get what you need, and we’ll drop you off at the hospital. Okay?”

Paige looked between Hannah and Caz, her bottom lip trembling as a tear slid down her cheek. “What if there are complications?”

“They wouldn’t try to wake Juliet if they weren’t confident of her recovery right now.” Caz guided Paige towards the living room and sat her down on the couch. “Now just take a few breaths, figure out what you need, and we will be here ready to go whenever you are.”

Paige lowered her head to her hands and sighed. Caz was right. She really needed a moment to relax. If she went into Juliet’s hospital room in a panic, Juliet may feed off that energy. Calm and collected was one hundred percent the right approach here. She lifted her head and smiled back at Caz. “I don’t know what I would have done without you and Hannah this past week.”

Caz reached out and touched Paige’s cheek lightly. “We said we’d be here for you, and we meant it. Everything is going to be okay.”


Chapter 22


Paige watched Juliet, holding her hand and her breath as she came around and opened her eyes. Paige had been waiting for this moment for what felt like an eternity, and honestly, she hadn’t known what to expect when the day did arrive. The day when she would look into Juliet’s eyes again. The day when Paige could breathe a slight sigh of relief, then prepare for the recovery. All she knew in this moment was that the tension she’d felt recently was beginning to wear off. Not a lot, but enough for her to feel calm in this environment. She had hated seeing Juliet surrounded by machines helping to heal her. She had hated leaving this room only to arrive home to an empty apartment. Nothing felt the same anymore, but one day…it would. It had to.

She smiled as Juliet licked her lips. Today, they could begin the road to recovery.

“Paige.” Juliet swallowed repeatedly. “Am I really alive?”

Paige wanted to cry against Juliet’s skin, but she wouldn’t. She had to be strong for the time being. “You’re really alive, babe. You’ve looked better.” Paige cocked her head. “But you’re one hundred percent here, alive, in front of me.”

Juliet closed her eyes, tears slipping down her cheeks. “H-how long have I been out of it for?”

“Five days.” Paige lifted Juliet’s hand and brought it to her cheek. She held it there, her own eyes closing, the realisation of everything sinking in fully. “But they did that to help you heal.”

“I thought I’d never see you again,” Juliet spoke so quietly that Paige had to shift her seat closer to the bed. “I don’t know how I’m alive.”

“I got to the bar about fifteen minutes after you texted me. You were alone and on the floor.” Paige didn’t want to bombard Juliet with information from that afternoon, so she would say as little as possible. Juliet would have to go over it all again with the police anyway. “But you’re strong, and that’s why you’re alive. Because you don’t give up.”

Juliet regarded Paige with a weak smile. “I almost gave up.”

Paige squeezed her hand. “But you didn’t.”

“Only because of you.” Juliet turned her head to Paige, showing her those devastatingly beautiful eyes. “She told me that she had been waiting until I was at my happiest. That she would take me away from you because of a case I worked in the past.”

“You’re talking about Cara, right?” Paige knew she was responsible, but she had wanted to hear Juliet confirm it herself. It hadn’t been possible to view the CCTV. Not because the police had taken it—Henry had made a backup copy—but because Paige couldn’t bring herself to watch the moment Juliet almost died. She didn’t need to see it.

“Mm.” Juliet managed a slight nod. “They’ve caught her?”

“No, babe. Not yet. But they are looking for her. Henry knows who she is. She’s Big Ron’s niece. You know who he is, right?”

“He’s right. But I don’t want him to deal with this. The police can handle it. I’m tired of always looking over my shoulder, and if Henry sorts this out, it’ll only continue.”

“You don’t need to worry about anything other than getting better. Let everyone else deal with the things going on around you. I need you to heal so you can come home to me, Juliet. I don’t care about anything else right now.”

Juliet lifted her head only to lower it back to her pillow again. Paige knew she would want to move around, she rarely sat still, but this was going to require patience. Not on Paige’s part, she had all the patience in the world, but Juliet was going to struggle. “When can I leave?”

Paige’s brows rose. “Not for a while yet. You’ve had major emergency surgery. You’re going to need to rest and recover.”

“And Cara is still out there?”

Paige took a breath. She couldn’t keep up with the yo-yoing of this conversation. Juliet likely wasn’t fully in the room yet, though. “Yeah. But the police are looking for her. You’re safe here. They have someone outside, and Henry isn’t far away either.”

“W-would you do something for me?” Juliet asked as she turned her head to Paige again. Fresh tears sat on her eyelids, her bottom lip trembling. “Please?”

“Anything, babe. You name it, and I’ll do it.”

“Leave. Go home, pack your things, and leave Liverpool.”

Of all the requests in the world, Paige hadn’t expected that one. “I’m sorry?”

“I can’t risk you being caught up in this. You’ve been through so much, and I never wanted this to become our life. So, I need you to go to the apartment, get all of your belongings…and go.”

If Juliet hadn’t sounded so serious, Paige would have burst out laughing. But she was serious. The look in her eyes told Paige just how serious she was. “Yeah, I’m not doing that.” Paige sat back in her seat, resting her ankle on her knee. “The police will find Cara soon. She’s too stupid to get away with this for much longer.”

“You don’t understand, Paige. Whether they find her or not is irrelevant. Once Ronnie knows I’m alive, he will send someone else after me. That’s how these people work.”

“I don’t care what he has up his sleeve; I’m not going anywhere.” And that was final. Juliet could ask repeatedly, but Paige would still be here. It was as simple as that. “I think maybe you need to rest. You’ve been on machines for days, and so you should rest and just let your body heal.”

Juliet scoffed as she turned her head away from Paige. “And you should stop deflecting from the inevitable, Paige.”

“What exactly is the inevitable?” Paige rose to her feet and rounded the foot of Juliet’s bed. If she had something to say, she would look Paige in the eye as she said it. “Please don’t push me away, Juliet. I’ve been here waiting for this moment every day since you were attacked. If I wanted to run, I would have done it already.”

“Now is your opportunity to do that world tour.”

If she heard anything about this world tour once more, Paige was going to lose her mind. The world tour wasn’t an option. She didn’t want to do it. Paige frowned as she stared down at Juliet. “What is the inevitable?”

“Us. Going our separate ways.” Juliet couldn’t even look at Paige as she said that, but it felt as though she meant it. “I can’t keep you safe. From the moment we met, I promised you I’d keep you safe, and now I can’t. No matter how hard I try, it’ll never be enough. Someone will always be there, waiting for the right moment. I’m not putting you in a situation that could get you killed, no way.”

Paige wasn’t having this conversation. It was a waste of time. “I’m going to let your doctor know that you’re awake, and then I’m going to give you some time to rest. I’ll let Henry know, too.” She leaned down and pressed a kiss to Juliet’s forehead, refusing to show her emotions. “Get some sleep. I’ll be around if you need me.” Paige stepped away and moved towards the door. She turned back briefly, smiling when Juliet watched her from across the room. “I love you.”

Juliet visibly swallowed. “Do the right thing. Walk away, Paige.”

Paige slowly opened the door and slipped out into the corridor. The officer standing close by offered her a slight nod, and then Paige locked eyes with Henry. He sat in the very same seat he’d occupied for the last five days. “Juliet is awake and talking,” Paige said, less enthusiastically than she thought she would have been. “I’ve told her to get some rest. I don’t know if she’ll listen to that advice, but I guess that’s her choice.”

Henry got to his feet and pulled Paige into a hug. “That’s brilliant news. Now you two can move on.”

Paige drew back and lowered her eyes. “I’m not so sure it’s going to be as simple as that. But yeah, hopefully.” She threw a thumb over her shoulder. “I’m going to grab a coffee. You want anything?”

“No. I’m good.” Henry looked toward Juliet’s door. “Would you mind if I went in to see her?”

Paige had no say in what was best for Juliet at this point—that was becoming quite clear. “Go for it. Maybe she’ll be happier to see you than she is to see me.” Without explaining herself, Paige turned and walked down the corridor, her hands shoved in her pockets. Some fresh air would do her the world of good, and maybe it would help to clear her head.

She didn’t even say she loves you back.
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Juliet stared at the closed door, every inch of her aching. It wasn’t from her injuries, though. It was from the difficult conversation she had just had with Paige. Had she become too complacent since they’d met? Absolutely. If Juliet hadn’t let her guard slip, if she hadn’t spent the last fifteen months of her life living in her happy little bubble, this wouldn’t have happened. More importantly, she wouldn’t be losing the love of her life in the coming days.

Because it would happen.

Juliet had to make Paige see sense.

A light knock at the door had Juliet flinching ever so slightly. One, because it could be someone coming to finish the job, and two, because it could be Paige trying to reason with Juliet. Only there was no reasoning to be had here. Juliet had made her decision, and Paige would leave the city. It was the only way she could ensure Paige was safe. It was the only way to manage this. It was the only way that Juliet could encourage Paige to walk away. The knowledge of her safety and a better life. And it would mean that Juliet didn’t live with that fear any longer. The fear of the woman she loves being hurt because of Juliet’s past.

“C-come in.” She tried to sit up in the bed, failing when she realised she had very little energy.

The door opened, and Henry stepped inside. It was good to see him.

“Well, you’ve seen better days.” He closed the door quietly and approached Juliet’s bed. “And I know I’m only getting away with that because you can’t chase me out the door.”

“You’re right. But when I’m up and about, you’d better run.”

He pulled a seat closer and sat down. “How are you doing, Jules?”

“As you say, I’ve been better.” Juliet managed a smile, but inside, she was slowly crumbling away. How the hell was she supposed to go on without Paige? Whether it was the right thing to do or not, it didn’t hurt any less. “Is Paige outside?”

“No. She’s gone to get coffee. She said it was okay for me to come in and see you.”

Juliet nodded. “So, what have you found so far?”

“Oh, I don’t think so. You almost died. You’ve just spent most of this week in a medically-induced coma. We’re not having this conversation. No way. Paige will throttle me.”

“Paige doesn’t need to know that we’ve had any sort of conversation.”

Henry’s brows drew together. “That’s…not something I thought you’d ever say. You and Paige are usually very honest with one another.” He eyed Juliet. “What’s going on?”

“Paige will be leaving in a couple of days. It’s for the best.” Juliet’s voice almost betrayed her, but she knew Henry would understand. He would probably suggest the same thing. “Wherever she decides to go, I want you to make sure she gets there safely. If you have to travel on a plane with her and help her out, then you’ll do that.”

Henry held up his hand. “Hang on. What are you talking about?”

“Paige. She’s leaving. We’re…parting, shall we say?”

“Nah. You’re talking shit. Why would Paige leave you?”

Juliet really didn’t have the strength for this. But Henry was well within his rights to ask. “Because I won’t risk this going further and have something happen to her. She knows why we’re breaking up, and while she’s not happy about it, she will come to realise that it’s for the best.”

“I’m sorry, but I won’t be a part of this, Jules. I can’t.”

“I just need you to convince her to leave, H. That’s all I’m asking.”

Henry stood up and started pacing the room. “How can you be okay with this? And if you’re so sure she’s going to understand, then why can’t you convince her yourself?”

Juliet tugged her bottom lip between her teeth, her eyes closing. She just needed to calm her thoughts, and then she would make it through this conversation. Just breathe… “Because she deserves more than this, H. She deserves to be with someone who doesn’t run the risk of having her killed. I can’t deal with that. I don’t care if they come back for me, but they lay a single finger on Paige, and I don’t know what I’ll do. If they hurt her, I’ll never forgive myself.”

“And when they don’t come back for more? When you recover and life goes on…what then?”

Juliet had briefly entertained that as Paige left her room before. “Then it’s something I’ll have to live with. But at least I’ll know she’s safer and happier with someone else.”

“Then you should tell her that yourself. I can’t be the one who demands that she leaves, and I can’t force her out of this city. Quite frankly, I don’t want to. She loves you, Juliet. If you do this, if you push her away, you’ll never be able to live with yourself.”

“I can’t do it, H.” Juliet’s voice broke. “I can’t tell her to be happy with someone else when she’s all I’ll ever want. But I also can’t be selfish and expect her to stay when she’s in danger.” The thought of Paige waking up in another woman’s arms physically hurt Juliet. The pain she felt when she imagined that life… It was far worse than any pain Cara had inflicted. “It’s for the best.”

Henry gripped the end of Juliet’s hospital bed and bent forward a little. He nodded slowly, rolling his lips inward. “Do you have any idea what that woman has gone through since she found you at the bar? Do you have any idea how hard it’s been for me to recall that moment I arrived to find you dying in Paige’s arms? The pain in her eyes, the sobbing as she held you against her. I haven’t slept since that day, Juliet. Every time I close my eyes, I see Paige covered in your blood, begging you to live. And now you just want her to pack her shit up and leave you?” Henry scoffed. “I was there when she was on her hands and knees scrubbing your blood from the floor of the bar. I watched her crying as she did it.”

Juliet lowered her eyes and shook her head. She couldn’t face Henry as he said these things to her. It only made everything she knew was coming worse.

“You and I go back a long time. You know I’d do anything to help you. But this? If you do this, if you break up with Paige because of something out of everyone’s control, then I’m not sure where we would go from there. That woman fucking adores you, Juliet. She doesn’t see anything other than you. You may think I’m just some burly bloke who sits in his car most of the time, but I see everything. I watch the two of you together, and you know…I don’t think I’ve ever seen you that happy before. Even when we were in our twenties, you were never that happy. But the last year or so? You’ve found the woman you’re supposed to spend the rest of your life with. Don’t do this to her. Don’t think you know what’s best when Paige has a mind of her own. She can make that decision for herself.”

Juliet sniffled. “It would have been easier for everyone if I’d died in the bar.”

Henry squared his shoulders. “You need to think long and hard about what you’re doing, Juliet. There’s only so much Paige can take, and I think losing you could be the final straw.”

“They’ll come for her, H.”

Henry laughed as he fixed his suit jacket. “You think I’m going to let that happen? I’ve had enough of Big Ron thinking he runs this city. You focus on getting yourself right and leave the bastard to me.”

“Henry, no.” She looked pointedly at him, aware of the connections he had. “I don’t want you involved in this. I can’t have that on my conscience, too.”

“The less you know, the better.” Henry nodded as he approached the door. “Now get that rest Paige mentioned. I don’t want her kicking my arse because I kept you talking.”

He left the room, winking at Juliet as he did so.

She lay her head back, focusing on the ceiling as she narrowed her eyes. Of course it was too soon to be considering anything in terms of her future, but in that moment, as Paige stared back at her lovingly, Juliet couldn’t face the possibility of losing her at the hands of a criminal organisation.

Sleep. They can’t hurt her when she won’t leave your side.


Chapter 23


I don’t understand…

Paige stood outside the entrance to the hospital, her hands clasped behind her neck. This morning should have been far more positive than this—Juliet was awake, for God’s sake. They should have been talking about what the future held and how best to navigate the coming weeks and months…but as Paige stood there, looking out at the ambulance bay, she wasn’t sure Juliet would even allow her back into her hospital room.

This hadn’t been the expected outcome.

As she considered her next move, Paige’s phone started to ring in her pocket. If it was the police, she couldn’t deal with them right now. The hospital had probably called them to tell them Juliet was awake, so now the feeding frenzy could begin.

Paige exhaled when she looked down at her screen. It was Hannah calling.

“Hey.” She tried to appear more upbeat than she actually was. “Juliet is awake. I was just getting some fresh air before I called to let you know.”

Hannah gasped. “That’s amazing news. How is she doing?”

Hmm. How did Paige answer that question? Honestly, she thought. It was the only way to approach all of this. With complete honesty. “Hard to say at the moment.”

“She’s probably still feeling a bit out of it. I’m sure she’ll be feeling brighter once the sedation has worn off. Once she realises that she’s okay, you know?”

Paige hoped so, but Juliet had appeared as lucid as ever when she’d said what she had earlier. “Yeah, I’m sure she will.”

“Paige, is there something you’re not telling me? I thought you’d be happier than this.”

Yeah, Paige had thought she would be happier too. And she was, she was thrilled that Juliet was awake. She just wished her girlfriend hadn’t said what she had. She wished this could have all been different today. Paige felt incredibly out of place. “I think things may be different going forward.” Paige swallowed, closing her eyes. “I don’t really know what’s going on, but I don’t know if I’ll be around or not.”

“W-what?” She heard the confusion in Hannah’s voice. It wasn’t a surprise.

“Things happen, and people’s perspective on life changes. They realise they want something different. I don’t know. I’m not really sure what to say, to be honest. But whatever comes of all of this, we’ll still be friends, right?”

“Paige, you’re not making any sense. Why wouldn’t you be around?”

She lowered herself to the floor, pressing her back to the wall as she brought her knees to her chest. “That’s something you’d have to speak to Juliet about. It’s not my place to explain how all of this happened. The attack and things. It’s her private business. Even if she doesn’t want to be with me anymore, I still respect that it’s her business, and I’d never say anything she didn’t want people to know.”

“While that’s very big of you, I want to know what’s going on. Juliet is my friend, and if she’s in trouble, I need to know.”

“It’s not important right now. I’m sure she would love to see you, though. Visiting hours are still the same if you and Caz wanted to head up later today…”

Hannah sighed. “Right. Okay. Caz is working late tonight, but I’ll probably come in and see her.”

Paige smiled. “She’ll love that. I know she will.”

“I’ll let you go. You should be with her, not wasting time on the phone with me.”

All Paige wanted was to be sitting beside Juliet. Talking and laughing. Loving one another. Fighting over who was making dinner. The normal stuff. The good stuff. “She’s resting. I should probably go out and pick a new phone up for her while she’s doing that. It got smashed up during the attack.”

“Still no news on who is responsible?”

The police hadn’t released Cara’s name yet. But Paige had been led to believe that they were close to doing so. “I think they have a suspect or two, but you know what they can be like. They don’t want to give out any names while they’re investigating.”

“And Juliet? She didn’t see her attacker?”

Paige hated this. She didn’t want to lie to friends. “Again, that’s something you should speak to Juliet about.” God, Paige really hoped that Juliet would tell Hannah and Caz what was going on. All of this was too hard to keep up with when nobody knew the reason behind the attack. “I should go and get that phone I mentioned.”

“Okay, well, I’ll see you this evening at the hospital. Call me if you need me to bring anything in.”

“I think she has everything she needs for the time being, but thanks.”

“See you later. Make sure you look after yourself, too.”

Paige scoffed inwardly at that. If Juliet was sure she wanted what she wanted, then Paige didn’t know if she had the capacity to look after herself. Life had been so perfect, so full of promise and excitement…and now it was all gone. Just like that, Paige was looking at a very lonely future. “I-I will. Bye, Hannah.”

As the call ended, Paige stared down at the screen. It was a picture of Juliet when they’d spent the weekend at home just before she left for the European leg of Soraya’s tour. Juliet had been reading, the light flooding through the windows capturing her beauty. Paige couldn’t resist when it came to snapping the moment forever, and now…it was likely all she would have left at the end of this. Pictures and memories.

She brushed a hand across her cheek as a tear fell, then dialled Henry’s number.

“Hey, Paige. You’ve been gone a while. Everything okay?”

“Yeah. Just outside getting some air.”

“I see.” Henry cleared his throat. “The doctor has just been in to see Juliet. Checked her over and whatever else they do. She’s sitting up now.”

Paige beamed a smile at that. “That’s amazing. I’m so proud of her for pulling through.”

“She’s always been made of strong stuff, kid.”

Paige chewed her lip as she scrambled to her feet. “Are you with her now?”

“Yeah, I’m here.”

“Could I speak to her? She doesn’t have a phone, so I can’t get hold of her any other way.” Paige heard movement, and then that soft breath filtered down the line. “Hey, it’s just me. I’m going to head into town and pick up a new phone for you, okay?”

“Paige, you don’t need to do that. I don’t really need a phone while I’m in here.”

So Juliet didn’t want to keep in contact with Paige on the days when she wasn’t there with her. The more Juliet said, the harsher this all felt on Paige. “Well, I’m going to get you one anyway. And if you don’t want to answer my calls or texts, then that’s okay. But you should at least have some friends around you if you don’t want me. Hannah and Caz will want to keep in touch with you. Henry, too. Just…let me do this for you, please?”

“Okay.”

“I’ll only be a couple of hours. If you haven’t slept yet, maybe now would be a good time. I’ll just drop it off later, and if you don’t want me to stay, I won’t. Hannah is visiting, so you won’t be alone. U-unless you want to be alone. I don’t know.” Paige puffed out her cheeks as she shook her head. “I’m just wasting your time on this call now. Maybe I’ll see you later.”

“Bye, Paige.”

“Yeah, bye.”
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She’s so beautiful.

Juliet watched Paige sleeping in a single chair in the corner of the room. She didn’t know how long she had been here or how long Juliet had been sleeping, but it was clear that Paige hadn’t been taking much care of herself lately. She could ask Paige to look after herself, but after this morning, Juliet wasn’t sure she had any right to ask that. She didn’t know what she had been thinking or why she’d asked Paige to leave, but she really hoped Paige would forgive her.

Deep down, it wasn’t what Juliet wanted at all.

She could worry about Paige’s safety, but ultimately, they needed to be together. To plan a future with one another. Their relationship had blossomed so beautifully over the last year that Juliet only wanted to build on it. Not tear it down. As of this moment, it was important that she didn’t let her fears get in the way of the relationship she had. Because, really, Paige was all she had and all she needed.

Juliet reached forward for her glass of water, groaning as quietly as she could. She was in far less pain than she imagined she would be, and right now, she was just happy to be alive. She carefully sipped her water, enjoying the quietness and the view. Paige always looked so at ease when she was sleeping, even if she didn’t look very comfortable sitting upright in her seat.

As Juliet studied that pretty face, Paige’s eyes opened slowly. She grimaced, rolling her neck from side to side, then sat forward a little. She hadn’t realised Juliet was awake. Paige lowered her head to her hands. Juliet could only imagine what must be running through Paige’s mind this afternoon, none of them good thoughts. As Juliet opened her mouth to speak, she caught Paige wiping tears from her face.

Paige looked up to the ceiling, closed her eyes, and inhaled a deep breath. When she lowered her head again, their eyes met. “O-oh. Sorry. I didn’t realise you were awake.”

“I’ve been awake for a while.”

“You should have woken me up.” Paige stood and stretched her body. “I wasn’t going to stay, but when I got here, you were alone.”

Juliet smiled. “I’m okay being alone. People have lives to get on with.”

“I just didn’t want you to be alone. But…I’ll go. Give you some space. Let you figure everything out in your head.” Paige swallowed. “Just…” She ran a hand down her face, pausing for a moment. “If this is the end of us, would you at least let me look after you until you’ve recovered? To be there for you and anything you need? The doctor said it’s going to be a long road, and I’d really like to do that one last thing for you before you ask me to leave. Before I never see you again.”

Juliet’s heart ached at that. She had been so stupid to say what she had. “Paige⁠—”

Paige held up a hand. “No, please just hear me out.”

“Okay.” Juliet wanted to give Paige the opportunity to vent. To be angry if she needed to be. And then she would make things right between them.

“When James assaulted me, you looked after me. You promised to be there to take care of me, and I can never thank you enough for that. I didn’t expect it; it was my own fault for ever going back to Kent, but you didn’t judge me for that. You didn’t tell me how stupid I’d been…you just held me. Loved me.” Paige sniffled when her voice cracked. “From that moment on, all I wanted was to be the perfect partner for you. To you. And maybe I failed somewhere down the line, so you’ve realised that I’m not the right person for you, but I’d be so grateful if you would give me the opportunity to be here for you.”

Juliet’s throat constricted as she looked back at a broken Paige. What the hell had possessed her to be so blasé about their relationship earlier?

“I just need to ask you something,” Paige said, returning to the seat she’d been sleeping in. “All of the pushing when it came to the tour…is that why you wanted me to go? Because you don’t want to be with me anymore?”

“God, no. Never.”

“It’s just that I really thought things were good between us. Perfect in my mind. But maybe I’m just not good enough. Coming from such an abusive relationship, I guess I didn’t know what I was doing, and maybe you need more—I don’t know.” Paige clasped her hands under her chin, her elbows resting on her knees as she sat forward. “If you said those things earlier because you just don’t love me, then I need you to be honest with me, Juliet. But if this is about my safety, then I can’t walk away from you.” Paige’s bottom lip trembled as tears slid down her face. “I-I…I don’t want any kind of life without you. I can’t imagine packing up and leaving.”

“Paige, come here.” Juliet reached out a hand, relieved when Paige took a seat on the edge of the bed. “I’m sorry.”

“Is that what this is? You’ve fallen out of love with me?”

“No, baby.”

“Is it about Soraya? Do you not trust me? I know we let it lie when you came to see me that time, but I thought you believed me.” Paige frowned. “I’d never do anything to hurt you, and if I have to prove that to you, I will.”

Juliet held Paige’s hand tight, the pain in her eyes devastating. “Paige, I made a mistake. Maybe I should have given myself some time to wake up and come around properly. Maybe I should have just kept my mouth shut.”

“If it’s how you feel, then I need you to be honest with me.” Paige lifted Juliet’s hand and kissed it. “I’m sorry if I’m not enough for you.”

“You’re so much more than I ever could have dreamed of,” Juliet said, staring deep into Paige’s eyes. “I don’t want you to leave. I don’t ever want to see the day when you walk away from us. I had a moment, my fears got the better of me, and I’m so sorry for hurting you.”

Paige broke down at the side of the bed, sobbing uncontrollably. Juliet wanted to wrap her arms around her, to kiss away the pain she had caused, but she couldn’t. Fuck Cara for doing this to them.

“Once I’m out of here, we focus on us, okay? No tours, no paranoia about who is around, just us.” Juliet smiled when Paige held her hand against her cheek. “I love you, Paige. I love you so much, and I always will.”

“D-do you remember anything after she left the bar? Do you remember when I got there?”

“Vaguely. Bits and pieces. But nothing I could explain.” Juliet wasn’t sure she wanted to remember anything from that day. The aftereffects were bad enough. “But I do remember you being there. Holding me.”

“I-I asked you to marry me,” Paige said, her voice low. “I never wanted that moment to be like that, the day when I asked you to be my wife, but I couldn’t risk losing you and you never knowing I wanted that with you.”

Juliet swallowed as she stared back at Paige. God, she wished she’d remembered that one piece of information. It was the only part she wanted to remember.

“You said yes.” Paige regarded Juliet with one of her signature smiles. “You said yes, but I don’t know if you meant it. Whether it was just because of what was happening in that moment, you know?”

Juliet slid her hand from Paige’s cheek and cupped her chin. “Ask me again.”

“I don’t even have a ring to give to you. I wasn’t prepared.”

“I don’t need a ring, but I do need you to ask me again.” Juliet hadn’t imagined in her wildest dreams that anyone would ever want to marry her. She had spent her entire life wishing for the perfect future, only for it to never happen. But then she found Paige, and everything aligned for her. If this woman wanted Juliet to be her wife, she would never turn her down. Marriage or not, Juliet wanted to spend forever with Paige. “Please, baby. Ask me again.”

Paige turned on the bed, facing Juliet fully. She studied her, stroking a thumb against Juliet’s knuckles, the pain lessening in her eyes. “Will you make me the luckiest person in the world and marry me?”

“Yes.” Juliet drew Paige in, kissing her for the first time in too long. She couldn’t imagine a world where she didn’t have this life anymore, and she’d known it this morning as she had foolishly said something entirely different. “I’d marry you over and over if I had the chance.”

Paige pulled back suddenly, the smile she wore almost blinding Juliet. “That’s what you said when I asked you last time.”

“I did?” Juliet lifted a brow. “Well, then, I guess it was meant to be.”

“God, I can’t wait until you’re back home with me.” Paige touched her forehead to Juliet’s, her eyes closed. “I miss you so much.”

“I miss you, too.”

“I’m staying the night with you here. I don’t care what they say; I’m staying.”

Juliet wasn’t going to argue about that. The thought of lying here alone, a million thoughts running through her mind…she didn’t need that. If Paige could convince the staff to let her stay, then Juliet would have the perfect night.

Just get better so you can go home.


Chapter 24


Juliet carefully reached for her water on the table next to her bed, groaning now that her pain meds had started to wear off. She was due more soon; hopefully, she could manage until then. Paige had gone home to shower and change, so this silence provided Juliet with the perfect opportunity to understand how stupid she’d been when she woke up yesterday afternoon.

Oh, it was more than stupid.

Had Juliet completely lost her mind in that moment? Yes, she believed she had. Thankfully, Paige hadn’t walked out on her after their ridiculous conversation, and now they were on the same page again. A page Juliet always wanted to be on. There wasn’t a single scenario where Juliet would want to live her life alone, not now that she had the most incredible woman by her side.

Paige was right. She couldn’t leave.

As she lowered her glass of water back down to the table, there was a gentle knock on the door.

“Come in.”

Hannah popped her head into the room as the door opened, smiling as tears streamed down her cheeks. “You don’t know how good it is to hear your voice again.”

Juliet snorted as Hannah closed the door. “You won’t be saying that soon. Not once I’m back on my feet.”

Hannah hesitated as she approached the bed, but then she leaned down and hugged Juliet. “How are you feeling?”

“Fucking terrible, to be honest.” Juliet rested back against the mass of pillows Paige had fixed behind her an hour ago and sighed. “But hey, I’m alive.”

“When Paige texted me last night and asked me not to come in to visit, I thought something had happened. A complication or something.” Hannah sat down in the seat next to Juliet’s bed and shook her head. “But you’re awake, and you have some colour in your cheeks now. That’s a good sign.”

Paige had texted Hannah last night after Juliet had asked her to. While she was looking forward to seeing friends again, she felt it was important to be alone with Paige. Last night just didn’t feel like the right time for visitors. Even Henry hadn’t come back once Juliet had texted him. “I needed some time last night. With coming around from the sedation and then realising what had happened, I wasn’t much company.”

“You don’t have to explain. Caz and I both understand.” Hannah squeezed Juliet’s hand. “Caz sends her love. She’ll be in to visit with me next time.”

“I’ll look forward to it.”

The sooner Juliet was back at home, the better. But she also understood that recovering from something so major was going to take time. She wasn’t rushing anything. The bar would still be there when she was ready to face it all again. If she was ever ready to face it again.

“Hey, um…is everything okay with Paige?”

Juliet’s brows drew together. “Of course. She left about forty minutes ago to shower. Why?”

“When she called me yesterday to say you were awake, she sounded terrible. She was talking about leaving and asking if we would still be friends. I don’t know what was going on, but she wouldn’t give me much information.”

“Ah. That was my fault.” Juliet lowered her eyes to her hand in her lap. Hannah still held onto the other one. “When I woke up, I told her it would be for the best if she left Liverpool.”

“W-why?”

“For her safety and my sanity.” Juliet knew it was time to let their friends in on what was going on.

“I don’t understand. What does that even mean?”

“The attack was targeted, Hannah.”

Juliet watched a range of emotions cross Hannah’s face, but the one that settled was confusion. Understandable.

“Do you remember Ron Delehedy? One of the last cases I worked?”

Hannah screwed her face up. “You mean that slimy fat bastard who probably hasn’t seen his dick in thirty years?”

Juliet smiled. “Yes. That’s the one.”

“What about him?” Hannah crossed her legs, clearly ready to hear all the information.

“It was him. Well, he sent someone to attack me.” Juliet rested her head back and looked up at the ceiling. “Before I retired, someone stopped me in the street. A guy with face tattoos and a southern accent. He handed me an envelope and told me that one day it would be over for me.” Thinking back on that, Juliet was glad Henry was around. He’d probably held all of this back to a point. “I opened the envelope, and there was a picture of me outside court, with a black cross through my face.”

“Oh, my God!” Hannah gasped. “Why didn’t you tell me?”

“The less people knew, the better. If someone was after me, I didn’t want to drag anyone else into it. And while they didn’t know who I worked with, everyone else was safe.”

“Is this why you suddenly decided on early retirement?”

“Yes and no,” Juliet said, eyeing the clock on the wall. She really needed more pain relief soon. “I’d had enough. Then, that threat just pushed me towards the decision much quicker. I always would have taken early retirement whether I was in danger or not.”

“Ron was found guilty. How did all of this come about with him inside?”

“Cara.” Juliet managed a sarcastic laugh. “She’s his niece. I had no idea when I employed her.”

Hannah only appeared even more confused than before. “She’s been working for you since you opened the bloody bar, Juliet. Why the hell would she do that? Jesus, she’s sat drinking with us all before today.”

“She was very good at playing the game, it would seem.” Juliet couldn’t believe she had been so stupid. But then again, Cara had never once hinted at anything untoward. “None of us had any idea. Even Henry didn’t figure it out.”

“Henry is your security guy.”

“Henry was actually employed by me because of the threat. Paige was the only person who knew why he was always around. I’m sorry I didn’t tell you the truth.”

“Why didn’t you tell me the truth?” Hannah asked, sighing. “Don’t you trust me?”

“Honestly? I didn’t want to lose the very few friends I do have. If you’d all known, you wouldn’t have been around. Who wants to sit in a bar with a guy watching their every move…or walk around the city knowing you could be in danger simply for being in my life?” That had been one of the reasons she hadn’t told anyone about Henry. The thought of losing her small support system terrified her. “Cara was so genuine that I thought the threat had gone in the end. Henry and I had no issues with her being alone with me. We worked plenty of shifts together over the time she was at the bar.”

“Why now?”

Juliet smiled, fidgeting with the edge of the sheet covering her. “Because I was happy.”

Hannah frowned. “I’m sorry?”

“Ron told Cara to wait until I was happy. Once I had a great life, it was her job to take it away.”

Hannah lowered her eyes and sniffled. “I can’t believe this.”

“I’d like to think it’s all over now, but the police can’t find Cara, and Henry hasn’t been informed of any sightings.”

“Where will you go until they find her? And Paige, what will she do?”

Juliet had no idea what they were going to do. All she knew was that she had to keep Paige safe. “I don’t know yet. With any luck, they’ll find her before I’m allowed to leave the hospital.”

“But Paige is out there alone…”

“Henry is on her at all times. Just the way he was with me. I’m safe here. The police are outside, so Henry is with her.” Juliet knew this had to be a lot for Hannah to take in, but she felt lighter knowing the truth was out there. “Hopefully, this will all be over soon.”

“I had no idea any of this was going on.”

“That’s just the way it was meant to be, Hannah. I’m sorry I kept it from you, but I don’t regret doing it the way I did. You have Edie and Caz; I couldn’t risk anyone knowing. Because the moment you knew, you’d have been in danger. These people aren’t stupid, Hannah. They watched my every move. If they even had an inkling that you knew about any of this, it would have been game over for one or both of us long before now.”

“You…protected me.” Hannah smiled as a single tear slipped down her cheek.

“I did what I could to keep the people around me safe.”

“That fucking bitch.” Hannah clenched her jaw, anger flaring in her eyes. “God, my skin is crawling just knowing I was nice to her.”

“Join the club, kid. I can’t believe how stupid I was to believe her.”

“Do you think they’ll catch her?” Hannah’s voice held a slight hint of fear, but her eyes gave off a determination Juliet had never seen before. “She better hope they do. Because if I get my hands on her, I’ll throttle the fucking life out of her.”

Juliet grinned, appreciative of the friends she had in her life. “Settle down, Rocky. I’ve had enough drama to last me a lifetime.”

Her phone bleeped to the side of her, Paige’s pretty face displayed on the screen. Juliet lifted it and answered the call. “Hi, beautiful.”

“Babe, I’m on my way back over soon. I’m going to grab some lunch for us. What are you feeling like?”

Juliet would take anything at this point. She hadn’t expected to feel so hungry, given what she’d just been through. “Mm. Surprise me.”

“Okay, well, Hannah is supposed to be visiting you, so should I get her something, too? In case she hasn’t eaten when she arrives?”

“Hannah is here now.” Juliet turned her attention to Hannah. “Paige is asking if you want something for lunch?”

“Only if you two don’t mind me being here a little longer?”

Juliet frowned. “Of course not. What do you want?”

“I’m easy. Just a sandwich or something.”

“Did you hear that?” Juliet asked, the sound of traffic in the background.

“I did. I’ll see you soon, babe. I love you.”

Juliet swallowed down the lump in her throat. She was overly emotional lately, but she still smiled. Paige always gave her a reason to smile, even when life was terrible. “I love you, too.” She ended the call and set her phone down beside her, her eyes narrowed when Hannah grinned back at her. “What?”

“It’s nice to see you smiling, Juliet.”

Juliet nodded slowly. Strangely, life felt a little more normal today. “Yeah. It’s nice to be in a position to smile.”


Chapter 25


Five days later…

Paige jogged towards the lift, catching the door before it closed. She had just been held up at the dock because of some kind of police incident. She couldn’t make out what was going on; she was too busy panicking about Juliet’s lunch, so she chose not to be one of those people who stood around watching, instead sprinting across the city centre to get back here.

She bent at the hip and braced a hand on one knee. God, she needed to work on her fitness. Juliet’s Philly cheesesteak baguette sat safely inside a brown paper bag, freshly pressed orange juice chilled and ready for her. Seemed her fiancée wasn’t overly fond of hospital food. Given what she’d been through recently, the least Paige could do was go out and pick her something up that she would enjoy.

When she arrived on Juliet’s floor, a police constable still standing outside her door, Paige took a breath. She was sure her face was purple.

“Hi,” she said as PC Ramsey smiled back at her. “I’ll just give Juliet her lunch, and then I’ll go and get some coffee for us all.”

He lifted a hand. “That’s great, but we’re on handover in twenty minutes. I’ll grab one on the way out.”

Paige nodded as she lifted the brown paper bag. “Okay. I’d better get this inside before everyone can hear how hungry Juliet is out in the corridor.”

PC Ramsey laughed and stepped aside, allowing Paige into Juliet’s room.

“Hi, babe.”

Juliet placed a hand on her chest. “Thank God. I’m starving.”

“Sorry. I got stuck in the city.” Paige ripped the paper bag open and got to work on sorting Juliet’s lunch out for her. She’d thrown in a blueberry muffin too, knowing Juliet would need to get her strength up. The last thing she wanted was for her to not be eating. Appetite was important in her recovery. “Have the police been in to see you while I was away?” It had been almost a week since Juliet had woken up. Two detectives had been in to question her—Juliet hadn’t really told them anything they didn’t already know—but they hadn’t heard anything new as of yet. “I know they said they’d be in touch when they have something, but it’s been five days.” Paige blew out a frustrated breath. She eyed Juliet, but she didn’t seem to be taking in anything Paige was saying. “Babe?”

Juliet’s gaze shot up from the baguette to Paige. “Sorry, what?”

“Never mind.” The police were the least of Juliet’s concerns right now. “You’re starving, aren’t you?”

“So hungry.” Juliet managed to sit up better, glaring at the baguette again. “All I see is cheese, and I really need to have a bite.”

“Philly cheesesteak,” Paige said as she wheeled Juliet’s hospital table over the bed. “I’m sure you’ll devour it, so I got you a blueberry muffin too.” Paige took the orange juice from the bag and the muffin, checking everything was laid out within reach for Juliet. “I’ll get us coffee soon. Since you’re going to inhale this food, I’d better not leave you alone in case you choke.”

“This is why I’m marrying you, you know,” Juliet spoke between mouthfuls, moaning as she rolled her eyes. “Because you bring me really good food.”

“Well, at least I’m useful for some things.”

Juliet shook her head, offering her baguette to Paige. “Have some.”

“No, I’m good. You just enjoy it.” Paige hadn’t been eating very well lately. She thought her appetite may have improved once Juliet had woken up, but it seemed to be taking longer than expected. “Hey, something major is going on down at the dock. I got caught there because of all the emergency services.”

Juliet’s brows rose. “Really? What?”

“I don’t know exactly. But they had search and rescue along with every other service. Someone has probably gone into the dock, and they haven’t surfaced.” Paige sighed. “I hope whoever it is will be okay. That’s no way to go.”

“I’ve never understood how people ‘fall’ into the dock. It’s fenced off with metal chains. Unless you’re on the wrong side of that fence, I fail to see how it’s possible.”

Paige nodded. Juliet was right about that. It wasn’t possible to just slip and fall in. “I know. Let’s just hope if someone did go in, they can be rescued and seek the help they need.”

Juliet sipped her orange juice and returned to her lunch. “That would be the perfect outcome. It rarely happens that way, unfortunately.”

Wow. This conversation had turned morbid pretty quickly. “Anyway, enough of speculating. We don’t know what’s happened down there. How are you feeling?”

“Better than this morning. My pain is much more manageable.”

Paige perched herself on the edge of Juliet’s bed. It had been hard seeing her looking so drained and sore this morning when she’d arrived. “Good. I’m glad you’re feeling better. The only way is up, babe.”

“I wish I could be at home with you. I don’t see the point in lying in this bed when I could be lying in my own. Which, by the way, is much more comfortable.”

Paige hadn’t imagined Juliet to be the complaining type when it came to hospitals, but here they were. “You’ll be allowed home when they say you can. Until then, you have to do as you’re told. There is no way you’re doing anything to delay your recovery because you couldn’t be arsed lying in this bed.” Paige winked as she stood up and moved towards the window. “Do you think they’re hiding her somewhere?”

Juliet snorted. “Probably.”

“I fucking hate her. And I feel so stupid for befriending her. She deceived us all.”

“People like Cara usually do. They’re good at living a lie. It’s how she managed to be employed by us for so long.”

Paige turned and faced Juliet. “Did you ever have any suspicions about her? About what she was going to do? Because I sure as shit never did.”

“No. Nothing.”

“Does that mean we’re stupid or just too trusting?” Paige couldn’t get her head around the fact that Cara had managed to worm her way into their lives with such ease. “I mean, I know she was a dick when she first joined the bar, but then she was really sweet. Fucking hell, she even covered our shifts so we could have the night off.”

Juliet reached out a hand and pulled Paige back down to the bed. “And that is precisely why she did that. So we wouldn’t have any clue about what she planned to do. Neither of us are to blame, Paige. Even Henry didn’t get any sort of bad vibe from her.”

Paige stroked her thumb across Juliet’s knuckles. “Do you think we should arrange to stay elsewhere when you’re discharged? If she’s still out there?”

“That’s something to consider.” Juliet nodded as she rested her head back on the mass of pillows behind her. “Henry can sort out somewhere for us if we decide that’s the right thing to do.”

“I don’t know what the right thing to do is. Other than punch Cara’s lights out, I don’t know what the hell we should do. I just know I need to keep you safe.”

“I’ll be okay. I dropped my guard, and that won’t happen again. I’ve learnt my lesson.”

Paige’s brows drew together. “I wouldn’t say there was any lesson to learn. She’s just a mad bitch who thinks she’s some sort of gangster.”

“Perhaps, but she almost did what she set out to do.” Juliet turned her head to Paige and smiled. “Rumour has it that I’m only alive because you saved my life.”

Paige had got lucky by getting there when she did. That’s all. “I just did what they told me to do on the call. Poor Henry had to see me in my bra. He’s probably traumatised for life.”

Juliet belly laughed at that, but then she groaned as she held her side. “Fuck. That hurt.”

“Oh, shit. I’m sorry.” Paige climbed onto the bed and lay beside Juliet. One arse cheek hung off the edge of the bed, but she didn’t care. “Come here. You should rest now that you’ve had lunch.”

“All I’m doing is resting. I’ll have bedsores soon if I don’t get out of here.”

Paige lowered her head to Juliet’s shoulder and sighed. “Everything will be okay soon, babe. I promise you.”

Juliet pressed a kiss to the top of Paige’s head. “I know. And that’s because I have you by my side.” She covered Paige with some of the sheet tangled on the bed and turned her body as best as she could. “I’ll nap if you promise to stay here with me.”

“Always, babe. I’m not going anywhere.”
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Juliet woke to Paige still sleeping beside her, that gentle breathing reminding her that everything was going to be okay. People always said it—it was a default response when the shit hit the fan—but Juliet believed every word Paige said to her. It was hard not to when those dreamy eyes gazed back at her, holding so much love that it stole her breath. Granted, they had a lot to contend with in the coming weeks and months, but Juliet knew she could do anything she put her mind to. She had always been raised that way; she wasn’t about to change who she was now.

She carefully reached for her phone on the table to the side of her, just about managing to grasp it with her fingertips. Juliet didn’t want to wake Paige yet, she knew she wasn’t sleeping, so she would text Henry and see if he had anything new when it came to Cara. As she opened her phone, scrolling her local news app, her eyes widened.

CRIME LORD RONNIE DELEHEDY DEAD AT 77

Juliet didn’t know what to do. Part of her wanted to wake Paige up and share the news with her, and the rest of her simply wanted to scream and squeal. Ronnie was dead…did that mean Juliet’s threat was now redundant, too? Surely, it had to mean that. Ronnie’s pals wouldn’t be running any business for him if they weren’t getting paid. Sure, they may all claim to be loyal to him, but when the money wasn’t coming in, that loyalty seemed to lie elsewhere pretty quickly. Juliet knew that all too well from her career in law.

She carefully brought the phone to her ear as she called Henry, praying Paige didn’t wake up just yet.

“Hey, Jules. Always a pleasure to see your name pop up on my screen.”

She looked down at Paige, those eyelids fluttering as she slept so peacefully. “What happened, H?”

“I’m sorry?” The line crackled, but Juliet could just about make out what Henry was saying. “Jules?”

“What happened to Ronnie?” She didn’t want to ask too many questions when she was in a room that had an officer stationed outside, but she had to find out how this had happened. It couldn’t be sheer coincidence, no way. “I’ve just seen the news. He’s dead.”

“Fuck. Really?” Henry laughed. “Well, that solves a lot of problems for a lot of people.”

“Henry,” Juliet warned, her stomach roiling at the idea he could be behind this. “Please tell me you didn’t.”

“Sorry, Jules. The connection isn’t great. I’ll drop in and see you this evening. Get plenty of rest.” 

Juliet frowned when the line went dead. Henry had never hung up on her before, and he sure as hell wouldn’t do it again. She rested her head back, lowering her phone to her stomach. Paige stirred beside her, but Juliet would have to share this information eventually. The police would make an appearance here soon if Juliet knew how this was going to go. Still, she had nothing to hide. She was lying in a hospital bed after an attempt on her life. If they believed she could be capable of something like this, they were sorely mistaken.

“Paige, baby,” Juliet whispered, stroking a hand through Paige’s hair. “You need to wake up. I have to tell you something.”

Paige groaned lightly, turning her body into Juliet’s and snuggling into her. “Half an hour more.”

“Oh, I wish I could give that to you.” Juliet wanted nothing more than to be here with Paige like this all day and all night. But they’d already been told off by a nurse because Paige was in bed with Juliet. “If Nurse Pippa sees you in here, she’s going to kill one or both of us. I’m already recovering from that sort of thing, so I don’t know how well I’d do a second time around.”

Paige looked up at Juliet, a lazy grin spread on her mouth. “I’m happy to know you haven’t lost your sense of humour.”

“Oh, I wasn’t trying to be funny. You saw her last time. She was brutal.”

Paige sat up and stretched, groaning as her body came to life again. “You’re right. I can’t be arsed with Nurse Ratched having a go at me again.” Paige climbed from the bed, fixing the sheet to the side of Juliet where she had snuck in earlier. “Wouldn’t want to leave any evidence behind.”

“What you really mean is…you’re scared of her.”

Paige snorted, unzipping her hoodie as she moved towards the window. “No. I could take her any day.”

“Mmhmm.” Juliet watched Paige’s back, shaking her head with astonishment. This woman was going to be her wife one day, and that day couldn’t come soon enough. She kicked those thoughts away for the time being, wanting Paige to be completely aware of what was happening. “While you were sleeping, I had a look at the local news.”

Paige spun around. “They’ve caught her?!”

“Mm, no. But I think the news I’m about to give you is potentially better.”

As Paige perched herself on the edge of Juliet’s bed, she took her hand and searched Juliet’s eyes. “I’m not sure what could possibly be better than the woman who tried to kill you being caught.”

“Well, the man who ordered her to do so being dead surely trumps it, no?”

Paige froze, not even a single blink of the eyes.

“It’s online. I’ve just come across it. I called Henry, but⁠—”

Paige quickly covered Juliet’s mouth with her hand. “N-no. Don’t say anything else. Not here, and not unless we’re absolutely sure there is nobody around.”

Juliet nodded, frowning when Paige eventually brought her hand away from her mouth. “Okay.”

“Whatever happened, he deserved it. Whoever did it, it’s nothing to do with us.”

It wasn’t directly to do with them, no, but was it likely because of Juliet’s injuries? Without a doubt. Even if Juliet tried to lie to herself, to Paige and their friends, she knew deep down what she felt. This was a direct result of Cara’s actions. It had to be.

“Without it all seeming weird, I want you to go home soon. I’ll make sure Henry meets you there, and he can explain what he knows. If he tells you he knows nothing, he’s lying. He ended our call abruptly, and I want to know the part he played in this. Just…so I can get my story straight about who he is if the police come asking. I won’t let him go down for something he did to protect me. Not in this lifetime.”

Paige smiled as she stroked her fingertips across the back of Juliet’s hand. “Babe, you can’t lie to the police.”

“I won’t lie to them. I’ll tell them the exact same thing I told them when I woke up. Henry and I know one another from school. He works security at the bar. They’ll see I’m…telling the truth if they’ve checked my employee records.” Juliet sat up a little better. “I’m not stupid enough to leave anything looking suspicious. As far as the records at the bar show, everything is above board.” Juliet cleared her throat and lowered her voice further. “Anything extra I give him, it’s always cash.”

“Look,” Paige said as she exhaled a frustrated sigh. “You have done nothing wrong. No matter what, I need you to remember that. I love Henry as much as you do, but we cannot get tangled up in whatever has gone on outside of this room. I don’t want to be a part of that life, babe. I really don’t.”

“No, I know. I don’t particularly want to be a part of it, either.” Juliet curled her finger and beckoned Paige closer. “Give me a kiss before you leave. I need you to find out what happened.”

Paige dipped her head as she leaned in, smiling into a kiss. “I love you, and no matter what, you’re going to be out of here soon and doing what you do best.”

Juliet drew back with a frown. “Oh. And what is that?”

“Living.”


Chapter 26


There is no way she’s taking any blame for this.

Paige slammed the apartment door shut, seething at the possibility of Henry being involved in Ronnie’s death. A huge part of her understood his loyalty to Juliet, but if this was something obvious, it would only come back to bite them all. If the police believed for one second that Juliet’s assault at the bar was linked to Ronnie’s death, Paige and Juliet would surely be held accountable. Regardless of whether they knew anything about it or not, life wasn’t that simple. 

She eyed the clock in the kitchen. Henry was due here any moment now. Paige wanted answers; she needed to know exactly what was going on, and then she could breathe a sigh of relief…knowing Juliet was going to be safe now. Cara was just a sheep in all of this. Without being told to do what she did, she likely wouldn’t have done it. This was all on Ronnie—Paige was almost certain of that.

As her phone pinged in her pocket, there was a knock at the door. She would tackle the text message waiting for her. It would be Juliet.

Any sign of H yet?

Paige smiled. Juliet had never been this impatient before.

I think he’s at the door right now. Call you when I know more.

She crossed the room, yanking the door open before she had time to consider what questions to ask. Henry smiled back at her, his jacket already folded over his arm. “Hi, Paige.”

“Don’t ‘Hi, Paige’ me. Get inside before I throttle you!” Paige dragged Henry over the threshold and closed the door quickly. “What’s going on?”

He turned to Paige from the middle of the room. “You know, I thought you would be happy knowing that bastard is gone.”

“I am. Of course I am. But I need you to tell me you had nothing to do with it. Juliet needs to know that.” Paige ran a hand through her hair, resting back against the nearest wall. Maybe she should have eaten something substantial before this conversation. She was beginning to feel a bit woozy. “Please tell me you didn’t make this happen.”

“Not technically.” Henry shrugged as he lowered himself to the couch. “I think you and Juliet forget the sorts of people I know. A lot of them are capable of doing the most hideous things.”

Paige held up a hand. “Yeah, I don’t need to know what kind of friends you have. I really don’t.”

“Just…sit down for a minute, okay?” Henry eyed the couch facing him, a pleading look in his eyes. “I can explain. Or I’ll try to, at least.”

Okay, Paige could do that. Henry had been amazing when it came to being there for both Paige and Juliet; she could afford him the time he needed to explain things. Juliet would be fine for a few hours alone. It meant she could rest before Hannah and Caz turned up to visit. Paige took a seat, not quite relaxed just yet. “Go on…”

“I know you’re probably worried about any comeback, but there won’t be any, Paige. I’d never do anything if I thought you or Juliet could get tied up in it.” Henry spoke sincerely. “Now, we know the police are working towards the motive being Cara’s connection to Ron, but he’s burned so many people that anyone could have ended his life last night.”

“So, it wasn’t you?”

“I have no access to prison, so it couldn’t have been me.” Henry almost smirked at that, but Paige gave him a look that warned him against it. “There’s a guy inside. Pete Bennett. I’ve known Pete for a long time. He used to date my sister, Keira, when we were all much younger. Juliet probably knows of him, but that’s about all.”

Paige nodded, waiting for more information.

“Pete grew up in a children’s home when we were kids. He had a sister, Linda, but no other family to speak of. That’s how he met our Keira. She was good friends with Linda back then.” Henry rubbed at the stubble across his jaw. “When Linda had her first and only child, Lee, Pete was beside himself. God, he loves that lad something wicked. I’ve never known such a close bond between an uncle and a nephew. To be honest, I think he probably treated him more like a son.” Henry smiled as he shook his head. “Ron managed to get his claws into Lee when he was a teen. Had him working drug runs. Then he got him onto the drugs. And not just the weed or that sort of stuff…but the hard drugs. Heroin, to be exact. Lee has never been the same since and has been revived on the street more than once over the last few years. Overdoses, suicide attempts.”

God, that was sad. This Ron guy was truly a bastard. If Paige hadn’t already been glad that he was dead, she certainly was now. “That’s…awful.”

“Anyway, Pete heard that Ron had been transferred closer to home. He was originally banged up down south. He’d been trying to get to Ron for a few years, but then Ron went down for heading one of the biggest drug gangs in Europe and Pete didn’t have any sort of access to him.”

“R-right.” Paige wasn’t convinced that Henry had nothing to do with this. Not yet.

“When he found out that Ron was much more local to the area, he got himself into trouble—which isn’t hard—and was remanded to the same prison as him. That part was sheer luck, I swear to you, but yeah…Pete Bennett is responsible for Ron’s death.”

“Who told him that Ron had been transferred up here?” Paige frowned. “I’d like to shake their hand. What a bastard and waste of oxygen he was.”

Henry rose to his feet and looked down at Paige. He held out his hand, his head cocked. “You’re welcome.”

Paige narrowed her eyes as she stood and met Henry’s gaze. Was he winding her up, or had he really told this Pete guy where Ron was? “You told him?”

“I knew it wouldn’t take much. That man has so many enemies that it was only a matter of time before someone wiped him off this earth.” Henry stepped around Paige and moved towards the door. “Now we just have to find Cara. I’d like to see her put away for what she did to Juliet.”

“Still nothing? You can’t find anyone who may know where she is?”

Henry sighed. “Nothing, Paige. It’s like she’s a ghost.”

Where the fuck was Cara? She couldn’t have just vanished into thin air. She may have been good at deceiving Paige and Juliet, but she wasn’t that good. “Do we think maybe she’s using a different name? Or that Cara isn’t even her real name to begin with?” Paige knew all about that. When she moved here and met Juliet, she had given a false surname. Only Paige’s reasons for doing that were entirely different from Cara’s. “Do we even know if she lives in Liverpool?”

“She does, and her name is Cara Swinson. I’ve already checked all of that.” Henry ran a hand down his face. “She’s gone to ground. Someone will be hiding her. And the second she resurfaces, I’ll know about it. I promise you.”

“Just…nothing illegal, Henry. I want to look her in the eye when she’s sentenced in court. Please?”

“You have my word, Paige. The police can handle this one…once I find her.”

That satisfied Paige for the time being. She couldn’t change Pete Bennett’s actions, nor did she particularly want to, but she could focus on getting Juliet back to full health. It was the only thing that mattered in all of this. Juliet.

“I’ll head off. I’m thinking I’ll lay low for a few days. The less I’m seen at the hospital, the less likely the police are to ask any other questions.”

Paige nodded, understanding exactly what Henry was saying. “Yeah, good call.”

“But if either of you need anything, I’m always close by. You know the drill.”

Paige watched Henry leave, relaxing as the door closed behind him, and nothing other than silence enveloped her. God, they would need a serious holiday when all of this was over. Preferably somewhere with very little access to the outside world.
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“God, that feels so nice.” Juliet tilted her head up, the sun warming her face where she sat in one of the gardens within the hospital grounds. “Thank you for thinking of this. I was beginning to go stir crazy in that room.”

Paige put the brake on the wheelchair she had brought Juliet down here in and took a seat on the bench next to Juliet. She was moving better, but walking long distances wasn’t recommended. “Just thought you could get out for some fresh air.” Paige looked over her shoulder, checking how close PC Ramsey was to them. “And you know, so we could talk.”

Juliet was desperate to know what had happened to Ronnie Delehedy. Henry had to be involved somehow, it was too coincidental, but she hoped he at least wasn’t directly involved. “I don’t know if it’s a good idea while we’re not alone.”

“Thankfully, I can talk quietly, and you have very good hearing.” Paige leant in and kissed Juliet’s cheek. She lingered, placing her hand over Juliet’s. “Henry tipped someone off who was already looking for Ronnie. Seems he has plenty of enemies on the outside as well as inside.”

Juliet nodded. “Oh, he does. A lot.”

“So, like, he didn’t actually do anything that would tie him to it; he just put the word out.”

Juliet had thought as much. While she didn’t particularly like what Henry had done—she didn’t want him to get into trouble—Juliet would admit that she already felt far more at ease knowing Ronnie was gone. “Did he say who?”

“He did, but I can’t remember the name, babe. I’m sure Henry will fill you in once you’re out of here and back at home.”

Juliet looked out at the trees surrounding them, the tulips and rose bushes that had recently bloomed. This was exactly what she needed today. Something peaceful and calming. Somewhere she could breathe without feeling as though her every move was being monitored. If it wasn’t nurses coming in to check her dressing or her vitals, it was her doctor checking in to see how Juliet was feeling. She appreciated everything they had done for her, she owed her life to them, but she was ready to be at home the moment it was possible.

As Juliet turned her head to Paige, entwining their fingers in her lap, she smiled. “Thank you for everything you’ve done for me lately. It can’t have been easy.”

“It’s my job to be here for you, babe. No thanks needed.”

Juliet lowered her head to Paige’s shoulder, feeling tremendously loved. “I know, but after the things I said to you when I woke up, this could have been entirely different. I could have been sitting here alone, wondering what the hell I’d done to us.”

Paige kissed the top of Juliet’s head. “I understood what you were saying in some way. Don’t think that I didn’t. You woke up after someone tried to kill you, not knowing what the hell was going on. Maybe I should have stopped that initial conversation before it got started. You weren’t in the right frame of mind for it.” Juliet felt Paige smile against her hair. “But everything turned out the way it was supposed to. That’s all I’m focusing on. All I care about is your safety. Nothing else matters.”

Juliet appreciated Paige’s love and support. Though, she knew it always would have been this way. There hadn’t been a single moment when Juliet considered Paige’s loyalty, and she doubted that was something she would ever have to consider in the future.

“Juliet?”

Juliet and Paige sat forward at the sound of a voice. Paige turned and looked over her shoulder since Juliet wasn’t able to, smiling. “Oh, hi.” Paige eyed Juliet. “It’s Detective Roache.”

Juliet puffed out her cheeks when the detective crossed the garden and came to stand in front of her. Maybe if Paige helped her back into her wheelchair, the detective could take a seat. She tried to stand, but the detective stopped her. “You…stay there. This won’t take long.”

Juliet frowned. Did this mean they’d caught Cara? “You have her, don’t you?”

“We do.” Detective Roache nodded as she shoved her hands in the pockets of her overcoat. “Cara Swinson is deceased.”

“W-what?” Juliet’s stomach lurched. Had Henry found her and taken care of the problem? No. He promised you he wouldn’t! “She’s dead?”

“We received a call from several members of the public around 11 a.m. yesterday morning. Someone had gone into the dock and hadn’t surfaced.”

Juliet turned to Paige. “That’s when you were there. You got caught up because of the emergency services.”

“Yeah. I didn’t know for sure what had happened, but yeah…I guess that sort of presence makes sense.”

“Cara was pulled from the River Mersey at three fifteen yesterday afternoon. Formal identification has taken place, and her next of kin has been informed.” Detective Roache spoke so calmly that Juliet was utterly confused. What would happen now if Cara was dead? “CCTV in the area shows that she willingly went into the water, and significant injuries to her wrists suggest that she had no intention of being caught. It appears Cara took her own life.”

God. Juliet didn’t know how she felt about that. While she was relieved that she was safe, Juliet couldn’t help but feel terribly sorry for Cara. This had all been down to Ronnie and his influence. While Cara had been the one to bring that knife to the bar, and she had been the one to injure Juliet, this all stemmed from Ronnie. “That’s…I don’t know what to say.”

“I do.” Paige suddenly spoke up. “She’s a coward. Plain and simple.”

“Baby.” Juliet squeezed Paige’s hand.

“No. She tried to kill you, Juliet. And she’s so much of a coward that she couldn’t face any of us looking her in the eye from across a courtroom.”

Juliet understood Paige’s anger, she also believed it was warranted, but she didn’t want Paige to hold onto it for too long. Anger wouldn’t do anyone any favours coming out of this. “I know, but…it’s over now.”

“You know what? Good riddance. That’s what I say.” Paige scoffed as she shook her head. “I have nothing left inside of me for her. What she did to you…I almost lost you. If I had to choose, then I’m glad she’s gone. However it happened, I’m glad she’s out of our lives.”

Assuming that Paige had finished ranting, Detective Roache offered them both a small smile. “The Crown Prosecution Service have decided that they won’t be making a decision on any charges. Given the fact that the suspect is deceased, and we don’t believe anyone else is involved, there will be no further action taken.”

Juliet wouldn’t dare mention Ronnie. If the police believed there was no connection, then she wasn’t going to change their minds. Both of them were gone; what more could anyone do when it came to justice? “Okay.”

“I am sorry we didn’t have a greater outcome, Juliet.” The detective stepped forward and handed over a business card. “I know I’ve already given you one, but in case you’ve misplaced it and have any questions…”

Juliet looked up at her. “Thank you.”

“The police presence at the hospital will be pulled back, but don’t hesitate to contact me if you have any concerns at all.” Juliet took the detective’s hand when she offered it and shook. “I hope your recovery continues to be successful.”

Juliet stared as the detective shook Paige’s hand, her mind going over everything she had just heard. Cara was dead. Ronnie was dead. Juliet…was safe. Had she been alone, Juliet likely would have been in a terrible state right now, but as Paige covered her hand once again, all she felt was tremendous peace.

Two years of looking over her shoulder.

Memories of lying on a floor, dying.

All of it was over from this point on.

“You okay, babe?”

Juliet turned to Paige with tears slipping down her cheeks. “I had no idea what relief would feel like.”

“I know.” Paige’s silvery eyes gazed back lovingly at Juliet. “But I’m glad you feel that relief. It’s exactly how I felt once James had been arrested.”

“This means Henry is out of a job.” Juliet had no idea why her mind went straight to Henry, but he had been by her side since the moment she left her career behind. “None of us will know what to do with ourselves.”

“Maybe…we could employ Henry.” Paige lifted a shoulder.

“Employ him to do what?”

“I don’t know. Security, bringing in the beer barrels, something like that.”

Juliet smiled. Paige didn’t often give her feelings away, but she knew Paige thought a lot of Henry. “I’ll run it by him.”

Sighing, Paige fell silent, holding Juliet’s hand tight. Juliet lowered her head to Paige’s shoulder again and closed her eyes. She hadn’t known just how much she’d needed this today. Outside, the low buzz of the bees around them, the air crisp but the sun providing a little warmth.

This was all she wanted in life. Contentment.

“You okay here, or did you want to head back up to your room?”

Juliet shifted a little closer and landed an arm across Paige’s stomach. “I want to stay here for as long as we can.”

“You got it, babe.”


Chapter 27


One month later…

Paige slowly stretched as she opened her eyes, groaning as her body came to life. Last night was probably the best night’s sleep she’d had since before the tour kicked off, but she was disappointed to roll over this morning…to find an empty bed. Juliet wasn’t sleeping as well as she could be, but Paige had thought it was getting better.

She was jumpy. Nervous even at home. Paige had known this could happen, but she had also hoped Juliet would have recovered better knowing that Cara and Ron were dead. Perhaps Paige should have anticipated this much more than she had. Most of the time, Paige felt lost. She hated seeing Juliet frightened. It wasn’t the woman she had initially met.

Still, she loved her just as much.

No. She loved her far more than she ever had before.

As Paige sat up and rested against the headboard, she took her phone from the nightstand. She would admit that it was strange not having to look over their shoulders every minute of the day, but Paige would adjust just fine. She’d never wanted to be in that position in the first place. If it hadn’t been James that she was wary of, it was some unknown gang-related thing that Paige didn’t want to become a target of.

She had a message waiting from Henry.

Hey, Paige. Just checking in. Juliet has sort of hinted at me sitting outside the apartment again for a while. Is she doing okay? H.

Paige sighed. Juliet hadn’t mentioned this to her. Paige could wonder why, but she knew why. Juliet wanted to be seen as strong and capable. And she was, that hadn’t changed. But if she needed Henry outside to make her feel better, then Paige would agree with her wholeheartedly. Whatever made Juliet comfortable made Paige happy.

If that’s what she’s asked you to do, then I’d appreciate it if you went along with it. She’s not great at the minute. Very jumpy and nervous. I’m hoping I can convince her to go to the victim counselling Detective Roache called me about.

Paige didn’t like discussing Juliet’s mental health with anyone, but Henry likely understood. He had known Juliet far longer than Paige had.

Okay. I’ll head over now. Maybe if she can see me parked down on the street she’ll feel better. Take it easy, Paige. If you need anything, give me a shout. H.

Paige smiled and climbed from the bed. Henry really was a great guy, which was unusual for Paige given the fact she’d only really had bad experiences with men. The care he had shown with both her and Juliet was most definitely foreign to Paige.

Unsure of what she would be faced with this morning, she pulled a hoodie on and left the bedroom. “Morning, babe.” Rather than sneak up on Juliet—something she used to do a lot—Paige decided it would be better if Juliet knew she was up and about. “You want some coffee?”

“No, thank you.”

Paige looked over at Juliet where she sat in her usual reading chair in the window. It had the perfect view of the city, dark clouds rolling in off the river. Juliet wore one of Paige’s hoodies, the hood lifted and covering her face, her knees pulled up to her chest. God, she didn’t like seeing Juliet in this way at all. She had always been so full of life, the first one awake and making coffee every morning, lazily gazing back at Paige at any opportunity.

Paige chose to forget about her coffee, instead crossing the room to where Juliet stared out of the window. “How did you sleep?” She sat on the windowsill, trying to find Juliet’s eyes. “Babe?”

“Not great. I tossed and turned most of the night. I’ve been out here since four.”

“You should have woken me up. I would have sat with you.”

Juliet barely managed a smile when she finally looked up at Paige. “No. It’s okay. You shouldn’t lose sleep because of me.”

“I’d have been happy to sit up with you.” Paige reached out a hand and took Juliet’s. “Why don’t you go back to bed for a few hours. I’ll just do some bits and pieces around here.”

Juliet’s tired eyes gazed back at Paige, as beautiful as ever. “I’ll be okay. I’m sure you have plans for us.” Juliet tried to stand, but Paige stopped her. “I…should shower.”

“Hey.” Paige squeezed Juliet’s knee. “Just relax. If you don’t feel up to heading out anywhere, we can spend the day here. I don’t mind. I could do with a rest.”

That was a lie. Paige had no reason to rest. It wasn’t as though they’d done much recently that would require her to rest. But if it was what Juliet needed to hear, then so be it.

“I think the tour and everything that followed is beginning to catch up with me.”

“Yeah?” Juliet seemed to smile a little more at that. “You feel like resting, too?”

“God, yes.” Paige guided Juliet to her feet and took her by the hand. “Come on.” They moved towards the couch, a thick fleece blanket already thrown over one end of it. “If you don’t want to go back to bed, at least get on the couch and watch some TV. Maybe you’ll fall asleep without realising it.”

Juliet lay down on the couch, bringing the blanket up to her chin the moment Paige draped it over her. She curled up, knees to her chest, and sighed. “What if she’s not dead.”

Paige frowned. “I’m sorry?”

“Cara. What if she’s not dead. Maybe it wasn’t her.”

Paige got to her knees at the side of the couch, stroking the side of Juliet’s face. “She’s dead, babe. The police confirmed it. They’re already halfway into an inquest.”

“I think I saw her down on the street this morning,” Juliet said as she closed her eyes. “I’m sure it was her.”

God, this was painful. “You really think Henry wouldn’t notice if she was still alive? That guy doesn’t miss a thing.”

“Henry isn’t outside anymore, though.” Juliet’s voice trembled, reminding Paige of a scared child. “I sort of mentioned it to him, but I’m not sure he realised what I was saying.”

“He realised, don’t worry. And as of today, he will be outside until you decide you don’t need him around anymore.”

“I…think I’m going crazy.”

Paige lay her head on the cushion Juliet was resting on, their noses touching. “You’ve had a huge shock. Of course you’re going to be feeling…out of sorts. But you’re not going crazy. You just need some time to come to terms with everything.”

Juliet brushed her nose against Paige’s. “I’m sorry I’ve been so miserable. You must hate being here.”

If Paige hadn’t understood where Juliet was coming from, she would have been offended by that. “I spent almost a week next to your bed. I didn’t know if I’d ever see you again. Miserable is not what I feel when I’m here with you. I feel grateful for a second chance with you.”

“A second chance?” Juliet frowned.

“We almost lost one another. I almost lost you. To me, this feels like a second chance. She tried to break us, but she failed. She is the crazy one. She is the weak one for taking orders from some old bastard in prison. She is gone, Juliet.”

“Promise me,” Juliet whispered. “Promise me that she’s gone.”

“I promise you.” Paige kissed the tip of Juliet’s nose and smiled. “You’re safe, okay?”

“I hope so.” Juliet’s eyelids fluttered closed, a light sigh falling from her lips. “Will you lie with me?”

Paige managed to squeeze in next to Juliet, still facing her where she lay. She stole part of the blanket, her hand settling on Juliet’s hip beneath it, and enjoyed the simple sound of the woman she loved breathing.
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Roused from her sleep by the most beautiful sound, Juliet remained where she was, listening to Paige as she played the piano. God, no sound in this world could ever be as soothing. No woman could ever make Juliet feel so safe and secure. Physically and emotionally. If things became harder, then Paige would be by Juliet’s side. If life took an uncertain turn for a while, Paige would work through it with Juliet. Right now, that was the only thing Juliet was clinging onto.

Did she believe Cara was dead? Of course she did. But it all happened so quickly that Juliet didn’t really know how to process it all. She wanted to move on with her life, but how did she do that? Cara had left her for dead on the floor of the bar…and now Cara was gone. Ron, too. It all seemed far too easy to be over.

But it was.

Juliet had to believe and understand that.

If she didn’t, she feared she would begin to push people away. Paige, Henry, their friends. That wasn’t an option for Juliet. She needed her support system. Physically, she was doing fantastic, but in her head…life wasn’t as good as she wished it was. Which seemed a little stupid, in all honesty. Juliet had survived, but here she was, moping around.

She slowly sat up, warmed by the ambience in the apartment this afternoon. Paige had gone above and beyond when it came to taking care of her, and as she looked around the open-plan space, it was spotless. Had Juliet really needed so much sleep that she hadn’t even heard Paige cleaning? Perhaps it was time to listen to her body rather than the thoughts running through her mind.

The sound of the piano stopped, and Paige looked back at Juliet. “Hey.”

“Don’t stop on my account,” Juliet said as she rose to her feet. She stretched, groaning as her muscles ached, then moved towards the piano. “I’d sit here listening to you play every hour of the day if I could.”

Paige shifted on the bench, making a little bit of room for Juliet. “Sit down here with me.”

Juliet took a seat and placed her hand on Paige’s thigh. “Thank you.”

“For what, babe?”

Juliet turned to Paige, admiring those beautiful eyes. “For being by my side. For taking all of this in your stride. For making me realise that I’m okay and that I’m safe.”

“I promise you that you’re safe.” Paige lifted Juliet’s hand and kissed it. “Always, okay?”

“And I’ve realised something else since we came home from the hospital, too.” Juliet searched Paige’s face, the softness of her features almost leaving her breathless. “I…realised that the world tour was never your thing. I’m sorry if it seemed as though I was pushing it on you.”

Paige lifted a shoulder. “I kind of understand. Most people would do anything for an opportunity like that. I just have other priorities. I always did.”

“It means so much to me that you make our life here your priority. I…never thought I’d ever matter so much to someone.” Juliet had rarely imagined a future with someone else, let alone to be the number one priority. But she always should have known that Paige would choose this over anything else. It was just who she was. “I accept that this is where you want to be, okay?”

“I know you do. And I think that given everything that’s happened recently, it’s only made us both appreciate what we have here even more than we already did. I can say for sure that I never take a single second for granted now.”

Juliet squeezed Paige’s hand, a tremendous amount of love sitting firm in her chest. “I love you, and I know that here is the right place for you. Our life together, the bar, Liverpool. I’ll never question that again, and quite frankly…if another tour did come up, I’d lock you away before I let you go again.”

Paige laughed. “And that is the correct answer to any hint of a tour moving forward. Because you and I both know that I’d rather be locked away with you than in a different city.”

Juliet lifted her hands and cupped Paige’s face. “This is where you want to be, and this is where I want you to be. If I’ve ever given you the impression that I don’t, I’m so sorry.”

“You haven’t, babe. Don’t worry.”

“I love you, okay?” Juliet drew Paige in, their foreheads touching. “All I want is to wake up beside you for the rest of my life.”

“Consider it done.”

Juliet felt relieved to know that Paige trusted her with their future. Though really, there was never any doubt. From Juliet and what was best for Paige, yes, but those days were over now. All Juliet wanted was a bright and happy future. “I’m not in the right headspace today, but I thought maybe we could stroll around the dock tomorrow. Maybe get some of those pancakes we had the first time together?”

“Count me in. That would be lovely.” Paige lowered the lid over the keys of the piano and relaxed her shoulders. “Fancy a bit of lunch?”

“I’ll take care of that. You’ve done plenty around here while I’ve been sleeping.”

“Sleep is important. It’s what helps you heal.” Paige got to her feet and headed straight for the kitchen. “And I know it’s more of a dinner thing, but we can eat what we want…when we want, right?” Paige watched Juliet from across the room, brow lifted.

“I feel so out of sorts that lunch and dinner are the same thing for me at the moment anyway.” Trying to force herself out of the endless thoughts she had, Juliet followed Paige into the kitchen and lifted herself up onto the counter. No matter what was going on outside this apartment, Juliet was locked away inside and safe. “I will admit that I’m a little bit peckish, though.”

“Good job I got lunch prepped earlier then. Spicy chicken tacos?”

Juliet’s mouth watered at the thought. If these were the days she could have with Paige when she was feeling uncertain about everything, then she really had nothing to worry or complain about. Tacos, comfy clothes, and the TV? Juliet couldn’t wait. “Yes, please.”

“Before I sort lunch out, I’m going to run you a really gorgeous bath. I think you need something to relax you, and I can’t think of anything better.”

God, Juliet could enjoy a steaming hot bath right about now. She cocked her head, smiling back at Paige. “You really are perfect. I hope you know that.”

“Go on. Get yourself something to change into, and I’ll get that bath ready for you. And then when you’re done, however long that takes, lunch will be ready and waiting for you.”

Slipping from the counter, Juliet leaned in and kissed Paige below the ear. “Thank you. You’re amazing.”
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Paige eyed the bathroom door as she took her phone from her pocket. Juliet would only shoot the idea down if she brought it up, so Paige had decided to take matters into her own hands. She was calling Hannah and Caz to come over and drink wine with them. If they were available, anyway. Juliet needed something to take her mind off everything. Having friends over would surely do that. Or maybe Juliet would open up a little more about what she was feeling. Hannah and Caz had seen her at her worst, after all.

She quickly called Hannah’s number, relieved when she answered. “Hey, it’s me.”

“Hey. Everything okay?”

“Are you and Caz free by any chance?” Paige had to prepare for the possibility of Hannah saying no. “I…wondered if you wanted to come over and spend the afternoon with us. Maybe with a bottle of wine or two?”

“Caz is working until four,” Hannah said, sighing. “Is tonight too late for you?”

Paige dragged a hand through her hair, smiling when she heard Juliet sloshing about in the water. “I don’t think it’ll matter what time you come over.”

“What do you mean? Has something happened?”

“I just think that Juliet could do with having some friends over. Take her mind off things, you know?”

“W-what things?”

Paige appreciated Hannah’s concern, but she really didn’t want Juliet to overhear any of this. “She’s just…struggling a bit.”

“How long has this been going on for?”

“Well, the not sleeping part has been going on since she came out of hospital, really, but that’s not what I’m worried about. She, um… She thinks Cara is still alive.”

“But the stupid bitch threw herself into the dock. It was all over the news. They have her body; they’ve confirmed it was her.”

Paige nodded. “Yeah. We all know that. Juliet does, too, but I think it’s just her mind playing tricks on her. She thinks she saw Cara this morning down on the street.”

Hannah cleared her throat. “Okay, yeah. It sounds like a night with all of us together could be a good plan. I’ll call Caz and ask her to pick up snacks on the way home. Maybe a charcuterie board or something we can all just lounge around enjoying.” Hannah paused. “And obviously, I’ll bring plenty of wine. You know, just in case we need extra for back-up.”

Paige laughed as she tossed the salad she’d prepared earlier in a bowl. “You’re both great friends. I’ll let her know you’ll be here tonight, okay?”

“Can’t wait. It’ll be lovely to see you both.”

“Right, well, comfy clothes, okay? We can have a nice girls night in.”

“Comfy clothes. Snacks. Wine. Got it.” Hannah laughed. “Anything else?”

Paige couldn’t think of anything else off the top of her head. She was sure she’d forget something, but this had been done on a whim so Juliet would forgive her. “No, that should be plenty. I’ll see you tonight.”

“Bye, Paige.”

The call ended just as Juliet stepped out of the bathroom, wrapped up in an extra thick fluffy robe. Paige could only watch her, adoring these vulnerable moments with Juliet. From the moment they’d met, Juliet had been the strong and supportive one. Now that the roles had been reversed, Paige was adjusting. But she was doing just fine.

“That may have been the greatest idea you’ve ever had,” Juliet said as she tiptoed across the floor. “Were you talking to someone?”

“Yep. Hannah.”

“Oh. Is she okay? I keep meaning to get in touch with her. It’s been a few weeks since we’ve seen them.”

Juliet was right. They’d only been over to the apartment once since Juliet was discharged from the hospital. Hannah and Caz would understand that Juliet and Paige were just taking things in their stride, though. “Well, I’ve just solved that problem.”

“H-how?” Juliet’s brows drew together.

“They’re coming over tonight. Girls night in with us. Wine and comfies.” Paige hoped Juliet would be interested in a night with the girls, but if she chose to cancel, that was understandable. “I just thought it would be nice to have a normal evening with friends. You know, take your mind off stuff and that.”

“I think it’s a great idea.” Juliet held Paige’s hip and leaned in to kiss her. The one thing they hadn’t lost lately was the intimacy of cuddles and kisses. “Do we need to go out to get some supplies in?”

“No, I think we’re good. They’re bringing stuff with them.”

Juliet wrinkled her nose. “Paige, you can’t invite friends over and ask them to bring their own food and drink.”

“I…can, and I did. Hannah was fine about it.” Paige waved a hand between them, focusing on the tacos. “Unless there was something in particular that you wanted, we have plenty of stuff here. I did a huge shop a few days ago, and you’ve barely touched a thing.”

“Okay, okay.” Juliet took a step back and pulled out a stool at the breakfast bar. Once she was sitting comfortably, she fisted her hand under her chin and gazed back at Paige. “Have you spoken to Stephen recently?”

“Only to let him know we’d still be paying him while the bar is closed.”

Juliet nodded. “Was he okay about it?”

“About being paid to not work? I’m sure he was more than okay about it.” Paige laughed and plated up lunch. “He did say he was ready to go back whenever we decide to reopen. That he wouldn’t look for another job.” Paige eyed Juliet as she said that, gauging her reaction to the idea of the bar opening again one day. She only wore a neutral look, though. “If that’s something you ever want to do.”

“Which?”

“Reopen the bar,” Paige said. “You may never want to step foot in there again.”

“Oh, Cara has taken enough from me lately. There is no way she’s taking the bar, too. That place is what it is because of us. We met there, Paige. We fell in love there.”

“I know. But I also know that it may not be so easy for you to go back there. Fuck, I found it hard enough during those days when you were…recovering. Asleep.”

“In a coma.” Juliet corrected.

“Y-yes. That.” Paige hated remembering that time. Even if Juliet was sitting in the kitchen right now, even if she had just kissed Paige, when she was taken back to that time, her stomach churned. “Anyway, it’s not important right now. And if it’s never important again, I get it. That’s all I wanted you to know.”

“I’d…like to go there.”

Paige watched Juliet for a moment or two, trying not to make a big deal out of them going to the bar. “O…kay.”

“I’m serious, Paige. If I’m ever going to get back to some kind of normal life, the bar is the place to start. After all, it was the place where it happened. If I cannot bring myself to go inside, then I think it’s safe to say we have to let it go.”

While Paige would be a little upset to see the bar under new ownership, she didn’t hate the idea completely. Juliet’s mental health was the only thing that mattered. Now and in the future. “Whatever you want to do, okay? Whenever you’re ready, you just let me know, and I’ll be by your side.”

“It’s just the thought of seeing my own blood on the floor that worries me.”

Paige smiled. “All taken care of, babe. Henry and I tried to get rid of it, but we chose to lay new flooring in that area instead.”

“You see, now this is another reason I’m marrying you.”

Paige grinned as she left their lunch ready on the counter and stepped between Juliet’s legs. “Oh, yeah? Do you have a list or something?”

“Far too many to list.” Juliet held Paige’s jaw gently. “But mostly because I’m madly in love with you.”

“Well, that’s enough for me.” Paige leaned in and kissed the tip of Juliet’s nose. “We’re going to be okay. Whatever happens in the future with the bar, we’re always going to be okay. I promise you.”

“I know.” Juliet lay her head against Paige’s chest and sighed. “You’re the only thing I’m sure about lately.”


Chapter 28


“How are you?” Caz handed Juliet a glass of wine and joined her on the couch. “I was so happy when Hannah called to say you and Paige had invited us over.”

Juliet regarded Caz with a thankful smile as she stared down at her glass of wine. Paige and Hannah were chatting with one another in the kitchen while they put a cheese board together, and in this moment, life felt normal. It felt far less intense than it had recently. “I’m okay. Feeling fitter every day.”

“Good. That’s great news.” Caz had texted Juliet several times over the last few weeks, often hinting at them visiting. But it had taken Paige contacting them for Juliet to go through with seeing them this evening. “We sort of gathered that we’d hear from you whenever you felt up to it.”

“You have Paige to thank for this,” Juliet said, smiling weakly. “If it was left up to me, I’d have just festered here again tonight, staring at the TV but not taking any of it in.”

“Things haven’t been good?” Caz placed a hand on Juliet’s knee, a look of understanding in her eyes. “I know they haven’t. I can tell.”

Juliet frowned. “How?”

“You’ve looked better. I won’t lie.”

Juliet snorted. She appreciated Caz’s honesty. It made a change from most people tiptoeing around her. “Thank you. That was just what I needed to hear.”

“I mean, you still look better than all of us here put together, but I don’t know. You’re not yourself.”

“No, I know. It doesn’t help that I’m not sleeping.” Juliet craved a good night’s sleep. She knew once she had conquered that, she would be feeling far better. “I just can’t settle once I lie down.”

“Have you thought about speaking to the doctor?”

“No. I don’t really want to medicate unless I absolutely have to. My body has taken plenty of it lately.” Juliet rarely took anything more than a paracetamol for a headache. If she could avoid sleeping tablets, she absolutely would. “I think I’m just coming to terms with everything. Poor Paige probably thought I was losing the plot this morning.”

Caz looked over to Paige and smiled. “I bet she’s been great.”

“Oh, she has. I don’t know what I’d have done without her. But this morning was a little bit touch and go with my mind. I…thought I’d seen Cara down on the street.”

“Ah.” Caz nodded slowly. “I guess that’s to be expected, given what you’ve been through. And then the fact that she offed herself probably doesn’t help. She’s taken the chance for you to find closure away in some way.”

Juliet didn’t need to sit through a trial for closure. Honestly, if someone was capable of trying to kill her, why waste taxpayers’ money by housing her in a prison? If Cara felt that suicide was the only way out of this, then that was her choice and her choice alone. Juliet wouldn’t lose any sleep over it. No, she was just losing sleep for every other reason. “Does it make me a terrible person to be happy she’s dead?”

“Well, if it does, that makes two of us.” Caz laughed, then sipped her wine. “I don’t think it makes you a terrible person at all. She put you through hell. Why should you find it in your heart to forgive her or care about her?”

“You’re right.”

“Edie has been asking about you.” Caz crossed her legs, smiling at Paige and Hannah as they carried more bottles of wine and the cheese board through to the living room.

“Oh, has she made any plans for her birthday yet? Paige was telling me that she’s really excited to do something.”

Hannah groaned. “Please, no talk of Edie’s birthday tonight. It’s all I seem to think about. Even when I get into bed, I’m trying to plan it.”

“She hasn’t decided what she’s doing yet?” Paige asked. “Her birthday is weeks away.”

Caz held up her hands. “I give up with it all. You know she’s only going to end up at the cinema or something.”

Juliet suddenly had a bright idea. She wasn’t sure any of them would go for it, but she could mention it anyway. “How about the bar?”

Hannah frowned. “I know you’re all for fun, but my child is turning sixteen, Juliet. Not eighteen.”

Juliet rolled her eyes as she waved a hand between them. “I know that. She stabbed me; she didn’t give me a lobotomy.” She sat forward, her hands clasped together. “Paige can take care of a few special mocktails and…the real stuff for us lot. I don’t know what else, but we can figure it out.”

“B-babe.” Paige’s face had drained of all colour as Juliet looked up at her. “You haven’t been to the bar yet. I think it’s a bit ambitious to offer something like that when you don’t know how you’ll react to being back there.”

“I told you, Paige. She’s not taking that bar from me. No way.”

“And I agree, but it might be kinda soon.”

Caz suddenly sat forward on the couch. “How about we agree to the bar but have a backup plan just in case? We won’t tell Edie about The Hideout, and it can be a surprise.”

Juliet grinned. “I love that idea. That it’ll be a surprise.”

“Perfect. Problem solved!”

Paige slumped into a seat on the couch opposite Juliet and Caz and puffed out her cheeks. “Guess I’ll just go with the majority then.”

Juliet watched Paige as she muttered something under her breath and shook her head. Why was Paige so against the idea? It surely couldn’t just be about Juliet and going back there again. Whatever it was, she would speak to her later about it.
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Laughter rang out around the apartment. Paige’s face hurt from laughing, Juliet had tears streaming down her face, and Paige was certain Caz had choked on a grape a few moments ago. Of course she claimed she hadn’t, but the red face gave her away.

“I can’t believe you didn’t think to move the things out of the drawer before they came to take the mattress.” Juliet laughed again, almost spewing red wine down the front of Paige’s white hoodie. “What was in there?”

Hannah groaned and placed her head in her hands. “Everything.”

“No. I want a list. This is fucking brilliant!” Juliet waved a hand, fresh tears spilling down her cheeks. “If you’re going to tell me there was just a pair of fluffy handcuffs in there, I’ll be disappointed.”

“No, they were leather,” Caz said, cutting in as she squeezed Hannah’s thigh.

“Fine.” Hannah threw herself back against the couch. “Nipple clamps. A twelve-inch dildo, the harness for said fucking dildo, and a flog!”

Caz cleared her throat. “Um, there was a riding crop in there, too.”

“Oh, MY GOD!” Juliet burst out laughing all over again, Paige’s hand held tight in her own. “Baby, this is absolutely one to remember.”

“You think?” Paige’s eyes widened. “I’m just surprised by how fucking kinky our closest friends are.” Paige eyed Hannah and winked. “And they had the cheek to call you dominant when we were there for dinner before I left for the tour.”

Juliet refilled her wine glass and tipped it towards Hannah and Caz. “So, come on. Who wears the harness in this relationship?”

“Never mind that.” Paige cut in. “I want to know what the poor guy delivering the new mattress had to say about it.”

“He didn’t say anything, thank God. But there was no way he didn’t see it all. It was just there—you couldn’t not see it.” Hannah ran a hand through her hair. “But whatever. At least people know we have a healthy sex life.”

Juliet turned to Paige and grinned. “It sounds like you and I need to up our game.”

Paige was up for anything Juliet wanted to explore. She always would be. But that could wait until they were even in a position to get handsy again. Right now, it was the last thing on Paige’s mind. Juliet was going through a serious recovery. “You’ve got it, babe.”

“Right. I’m getting us more snacks.” Caz got to her feet and looked down at Hannah. “And you can help me.”

They left the living room area, and Paige turned to Juliet. “Hey, about before.”

“You mean the bar?” Juliet lifted a brow, tipsy from the wine consumed so far.

“Yeah. Uh, are you sure it’s a good idea? You know I support whatever you decide, but Edie’s birthday is literally a few weeks away.”

Juliet lifted a shoulder. “It’ll be fine. I have to go back there eventually.”

“I know that. I just don’t want you to push yourself if you’re not ready, that’s all.” Paige squeezed Juliet’s hand. “You’re not even sleeping properly, babe. The moment you walk into that bar, things could come back.”

“I’m sure they will. When they do, I’ll deal with it then.”

Paige sighed. She may as well speak to a brick wall about this. “Fine.”

“I understand what you’re saying, Paige. I really do. But I want to get on with my life. That’s not going to happen if you keep trying to convince me it’s not the right time.”

Ouch. That stung. 

Paige hadn’t been trying to convince Juliet when it came to anything. She just wanted her to do whatever was best for herself. But what did Paige know? She wasn’t inside Juliet’s mind. “Right. I see.”

“It’ll be okay.” Juliet looked pointedly at Paige.

Figuring that she would just mind her own business in the future, Paige let go of Juliet’s hand and got to her feet. “I’ll give the girls a hand with the snacks.”

“Hey.” Juliet caught Paige’s hand as she tried to walk away. “I do appreciate what you’re saying.”

All Paige could offer was a smile. She didn’t want to fall out with Juliet. “Sure.” Paige wandered into the kitchen, smiling at Caz as she stepped past her. She glanced over her shoulder and cleared her throat once Caz had sat back down. “Need a hand?”

“Oh, no. Go and sit down with Juliet. I can get the rest.” Hannah looked up at Paige, her eyes narrowed. “Unless this is your way of needing to talk?”

“Nah. What’s the point?” Paige shoved her hands in the front pocket of her hoodie.

“The point of talking? Well, if you need to…there’s a huge point.” Hannah wiped her hands on a towel and gave her attention over to Paige. “What’s going on?”

“Nothing. I think I’m starting to piss Juliet off when it comes to her recovery now.”

Hannah laughed, stopping when Paige didn’t laugh with her. “Oh. You’re serious.”

“I love that she wants to do Edie’s party at the bar, but I don’t think she’s ready to go back there.”

“Don’t worry. As Caz said, we can have a backup plan.”

The thought of walking into the bar with Juliet was beginning to weigh heavy on Paige’s mind. She knew she wasn’t ready, so Juliet surely couldn’t be. “I don’t think I ever want to go in there again.”

Hannah stepped closer. “So, it’s you that is struggling with the bar, not Juliet?”

“I think she will struggle when she gets there. But I already know how I feel about it. She’s not listening to me, though. She thinks it’ll be fine, and life will just go on.”

“Maybe it will.” Hannah shrugged. “I guess you won’t know until you go there.”

“Yeah. Who knows?” Paige didn’t want to let Juliet down when the day did come for walking back into The Hideout. So for now, she would just have to figure it out herself.
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Paige crept out of the bedroom, squinting at the light coming from the corner of the living room. Juliet sat on the couch, the TV played low, and it was a little after three in the morning. Juliet had fallen asleep within minutes of getting into bed earlier, so this had been the last thing Paige expected to see. They’d barely even managed to hold a sentence between one another.

She crossed the room, a hand dragged through her hair as Juliet looked back over her shoulder. “Sorry. Did I wake you up?”

“No. I just…woke up. Probably because I realised you weren’t in bed next to me.” Paige sunk down onto the couch next to Juliet, pulling Juliet against her. “Come here. Snuggle me.” Juliet immediately wrapped her arm around Paige’s waist, and then they both shifted until they were lying down. “Do you need to talk about anything?”

“No. I just want to sleep for one fucking night.” Juliet sighed, squeezing herself against Paige. “I’m so tired, Paige.”

“I know, babe. I don’t know how to help you with that. But when you do wake up in the middle of the night, please wake me up, too. I’d rather be out here with you.”

Juliet tilted her head up and looked at Paige. “What did I ever do to deserve someone as perfect as you?”

“We found one another because we’re perfect together. Don’t put all the praise on me.” Paige kissed Juliet’s forehead, lingering as she closed her eyes. “I need you to talk to me when you’re not sleeping, okay?”

“I don’t have anything to say. I just can’t sleep,” Juliet said, dipping her hand beneath Paige’s T-shirt and resting it on her stomach. “I just want something normal. I know the girls really helped tonight, but I need more normal.”

“Okay. What sort of normal do you want?” Paige stared up at the ceiling, enjoying the way Juliet gently grazed her nails against the skin of her stomach. “You want to head out somewhere this week? Maybe even a weekend away if you’re feeling up to it?”

“I don’t mean through the week, Paige. I mean right here, right now.”

Paige frowned as she looked down at Juliet. “It doesn’t get more normal than us lying on the couch with one another.”

“I…I miss you, Paige.” Juliet’s voice broke, concerning Paige more than she already was. She hated all of this. She just wanted Juliet to be okay. Physically, she was getting there, she was doing amazing, but when it came to her mental health, it wasn’t great.

“I’m right here with you.” Paige shifted down the couch further, coming face to face with Juliet. “And I always will be.”

“I miss the way you touch me. The way you anchor me. I miss who we used to be.”

Who they used to be? As far as Paige was concerned, they were exactly who they’d always been. A little battered and bruised, but nothing had changed for Paige. Nothing at all. “Babe, if you need something from me that I’m not doing right, you only have to tell me.”

Juliet stared back at Paige with tears in her eyes. “I love you, and I know you love me, but…do you think we’ll ever be intimate again?”

Whoa. Paige hadn’t expected that to be what Juliet said to her. “Us? Intimate?”

“Y-yes. We haven’t really been very close since everything happened.” Juliet closed her eyes, a single tear falling to Paige’s arm that rested under Juliet’s head. “I had so many hopes for when you came home. I couldn’t wait to reconnect with you after having to steal moments with one another. But then everything turned to shit, and I don’t know how you feel about intimacy anymore. We haven’t even come close to anything more than a slight kiss.”

God, that broke Paige’s heart. She never wanted Juliet to question their relationship. Not a single element of it. “Hey, I love you so much, and when you’re ready, I’m ready.” Paige kissed the tip of Juliet’s nose. “You’ve been through a hell of a lot lately, babe. I’m sorry if I’ve seemed distant. I just…don’t want to hurt you.”

“I don’t hurt anymore.”

“No?” Paige smiled, knowing exactly what Juliet was trying to say. “Not at all?”

Juliet didn’t respond. She simply stared back at Paige, waiting for her to make the first move. Was Paige worried she wasn’t ready? Yes, she was. But she didn’t want to discuss it with Juliet for fear of her believing Paige was trying to get out of whatever was about to happen. Honestly, she missed touching Juliet so much. Because nothing should have been this way, and Juliet was right. They’d had so many filthy plans for when Paige came home.

“Paige, if you don’t want⁠—”

Paige silenced Juliet with a kiss, deepening it as Juliet wrapped a hand through Paige’s hair. She never wanted Juliet to look at her and question her love. Never. All she wanted was to feel their connection, deeper than ever before.

Juliet tightened the hand in Paige’s hair, pulling back to catch her breath. When she looked back at Paige, fire in her eyes, Paige knew Juliet wanted whatever she claimed she did only moments ago. She gripped Juliet’s hip, careful to avoid her stomach and wound area, and went back in for another kiss.

She slid her tongue into Juliet’s mouth, savouring the very taste she had missed. No woman in this world would ever taste as good as Juliet did. Juliet loosened the hand in Paige’s hair and brought it between them. She took the hand Paige had settled on her hip and guided it past the waistband of her sweats. “P-Paige, I need you.”

Paige didn’t wait a second to feel Juliet. If this was what worked for her, then so be it. Paige would always feel honoured to be the woman pleasuring Juliet. Life may be up and down right now, but this right here was who they were. It was what they wanted from one another. Paige…could never turn it down.

She pressed two fingers between Juliet’s lips, smiling against her mouth when Juliet gasped. That sound was as beautiful as ever but far more powerful tonight. Paige drew back and gazed into Juliet’s eyes. “I never want you to think I don’t need this as much as you, babe.” Paige dipped lower and eased into Juliet. Her eyes shone, the love undeniable, but it was quickly taken over by intense arousal as Paige slowly pushed in and out. “I’ll always want you. Every minute of the day.”

“O-oh, Paige.” Juliet’s lips parted when Paige touched her forehead to Juliet’s. “Y-yes.”

Paige cradled Juliet with one arm, unable to take her eyes off the woman she would call her wife one day. “Fuck, Juliet.”

Juliet whimpered, her walls squeezing Paige’s fingers.

“I can feel how much you need me.” Paige dipped her head and kissed Juliet again. Was she surprised that Juliet was so desperate for her? Yes. Should she be? Probably not. If there was one thing they had plenty of…it was hot and steamy moments together. “And you’re close.”

“S-so close.” Juliet slipped a hand down her sweats and moaned as she teased her clit. “F-fuck, baby.”

“Mm, that’s it.” Fewer things in life were greater than watching Juliet come undone. “You wanna come for me?”

“I-I…” Juliet came silently, her eyes locked on Paige’s.

Paige grinned, watching several emotions cross Juliet’s face. “God, you’re so fucking beautiful when you come.”

Juliet shook against Paige, still working her clit slowly. Paige slipped out of her, joining in as she entwined her fingers with Juliet’s. “T-that,” Juliet said, light gasps falling from her mouth as Paige pressed a little harder. “Oh, fuck, that was exactly what I needed.”

Paige slowly rolled her fingers, aware that Juliet’s eyes were barely open as she nuzzled into Paige’s chest. “Relax and close your eyes. This is our bed for the rest of the night.”


Chapter 29


Paige watched Juliet from behind her sunglasses, enjoying the quiet of a late morning on the dock. They had decided to sit outside one of the bistros and drink coffee, and even though Paige knew it was time to leave, she didn’t want to. She wanted to sit here and admire Juliet. It was all she ever wanted to be doing.

She smiled when the server placed the bill down on the table. Juliet hadn’t even flinched, and right now, that was a positive. It didn’t take much for Juliet to feel uneasy lately, and yes, that extended to the simple task of a server approaching the table.

“I’ve got the bill, babe. Did you want to keep walking or head home?”

Juliet turned to Paige, a gentle smile playing on her lips. “I’m enjoying being out of the apartment. Let’s keep walking.”

“Perfect. I’ll just go inside and pay, okay?” Paige rose to her feet, looking down at Juliet. “You good?”

“I’m fine. Just enjoying the view.” She looked back out at the dock and sighed. “I’m so lucky to have you in my life, Paige.”

Paige grinned. This ‘gazing longingly’ Juliet was one of her favourite Juliets. “Right back at you, babe.” Paige rushed inside and paid their bill, opting to leave Juliet for as little time as possible.

Yesterday had been a mixed bag of emotions for them both. Paige had hated seeing Juliet so up in the air, then they’d had an amazing evening with Hannah and Caz, and then what followed…well, Paige hadn’t expected it at all. But if Juliet felt as though she was in a place where she wanted to be intimate again, Paige wouldn’t turn her down. Their intimacy was the only thing nobody had interfered with in recent months.

She landed back outside on the walkway between the bistro and the dock edge. Juliet smiled out at the water, her shoulders relaxed. If they could have little moments like this in the coming weeks, then life would begin to return to normal. The normal Juliet so desperately craved last night.

Normal. Paige snorted and shook her head. Nothing would ever be the old normal again, but in some ways, Paige was happy about that. Their normal had once consisted of watching their backs and living their life under Henry’s constant gaze.

This new normal surely had to be better.

“Ready, gorgeous?” Paige placed a gentle hand on Juliet’s shoulder and leaned down, kissing her cheek.

“Sorry, I was in a stare.” Juliet got up and turned to Paige. “Gorgeous day, isn’t it?”

“Any day I get to spend with you is a gorgeous day.” Paige linked her arm through Juliet’s, squeezing Juliet against her. “Sometimes it’s just nice to sit, drink coffee, and people watch.”

“I didn’t realise how much I needed the fresh air.” Juliet turned her head to Paige briefly. “Makes you feel alive.”

Paige’s heart fluttered at that. Just weeks ago, this may never have happened again. If Juliet hadn’t pulled through, she wouldn’t be walking with Juliet right now, arms linked. “Hey.” Paige stopped them close to the art gallery. “I hope you know how proud I am of you.”

“For what?”

“Fighting. Coming home to me.” Paige’s emotions threatened to spill out, but she managed to contain them. This wasn’t a time for tears. It was a time to put the next stage of their life together into some kind of motion. “It’s only coffee, but I’ve had a great morning with you.”

Juliet brought a hand to Paige’s cheek, caressing it slowly. “I’ve had a great morning with you, too.”

“And now I really need you to come somewhere with me.” Paige leaned into Juliet’s touch, smiling as she closed her eyes. “I don’t think I can wait much longer.”

“I don’t understand.”

“Just come somewhere with me, okay?” Paige looked back at Juliet, those beautiful eyes stealing Paige’s heart all over again.

“Okay.” 

[image: ]


Juliet strolled down the high street, her hand tightly held by Paige’s. They hadn’t once disconnected since they’d left the dock, and Juliet suspected it was Paige’s way of making her feel at ease. Whatever she was doing, it was certainly working. This morning, Juliet barely remembered the last couple of months. She sure as hell hadn’t thought about Cara today, and if she had it her way, she wouldn’t think about her in great detail ever again.

“Where exactly are you taking me?” Juliet turned another corner with Paige, but she didn’t really know this area of Liverpool. “You’ve got us lost, haven’t you?”

“No, I have not!”

“Paige, I don’t know this area, so surely you don’t either.” Juliet didn’t want to admit it, but she was beginning to tire. This was the most she had done since before her attack. “Where are we?”

Paige stopped in the middle of the street and looked left, then right. Her gaze landed on a particular shopfront, and then she dragged Juliet towards it. “There! Got it! Knew I wasn’t lost!”

Juliet grinned at the look of pride on Paige’s face. Her fiancée was adorable; there were no two ways about it. “Fine. I apologise.”

“You can make it up to me. I just haven’t decided how yet.” Paige winked as they stopped outside a jeweller. “Time to make this official, babe.”

Juliet’s brows drew together. “I’m sorry?”

“You and I. Engaged. It’s time for you to pick out your engagement ring.”

Juliet’s heart burst, but this wasn’t necessary. “Baby, I don’t need a ring to know what we have.”

“And neither do I. But I want you to have a ring. Whatever ring you fall in love with.” Paige looked back at Juliet with a pleading in her eyes. “Please? At least look…”

“Okay. Let’s look.” Juliet would give Paige anything she wanted. If that included a moment like this, picking out an engagement ring, then she would revel in every second of it. As they entered the store, Juliet tugged on Paige’s hand. “But what about you? You don’t have a ring.”

“I’m good without one. It’s not really my thing. Wedding ring, absolutely, but I prefer less on my hands.”

“Are you sure? We could pick out one for each other.” Juliet felt it only fair that they both wore one. Yes, Paige didn’t wear much jewellery, but this could surely be an exception.

Paige wrinkled her nose slightly. “Maybe. But it’d have to be something that really caught my eye. I’m more focused on you getting yours.”

Juliet cocked her head. “God, I love you.”

“You just love my ideas,” Paige said, winking as she turned to the woman behind the small counter. “Hi. I called this morning about bringing my fiancée in to try on some engagement rings.”

“Ah. Paige?” The woman asked as she lifted a few trays out from a glass case. “I took the liberty of selecting some of our finest.”

“Perfect.” Paige placed a hand on the small of Juliet’s back, encouraging her closer to the counter. “Take a look, babe.”

Juliet scanned the gorgeous items laid out on the velvet cushion, her heart racing at the thought of being married to Paige. A wife had been Juliet’s goal in life as she was excelling in her career, but a wife like Paige? Well, that was one of those unimaginable situations people often put themselves in. In Juliet’s world, women like Paige didn’t exist. Not really.

Spoilt for choice, Juliet decided she wanted something understated. She knew what Paige meant to her, and she knew the love they had for one another. It was unnecessary to select something extravagant. Simple yet stylish was what Juliet wanted.

“See anything you like?” Paige draped a loose arm around Juliet’s waist, kissing her shoulder as they moved down the options.

“I…think so. I just want to check I’ve picked the right one.” Juliet eyed Paige and smiled, shoulder-bumping her. “Though, I picked the right one some eighteen months ago now.”

“Oh, that was smooth.” Paige flashed one of her gorgeous smiles and shook her head. “I can’t wait until everyone knows. Juliet Saunders, officially off the market.”

The woman’s head shot up. “You’re Juliet Saunders?”

Juliet winced. She didn’t want any of what she knew was coming. Yes, there had been a number of news articles about her attack, but people had left her alone up until now. That’s because you don’t leave the apartment anymore.

“Yes. That’s me.”

“Oh, how are you, love? Recovering well, I hope.”

Juliet regarded her with a small smile. The people of Liverpool generally spoke to you as though they’d known you for a long time. “I am, thank you.”

“Bastards!”

Juliet’s brows rose at that, but then a smile curled on her lips. Again, the people of Liverpool rarely held back on what they thought. “Yes. Something like that.” She scanned the rings once more, satisfied with the one that had caught her eye. “This one, baby.” She pointed it out to Paige, but Paige didn’t seem as enthusiastic. “You…don’t like it?”

“I mean, it’s lovely. I just thought you may have picked something more…you.”

“More me?” Juliet lifted a brow. “I don’t know what that means.”

Paige guided Juliet away from the counter, smiling at the woman before she did so. “I just thought you might have picked something a little more out there, you know?”

Juliet understood that, but she wanted simplicity. The fact Paige had asked her to marry her at all was more than Juliet ever could have wished for. She meant it when she said she didn’t need a ring. She was doing this only for Paige. “The one I’ve picked is perfect, Paige.”

“Babe, if this is about how much they cost…”

Juliet took Paige’s hand and squeezed. “It’s not.”

“Are you sure?”

“I’m sure. The simple band with a simple stone is perfect, Paige.”

Paige lifted a shoulder and walked back over to the counter. “Okay.”

“Thank you,” Juliet whispered as she stepped up behind Paige and wrapped her arms around her waist. “For being the perfect woman.”

Paige settled her hands over Juliet’s, both of them startled by a flash through the window of the store. “The fuck was that?”

Juliet froze. Someone had taken their picture.

She turned her face away from the window, anxiety tugging in her stomach. She knew her life wouldn’t return to normal, and this was proof of that. Ronnie may be dead, but it seemed he likely had loyal friends after all. “Paige, c-can we go home?”

“Yeah. I’ll just pay, and then we’re out of here.”

“No, I mean…can we go right now?” Juliet shook where she stood in the middle of the store, feeling as though someone would come bursting through the door at any moment. “What if it’s one of them?”

Paige turned and handed her phone to Juliet. “Call Henry. Ask him to pick us up outside here in the next few minutes.” Paige turned back to the counter and eyed the woman serving them. “Are you able to lock your door for us?”

“Of course.” The woman reached under the counter and smiled. “Done. But there is a fifteen-minute delay on it. You won’t be able to leave until that time runs out.”

Great. Now Juliet was locked inside a store and couldn’t get out when she needed to. This was a nightmare. She quickly unlocked Paige’s phone and sent a message to Henry.

Can you pick us up from the jewellers on Finch Street. ASAP. Someone is taking our picture!

Juliet locked Paige’s phone and shoved it in her pocket. A day that was supposed to be beautiful and unexpectedly romantic was turning out to be just another day filled with shit.

“I know him!” the woman spoke up suddenly as she peered through the window. “It’s one of those bloody paparazzi!”

“I’m sorry?” Paige followed her to the window. “How do you know that?”

“Had a footballer and his wife in a couple of weeks ago. He bloody hounded the poor couple from the moment they arrived. I had to clear the place for them and let them out the back door.”

Paige sighed. “You hear that, babe? It’s just paparazzi.”

Juliet didn’t know whether to laugh or cry. This feeling of being constantly on edge was really tiring her out. She turned to Paige and the store owner. “Are you sure?”

“Yes, love. I had to ask him to leave once they’d escaped out the back. I don’t know why he’s here now, though. Maybe because of your news articles?”

Juliet smiled. “No, he’s not here for me. He’s here for my fiancée.”

Paige groaned and turned away. “I’m not starting all this shit. I’m not being chased down the street. I was a fucking support act. Nothing more.”

“A support act who is seeing record numbers of downloads and streams. Don’t sell yourself short, Paige. You’ve earned the right to be known.”

“Well, I don’t want to be known. I just want to come into stores and buy you nice jewellery.”

Juliet grinned as she looked out of the window. The paparazzi was sitting on a wall across the street, waiting to pounce again. “Maybe we should escape out the back door, too. He’ll be sitting there a while before he realises we’ve gone.”

Paige took the small bag from the counter and shoved her receipt in her wallet. “Good idea. Can we do that, um…”

“Ivy. And of course you can.” Ivy cocked her head towards the back of the small store. “Follow me, ladies. I’ll get you out of here no problem.”

And just like that, the good people of Liverpool came through for them.


Chapter 30


Today feels different.

Paige stared up at the ceiling—alone again—but feeling…different. She couldn’t put her finger on why she felt that way, she had barely opened her eyes, but the atmosphere had changed since last night when they’d got home from ring shopping. Juliet seemed far more relaxed, their evening reminiscent of the days before Paige had gone back on tour. The days before everything became heavy and uncertain. The days before the trauma Cara caused.

She rolled from the bed, pulled a hoodie over her head, and approached the open bedroom door. The first thing she noticed was the scent of perfume in the air. Then she got a waft of coffee. What the hell was going on? She glanced back over her shoulder and eyed the clock on the nightstand. It was ten a.m., and the apartment felt as though it had some life back in it.

“Babe?” Paige strolled out of the bedroom, not wanting to make a big deal out of whatever was going on. Juliet came from the main bathroom with a smile plastered on her mouth. “Hey.”

“Good morning, sleepyhead.”

Paige wanted to play it cool, but Juliet was dressed, wearing makeup, and looking as fine as ever. “Do we have plans that I don’t know about?”

“We do have plans, but there’s no rush. Take your time.”

Ah. Juliet had spent the night tossing and turning again. She had probably decided to get dressed purely for something to do. “Bad night again?” Paige moved towards Juliet and took her hand. “I don’t know how many times I have to tell you to wake me up.”

Juliet fixed her earrings in place and smiled. “I slept right through. I actually woke up with a crick in my neck because I didn’t once move in the night.”

Paige’s brows rose. “Oh. That’s…amazing.”

“I certainly feel better for it, but I have a feeling I’m going to be catching up on a lot of sleep in the coming weeks.”

Paige would let Juliet sleep for as long as she needed. That wasn’t an issue at all. She lifted herself up onto a stool at the island in the kitchen and watched every move Juliet made. “So, these plans we have today…”

Juliet turned with a cup of coffee and set it down in front of Paige. “What about them?”

“Well, are you going to tell me what we’re doing?”

“Oh! Of course.” Juliet laughed, lighting up what had been a very dark world lately. “We’re going to the bar.”

“What bar?” Paige didn’t really feel bar hopping today. She was still recovering from the copious amounts of wine with Hannah and Caz a few days ago.

“Our bar, Paige. The Hideout.”

Paige stared through Juliet. While she wanted to be there for her, to help her through the first time at the bar, Paige wasn’t sure either of them was ready for that. Yes, they had discussed using it as a venue for Edie’s birthday in a few weeks, but Paige had wondered if Juliet would actually go through with it. Juliet had only just managed a full night’s sleep. Wasn’t it a bit soon?

Juliet waved a hand in front of Paige. “Are you with me?”

“Y-yeah.” Paige lifted her coffee to her lips, wondering how best to approach this conversation. She didn’t want to put Juliet off the idea of going to the bar, but Paige didn’t know if she herself could actually walk through the door again yet. Even though she had been there to clean up, she had pushed the place right to the back of her mind since then. Some days, she forgot it existed.

“You…don’t think it’s a good idea, do you?”

“Honestly, I don’t know.” Paige lowered her cup and sighed. “Are you sure you’re ready to go back there?”

“I think having something to focus on while I’m there is going to help a lot. Edie’s birthday has to be perfect, and we’re going to make that happen.”

Paige loved Edie as though she was blood, she would do anything for the kid, but this was huge. Far bigger than any sixteenth birthday party. “I understand that, but maybe we should just head there and give it a moment before we decide we actually want to go inside. We don’t have to do it all today. It could be a bit…overwhelming.”

“I don’t doubt that. I’m actually expecting it.” Juliet took her watch from the small table close to the door and fixed it to her wrist. “But while I have the idea in my head, I’d like to tackle it now.”

“R-right. Well, if you’re sure?”

Juliet rounded the island and turned Paige on her stool. She stood between Paige’s legs, smiling down at her. “I am sure. But something tells me you’re not.”

Just be honest with her… “I don’t know if I can go inside again. Not yet.”

“And that’s okay, Paige.” Juliet feathered her thumb across Paige’s bottom lip, her touch so soft. “I don’t want you to do anything you’re not ready for.”

“I just…can’t get that image out of my head. I try, but sometimes I try so hard that it just becomes more and more vivid.”

“Hey,” Juliet whispered as she took Paige’s hand and placed it on her chest. “It’s working. It’s beating. I’m here, okay?”

“God, I know. I feel like the luckiest person in the world to still have you here.” Paige wrapped her arms around Juliet’s waist. She would never take any of these little moments for granted again. “I can try. For you.”

Juliet shook her head. “No. If you’re not ready, you’re not ready. I’d never expect you to go inside the bar if it’s not what you want.” Juliet drew Paige into a kiss, smiling against her lips. “I’ll be okay. We’re doing this for Edie, so I have to be okay.”

Whoa. Hold on! Juliet was going to the bar alone? No, not in this lifetime.

“I’ll go there and check on the place. Maybe order some stock in. Though, I don’t think we need any stock since the place never had the chance to reopen.”

“I…don’t think so. You’re not going there alone. No way.”

Juliet exhaled a frustrated sigh as she stepped away from Paige. “I have to go there at some point, Paige. I don’t want to wait any longer when I feel ready today.”

Paige slid from her stool and took her coffee cup. She turned for the bedroom, prepared to put her own shit to one side so she could be there for Juliet. “I’ll shower. I won’t be long.”

“Paige?”

She turned. “Yeah?”

“Don’t do this if you’re not ready.” Juliet’s dark eyes gazed back at her. “Please.”

“You’re not going alone. I’ll be fine once I’m inside.” Maybe she would be, and maybe she wouldn’t. But Paige wouldn’t know the outcome unless she unlocked that door and faced all of this head-on with Juliet. It was important they did it together. “Thirty minutes, okay? That’s all I need.”

Juliet sighed but nodded. “Okay.”
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With a shaking hand, Juliet slid the key into the main lock and turned it. The street was quiet—it often was during the day—and all she could hear was Paige’s heavy breathing. Maybe she shouldn’t have put this on Paige today. Maybe they should have had a serious discussion about it, something that would lead up to them walking inside The Hideout. Perhaps a timescale. But no, Juliet had chosen to dive right in, and now she wasn’t sure she should take another step.

“You okay, babe?” Paige lay a hand on Juliet’s shoulder. “It’s okay to change your mind. We can do this another day.”

“No, I want to do it now.” Juliet turned to Paige, aware of the fearful look in her eyes. “But I don’t want you to feel as though you had no choice in this. I’m sorry I just dropped it on you.”

God, she hadn’t even given Paige the chance to wake up fully before she told her about the plan today. While Juliet wanted to get the ball rolling and move on with her life, she should have stopped for a moment and considered Paige in this.

“I’m okay. I’m feeling less worried now that we’re here.” Paige squeezed Juliet’s shoulder and gave a single nod. “Come on. Let’s get this over and done with.”

Juliet cleared her mind and turned back to the door, pushing it open slowly. The smell of fresh paint greeted her, not surprising given the fact she had just finished painting when Cara turned on her. And then she felt that supportive hand on the small of her back. “Right. Let’s do this. It’s now or never.”

Juliet took the stairs down to the bar slowly, aware that her knees felt weaker than usual. But she had expected some kind of reaction as she had opened the door. This had been the very place Juliet had almost lost her life. She placed the light switch on the wall just outside the main area of the bar and flicked the switch. Within seconds, the bar was lit up…ready and waiting for some life back inside of it.

“Well,” Juliet said as she crossed the threshold and stood in the middle of the bar. Nothing looked out of place. Everything was ready and waiting, just as Juliet had left it all those weeks ago. “That’s surprising.” As she looked around, she felt…nothing. Nothing concerning, anyway. Paige had done such a good job with the clean-up that nobody would ever know Juliet was dying on the floor at one time. “It looks great. You’ve really done an amazing job, Paige.”

Nothing.

Silence.

Juliet turned around and focused on Paige. She stared down at a particular spot on the floor, most certainly zoned out from anything and anyone around her. A tear fell down her cheek, gathering at her jaw, her hands clenched into fists at her sides.

“Baby.” Juliet took a step towards Paige and held her against her. She rested her chin on top of Paige’s head and closed her eyes. This was a mistake, and Juliet felt dreadful for bringing Paige here. “I’m sorry.” Juliet held Paige tighter against her, turning her away from the spot Paige had been focused on. “Let’s go back outside.”

“No.” Paige spoke quietly, gripping Juliet against her. “No. Stay there.”

Juliet would give Paige whatever time she needed. “Okay.”

“Tell me what you’re thinking.”

Honestly, Juliet was only thinking about Paige right now. There had been no shocking reaction to her walking in here, so her focus was one hundred percent on Paige. “I’m worried about you.”

“No.” Paige drew back and searched Juliet’s eyes. “What are you thinking about being here?”

“Nothing. I felt nothing when I walked in.”

Paige scoffed and took a step back. “So, I need to just get a grip and move on.”

“Hey, no. I never said that. You’re entitled to feel how you feel, Paige. You were the one who saved my life in this very place. You are the one who went through the trauma of that, then the trauma of not knowing what the outcome would be. Not me.”

As Juliet said that, guilt settled deep in the pit of her stomach. She hadn’t considered the trauma Paige had been through in all of this. What kind of woman did that make Juliet? Selfish, she knew that much.

“Fuck, I’m so sorry.” Juliet cast her gaze on the space between them, devastated she had done this to Paige. “Y-you…you’re the reason I’m alive. You’re the one person I had to fight for. And I do this to you. I put you in this situation.”

“It’s okay. I had to come back here at some point.” Paige regarded Juliet with a gentle smile and took her hand. “Don’t feel bad about it. We…had to do this together.”

“You’ve spent the last several weeks taking care of me, being there when I needed you.”

Paige frowned. “Of course I have.”

“But I didn’t stop to ask if you were okay. I didn’t wonder if you needed someone.” Juliet swallowed down the emotion in her throat, bitterly disappointed by her choices lately. “You’ve sat up with me. You’ve held me. You’ve…loved me no matter what.”

Paige squeezed Juliet’s hand. “And I’d do it all over again.”

“You’ve been through far more than me, Paige. You dealt with the aftermath, you came here and took care of things, you…struggled alone.”

“Babe, we’ve been there for one another. Don’t ever think you haven’t been here. I know I can talk to you if I need to. I know that you’d never dismiss how I felt. I’m okay. I’ve…been okay. Until we walked in here today, I was managing.”

“I don’t want you to manage, Paige. I want you to say anything you need to say to me.” Juliet would never forget the care Paige had taken recently. She could never thank her for sticking this out and being whatever Juliet needed. “I want you to talk to me.”

Paige eyed the same spot on the floor that she had focused on when they arrived. “That’s where I held you. Right there, in front of the piano.” She sniffled and shook her head. “When the paramedics came in, they told me I had to let go of you. That they needed to work on you to stabilise you so they could put you in the ambulance.”

Juliet listened intently, choosing not to respond but rather give Paige the opportunity to say anything that came to mind.

“I didn’t want to let you go. If you died, I didn’t want you to die on a cold floor while I watched on. I wanted you to go knowing how much I loved you. I…wanted you to go being held. I couldn’t do anything else, I was useless, but I needed to be sure that if you died, you would have gone knowing I was with you.”

God, that was far more powerful than Juliet expected it to be. Of all the things they’d been through together since they met, this had just overtaken it all.

Paige looked to a different area. A corner that now had a table in it. “Henry sat there. I’ve never seen a grown man looking so…devastated. Before you’d lost consciousness again, you asked him to take care of me. He tried not to show it, but I saw the look in his eyes.”

“What look?” Juliet asked, guiding Paige towards the bar so they could sit down.

“The same look I had. Fear, the thought of losing you, the…idea that you wouldn’t make it.”

Juliet held Paige’s chin gently. “But I did. Because of you.”

“There was so much blood, Juliet.” Paige’s bottom lip trembled, her voice breaking as she said that. “I don’t know how you lived because there was so much blood. I didn’t realise there could be so much.” Paige’s hands shook as she relayed everything to Juliet. “When the paramedic came over here to see me, I thought she would say you had died. Because how could you have possibly survived?”

“Your love,” Juliet said, dipping her head towards Paige’s ear as she held her close once again. “I survived because of your love.”

Paige broke down, sobbing in Juliet’s arms where she held her close to the bar counter. Everything around them was perfectly in place, but Juliet felt Paige crumbling with every strangled breath she took.

“Hey, come on.” Juliet soothed Paige with a palm up and down her back. “I’m okay. We’re amazing. I can’t wait for the rest of my life with you.” 

She felt Paige begin to relax, her breathing not as erratic as it had been, and then Paige drew back and held Juliet’s face in her hands. “I love you.”

“I know.” Juliet closed her eyes, enjoying those soft palms against her skin. “I love you, too.”

“And you’re right. You’re okay. Everything is okay now.” Paige’s eyes softened as she took a deep breath. “So, now we should get this place sorted out for Edie’s party. She’s going to be beside herself when Hannah and Caz bring her here.”

“I’m thinking maybe…some kind of red carpet. Make it all glitzy for her.”

Juliet wanted the night to be perfect for Edie. Hannah and Caz did so much for her that Juliet and Paige had to be involved. It only seemed fair since they’d taken on the role of aunties.

“Sounds perfect. Edie is going to scream when she sees it all.”

Juliet took one last glance around the bar and then smiled. “Time to move on with our life together, baby. No point looking back.”


Chapter 31


Juliet scanned the restaurant as she stepped inside, hoping Paige wouldn’t be much longer. She had decided to take herself to the salon today for a haircut, and she had texted Juliet ten minutes ago to let her know she was running a little bit late. Juliet had slept through the night again last night, and as she stood there feeling calm and relaxed, she was amazed by what a good sleep could do for the body. She didn’t feel permanently tired anymore, and with the bar still being closed, she could nap in the day if she wished to. That was something she had thoroughly enjoyed today after lunch. It wasn’t something she would make a habit, but she did understand that her body was still recovering.

“Hi. May I help you?” A server stepped towards her, frowning. “Oh! You’re…that woman.”

Huh. That woman. Charming. Juliet sighed. “What woman?”

“The one who was in the paper. The one from the bar.”

“Yes. The one who was…gutted, was it?” Juliet rolled her eyes and checked her watch. “I have a table booked. Two people. Surname is Saunders.”

“R-right. Yes. Follow me.” The server took two menus from the holder attached to the wall and weaved through the tables. Juliet followed, aware that people were staring at her. Couldn’t she enjoy dinner outside of the apartment without eyes on her? God, she hoped this wouldn’t last long. “Here. I’ll give you a few minutes to get seated.”

“I’m waiting for my fiancée. She’s running late.”

The server smiled. “That’s fine. I’ll direct her over when she arrives.”

Juliet sat down and picked up a menu, trying to ignore the people around who were so rudely watching her. What exactly were they waiting for? Was she supposed to drop dead or something? Ridiculous! She blew out a breath and focused on the wine list. She would need plenty of it if she was going to get through dinner.

“Hi, babe. Sorry I’m late.” Paige appeared out of nowhere, looking as gorgeous as ever. She leaned down and kissed Juliet, lingering as she smiled against her lips. “I missed you.”

“You’ve only been gone a few hours.” Juliet laughed as Paige sat down facing her.

“I know. But we’ve been joined at the hip lately, and maybe I’m just getting used to it.”

Juliet cocked her head. “Poor you.”

“Nope. Quite enjoying it, actually.”

Juliet gave Paige a few minutes to relax, perusing the menu as her stomach growled. It was hard to believe that just days ago, she had very little appetite. It had perked up while she was in hospital, but once she’d been discharged and she was back in the comfort of her own home, it had fallen away again.

“Oh, um…” Paige looked up at Juliet, chewing her lip. “When I was at the salon, my social media started going a bit nuts.”

“Why?”

“When we were out ring shopping the other day and that guy took our picture… Well, it’s reached the media. With an article.”

Juliet slumped in her seat. Now she understood why Paige had wanted to protect her while she was on tour. “Right. I see.”

“It’s…not great, but those sorts of things rarely are. They don’t know us or anything about our relationship. I wouldn’t worry about it. I’m not paying any attention to it.”

“Show it to me.” Juliet looked around the restaurant again. It seemed like they’d never have a nice quiet meal again. “Please.”

Paige handed her phone over, the article open and ready for Juliet. She read through it, scoffing when the article suggested they were ‘dating’. They were far deeper into this than dating. If people were going to write rubbish in papers, they could at least try to get it right.

And then Juliet’s disbelief at the article turned to sadness. “Music fans will be disappointed to know that Paige Ashburn, rising star and exceptional pianist, is dating a woman who made it her career to defend some of the worst criminals the UK has ever seen.” Juliet rarely felt terrible about her choices in life, but seeing this and knowing that people would have an opinion about Paige dating such a person…Juliet felt terrible. For Paige, not herself. She had known what she was getting into when she chose that path. “I’m sorry, Paige.”

Paige, oblivious to how Juliet was feeling, looked up from her menu. “Sorry…for what?”

“Who I am. What I represented. For dragging your name through the papers.”

Paige shrugged. “I’m not really arsed, to be honest, babe. They can write what they want.” Paige lowered her menu and settled a hand over Juliet’s. “I love you. I’m going to marry you. Everything else is just irrelevant and pointless background noise.”

Juliet gazed back at Paige, feeling nothing other than the truth in those words. God, she was one lucky woman. “Do you think people will ever leave us alone after this?”

Paige puffed out her cheeks as the server approached. “I hope so.”

They ordered their food and drink and then returned to their conversation. “You…remember we spoke about moving into something bigger?”

Paige nodded, sitting forward in her seat and smiling. “I do. And I think you may have felt a bit pressured about it all. It’s still something I’d like to consider, but not yet. Let’s get back on our feet with the bar and stuff first. There’s no rush, anyway.”

Juliet had spent the morning thinking about moving. The idea was really beginning to grow on her. After the last couple of months, she wanted to do all the things she and Paige wanted. “I was thinking that maybe I’d speak to Rachel. Tell her that we’ll be in to see Andi at some point. She has a very good eye for what people want.”

“Sounds great. Just…don’t rush it, okay? We’ve both been through a lot recently. I’m just happy to be sitting here with you tonight.”

“Me too.”

“So, listen to this!” Paige suddenly seemed giddy as she sat even further forward in her seat, glancing around to check they were alone in this conversation. “I called Soraya while I was at the salon. She’s up for coming to the bar for Edie’s birthday.”

“Oh. Wow. Edie would love that.”

Pride shone from Paige’s eyes. “I know. What can I say? I know what kids want these days. I’m ‘hip’ or whatever it is they say.”

Juliet laughed, immensely proud to call this woman hers. “You’re great with Edie. I’m not surprised you know how to pull off this party. That kid adores you.”

Paige lifted a shoulder. “Kids are cool. Edie is a sweetheart. But then again, she does have great parents.”

Juliet had to agree. When she had given Hannah a job with her, she didn’t know the first thing about Caz, but as they’d all grown closer, it was hard to believe that Caz hadn’t actually raised Edie from birth. It was so beautiful to see. “She does.”

Juliet watched Paige, noting the faraway look in her eyes. Paige shook her head lightly and focused on their hands. It was quite clear that she had something on her mind. One hundred percent.

“Are you okay?”

“Me? Yeah.” Paige smiled. “Just remembered something Hannah and Caz said while you were in the hospital.”

Juliet’s brows drew together. “What did they say?”

“Oh, nothing.” Paige toyed with Juliet’s fingertips, the faintest hint of a smile on her lips. “It was just a throwaway comment, really.”

“Paige.” Juliet dipped her head, stilling Paige’s hand when she turned her own over and held it. “Talk to me. What did they say?”

“Just that I’d be a good parent. That…we’d be good parents.”

Juliet’s heart jumped a little as she studied Paige’s beautiful face. She would certainly make adorable children. Juliet’s dream had been children, a wife, and a beautiful home filled with love. Was…Paige about to offer that dream to her? “And what did you think about that?”

“Like I said to them, it’s not something I ever thought about. James…was never the person I wanted to raise a family with. I’m not sure the idea of kids even entered my mind when I was married to him.”

“But do you want to raise a family?” Juliet asked, her throat dry with anticipation. “With someone else?”

“I’ll say the same thing I said to Hannah and Caz.” Paige leaned in and kissed the back of Juliet’s hand. “If I was given the chance to have a family with you, I’d do it in a heartbeat.”

Tears pricked Juliet’s eyes as she stared back at Paige. The noise in the restaurant died away, just the two of them in this moment. Was it possible that Juliet was really about to start living the life she’d always wanted? Surely, she wasn’t that lucky.

“But it’s not something we’ve ever talked about.”

Juliet felt a world of emotion swell in her stomach. While their relationship had been perfect for some time now, this conversation changed everything. Juliet felt…at peace. Truly at peace. “Would you like to talk about it?”

Paige chewed the inside of her cheek, her right eye slightly narrowed. Juliet suspected she was worried about having the conversation for fear of their future plans not matching up. “Yes. But I need it to not change anything if we see different things, okay? I don’t crave children; it’s not something that’s a deal breaker for me. If you don’t want that in the future, then I’m okay with that. I can live with it.”

“Paige.” Juliet wasn’t close enough. She moved from her seat to the one on the right of Paige and took both of her hands in her lap. “All I’ve ever wanted in life is a wife and children. All I dreamed about as I came home from work night after night…was to wake up in someone’s arms and have a purpose beyond courtrooms and prisons. To make breakfast for the people that I love. Big and small people.” Juliet lifted a hand and held Paige’s chin. “It would be an honour to have children with you.”

“Y-you mean that?” Paige seemed shocked, but Juliet had never been more certain about anything in life. “You’re not just saying it because you think you’ll lose me?”

“No, baby.” God, was this what true happiness felt like? It wasn’t that Juliet wasn’t already deliriously happy with Paige, she was, but this would just take that happiness to a new level. A level that Juliet had imagined to be unobtainable. Until now. “I think that after the shit we’ve been through, we deserve one hell of a happy ending.”

The server approached with their drinks, clearing her throat as she set them down on the table. “Sorry to interrupt. I’ll…just leave your drinks here.”

Juliet beamed a smile at her. It was the very same woman who had greeted Juliet on arrival. Only now…Juliet wasn’t ‘that woman’ anymore. No, she was a new person just from this conversation. “Thank you.” She turned and left the table, giving Juliet the opportunity to focus back on Paige again. Neither of them said anything, but Paige’s eyes had a brightness in them that she hadn’t seen for a long time. “You’re my world, Paige. You always will be.”

Paige blinked back tears as she repeatedly swallowed. “I never knew this kind of happiness existed until I met you. Everything I went through with James was worth it to have this at the end of such a horrific marriage.”

Juliet tucked Paige’s hair behind her ear and smiled. “You and I have so many memories to make together. Soon, you won’t even remember a time when you were married to him.”

“You erase it a little bit more every day.” Paige closed her eyes and exhaled a shaky breath. Juliet reached for their drinks, handing Paige’s over to her once she was back in the room, and clinked their glasses together.

“To us, Paige.”

“Always to us.”


Chapter 32


Paige strode around the apartment, feeling like an entirely different person. Dinner last night had been quite intense but in all the best ways possible. Juliet…wanted kids. While it was true that Paige didn’t see it as a deal breaker—it couldn’t possibly be—she had no idea how much it would change their relationship. They’d only discussed it briefly, but everything did feel different.

She held her coffee cup in both hands, stopping at the window. It was raining today, it had been since the middle of the night, but she didn’t care. Nothing could bring her mood down, and if she had her way, it would mean a day spent curled up with Juliet. Those were the days she always wished for. No interruptions, time alone with one another…and love. Monumental amounts of love.

“Good morning,” Juliet spoke from behind Paige, her voice soft and warm. “Is there any coffee left?”

Paige turned and smiled. “When do I ever not make enough, babe?”

“True. You always look after me and my coffee needs.” Juliet crossed the space between the bedroom and the kitchen and helped herself to a cup. As she moved towards Paige, stopping beside her, she sighed. “How are you feeling this morning?”

“Great, why?”

“We didn’t speak much once we got home last night. At least, not about what we’d discussed over dinner.”

“I’m just going with it. We have a lot on right now, so we can focus on that until we have time to set aside everything else and talk more.” Paige turned to Juliet, studying that beautiful face. “We don’t have to rush anything.”

“I know.” Juliet sipped her coffee, staring back at Paige over the rim of her cup. “I can’t believe you even said what you did last night. Part of me is waiting for you to tell me it was a joke.”

“A joke…about having kids?” Who in their right mind would ever do that to another person? “No, babe. Never. I meant what I said to you.”

“I just…we’ve never once discussed having kids. I was thrown completely.”

Paige understood that. But after everything that had happened recently, it was time to speak out about what they wanted. Tomorrow was never promised. “I think I threw myself, too. But I still meant it.”

Juliet lowered her cup to a side table and then took Paige’s from her. Once she had set that down, she held Paige in her arms. “You have no idea how incredibly lucky I feel to have met you, Paige.”

Just two years ago, Paige was living with an abusive husband, wondering if she would survive to see her future. There had been moments when she wondered if she deserved what James did to her whenever the mood struck him. There had been times she had wanted to run and never look back, only to feel weak whenever those thoughts came to mind. But getting on that train to Liverpool was the best decision she had ever made. Nothing in life would trump that. “You saved me. You offered me a life I’d always wanted but never thought I deserved. You are my luck, Juliet.”

“The thought of never meeting you physically hurts. If the events leading up to you being here had never happened, we wouldn’t be standing together right now. I hate everything you went through; it hurts my heart to remember that day I found you at the hotel…but there will never be a day when I don’t save you if that’s what you need from me.” Juliet looked out at the river, sighing as she closed her eyes. “My mum would have loved you.”

Paige lifted a brow. “You think?”

“Oh, I know so.” Juliet lifted her coffee again and sipped. “She was forever asking me when I was going to find myself a ‘good woman’ I could settle down with. She had desperately wanted grandchildren. I only wish I could have met you before she died.”

“I know you would have told me by now, but…you don’t have any siblings?”

“Not living, no.” Juliet gazed out of the window, silence settling between them. Paige didn’t want to push, but she would always want to know every little detail about Juliet’s life. “I’m a twin. Was a twin.”

“O-oh.” Paige hadn’t expected that, nor did she anticipate the sadness in Juliet’s eyes as she glanced in her direction briefly.

“Scarlett only lived for a few hours. She was quite poorly when she was born.”

“Oh, I’m sorry, babe.” Paige placed a hand on the small of Juliet’s back.

“I don’t think my parents wanted any more children after that. Mum went through a lot of trauma giving birth. Maybe that’s why I was given everything I could ever need. You know, making up for it, kind of thing?”

Paige nodded slowly.

“I can’t complain. They loved me so much.” Juliet guided Paige towards the couch, sighing when they settled down with one another. “I never wanted for anything. They were proud of everything I did. Then, when it was just Mum, I tried to be the best daughter I could be. I know I had to work a lot, but she understood that.”

“Your dad?”

“Dad died when he was in his forties. Accident at work. I was six months into my law degree when I got the call.”

Paige couldn’t believe she was only just learning about these things. But she was a firm believer in people speaking what they wanted to say. Anything else was their private business. “That had to be tough for you.”

“It was. Incredibly tough. But I dealt with it by making sure my mum was okay. She was in a terrible state about it all, and I didn’t want her to think she was alone.” Juliet scoffed. “But then, by working so much, as she had expected of me, she ended up dying alone.”

“Babe, she passed away in her sleep. Nobody could have known that would happen, and I’d hope you wouldn’t blame yourself for not being there.”

“She just deserved more, you know?”

Paige squeezed Juliet’s knee. “I know.”

“Then there was me. I’d always wanted the kind of life I’d had with my parents. Someone who looks at you as though you’re the entire world in their eyes. Children to dote on. A beautiful family home. Those early Christmas mornings.” Juliet’s eyes shone with so much love that Paige almost had to catch her breath. “The months passed, then the years, and then I realised it just wasn’t meant to be for me. I couldn’t even find a woman who was interested in me, let alone imagine children.”

“And then we met.” Paige shifted closer, almost sitting in Juliet’s lap.

Juliet lifted a hand and held it against Paige’s cheek. “And then we met.”

“Best day of my life, babe.”

“Oh, mine too. Without a doubt.”

Paige grinned. “Yeah?”

“Absolutely. When you walked down those stairs, I knew I wanted you in that moment. I’d never been so captivated by anyone before. But you? I just knew you were special.”

Paige dipped her head at that. She knew Juliet loved and adored her, but it still felt like that butterfly moment all over again. A moment Paige would never forget. “I remember the moment I walked into the bar. I expected to be intimidated by you, I knew who you were, but that never happened. Not even a hint of it.”

“People often made up their minds about me without knowing me. That’s something I became used to a very long time ago.”

“I know the real you, and I think you showed that side of you very early on. From the get-go, I felt as though I could trust you implicitly.”

Juliet leaned in and kissed Paige. “And I hope you still feel that way now.”

“Of course I do. I trust you with my life.”

Juliet smiled. “And I trust you with mine. You’ve already saved it once.”

“Mm. Let’s not make that a habit, though, okay?”

“I think once was more than enough.” Juliet shifted and lifted her legs into Paige’s lap. She lay her head back on the mass of cushions, smiling as she looked up to the ceiling. “Kids, huh. Who’d have thought it?”

“I think I always had it in the back of my mind. Maybe I just never knew when the right moment was to say it.” Life had been so hectic for them since they met that Paige hadn’t really had much chance to sit and think about what she wanted next with Juliet. All she had known with certainty was that she wanted to spend forever with her. Anything else was a bonus. “But we know now. We’ve said what we wanted to say. When the time is right, we’ll know.”

“We will.” Juliet shifted to one side, encouraging Paige to lie down beside her. “The rain makes me want to do nothing at all.”

“Fine by me. I’m happy to do nothing at all.” Paige nuzzled into Juliet, grateful for these little moments. Moments she had almost lost forever very recently. “Maybe I’ll cook something nice for us tonight. I’ll see if I can be arsed later.”

Juliet kissed Paige’s hair. “There are plenty of takeout options. Don’t worry yourself about it right now.”
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“Hey, babe?” Paige turned to Juliet, watching her from across the kitchen. “For the wedding, what kind of thing are you thinking of?”

“You mean where should we have it?” Juliet approached Paige and dipped a spoon into the sauce she had made for dinner. God, it was good. A creamy white wine and garlic sauce with mushrooms. Divine. She pointed the spoon at the pan and grinned. “That tastes amazing.”

“Thanks. And yes. Where do you want it? How do you want it? Big, intimate?”

Juliet inhaled a deep breath. Over the years, she had dreamt of a huge white wedding, but now? Now, she was happy to go to the registry office and then jet off somewhere hot instead. “I haven’t really thought about it. Though for the amount of time I’ve spent sitting around, I probably could have had the whole thing planned already.”

“I want you to have whatever you prefer, okay?” Paige turned her back and finished preparing dinner. “It’s all about you.”

“I…it’s about us, Paige.” Juliet hadn’t expected Paige to seem so nonchalant about the occasion. It was a huge deal for them both. “Isn’t it?”

“Of course. It’s just that I’ve been married before so…” Paige lifted a shoulder. “That went terribly.”

“Tell me about your wedding.”

“Mine? I hated it.” Paige lowered the sauce and turned back to Juliet. She rested against the counter, a tea towel in her hands. “It was all about me, even though it wasn’t. James chose the guest list, and I had three friends there. Harriet and two other people and their partners. But really, they were James’ friends. I just knew them through his job.”

“I see.” Juliet nodded slowly. Paige likely didn’t want anything too extravagant because of past experience. 

“That was before everything else started to happen. Maybe that should have been the first red flag. But I wasn’t too bothered. I preferred him taking care of most of it since I wasn’t overjoyed to be marrying him. I kind of didn’t want to put my heart and soul into something that didn’t mean so much to me.”

“I understand that completely. But did you at least have a nice day?”

God, Juliet really hoped Paige had enjoyed herself in some way.

“With my mum, yes.” Paige regarded Juliet with a simple smile. They both wished things could have been different before their mothers passed away. “She was so excited, so I had to kind of be excited with her. And she looked gorgeous.”

“I’m glad you have that memory with her.” Juliet took Paige’s hand and pressed her to the counter. “As for what I want…something simple.”

“Babe, you and simple do not go together. You deserve something really grand and beautiful. Something that suits you.”

“I have everything grand and beautiful already. I have you.” Paige rolled her eyes playfully, but Juliet meant it. She didn’t need some huge affair to flaunt what she had. The only thing that mattered was their happiness. Not everyone else. “I’m serious, Paige.”

“But—”

Juliet silenced Paige with a kiss, smiling against her lips. “But nothing. I’d rather we use the money for a wedding on something far more important. And yes, we can afford to have both, but I think a small and quiet wedding is perfect. And then the searching begins.”

“The…searching?” Paige stared back at Juliet, confused.

“Clinics. Doctors. Whatever it is we have to contend with when it comes to starting a family.”

“If you’re sure.”

Juliet was sure. So sure. “So long as you’re my wife at the end of whatever day we choose to have, then I’m more than sure.”

Paige grinned. “Say that again. The wife part.”

“My wife?”

“God, that sounds so strange. I never thought I’d be anyone’s wife again, and certainly not yours. But I think we deserve this, don’t you? I think we’re decent enough people to deserve that happy ending.”

“We really do, baby.” Juliet brushed Paige’s hair from her face and studied her delightful silvery eyes. “You deserve the world.”

“Stop saying things like that. We’ll never get ‘round to eating dinner otherwise.”

Juliet tweaked the tip of Paige’s nose as she stepped away. “Maybe you need to learn to control yourself better. It just may help you in situations like this.”

As Juliet turned for the dining table, Paige gripped her wrist. “Hey.”

“Mm?”

“You’re so beautiful.” 

It seemed it was Juliet’s turn to struggle now. She adored the way Paige made her feel in a split second, and she wasn’t sure she would ever get used to it. “Thank you.”

“Now, sit down, and I’ll bring dinner over.” Paige shooed Juliet away, almost catching her on the backside with the tea towel. “Wine, babe?”

“Go on. Open that nice bottle of white I picked up in town the other day. It’ll go perfectly with dinner.” Juliet lowered herself into a seat, sitting back and admiring Paige and every move she made. “I hired the photographer this morning. For Edie’s party.”

“Oh, that’s great. Edie won’t know what to do with herself when she gets to the bar.”

“I spoke to Hannah and Caz. They’re going to tell her they’re all dropping in to see you and I before they go for a meal. Hannah is going to get in touch with Edie’s friends before then to make sure they’re all there before her.”

“I’m glad Edie found her friends. I know it was tough for her at one point, there was some bullying going on, but she seems to be fitting into the right crowd now.”

“Yeah, she is. And if those bullies so much as breathe near her, Auntie Juliet will be into that school faster than they’ve had time to blink.”

“Mm. I will indeed.” Juliet smiled in Paige’s direction as she carried two plates to the dining table. “And Auntie Paige will be right behind me.”

“Nah. I’ll already be at the parents’ house asking them if they know how to raise their feral kids.”

God, Juliet loved these conversations. Paige had really come into her own since she’d left and divorced James. Most days, it was an entirely different woman standing before Juliet. But it was a woman that she equally loved and adored.

Paige leaned down and kissed Juliet. “Anything else before I join you?”

“No. Just you.” Juliet held Paige by the front of her hoodie. “Now sit down. I’m starving.”


Chapter 33


Juliet sat at her usual spot in one of her favourite bistros, watching the door and waiting for Rachel to arrive. Part of her felt terrible for waiting so long to contact her, but Juliet had been coming to terms with everything else. Paige had mentioned that Rachel had stopped by the apartment before Juliet was out of the woods, but there never seemed to be a right time to get in touch with her. Then, there was the fact that Juliet was only just up to meeting people. She was sure Rachel would understand, though.

She straightened herself in her seat when Rachel strode through the door, looking as put together and attractive as ever. Juliet waved her over, coffee already ordered when she arrived, and smiled back at Rachel. “Hi.”

“Don’t ever terrify me like that again!” Rachel stopped at the table, staring down at Juliet with tears in her eyes. “Do you have any idea how worried I was about you?”

“I…sorry?” Juliet wasn’t sure what else to say. She hadn’t intentionally gone out of her way to get stabbed. “It was hardly my fault.”

“And to think it was Cara. That fucking bitch. I’m glad she’s dead!” Rachel pinched the bridge of her nose and took a breath. She lowered her bag to her seat and leaned down, embracing Juliet. “Sorry. I promised myself I wouldn’t get angry about it.”

“It’s okay. Anger is understandable.” Juliet appreciated that people would have all kinds of opinions and reactions to what had happened. Anger seemed to be the majority feeling. “Thank you for checking in on Paige. I really appreciate it.”

“How is she? She looked terrible when I was at the apartment.”

“Much better now. We’ve tackled going back to the bar together, so I think everything will start to pick up now.” Juliet was ready to start prepping Edie’s party fully now. And knowing that Paige had managed to get Soraya on board only made it all the more exciting. “We’re planning a party for Edie. She’s turning sixteen. You and Andi should come along.”

“Yeah. That would be nice.” Rachel smiled when the server brought two coffees to the table, instantly sweetening hers a little. “I’m sorry I’ve been avoiding you all. I’ll try harder.”

“Look, if you don’t want to be a part of the friendship group, that’s entirely your own decision. But I want you to know that everyone would love to welcome you and Andi into it.”

“I know.”

“I understand that it probably feels strange, but we’re all friends, and after what happened to me, I want us all to make more of an effort. We never know when the end is coming.”

Rachel lowered her eyes and smiled ever so slightly. “Yeah, I don’t think I ever could have forgiven myself if you hadn’t pulled through.”

“You see? We just never know.” Juliet reached a hand across the table and settled it over Rachel’s. “It’s time for everyone to just enjoy life. And that means you and Andi are welcome at the bar whenever you like. Hannah and Caz spend most weekends there, even if just for a quick drink.”

“I think Andi would really like that. She’s mentioned dropping in a few times now. It’ll be a nice way for her to unwind after work.”

“How is business in the property market?”

Rachel frowned. “It feels a bit weird sitting here talking to you as though nothing has happened, Juliet.”

“No, please. I just need normal. Plain, boring conversation. It helps me to put everything else to the back of my mind.” Juliet didn’t need much from her friends, but normality needed to resume. It was imperative. “I’ve spent enough time talking about what happened, and while I appreciate that this is the first time we’ve met up since then, I just want a normal conversation. So, how is business in the property market?”

Rachel smiled. “Andi is pretty busy at the minute. The market is booming. Everyone seems to be putting their homes up for sale.”

Juliet was about to become one of those people. “Good. That’s great to hear.”

“And…she’s moved back into the loft with me.”

Juliet’s brows rose at that. “That’s amazing news. It sounds like it’s serious between the two of you.”

“Oh, it is.” Rachel wore a smile that was all too familiar to Juliet. It was the very smile she often wore herself. “Andi is amazing, Juliet. I’m so fucking in love with her.”

“It feels good, doesn’t it?” Juliet winked, grateful that everyone could remain friends. “Having that one person who you would do anything for.”

“It really does.”

Juliet squeezed Rachel’s hand. “I’m happy for you. I’m glad things are going your way. You know it never would have been anything serious between you and I, and I’m glad you found Andi.”

“I think the best thing you ever did was let me go as your escort. I needed to take my head out of my arse and see what was happening. It wasn’t healthy for me to be so…sure I wanted to be with you. Not when you didn’t even feel the same way.”

“I believe that we met one another when we were both incredibly lonely. I’ll never regret the relationship we had with one another; you were there for me during one of the hardest times of my life, but I had to be brutal and cut you off when I did.”

“I know.” Rachel nodded slowly. “And I’m lucky that you and Paige are as forgiving as you are. Anyone else would have cut me off and never spoken to me again.”

“Paige is…” Juliet sighed as she sat back in her seat. “Well, she’s going to be my wife soon. I know that much.” Juliet lifted her left hand, the one she’d kept in her lap until now, and flashed her engagement ring in Rachel’s direction. “I can’t believe she even asked me.”

“Oh, my God. I’m so happy for you.” Rachel held Juliet’s hand and inspected the engagement ring. “Life is picking up for us all, isn’t it?”

“It is. And I’d like you to let Andi know that we’ll be coming in at some point to look at property.”

Rachel’s brows lifted. “You’re moving out of the apartment? You love that place.”

“I do love it, but I love my life with Paige more. It’s time for us to…go in a different direction, shall we say. The apartment won’t always be suitable.”

Rachel narrowed her eyes. “What does that mean?”

“Right now, I don’t quite know. But we spoke about moving somewhere bigger when Paige was on tour. I just think it’s the right time to progress.” Juliet wouldn’t reveal their plans for children to anyone just yet. Partly because she was waiting for it to sink in but mostly because they had to look at clinics and everything else first. Nothing would happen just yet, they wanted to make sure everything was in place before they dared to bring a child into the world, but just knowing it was on the table made Juliet’s heart sing.

“I can’t believe what’s happened so far this year. Paige has been on tour with bloody Soraya, and you… Well, you know.” Rachel lowered her eyes. “I’m so happy I’m sitting here with you today.”

“Me, too.”

“And I promise that Andi and I will be in your lives more. We’ll definitely come in for a drink when the bar is open again.”

Juliet grinned. “You’ll be first on my guest list.”
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“Okay, now put the strainer over the top of the glass and pour.” Paige stood back, resting against the counter with the coffee machine on it. “Don’t worry if it seems like it’s going to overflow. It’s mostly foam at the end.”

Henry concentrated, but his hand still shook. “You make it look much easier.”

“You’re only pouring it into a glass. Don’t be so dramatic, H.”

Henry finished, grinning in Paige’s direction when the espresso martini had the perfect head on it. “Look at that. I’m a natural.”

Paige held out her palm and nodded towards it, where three coffee beans sat. “Now you need to drop the coffee beans into the centre of it. Just for decoration. Unless you’re into munching on coffee beans during a night out, obviously.”

Henry took them and carefully dropped them on top of the foam. Paige could only smile, enjoying this moment with him. Since Juliet’s attack, she had seen a completely different side to him. Maybe he was glad that watching their every move was coming to an end. Maybe he was just as fed up and tired of it as Juliet and Paige were.

“Looks great, H.” Paige patted him on the shoulder and left the bar. They had decided to come here today for a few hours, effectively easing Paige back into life at The Hideout. “How does it taste?” She checked the seating was where it should be, then glanced over her shoulder. “Henry?”

“Oh, I can’t drink it. What if—” He smiled as he trailed off. “Never mind. You or Juliet won’t need me. I can actually enjoy a drink, can’t I?”

“You can.” Paige eyed the stairwell when she heard the door open and close. “And now that the boss is here, I’m sure she’d love to enjoy one with you, too.”

Juliet landed in front of Paige. “Hi. I didn’t realise you’d be here today. I only got your message as I was walking home.”

“Thought I’d give it a go for a few hours.” Paige stepped towards Juliet and kissed her. “Good day?”

“Yes.” Juliet drew Paige in by the hip, smirking against her mouth. “But it could get better if you and I reacquaint ourselves with the piano bench.”

“B-babe.” Paige cleared her throat, wanting to die of embarrassment. She cocked her head towards the bar as she said, “Henry’s here.”

Juliet’s eyes widened as she turned to the bar. She surely felt as embarrassed as Paige did. There was no way Henry hadn’t heard what she said. “Henry, hi!”

“You alright, Jules?”

“Y-yes. Of course. Been here long?” Juliet strode across the floor and lifted the espresso martini that was waiting. She sipped it, moaning her approval. “Doesn’t Paige make the perfect cocktail?”

“I made it.” Henry winked, the sleeves of his shirt rolled up his forearms.

“Really?” Juliet turned to Paige for confirmation, surprised when Paige nodded. “Want a job?”

“Um, hang on! You’re not giving my job away!” Paige rushed across the floor, arms folded across her chest. “I’m the mixologist.”

“Oh, I know you are.” Juliet wrapped an arm around Paige’s waist. She’d missed moments like this. Juliet’s arms always secured Paige in any situation. “But since the other server tried to kill me, we’re a member of staff down.”

Paige shrugged. “Okay, that’s a good point.”

“And since she offed herself, poor Henry is out of a job.” Juliet turned to Henry again. “How about it, H?”

“Oh, you don’t have to employ me. I’m…sure I’ll find something else.”

Juliet shook her head as she lifted herself onto the stool on the other side of the bar. “No. It’s time we all got out of the situations we’ve been in. You included. You’re too much of a nice guy to be getting involved in things you shouldn’t be. Stay here with us. We’ll see you right.”

Henry lowered his head and smiled. “You’ve done enough for me over the years, Jules. This isn’t necessary.”

Paige joined them at the bar, standing beside the stool Juliet sat on. “Yes, it is. You’re practically family at this point, Henry. Stay here and adjust to a normal life.”

Henry looked up at them, his eyes soft. “You know what, I’d love to. I’m tired of always being in contact with the wrong kind of people. I’m fifty-eight, and I just want to go home each night, you know?”

Juliet smiled. “I know.”

“So, if you’d like to have me here, then I’d really love that. Something different while not getting into any trouble.”

Paige slid an arm around Juliet’s waist and rested her head on her shoulder. “See that, babe. It was easier than I thought it would be.”

“Mm. Much easier.”

“What will I be doing?” Henry eyed the coffee machine briefly. “Don’t leave me in charge of that thing. Unless it’s a kettle and a jar of instant, I’m fucking hopeless.”

Paige laughed at that. She loved this side of Henry. “Don’t worry, H. I’ll show you the ropes.”

For the first time in weeks, Paige felt as though the air was finally clearing. She felt as though life would be great again. Juliet was doing amazing, Henry was going to be a permanent fixture here, and well…she couldn’t wait for everything they’d discussed lately when it came to a future with Juliet. Could she have a wife and kids? After everything she had put herself through with James, was it actually going to happen?

Yes. Yes, it was.

“Right. Get out from behind my bar while I make sure everything is where it should be. Once I’m happy, I’ll show you where it all belongs and stays, okay?”

Henry looked at Juliet and cocked his head towards Paige. “Is she always this brutal, Jules?”

Juliet held up her hands. “All I’m saying is that you should never get on the wrong side of Paige.”


Chapter 34


Standing to the side of the bar, Juliet cast her gaze around the room and smiled. Edie had been beside herself when she arrived an hour ago, her excitement only growing now that all of her friends were here. On arrival, each guest had their photograph taken with Edie in front of a backdrop, followed by their drink of choice from a selection of mocktails on offer. Juliet had hired a DJ for the evening, but the piano sat in its usual place should Paige wish to give them a song or two.

She eyed Paige where she stood close to the huge spread a catering company had provided. Juliet adored that smile, she craved to see the light in Paige’s eyes daily, and right now, it was there and then some. Hannah and Caz chatted with Edie and her friends, Henry worked the bar with Stephen, and Juliet felt unbelievably calm. So calm that she couldn’t recall what had happened here recently. But that spoke volumes. Her friends and the people she loved had helped her to forget. They’d been by her side, cheering her on when it came to her recovery, and she couldn’t ask for a better group of people to have in her life.

Edie turned to Juliet, grinning from ear to ear.

“Having fun?”

“Oh, my God! Yes! Thank you so much.” Edie stepped closer but hesitated. “Can I…hug you?”

Juliet laughed. “Of course you can.”

“Mums say I have to be careful if I hug you in case I hurt you.” Edie wrapped her arms around Juliet’s waist and pressed the side of her head to Juliet’s chest. “Thank you so much. You and Paige are the best.”

“We wanted you to have a great night. You’re excelling in school, you have a wonderful group of friends, and you deserve to have a great birthday.”

Edie pulled back, eyeing Paige before she turned her attention to Juliet again. “Do you think Paige will sing?”

Juliet snorted. “Try and stop her.”

“Oh, my God. Really?” Edie’s eyes widened.

“I’m sure of it. Maybe a little later when you and your friends have eaten and done some dancing.” Edie didn’t know that Soraya would be joining them yet, but she would find out soon enough. She was due in the next few minutes.

“Okay.” Edie held her mocktail as though she’d been drinking them for years and turned back to her friends.

Juliet stepped away from the bar and made a beeline for Paige, Hannah, and Caz. They spoke amongst themselves, laughing and joking with one another, the air this evening electric. It was nice to see some life back inside The Hideout.

Caz turned to Juliet. “Juliet, could you send us an invoice for what we owe you? I’ve asked Paige plenty of times, but she won’t give me a bloody answer.”

“There is no invoice. This party is from Paige and I. You two have enough expenses just keeping Edie in clothes. I swear she’s grown another foot since I last saw her.”

Hannah stepped in. “No, that’s far too much. We love you both for everything you’ve done, but we’d like to contribute.”

“Not necessary.” Juliet heard the familiar sound of the security system. She looked over to Henry who was squinting towards the monitor, rolling her eyes as she laughed and excused herself from the group. “Have you always needed glasses, H?”

Henry’s head shot up. “You can’t tell me you can see who the hell is outside the door without glasses. That screen is tiny, Jules!”

Juliet peered down at the screen, recognising the face immediately. It was Soraya with her band, and Juliet was impressed by the fact they had shown up at all. They surely had better things to do than spend an hour in a bar with a group of screaming sixteen-year-olds. “It’s okay. You can let them in.”

Henry pressed the door release and got back to cleaning behind the bar. Since Paige had shown him what went where, he rarely left a thing out of place.

“Paige! She’s here!” Juliet spoke over the noise of the DJ as she motioned towards the stairwell. “You’d better prepare yourself for whatever the hell is about to happen in here. Edie is going to lose her mind.”

“Yep. She certainly is.”

Soraya stepped into the bar, and the place fell silent. Edie and her friends stared, mouths agape, frozen in place.

“Or that.” Paige laughed as she took Juliet’s hand. “She’s shocked, but I guess that’s better than high-pitched screaming. I know which I prefer.”

“At least she’s not performing. That would have brought the ceiling down with this lot.” Juliet lifted a hand and waved in Soraya’s direction. Soraya had already explained to Paige that there would be no songs from her tonight—she had recently had a bout of laryngitis and was still recovering—but just her presence was sure to be enough for Edie.

Paige beamed a smile when Edie rushed towards her, flinging her arms around Paige’s shoulders and almost dragging her to the floor. “I can’t believe Soraya is here! How did you do that?”

“Well,” Paige said as she took her phone from her back pocket. “I used this little device to make a phone call.”

“You two are seriously the best ever!” Edie looked to Hannah and Caz. “You have the most amazing friends.”

Hannah tipped her wine glass slightly. “You’re not wrong, kid. Now, go and enjoy yourself with your friends. Get plenty of pictures!”

All four of them breathed a sigh of relief when Edie rushed towards Soraya and started chatting away to her. Could Juliet finally enjoy the night now that everything had gone to plan? Damn right she could. “Henry, I’ll have a large whiskey. And pour yourself one.”
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Paige threw herself down into Juliet’s office chair, far more tired than she thought she would be from hosting a sixteenth birthday party. Edie and her friends had been great, but God, they knew how to neck mocktails faster than some men drank pints of beer. Still, it had been the perfect birthday for Edie, and it had been the perfect opportunity to reopen The Hideout. Juliet had been right. This had been ideal when it came to moving on with life.

She held the arms of the chair, closing her eyes as she rested her head back. Did they really have to take care of the cleaning up tonight? Couldn’t they just come in a little earlier tomorrow and get the place ready then? Paige eyed the clock on the wall. It was almost midnight. Maybe tomorrow was a better idea.

As Paige crossed her legs, taking a moment or two to catch her breath for the first time tonight, Juliet came strolling through the office door. “Remind me never to say yes to a sixteenth again!”

Paige grinned, eyeing Juliet where she stood. “Tired, babe?”

“Tired? I think I’ll sleep for a week after that.”

Paige got it. Even though Juliet looked the picture of health on the outside, she did still have moments of anxiety, the odd sleepless night, and really…her body was still healing. “You want to head home? I’ll come in tomorrow morning and take care of everything else.”

“Yes. That sounds like a good idea.” Juliet stalked towards Paige, leaning down as she braced her hands on either side of her. “You’ve done an exceptional job tonight.”

“I was only working the bar. Same as I usually do.”

Juliet cocked her head. “But you looked very good doing it. This dress…” Juliet’s eyes dipped to Paige’s cleavage as she took her bottom lip between her teeth. “You should definitely wear this dress more often.”

“Oh, yeah?” Paige looked up at Juliet, the fire in her eyes a reminder of just what they did to one another. “Maybe it’ll be on the bedroom floor once we get home.”

“Mm. I’m tempted to just take you right here, right now.”

Fuck. Paige loved this side of Juliet.

She opened her mouth to respond, only to remain speechless when Juliet lowered a hand to Paige’s thigh. She drew her fingertips higher, encouraging Paige to spread her legs. She uncrossed them, Juliet’s stare pinning her, and waited with bated breath.

“Everyone has left, by the way…”

That was an odd feeling. They were used to having Henry around until they’d entered the main block of the apartment. This would certainly be a new experience when they left for home in a little while. “Interesting.”

“You know what that means, don’t you?” Juliet lifted a brow as she slid her hand higher and beneath Paige’s dress. “That nobody will hear you when you’re moaning my name.”

“Fuck, babe.” Paige gripped the arms of the chair tighter, almost trembling at the mere thought of Juliet touching her. It felt as though an eternity had passed since she’d had the pleasure of Juliet’s hands on her skin. The idea that it could happen right now had Paige soaked. “Y-you’re something else.”

Juliet dipped her head towards Paige’s ear and whispered, “I’ve been dying to touch you all fucking night.”

Oh, God. This was going to be intense. Paige felt it in Juliet’s tone, her stare—and those hands? Oh, those hands were capable of so much. “Then what are you waiting for?” Paige shifted down in the office chair and spread her legs a little more. “You know I’m always wet for you.”

Juliet took Paige’s hand and guided her to her feet. She pushed the papers from the desk and cocked her head towards the empty top. “On there. Now.”

Paige quickly obliged, grinning when Juliet took a seat in front of her. Her heels dug into the wood as she lifted her legs, but it was the look on Juliet’s face that really had Paige going now. “How’s the view?” She asked as she planted her palms flat against the desk.

“Oh, the view is so fucking beautiful.” Juliet wheeled the chair closer, gently tracing her fingertip over Paige’s lace underwear. Paige whimpered, craving so much more.

“T-take them off.” Paige’s legs shook when Juliet repeated the movement again. “Babe, please. Take them off.”

Juliet smirked when she hooked her fingers around the waistband and brought them down Paige’s thighs. The moment they were discarded, Juliet spread Paige’s lips and moaned, taking the corner of her bottom lip between her teeth. “God, I’ve missed you.”

“You see what you do to me?” Paige prayed Juliet would take care of her soon, but she would admit that she enjoyed knowing the effect she had on Juliet. “How much I need you…”

“Oh, I can see exactly how much you need me.” Juliet trailed a finger up between Paige’s lips and teased her clit. Paige gasped, her hips bucking of their own accord. “The days I spent fantasising about you while you were away,” Juliet said, moving closer again as she gripped Paige’s thighs and pulled her to the very edge of the desk. “The moments I wished I could touch you and taste you…”

Juliet spread Paige’s lips and dragged the flat of her tongue through her wetness. It took everything within Paige to keep herself upright, every inch of her shaking. “Y-yes.” Juliet sucked her clit into her mouth, moaning when Paige managed to fist a hand in her hair and pull her face closer. “Oh, fuck!” She rolled her hips, her orgasm just about ready to peak. She knew it wouldn’t take much, it had felt like a lifetime since Juliet had touched her, but they had a perfectly good bed at home to continue later. “Babe, I-I—” Paige gasped when Juliet sucked harder, rolling the tip of her tongue around Paige’s clit. She couldn’t hold on, and she didn’t want to. No, she always wanted to come for Juliet. Paige released against Juliet’s tongue, panting as Juliet drew back and looked up at her with hooded eyes. “F-fuck.”

She looked back at Juliet as she got to her feet and towered over Paige. Her left hand rested flat on top of the desk, her right hand slowly stroking the back of Paige’s thigh. “That wasn’t enough for me.”

“N-no?” Paige shivered when Juliet traced her fingertips along her soaking wet lips, her head thrown back as she moaned. “Babe, y-you have to stop that.”

“Now why would I do that, Paige?”

Paige gripped the edge of the desk, whimpering. “Because if you don’t, I’m going to come again.”

Without another word, Juliet eased two fingers inside Paige, filling her and fucking her slowly. Juliet looked down at her, her hair dragged over her left shoulder, those dark eyes only arousing Paige further. “Then you should do that. I have a lot of making up to do, after all.” Juliet wrapped an arm around Paige’s back, sinking deeper and curling her fingers. “Do you know how fucking good it feels to be inside you again?”

“Shit.” Paige clenched her jaw, wanting to enjoy that feeling of being filled by Juliet. But the more she spoke, the harder Paige found it to control her body.

“Fuck, baby.” Juliet focused on her hand between Paige’s legs. “I’m soaking just watching you. You’re so fucking beautiful.”

Paige relaxed her body and allowed whatever was happening to happen. She didn’t need to hold back; Juliet would always want to be inside her. And if nothing else, she desperately wanted to leave the bar so she could start to undress Juliet before they even made it to the apartment door. “Fuck, yes. Don’t s-stop.”

“Come for me, Paige.”

Paige’s walls tightened around Juliet’s fingers, wetness slipping to the desk beneath her. All she could feel in this moment was the intense connection they had shared from the day they met. “C-close.”

Juliet pressed the heel of her hand to Paige’s clit, hurtling her over the edge immediately. Paige cried out as her body shook, but Juliet slowly eased in and out of her, moaning as she rolled her fingers over Paige’s clit, only to dip inside her again.

Paige squeezed her thighs together, most definitely needing a moment before Juliet even thought about going a third time. Her eyelids fluttered closed, just the sound of her wetness floating around the room when Juliet slipped out of her.

Silence blanketed them, but Juliet’s arms held Paige until she’d come down from her high. Only it was a high she rarely came down from. While Paige may have known what to expect from a relationship with Juliet back when they met, nothing could come close to what they had now. This stuff… It was the stuff of dreams.

“You okay?” Juliet dipped her head and kissed Paige’s forehead.

With shaking legs, Paige lowered them and slid from the desk. She turned to Juliet, pulled her in by the waist, and held her jaw. “We need to leave right now.”

“Mm. We do.” Juliet smirked, knowing quite well what she had created here tonight. A monster. “I know it’s been a while, but have I not satisfied you yet?”

“I’m always satisfied with you, but I know exactly what’s waiting for me when we get home. You…naked…on our bed.”


Chapter 35


One month later…

“Hannah! Give me a hand with these drinks, please.” Paige waved Hannah over, eyeing her where she sat beside Caz in Juliet’s area of the bar. It was positioned perfectly when it came to keeping an eye on customers, and it was set back out of the way. “Sometime today would be amazing.”

Hannah rolled her eyes as she made her way towards Paige. “Don’t you have staff to do this stuff for you?”

“We do. But Henry is checking the barrels, and Stephen is dealing with a table in the new area.” Paige lifted a shoulder. “And we own this place, so the least we can do is take care of ourselves.”

“Fair enough. We get free drinks, so I shouldn’t complain.” Hannah winked as she took two drinks from the bar, leaving the other two for Paige. She stopped when Paige came out from behind the bar and leaned in. “You know, you and Juliet seem…different.”

Paige chewed the inside of her cheek to keep her from smiling. “Yeah? How so?”

“I don’t know. Like there’s been a shift of some kind.”

Oh, there had. There had been a huge shift within their relationship. “Yeah. I think she’s just back to her usual self and enjoying life again. You know.” Paige walked away and made a beeline for their table, setting Juliet’s glass of red down in front of her, an espresso martini for herself. She looked to her fiancée and then Caz. “What are you two nattering about?”

“Nothing much.” Juliet lay a hand on Paige’s knee. “Caz was just telling me that Ofsted have been to inspect her school. They came back with exceptional in their report.”

“Oh, Caz. That’s brilliant!” Paige smiled back at a very proud-looking Caz. Life was just…perfect for them all lately. “Some schools don’t have much luck with Ofsted these days, so it’s nice to hear you got the result you deserve.”

Caz waved a hand. “Oh, stop it. I just oversee everything. It’s the staff who make the school what it is.”

“Nah. You’re the boss. What happens is down to you at the end of the day.” Paige lifted her cocktail and eyed Caz. “Take the credit. You deserve it.”

“Paige is right, babe. You really should give yourself more credit.” Hannah leaned in and kissed Caz below the ear. When Hannah drew back, Paige watched the look in Caz’s eyes. Unconditional love. “That school was on its arse when you took the headteacher job. If it wasn’t for you, it would probably be hitting special measures by now.”

“Never mind me and the Ofsted report.” Caz looked between them all. “Tell us what you and Juliet have been getting up to. We haven’t seen you for a couple of weeks.”

Paige puffed out her cheeks. “We’ve been…busy, shall we say?”

“Busy is one way of putting it.” Juliet’s hand remained on Paige’s thigh. Just where she liked it to be. “Paige and I have a few plans in the works.”

“Do you never have a break? You’ve only just reopened this place after having it renovated. I wish you’d slow down.”

Paige almost laughed at that. With the plans they had, there would be no slowing down in the near future. Kids…yeah, nobody was slowing down.

“I’m perfectly fine with my life at the moment.” Juliet gave Hannah a knowing look. “I prefer to be busy. I can sleep when I’m dead.”

Paige winced at that. “Less of the death jokes, babe. It’s still a little raw for most of us.” While Juliet had thrown herself back into life at a force Paige couldn’t comprehend, the people around her struggled to understand how quickly she could move on. Paige still had nightmares, and Hannah and Caz rarely found the strength to engage in any conversation that included Juliet’s potential demise. Caz, even as Paige looked at her right now, had tears in her eyes. “But yeah,” Paige said, clearing her throat. “We’ve invited you here tonight so we could talk through some stuff with you both.”

Caz lifted a brow. “Oh?”

“The…wedding.” Paige had wanted to give Juliet anything she wanted when it came to their wedding day. Just because Paige had already been married and failed with it, she wouldn’t dampen the mood by suggesting something small. If Juliet wanted the fairytale day and white dress, she could have that. Only Juliet had gone and suggested what Paige was trying to avoid. Small and intimate. And by small, she meant just Hannah and Caz as witnesses at the local town hall.

“What about it?” Hannah sat forward in her seat, twisting her wine glass on the table. “Have you booked it?”

“Kind of. We’ve registered our intention to marry.”

“Oh, that’s great. Don’t you have to get married within a certain time when you do that? Like twelve months or something?”

“We do. We’re planning to get married in five months. The date we met two years ago.” Juliet took Paige’s hand and shifted closer. “It’ll be small. No big do. Just us…and you two. And Edie, of course.”

Hannah’s brows rose. “O-oh. We expected something grand.”

“We…have other plans, and the cost of a huge fancy wedding would certainly be better spent on those other plans.” Paige squeezed Juliet’s hand, giving her the okay to reveal everything.

“Paige and I want to start a family.” Juliet beamed a smile as she revealed what they planned to do. It only had Paige falling in love with her all over again. As she spoke those words to their friends, Paige’s heart soared. “Within the next year or two, providing everything goes well once we book a consultation.”

Hannah and Caz stared back at them. Hannah with a look of disbelief, and Caz with those ever-present tears rolling down her cheeks.

“We will also be selling the apartment,” Juliet said. “I’d like my wife and children to have a bigger home. Something with a gorgeous garden and plenty of space.”

Caz cocked her head, offering Juliet an adorable smile. “That may be the sweetest thing I’ve ever heard you say.”

“I want the best for them. For all of us.” Juliet relaxed back against the couch, pulling Paige’s hand into her lap as she did so. “Life has been crazy recently. Whether that was because Paige was away on tour and I was dealing with this place, or the whole Cara wants you dead situation, life has been manic. If I’ve realised anything since that day in here with Cara, it’s that we never know when the end will be here. We never know when that last opportunity to see someone or to tell them how we feel is staring us in the face.”

“Babe.”

“That moment actually came for me. As I stood in this bar, knowing what was coming, I thought about the people I loved. The people who mean the world to me. I thought about everything we’ve achieved in the last year or so and how happy we all were.” Juliet faced Hannah. “I thought about how much your life had changed since you met Caz. I thought about the times I’ve enjoyed being in your home with your gorgeous family and how I’d miss those evenings.”

“Juliet,” Hannah said, lowering her eyes.

“And then you flitted into my mind, Caz.” Juliet smiled in Caz’s direction. “I’ve never seen a woman look at someone the way you look at Hannah. When we first met, I know it was…difficult to let me in. Understandably so. But now? I couldn’t imagine not having you in my life as a very good friend. You’ve pulled me through some rough moments, and I’ll never be able to thank you for that.”

Juliet turned to Paige this time, but Paige already had emotion lodged in her throat. She wasn’t sure she’d make it through whatever Juliet was about to verbalise.

“And you.” Juliet beamed the most beautiful smile. “I have no words for how you make me feel, Paige. All I know is that I’m honoured to be the woman you want to have this future with. That you see me as the person to stand by your side and support you through everything we’re going to face.”

“Babe, I wouldn’t do this with anyone else.”

“You saved my life in more ways than one.” Juliet lifted Paige’s hands and pressed a kiss to her knuckles. “I want you to have anything you could ever need.”

Whether they had more to come or not was irrelevant to Paige. Juliet was more than she ever could have hoped for in life. “I already do.”

“This right here.” Juliet cast her gaze around the table. “This is what matters to me. True friendship and people I would trust with my life. Now that I have those things, I want more. I want everything I always dreamed about. It almost wasn’t possible, and now that it is, I’m grabbing it with both hands. This life is…perfect.”

Caz lifted her glass of wine and nodded. “I couldn’t have said it better myself.”

Paige looked over towards the bar. Henry was back, and it was perfect timing. “H. When you’re ready.”

Henry took the bottle of champagne that had been chilling and carried it through the bar to them. He rushed back for glasses, smiling at Paige when she held up her hand. He was included in this, too. She wanted five glasses, not four.

Paige quickly shared the champagne around and stood at the end of the table. “I think Juliet said everything that needed saying. She always has been better with words than me.” Paige winked in Juliet’s direction and lifted her glass. “So, to friendships, love, and found family.”

Henry squeezed Paige’s shoulder, giving her a smile when she briefly looked his way. “Nice one, Paige. That was lovely.”

“I mean it, H. You are a part of this family now. Never forget that.”

Henry wrapped an arm around Paige’s shoulders and nodded. “I appreciate that, and I won’t forget it.”
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Juliet knocked on the office door lightly, opening it when Paige called for her to come inside. She sat at the desk, writing something down, her shoulders relaxed. “Sorry, babe. I’ll be out in a sec.”

“Is everything okay?”

Paige looked up at her, brows drawn. “Of course. I forgot to order a few bottles of mixer for cocktails, so I figured I’d do it now before I forgot again.”

“Right, okay.” Juliet was sure an order could wait for another day. It was only some bottles of mixer. Mixer Paige could likely pick up from the cash and carry.

“I know it’s our night off, but I’ll only be a minute. I’ve already placed the order; I was just making a note of it.”

Juliet smiled back at Paige, resting against the doorframe. “Rachel and Andi have just arrived.”

“Oh! Right. Fab.” Paige shut the computer down and filed the paper away she had just been making notes on. “Come on then. I’d like to see them before they bolt out the door suddenly.” She leaned in and kissed Juliet’s cheek, lingering for a moment. “What you said out there tonight…it was beautiful.”

“It was the truth.” Juliet took Paige’s hand and guided her back out into the bar. 

Rachel and Andi sat with Hannah and Caz; a few regulars dotted about in their usual spots. It was a quiet night at the bar, but that was to be expected given the fact it was only Thursday. The weekend was sure to be busier. This night marked only their third night open since before the building work, and everything else took place.

Juliet checked with Henry that Rachel and Andi had drinks ordered, then returned to her seat. Surprisingly, the air felt calm and relaxed around her. It was nice to feel less intensity in her general day-to-day life. “Glad you two could finally make it.”

“Andi has a rare day off tomorrow, so we thought it would be best to get out tonight while we can. I don’t know the next time I’ll get a night out with her.” Rachel rested her arm over the back of Andi’s chair and grinned. “This place looks amazing now.”

“It didn’t look amazing before?” Juliet frowned. “I know it was smaller, but I still loved it before.”

“Oh, no. It did. It looked great. But I don’t know, there’s something about it that just seems much warmer than the last time I was here.”

Juliet laughed inwardly. It never would have felt warm to Rachel back then. They were on terrible terms with one another the last time she stepped foot in here. “Well, the less said about that, the better. I’m sure you’ll agree.”

“Mm. You’re right.” Rachel took her drink from Henry and passed Andi’s over to her. “Thanks, Henry. Good to see you again.”

He smiled. “You too, Rachel. Don’t be a stranger, yeah?”

“We won’t.” Rachel sipped her glass of rosé then relaxed into her seat. “So, how’s business been since you reopened?”

“Nice and steady, which I’m thankful for. I’m not sure either of us is prepared for hectic nights in here just yet.”

“And you’re still looking to sell the apartment?” Rachel looked between Juliet and Paige. “Andi has a few places in mind for you, depending on what you want.”

“Oh. Really?” Paige sat forward and joined the conversation. “Anything you can tell us about now?”

Andi brought up her phone from the table and unlocked it. “Yes. Give me a moment to pull up the pictures I had sent over to me today. Gorgeous house outside of the city. Huge, landscaped garden, five bedrooms, detached.”

Well, now, that sounded right up Juliet and Paige’s street. If they were moving into something bigger, then as big as they could find was what they hoped for. Who knew how large their family would become? And it was always nice to have a spare room or two. “Sounds promising.”

“Oh, it’s absolutely beautiful. I’d even go so far as to say that it needs no work before you move in. Of course, you’ll want to put your own mark on it, but it’s already finished to a high specification.”

God, Juliet really wanted to see this house now. She needed to see it.

Andi handed her phone over to Juliet and Paige. “I haven’t put it on the site yet or in the shop. I have some details to go over with them first. But it’s only looking like a few days before it’ll officially be on the market.”

Juliet almost gasped when she saw the first picture alone. An expansive driveway lined with trees greeted her, and she felt an instant connection with it. They would have to view it, there was no doubt about that, but getting such a powerful feeling at first glance was always a bonus. “Wow.”

“Yeah. That’s exactly what I said when I saw the pictures. It’s going to be snapped up very quickly.”

Juliet almost sighed. She really didn’t want to get into a bidding war with people. She just wanted to find something perfect for them…and live the dream. “Do you have any idea on the asking price yet?”

Andi nodded as Juliet returned her phone to her. She would prefer to see the rest of it up close and personal. “Yes. The owners are asking for offers in excess of seven hundred thousand.”

Paige cleared her throat at that, but Juliet simply lifted a shoulder. “So, if we offered seven two five?”

“Babe, we haven’t viewed it yet.” Paige turned to her suddenly. “And if they don’t accept it, it’s not the end of the world.”

“No, I know. I want to view it first, but maybe if we throw that figure out there to them and see how they respond?” Juliet turned her attention back to Andi. “Is that something you can do?”

“Absolutely. They’re looking for a quick sale because they’re moving abroad and don’t plan to come back to the UK unless they absolutely have to.”

“You see,” Juliet said as she leaned in towards Paige. “Could be perfectly timed.”

“I’ll call them in the morning. Would you both be available to view it if they’re interested in your offer? I’m sure they’d like to get everything done and dusted sooner rather than later. They’ve already started packing up as it is.”

“We can be available whenever they are. That’s no problem.” Juliet may be getting ahead of herself here, but this house landing in their laps this evening felt as though it was meant to be. Could Juliet see herself running around after a toddler in that very garden? Oh, she could see it so vividly it almost seemed real. “Right, baby?”

Paige smiled weakly. “It is beautiful. It’s definitely the kind of place I had in mind when you decided to sell the apartment.”

“We, Paige. When we decided to sell the apartment.”

“R-right. Yeah.”

Juliet had been over this with Paige several times now. It didn’t matter if Paige had moved into a place Juliet already owned. They came as a pair these days, and that extended to houses and cars. “So, you want to view it?”

Paige grinned. “I want to view it.”

“Perfect.” Juliet felt that excitement for life building in the pit of her stomach again. It had been a long time coming. Something seemed to get in the way more often than not, but not this time. Juliet was determined to go after anything she wanted. “Will you call me and let me know what the owners say? We’re ready to get the ball rolling if this house turns out to be our dream home.”

Andi smiled. “I’ll get your number before the end of the night.”

Well, then that was that. A wedding booked, a potential new home on the horizon, and the woman of her dreams by her side. Juliet couldn’t want for anything more in life, and as she sat here looking around the table, she knew just how blessed she was to be alive.


Chapter 36


With the early morning sunlight streaming through the windows, Paige sat at the piano, caressing the keys beneath her fingertips. She loved mornings like this. Mornings when the silence gave her the perfect opportunity to think and breathe. Mornings when she felt untouchable simply for having the perfect woman by her side. Mornings when life was good. Paige would admit that she had become used to those mornings, and rightfully so. Only now, she appreciated them far more than she once had. Paige appreciated life in general these days.

It was so easy to settle into a routine, expecting everything to work out perfectly. But Paige now knew a different side to daily life. She knew that the potential to lose everything was never far away. Would she allow those thoughts to take over her life? Absolutely not. But she would make every moment count.

Juliet’s phone started to ring on the kitchen island, stilling Paige’s movements at the piano. Juliet had been waiting for a call from Andi for the last three days, but Paige wasn’t getting her hopes up. As much as she loved the pictures she had seen of the house they planned to view, she hadn’t expected it to cost so much. She would have been happy with a small three-bed semi-detached house. But not Juliet. No, she preferred to go all in with most things in life. “Babe! Phone’s ringing!”

Juliet rushed out of the bathroom and grabbed her phone before the call ended. She stared back at Paige with those loving eyes, her makeup half-finished. “Hello?” A smile spread on Juliet’s lips. It had to be Andi. “Hi. Yes.” Juliet nodded, one hand braced against the island. “Of course. Today would be great. What time?” She winked in Paige’s direction as she nodded. “Perfect. We’ll see you then. Bye, Andi.”

Paige rose to her feet as she closed the lid on her piano and moved towards Juliet where she stood in the kitchen. She couldn’t quite gauge what the plan was, but her fiancée seemed happy with the call. “What’s going on?”

“Viewing at the house today. 2 p.m.” Juliet leaned in and kissed Paige’s cheek. “I guess I’d better finish getting ready.”

Juliet turned to leave, but Paige held her in place. “Babe, are you sure this is the house for us?”

“Well, I don’t know. We have to view it first.” Juliet smiled into a kiss, her arms wrapped around Paige’s waist. “Are you excited? I’m excited!”

“I mean, I guess I will be when we get there. I’m just worried this house is too expensive. I don’t have the kind of money you do. The mortgage is going to cost a fortune.”

“Mortgage.” Juliet snorted. “There will be no mortgage, Paige.”

“Okay, but that still leaves me with the same issue about it. It’s expensive, and I don’t have that kind of money.”

“This place will cover half of it, and I’ve been sitting on the cash from the sale of my mum’s house for a while now. Trust me when I tell you that we can afford it.”

Paige sighed. She didn’t want Juliet to pay out that kind of cash when she didn’t really have anything to contribute. It didn’t seem fair. “Babe, it’s a lot.”

“And I’ll cover it. Don’t worry.” Juliet lifted a hand to Paige’s cheek, feathering her fingertips against her skin. “I know how you feel about it, and I appreciate that you want to contribute, but I’m doing this for us. Not me. I’m doing it for our family.”

Our family. Paige smiled at that. She still couldn’t believe they were going to try to get pregnant. Paige just hoped she didn’t let Juliet down when it came to kids. Still, they’d had that discussion—what would happen if things weren’t working as they should be—and Juliet had told Paige they could figure things out as they happened. “You definitely want to do this with me? The house and the family?”

“Oh, I want your babies, Paige.” Juliet draped her arms over Paige’s shoulders, those eyes shining with total honesty. “I want it all with you. Our new home is just the beginning.”

“If you’re sure about this house when we’ve viewed it, then okay.” Paige nodded slowly, understanding that Juliet was in a better position than she was. That was naturally going to happen, given the age difference and Juliet’s career. Paige couldn’t change that, but she could admire Juliet for wanting to do this for them. “I just hope you love it as much by the end of the day. I think you have your heart set on this particular house, and I don’t want you to be disappointed when we go inside.”

“Maybe I will be, and maybe I won’t be.” Juliet took a step back as she lifted a shoulder. “But I’ll still come back here with you this evening and that’s what matters.”

God, Paige couldn’t love this woman any more than she already did.

“And when we do come home this evening, I’ll hold you just as I always do. I’ll kiss you goodnight as I always do. And I’ll wake up in your arms tomorrow, happy either way.”

Paige looked around the apartment, a hint of sadness sitting in her chest. “I’m going to miss this place. It’s where it all began for us.”

“It is, and I agree. But I’m ready to make new memories with you, Paige. I’m ready to build our own dream home while remembering exactly how we came to be there together. Life is moving forward for us, and I couldn’t ask for anything more with you by my side.”

“I’ll always be by your side. No matter what.” Paige stared back at Juliet, briefly reminding herself of the last few months. “Always, babe.”

“You’ve already proven that to me, Paige.” Juliet took Paige by the hand and guided her towards the bedroom. “And now it’s time to get ready for the next step in our lives.”
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Juliet grinned as she exited her car, her breath stolen as she looked around the expansive driveway. She felt Paige approaching to the side of her, also lost for words, as they stared ahead of them. Andi was waiting on the steps and close to the front door, a smile of her own plastered on her mouth. Oh, this is perfect.

“Paige,” Juliet whispered. “I think I’ve already fallen in love with it.”

“M-me too.” Paige’s eyes shone as Juliet chanced a look in her direction. All she ever wanted was to see Paige looking as happy as she did in this moment. “Fuck, babe. I thought the pictures did it justice, but they really don’t.”

“Shall we take a look inside?” Juliet placed a hand to the small on Paige’s back, urging her towards Andi. “I’m dying to see the entire thing.”

“Yes. Absolutely.”

They crossed the driveway. The manicured lawn was the greenest Juliet had ever come across. Her mum had always been a keen gardener and proud of her lawn, but this was on another level to anything Juliet had known. Perhaps it was living in the city for so long, but she didn’t believe it was. No, this place was just stunning.

“I’m very happy to see the look on your faces right now.” Andi cocked her head towards the open front door and invited them inside. “I was going to do the walk around with you, but I think you’d appreciate it more without me in your ear giving you details. Anything you want to know or anything you need to ask, we can sort that out once you’ve finished the viewing. If you need me, I’ll be out in the garden.”

Juliet squeezed Andi’s hand as she stepped past her. “Thank you, Andi.”

Paige followed, and then the footsteps stopped once they were in the hallway. Juliet turned around to a shocked looking Paige.

“Are you okay?”

Paige shook her head, her bottom lip quivering. “I…I don’t think I’ve ever been in a house like this. It’s out of this world, Juliet.”

“And it could be ours if we decide we love it once we’ve had a look around.” Juliet held out a hand, relieved when Paige took it. For a moment, she thought she may have been doing this viewing alone. “Let’s start upstairs and work our way down.”

They took the huge staircase central to the hallway. Juliet glanced around, adoring every little feature she came across, and stopped when they reached the top of the stairs. Paige remained silent, but she suspected that her fiancée was taking everything in. It was hard to find words, in all honesty. Juliet had never seen anything so beautiful.

They both took their time inspecting each room, gasps and grins galore as they found more and more behind each door. The roll top bath in the main bathroom certainly caught Juliet’s attention, the idea of relaxing in it with Paige firmly on her mind.

“Have you seen the size of the back garden?” Paige suddenly interrupted Juliet’s delicious thoughts. “You could fit another house out there and still have room to entertain people!”

“We should go down and take a closer look. I’m happy with everything I see up here, and I’m sure I won’t be disappointed with the rest of the house.”

Paige visibly swallowed when Juliet turned to her. “Babe, is this really happening? Could this be our new home?”

“Do you want it to be our new home?”

Paige smiled as she lowered her eyes. “This sort of thing doesn’t happen to me. I never thought I’d find the courage to come out, let alone find a woman who wants to give me this life and marry me.”

“You deserve this life, Paige. You deserve anything you want.”

“It never used to feel that way.” Paige stepped closer and took Juliet’s hands. “I’m so madly in love with you, Juliet. I don’t know what I’m doing half of the time because all I think about is you, but if you really want this life with me…if I can be blessed to have this life with you, then I swear I’ll never let you down, and I’ll never hurt you.”

“Oh, baby. I know you wouldn’t.” Juliet regarded Paige with a gentle smile.

“You saved me. You showed me what it was to be loved. All I want is to have a beautiful life with you, and I don’t care how that happens.” Paige leaned in and kissed Juliet. “If that is in this house or a cardboard box, I don’t care. So long as I have you, I have everything.”

Juliet grinned. “But this house would certainly be a nice addition, don’t you think?”

Paige scanned the huge landing, her own smile mirroring Juliet’s. “Yeah. It would.”

“Then I guess it’s time to speak to Andi and find out what needs to be done before someone else snaps it up.” Juliet took Paige’s hand as they turned for the staircase. “I’m not letting this place go.”

“Did you get the same feeling I did when you walked inside?” Paige asked as they reached the hallway. 

Juliet knew exactly what feeling she was talking about. Warmth and love. They were the constant overriding feelings here. “I did.”

“Then I think it’s meant to be.”

Juliet held Paige’s chin and drew her into a kiss. The beginning of a new normal was very appealing in Juliet’s mind.

“What do you think?” Andi came through the open bi-folding doors with that ever-present smile waiting for them.

“Well, we’re certainly in love with it.” Juliet wrapped an arm around Paige’s waist, gazing out at the garden behind Andi. “Did you mention our offer to the owners?”

Andi nodded as she guided them to the outdoor furniture. “I did.”

“And…” Paige bounced her leg up and down.

“And they’re happy to accept it.”

Juliet’s eyes widened. While she knew it was wise to get a viewing in before it had been advertised, she hadn’t expected it to be so easy. “You’re fucking with us.”

“I’m really not. The owners are ready to proceed if you and Paige are.”

Juliet looked to Paige with a brow lifted. “Are you ready?”

“I’m ready whenever you are, babe.”

With the greatest sense of love sitting firm in her chest, Juliet squeezed Paige’s hand and turned back to Andi. “Tell them we’re ready to go.”


Epilogue


Six months later…

Juliet sat out on the patio, watching Paige as she frantically rushed around the kitchen. She didn’t know why, everything was prepared and ready, but Paige had become a bit of a perfectionist at home lately. Still, it was just another thing to add to the list for Juliet. Her wife…the perfectionist.

Today marked one month since they’d tied the knot at the local town hall, and this afternoon they were having a small, intimate get together, while showing off their new home. A home Juliet still couldn’t believe belonged to them, and a home she was going to enjoy with Paige for so many years to come.

It hadn’t been something Juliet had considered before the move, but being here gave her a true sense of belonging and commitment. It seemed this fresh start had been unknowingly what she needed. It wasn’t that she’d felt less committed while they lived at the apartment—it would always mean the world to her in some way—but being here was what they both needed.

Neither of them had a past here. There were no memories of a complicated relationship with Rachel before Paige. James and his despicable behaviour rarely crossed their minds, and on the whole, they both just felt far more at peace. Perhaps it was the new start, maybe it was the knowledge that there was nobody out there threatening harm any longer. Juliet didn’t know what that one pinpoint moment was, nor did she care. She just wanted this. A happy home, a wife who adored her, and many plans for the future.

“Right, I think everything is ready.” Paige blew her hair from her face as she turned to Juliet, her cheeks red. “Now I need another shower!”

Juliet reached out a hand. “Come here. Sit down. Breathe for five bloody minutes.”

Paige joined Juliet and took a seat on the patio furniture. She sighed, smiling as she looked around the garden. “Looks perfect, babe.”

Juliet nodded. “Mmhmm. And it’s looked perfect since this morning when we both agreed that everything was ready for this afternoon.”

“I know. I know. But I had to just double-check in case we’d forgotten anything.”

Juliet lifted a brow as she looked in Paige’s direction. “And…had we?”

“No.” Paige wouldn’t admit it, but they had been right earlier. “So, what time are people arriving again?”

“From three onwards. Hannah and Caz said they’d be a little later because Edie has plans until three-thirty, but they’re staying over anyway so I don’t suppose it really matters.”

“Is Edie bringing a couple of friends? I told her to…”

Juliet believed so, but Edie likely wouldn’t. She rarely brought her friends into the group. “Maybe, I don’t know.”

“She should. She’ll only be bored listening to us lot talk amongst ourselves.”

Juliet lifted a shoulder. “Oh, I don’t know. Edie prefers to be with us than her friends at times. She’s far more mature for her age than most sixteen-year-olds.” 

That was strange when Juliet thought back on the early days of knowing Hannah. Edie had been a true teenager around the age of fourteen. She didn’t wear makeup like most did, she didn’t hang out with friends in local parks, and she certainly didn’t bring trouble to Hannah and Caz’s door. But since she’d turned sixteen, Edie had really matured. She cared about what was going on in the local news, she took an interest in politics and environmental issues. She was just an entirely different person.

“I don’t know if it’s just in my head, but have you noticed how friendly she is with Beth?”

Juliet smirked. She hadn’t wanted to be the one who brought it up, it wasn’t their business, but yes…Edie and Beth were very close. “I have noticed it.”

“What do you think?” Paige narrowed her eyes at Juliet, likely thinking the very same thing as Juliet was. “Something going on?”

“I think that when Edie is ready to tell us more, she will. I also think that maybe it’s nothing out of the ordinary and she’s just finally found herself a really good friend.”

Juliet and Paige were aware of the issues Edie had once faced in high school. Juliet could not abide a bully, and Paige had discussed those types of people with Edie at length. After all, Paige knew all about bullying in the form of James.

“I think it’s definitely more than just really good friends, but whatever. So long as she’s happy and she knows she has all of us, then good for her.”

Juliet smiled back at Paige, adoring just how much she looked out for Edie. But it was in Paige’s nature to come across that way and Juliet knew that she would make a great parent. They both would. “What did you think about the results we got this morning?”

Paige sat quietly for a moment, seemingly finding the right words. But really, it couldn’t have been better news. “Honestly, I expected them to tell me that having kids was going to be difficult. You hear it so often that it was naturally what I went to with my line of thinking.”

“Really?” Juliet was surprised by that. Paige had been the picture of calm lately. “You never told me you felt that way.”

Paige slid her hand across the two-seater rattan couch and turned to Juliet. “I didn’t want us to worry. I’m good at worrying in my own head, but I didn’t want to say it out loud and jinx it. I also didn’t want to let you down, you know?”

“Baby, whatever those results…it wouldn’t have mattered to me. There’s always another way.”

“I know that. I just didn’t want them to come back with difficult news. For once, I wanted something to go right for us.”

Juliet leant in and kissed Paige. “And it has. It’s gone perfectly right for us this time.”

“Hard to believe that we have nothing to contend with these days. Other than late deliveries at the bar on occasion, life is a bit ideal, isn’t it?”

Juliet relaxed as she held onto Paige’s hand. Earlier this year she had to consider if she would even see this day. So many things could have gone wrong when it came to Cara and Juliet’s recovery, but she’d fought. For herself. For the love she knew was waiting for her at home. For this. A life with the very woman who had shown her what it meant to be loved unconditionally.

She inconspicuously wiped a stray tear from her cheek and looked out at the vast garden. “It really is.”

“And I love these moments with you. Sitting out here, listening to the birds, giving myself a moment to calm down and realise everything doesn’t have to be done at once.”

Juliet turned to Paige and laughed. “You’re joking, right? You’ve spent the last two hours running around like a headless chicken!”

“Oh, hush.” Paige shook her head and smirked. “I was just making sure!”

“Mmhmm.”

“But seriously.” Paige held Juliet’s hand tighter. “No matter what the future holds, we’ll always have each other, won’t we? Those moments when life feels a little tougher than usual.”

Juliet shifted closer to Paige and brought their hands into her lap. Neither of them knew what was coming—it wasn’t possible unless they had a crystal ball—but Juliet could say without hesitation that they would always have one another, no matter what. “These moments are what I live for, Paige.”

“Me too, babe.” Paige lifted Juliet’s hand and kissed her knuckles.

The gentle breeze, the silence, the love…

Juliet blinked away a tear, sighing contentedly. “I think it’s time to enjoy a cocktail before we really start making new memories.”

Paige grinned as she eyed Juliet from behind her sunglasses. “I think that you, Mrs Saunders, have the best ideas.”
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