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Chapter 1
 
Claire

"Ms. Edwards, I absolutely loved you in your last film," a director gushed.

I blushed at the compliment, "thank you so much, but please, call me Claire."

I watched his face contort into an elevated expression at my comment. "Is there any particular reason why you chose that role, Claire?"

Before I could answer, I felt delicate fingers around my elbow, and my manager, Emily's voice in my ear a couple seconds later, "Claire, he's here."

I couldn't contain the smile on my face as I gave her a small nod and turned my attention back to the man in front of me. "To answer your question, it was a role I've never played before. It intrigued me and it really helped me get in the mindset of a person battling a drug addiction."

He smiled warmly, "I have a feeling Hollywood hasn't seen what you can really do and I can't wait for your next movie." He extended his hand for a handshake which I took gratefully.

Emily pulled at my elbow lightly signaling me to wrap up the conversation, "Thank you, but if you'll excuse me I have something I need to take care of." He nodded and turned his attention to other guests.

I followed Emily through the crowd of celebrities and politicians. She checked the watch on her wrist and turned back to me, "he landed about 15 minutes ago, but I can only stretch out the time you guys have to half an hour."

My face turned into a pout, "half an hour?" I repeated

She gave me an apologetic smile, "sorry Claire. If I knew he was going to be late, I wouldn't have scheduled an interview at 8 tomorrow morning."

I nodded slowly, wondering how much I can cram into half an hour. Emily nudged me softly in the ribs as I saw him. My legs turned to jelly and my heart rate picked up. He looked so handsome with his hair gelled and his tailor fit tuxedo.

"I'll come back for you in half an hour, then we'll go home ok?" Emily asked. She didn't wait for an answer as she left, looking for directors that might be interested at casting me.

I watched him take 2 flutes of champagne from a passing waiter as he met my eyes with a smile.

Nathan Carter. A successful businessman, son of Politician George Carter, a Yale graduate, and my secret lover.

5 years ago

I walked through the house party with my best friend Emma, we didn't go to this school but she had a lot of friends who did. 

"Emily we can't stay here long," I yelled over the music, "we have class tomorrow."

She handed me a red solo cup, "come on Claire, live a little." She stared at me with challenging eyes until I tipped the cup back. The alcohol burning my throat as it went down, warming my body. 

"Atta girl!" She cheered as she refilled my cup. 

Emily was my best friend, we were roommates in our first year of University and from then on, we've been inseparable since. 

She put her hair in a messy ponytail, "I'm going to go find my friends," she gestured to the other side of the room, "but Mr. Hunky McHunkerston is eyeing you at 12 o'clock."

We both watched as he made his way to us. 

"Hi. I'm Nathan. I don't think I've ever seen you girls at a party before. Do you go here?"

"No, but if all the guys look like you here, I might consider transferring," Emily laughed. We all turned to the sound of squealing and girls screaming Emily's name.

"And that's my cue to leave," she waved her fingers at us and walked towards the group of girls.

But she turned around and mouthed "omg!" And then proceeded to hump the air like a hormonal frat boy.

Nathan turned around wondering what I was looking at and saw Emily mid hump. Her face turned red and she immediately stood up straight and disappeared in the crowd. 

Nathan turned his attention back to me and we laughed, "I will apologize on her behalf. I'm Claire."

Nathan shrugged, "that's alright. She seems...nice." we both laughed again. 

I finished my drink and he looked at me surprised, "you're a big drinker."

I shook my head and laughed because I was quite the opposite. 2 drinks in and I was drunk, my vision started to blur and my eyelids started to feel heavy. 

He looked on with concerned eyes as he sat me down in a chair and grabbed me a cup of water. He watched me drink it before taking the empty cup, "hey, do you wanna get out of here?" 

Normally, I would've said something along the lines of "screw off," but with my guard down, I nodded my head. 

He lifted me up and we walked out of the party, his strong hands gripping my shoulders with a surprising amount of gentleness. 

What was even more surprising was that we didn't go to his apartment or dorm. We ended up at a diner a couple blocks from the party.

He sat me down in the booth, while he slid into the booth on the opposite side. "I hope you don't mind. When I drink, I get really hungry so I figured you were starving too."

I laughed and opened up the menu, "a man after my own heart." 

We talked and ate our delicious pancake and waffles. I told him how I was at Berkley as a theater student and I wanted to act when I graduated. He listened with kind eyes, never interrupting or saying how he thought it was a dead end career like my parents did. 

He told me that he was a business major but his family expected him to walk in his father's footsteps as a politician. His eyes seemed sad when he told me this, so I reached out a put my hand in his.

He smiled as he intertwined our fingers, grazing my knuckles with his thumb. 

The next morning, I woke up to the sun shining on my face and sheets wrapped around my naked body. 

Nathan's arm was wrapped around me as he pulled me closer and kissed my shoulder, "good morning, Claire." 

"Good morning," I whispered

I turned to face him and he smiled, tucking a brown lock of hair behind my ear, "you re so beautiful." He leaned in to kiss me softly on the lips, "how do you like your eggs?" He whispered as he pulled away. 

I smiled, "scrambled." 

It was at that moment that I fell in love with Nathan Carter.

"Hello, beautiful," he handed me a flute while giving me a platonic kiss on the cheek. The smell of his aftershave lingered in my space after he pulled away.

"Nathan, so good to see you," I answered raising my glass to his.

He met my glass with a light clink, both of us taking a small sip.

"I'm sorry I'm late. I got held up at the office," he said not breaking eye contact.

I shook my head and smiled, "you're here now." I saw his hand itching by his side wanting to reach out and touch me. I smiled at his struggle knowing that I too, was struggling.

"Stay with me tonight," I suggested.

His expression changed from that of a man in love to all of a sudden frightened, "Claire, not so loud."

His answer caused a pain in my chest and he must've seen it because he stepped closer, "I'm sorry, it's just a lot of my father's colleagues are here."

I gave him a weak smile before putting my glass down on a table. From my peripheral vision, I could see Emily walking towards us.

"I understand, it's alright Nathan," I started to walk in the opposite direction to Emily when I felt him grab my wrist.

"When can I see you next?" His eyes pleading.

I turned to look at Emily, knowing she knew my schedule inside and out.

"She doesn't have anything scheduled on Monday," she answered as she looked up from her phone.

Nathan nodded as he let go of my wrist, "I'll see you in 3 days, sweetheart." I nodded and followed Emma out through the exit.

The car ride home was quiet but Emily being Emily, she couldn't stand for silence. "Do you want to talk about it?"

I shook my head. We've had multiple conversations about mine and Nathan's complicated relationship, which Emily didn't fully support.

She always said that it was unfair that he kept me in the dark just to please his family. But she kept her opinions to herself and said that as long as I was happy, she'd support me.

She pulled in front of my penthouse apartment and turned off the engine. "Do I need to beat him up?" She asked seriously.

I laughed because Emily was barely 5 ft and Nathan was a staggering 6'4. She would probably break something trying to hit him. I shook my head and smiled.

Her serious face disappeared and instead turned into a relieved one, "thank God, because these bad boys are only for show," she pointed to her thin arms.

I laughed again, "thanks Em, for the laugh I mean." I went to open my car door but stopped, "why don't you take tomorrow off? I'm sure Andrew and the kids would love to spend time with you."

"Really? You wouldn't mind?" She beamed.

I stepped out of the car and nodded, "you've been working around the clock to the point where I'm scared you might report me for unfair working conditions."

Emily laughed, "it never occurred to me to do that, but thanks for the idea."

I closed to door to the SUV as Emily rolled down the passenger window, "don't forget you have to be in hair and makeup by 6 and the studio by 7:30 ok? And if you need me for anything at all, just call me ok?"

I rolled my eyes, "yes, mom."

She waved from the driver's seat, "ok bye bitch!"

I laughed as I watched her drive off, how she's a mother to two young kids is beyond me. 


I made my way to the top floor, taking off my heels and putting away my jewelry, exchanging it for a comfy pair of pajamas. I stared out at the city. I admired how the dark sky contrasted with the bright city lights. I turned back to my empty place, empty at the sense that your house was supposed to make you feel comfortable but all I felt was lonely. I wrapped my arms around myself, that's something they don't tell you before you get famous, how lonely the life off screen is. 

It's even more lonely when you have to keep your relationship a secret. 



Chapter 2
 
Beth

"Hey, Beth! The group of guys in the far corner requested that you take their drink orders," one of my coworkers called.

I stopped wiping down the bar and turned to the other bartender, Eric, "sometimes I really hate being a woman." I threw the wet cloth on the counter and proceeded to walk around the bar.

Eric smiled, "think of it this way, at least you'll get a good amount of tips tonight," he replied as he dried beer glasses.

Our conversation was interrupted when we heard whistling from the corner of the bar, "hey toots! We ain't got all night," one of the buffoons announced while the rest of the group of men hollered around him.

I rolled my eyes and looked at Eric, "if I didn't need money so much, I'd smash a bottle over all their heads."

I watched him inspect a cup, "yeah, but that'd be bad for business."

I rolled my eyes as I made my way to the loud group of men.

"Hey guys, can I get you anything to drink?"

"3 pitchers of Stella," one of the guys ordered.

I nodded and was about to turn away when I felt rough hands on my waist. I looked down to my right to see a guy almost twice my age grinning up at me.

"And your number," sleazebag added

I maneuvered out of his reach, "I'm taken," I lied. I watched as he tried to snake his arm around me again, "please don't touch me," I asked in a stern voice.

"Oh come on! How do you expect us to keep our hands to ourselves when you look like that?"

I looked down at what I was wearing, black ripped skinny jeans paired with a tight white v neck and my converse shoes. This comment infuriated me because it didn't matter whether or not I was wearing sweatpants or a party dress. Men shouldn't use women's choice of clothing as an excuse to be pigs.

I smiled sweetly at him, "well I guess basic social etiquette is just too much to ask for from a Neanderthal."

I tried to contain a grin as I watched his stupid face gape at me in surprise. "Alright, so 3 pitchers of Stella coming up."

"A neanderthal?" He repeated.

"Yup," I replied popping the P at the end. I turned and made my way back to the bar when I heard a chair screech.

I closed my eyes, "oh god, he's about to make a scene," I mumbled.

I felt a large hand on my shoulder as he spun me around, "say that to my face!"

"If you weren't paying attention the first time, I did say it to your face," I countered.

I felt his grip on my shoulder tighten, he pulled me by my shirt, but I expertly navigated out of his grip, pushing him away.

People around us gasped as he stumbled back a couple steps and proceeded to run at me full speed. I dodged his attempt to hit me and put him in an arm lock.

Thank goodness mom put me in Tae Kwon Do growing up because I've had to use it quite a bit in my adult life.

The bouncer immediately took him out of my lock and escorted him out. Like, thanks dude for the backup, but where were you 5 minutes ago when he was pretending to play bull?

"Elizabeth"

I turned around to the eyes of the owner of the bar, Dave. There was disappointment in his eyes. He gestured to his office with his head, which I reluctantly followed.

I closed the door and sat down in the chair in front of his desk.

"Beth, what did I say about manhandling the customers?"

I put my hands up in defense, "to be fair, it was self-defense, he grabbed me first."

"I know, but it happens too often with you," he pointed out.

"If he kept his hands to himself, there wouldn't be a problem," I argued.

He sighed, "Beth, please don't make me let you go. You're like a daughter to me."

My shoulders slumped in the chair because it was true. Dave was the only father figure I had in my life.

"I'm not saying don't defend yourself, but if it happens again, come to me and I'll deal with it. I thought you were actually going to get hurt tonight."

I nodded and felt bad that I made him worry.

"As a friend, I have to say that it was pretty freaking cool though," he smiled.

"I know right?" I beamed

He cleared his throat, "but as your boss, there are consequences for your actions, so you're on clean-up duty tonight."

"But I was on clean up duty last night!"

He shrugged, "do the crime you do the time, kiddo." He nodded at the door, "now get back to work, slacker."

I give him a salute, "yes boss!" I hear him chuckle as I closed the door.

Eric met me outside the office, "so what's the verdict?"

"Cleaning duty tonight," I made a face. "Any chances you wanna stay and help?"

He laughed, "as much as I'd love to, I'm picking up Amy from the airport after work."

I rolled my eyes at the mention of his girlfriend. Amy was the typical spoiled, daddy's girl that got whatever she wanted, if she didn't, she'd throw a tantrum. If you ask me, it looked like Eric was dating a petulant child rather than a grown woman, but hey, that's none of my business.

Eric finished mixing drinks for some people at the bar, "just a head's up, I'm pretty sure a heard a girl puking her guts out in the washroom," he smirked. "Good thing you're on cleaning duty tonight right?"

I closed my eyes in frustration, "lovely."

Claire

Nathan opened the door for me as we exited the restaurant, "did I tell you that you looked beautiful tonight?" He asked.

"At least a dozen times," I pulled his arm and wrapped it around my shoulders, "but I wouldn't mind hearing it a couple more times," I smiled.

He leaned in, giving me a soft kiss on the lips, "you're absolutely beautiful, Claire. I have no idea what I did to deserve you."

I pulled him in for a deeper kiss, "I love you."

He grinned down at me, "I lo--"

He was interrupted suddenly by a series of camera shutter clicks and rapid footsteps.

We looked behind us and found a group of paparazzi running towards us. Despite Nathan and I dressing casually, me in dark leggings and a light cardigan, and Nathan wearing jeans, a hoodie, and a cap, it amazed me how they could still identify us.

"Miss Edwards! Could we get a quote?"

"Are you out on a date?"

"Who's your mysterious date?"

Nathan took my hand and we ran down the street away from the crowd.

He pulled me into a dark alley and we waited until the group of paparazzi ran passed us, unaware of our hiding place.

We both caught our breath, "we can never have a quiet night to ourselves huh?" I joked, trying to make light of the situation.

I saw a smile on his face even though his head was turned towards the ground still catching his breath.

Something caught his eye and he bent down to pick up a discarded newspaper. His face drained of color when the read a headline.

"Claire..."

"Yeah?" I asked, still catching my breath. God, I was out of shape, I reminded myself to schedule more days at the gym with Lorenzo, my trainer.

He handed me the newspaper and I gasped, putting my hand up to my mouth as I read the headline.

Love blossoming for Edwards and Carter?

A picture of Nathan and I from the party over the weekend was splattered across the front page. His hand on my wrist and our eyes locked. You'd have to be blind not to see some sort of chemistry in the picture.

"No wonder they were so persistent," I finally clued in. I took out my phone and called Emma immediately.

"Hello?"

"Em! I need your help, I'm in trouble."

She sat up from her position on her couch, "did you get arrested?"

I pulled the phone from my ear, giving it a weird look, "what? No, there's a newspaper that Nathan and I are on the cover of and its hinting at our relationship."

Emily grabbed her laptop and typed in Claire's name and sure enough, a handful of articles were written about that night.

"Shit," she muttered. "Where are you right now?"

I looked around, not really sure, "in an alleyway not too far from 22 Bowens," I replied.

Emily shut her laptop and stood up, "ok, send me your location and I'll pick you up."

I hung up the phone and let out a long sigh. Nathan pulled me into a hug, "I'm sorry."

"Nathan, what are we going to do? We have to do some sort of damage control."

"I think we should keep some distance for now," he replied sadly.

Tears threatened to escape my eyes. We don't get to see each other often because of our busy schedules, now our date nights were going to be less?

He tightened his arms around me, knowing I didn't like his suggestion, "I'm sorry," he repeated.

Beth

I placed the mop and bucket back into the cleaning closet and turned off all the lights. Curious about the time, I pulled out my phone.

The time read 3:00 am and I sighed. It was too late for any buses to be running and I was too broke to call a taxi or an uber. Looks like I was walking home tonight.

With heavy footsteps, I checked the front door of the bar, making sure it was locked before I put on my hoodie and my hat. I tucked my blonde hair into the cap, walking around this late at night wasn't safe, especially on a weekend, so I always dressed a little more masculine. I could handle myself just fine, but I wouldn't want mom to worry about me.

Looking one last time to make sure I secured the place, I looked at the empty bar and exited from the back. I didn't need to lock the back door knowing that it locked automatically once it closed.

I started walking through the alley, holding my breath trying not to breath in the smell of the dumpsters. I hated walking down here, especially at night. There were rats, raccoons, and sometimes intoxicated people doing questionable things if you catch my drift.

As I got closer to the main road, I saw two dark figures in some sort of embrace. Oh God, I hope they're not having sex. I don't know how many times I've had to break a moment up. Not only is it awkward to see, but it's also awkward that I was totally clock blocking.

"Excuse me, you can't do that here," I tried saying in an authoritative voice.

They pulled apart, the taller one walking towards me shining the flashlight from his phone in my face.

I immediately tensed, looking around for a weapon just in case he decided to become violent. But the only thing that seemed useful was a banana peel that was thrown off to the side. But I thought against it because it would've probably made him angrier if I threw it at him anyway.

I shielded my eyes from the light, "hey can you turn that off?"

He ignored my request, "I'm sorry, but can I ask for a favor?"

I was about to answer no thank you, I'm not interested in whatever you were just partaking in but he continued.

"I just need you to escort this woman into the car," he pointed to the person behind him.

Suddenly, a black SUV pulled up and a petite woman jumped from the driver's seat, running towards the other person.

"I'm sorry, I wish I could help you, but I don't even know you and this all seems really sketchy," I said.

He shined the light on his face revealing a very handsome businessman, Nathan Carter.

"Omg," I slapped my hands over my mouth so hard it knocked my cap off, releasing my blonde hair from its captive.

He picked up my cap and handed it to me, "I'm Nathan Carter, and I really just need you to ride with her. I'm not supposed to be seen with her," he gestured to our outfits, "and our clothes seem almost identical to each other."

I opened my mouth to decline again but he pulled out his wallet, "please," he pulled out a wad of bills, "I'll give you $400."

$400?! To just ride in a car? I had half a mind to turn down his offer but I really needed the money. Rent was passed due and I was running out of food.

"Fine," I answered hoping I didn't end up dead by dawn.

He thrust the money in my hand and I put the cap back on my head, not caring about putting my hair up.

"Claire, this girl is going to ride with you. This will all work out," I heard him whisper.

The girl nodded and they shared another hug before pulling away.

I walked with the 2 women into the car while Nathan Carter stayed hidden in the dark alley.

"I'll wait a couple of minutes after you leave, then I'll go home. Just in case," he told the two girls.

I shut the car door and the car started moving. The car ride was silent and awkward. All I really wanted to do was tuck and roll out of it, but knowing my luck, I'd probably get caught in the seat belt so I decided not to.

My eyes made contact with the driver. She smiled, "hi, I'm Emily and that's Claire in the back."

I turned to the passenger next to me and immediately recognized who it was.

"Hello," she greeted with a warm smile and red-rimmed eyes. She looked so sad and my heart kind of hurt looking at her.

"Nice to meet you guys, I'm Beth," I said in a quiet voice.

Emily chuckled awkwardly behind the wheel, "so sorry about tonight, Beth. I promise it's not this eventful all the time." She stopped at a red light and turned to look at me, "can I drop you off somewhere?"

"Actually, that would be great," I gave her my address, thankful that I didn't have to walk home tonight.

Emily parked the car outside my apartment and I got out, "thanks for the ride."

"Not at all," Emily answered.

I looked at Claire and she still had the same sad eyes. "I hope you feel better," I blurted.

Embarrassed for possibly stepping out of line, I closed the door and walked to the front of my apartment, not daring to look back.

Once I got inside, I laid down on my bed. This was a weird night, I almost fought a guy, almost got fired, helped Nathan Carter, and rode in a car with Claire Edwards. If you told me this morning this is how my night would end I wouldn't believe you.

My eyelids were heavy as sleep beckoned for me, the last thing I remember seeing before I drifted to sleep were the sad green eyes of Claire Edwards.




[A/N]: Thanks for reading :)



Chapter 3
 
Claire

I woke up to the sound of my alarm, groaning I rolled over trying to silence it without opening my eyes.

I didn't sleep well, which wasn't a surprise seeing as Nathan and I agreed that being seen with each other was too risky at the moment.

My heart hurt knowing that Nathan's father, George had a hold on his son's life to the point where it affected mine as well.

I pulled a robe on and went to the kitchen to pour myself a cup of coffee.

I heard the elevator ding knowing that it was Em. Looking in a mirror, I was thankful that the only thing I had scheduled today was with my trainer at the gym. I looked tired.

"Claire!" I heard Emily shriek.

"In here!" I called from the kitchen.

I saw Emily scurrying into the kitchen carrying her laptop and her phone, "we have a huge problem."

My face went white, "did they find out about me and Nathan's relationship?"

"No, worse," she answered opening her laptop. "We need to do a conference call with Nathan."

My heart started beating fast, if we had to do a conference call with Nathan then it was a problem.

He picked up after the second ring, his face happy at seeing my face, "good morning, beautiful." I took the laptop and sat on the couch grinning, "good morning handsome."

"Urgh it's too early for you guys to be this gross," Emily commented.

"Stop being mean," I countered, "now what has got your panties in a twist so early in the morning?"

"My undergarments are none of your concern, Claire," she threw her phone literally at my chest, "read this," she grabbed the laptop to explain the situation to Nathan.

"Um, ow," I picked up the phone from my chest, rubbing where it hit.

"That so didn't hurt, you have enough boobage for the both of us," she said.

"Pervert," I muttered, placing a protective hand over my chest.

I stared at the phone and for a minute it didn't register what I was reading.

Who is Claire Edwards' blonde beauty? 

The image of the girl getting into the car with me and a grainy picture of Nathan and I hugging in the alley filled the screen of the phone.

My eyes went wide as I realized that they thought the girl was my date that night and they thought it was her I was hugging in the alleyway.

"We need to find her Emily, did you get her name?" I heard Nathan say from the laptop.

Em scrunched her face, "Beth! Her name was Beth! I have her apartment address too."

"Great, I'll send someone over and meet you there?"

Emily nodded her head.

"Can I see Claire for a minute?"

I walked in front of the screen looking at my boyfriend. "Hey honey, this just got a little more complicated but it'll all work out," it sounded like he was trying to convince himself more than me.

I nodded my head, not saying anything. A small voice was heard in the background and I saw Nathan's face turn hard before returning to the screen, "sorry love, I have a meeting I have to go to. I love you!"

The screen went black before I got a chance to say anything back, so I folded it feeling dejected.

"Mmhmm," I heard Emily say with an incredible amount of sass behind me.

I rolled my eyes, "please don't start." I closed my eyes and started rubbing my temples, "can we just get today started please?"

My mind went back to the girl, Beth? That's what Em said her name was. I didn't really get a good look at her in the dark but I could make out a feminine body shape and long blonde hair that went down her shoulders and back.

What I absolutely remembered was her saying she hoped I felt better with kind eyes before a blush crept on her face. It was actually kind of cute. I didn't get a chance to thank her because she closed the door so fast and walked into her apartment.

Beth

I walked down the street feeling like a million bucks. I just scored another job as a music instructor just down the street from my apartment at a music school.

The bartending job was a great gig, but it didn't cover all of my living expenses. Hopefully, with 2 incomes, it'll be easier.

I walked to the entrance doors of my apartment when I heard a deep voice from behind me.

"Excuse me, are you Beth James?" I turned around to a guy shaped like Arnold Schwarzenegger.

"I didn't take a loan from anyone," I replied slightly intimidated.

He looked taken aback at first but cracked a small smile, "oh no, I'm not that kind of bodyguard. Mr. Carter said he had business with you," he gestured to a dark tinted car behind him. The window rolled down and sure enough, Nathan smiled, coaxing me into the car.

I nodded my head as I walked to the car. Nathan Carter has business with me? What could he possibly want from me?

Claire

I watched as Nathan and Joseph, his bodyguard ushered Beth into my penthouse choosing to sit at the dining room table rather than the living room so we could all see each other.

My eyes raked over Beth, in the light I could tell that she looked young, her blonde hair styled into loose curls, and her pale blue eyes more noticeable in the light. She was wearing a dress shirt tucked into a pencil skirt and black heels. Quite the opposite of the girl I met in the alleyway a couple nights ago. Who was this girl?

"Claire," I heard Emily's voice call for me. She gestured to sit next to her at the table, across from Beth.

She gave me a small smile as I sat down and Nathan started to conduct this meeting.

"Now before we start, Beth, I need you to sign an NDA." He handed her a sheet of paper and a pen.

"Why?" She frowned.

"Because what we are about to discuss cannot be shared outside of the 5 people present."

She rolled her eyes and signed the paper.

Nathan rubbed his hands at the small victory, "excellent. Now, Claire and I have a relationship."

I watched for her reaction but her face showed no emotion.

"It's not a public relationship and we've been secretly dating for a while."

She raised an eyebrow, "ok? Congratulations, I'm happy for you and all, but where exactly do I fit in this equation?"

I hid a smile behind my stoic face, this girl had an attitude but Nathan didn't let it bother him if it did he didn't show it.

"I'm glad you asked that you see, the night we all met in the alley, there were pictures taken that none of us are aware of." He handed her the laptop showing her the pictures, "they think it was you and Claire hugging."

I watched her shrug, "girls hug all the time."

"Yes, but a group of paparazzi also saw Claire and I kiss. Whether or not they got a picture of that is unknown. They think that you and Claire were the ones caught in a kiss, on a date, and caught hugging in the alleyway."

I stared back at Beth, hoping she'd have a reaction but her face didn't betray any emotion. This girl could easily become an actress or a businesswoman with how stoic her expression was.

"Now, for my proposal is for you to pretend to be Claire's public lover."

"WHAT?" we both say at the same time.

This wasn't what I thought was going to happen. I thought we were going to just pay her to be quiet.

I looked at Beth again and this time her mouth was open slightly and speechless. It was good to know that I wasn't the only one freaking out about this.

"Nathan, this isn't what we talked about..." I said quietly.

His eyes found mine, "I know. But it's the best option for us."

I heard Em scoff quietly at his comment.

"That's all fine and dandy," Beth commented sarcastically, "but I'm not a lesbian."

"Neither am I," I added.

Nathan nodded thoughtfully, "you can choose whatever sexuality you are most comfortable with, However, you are still lovers."

Beth shook her head, "this is too weird, I can't do this."

"Not even for $500,000? You get half of it up front and half of it when it's done." Nathan disclosed.

Beth's eyes went wide as Nathan slipped her a contract.

"How long would we be in a 'relationship'" I asked.

Nathan took a deep breath, "4 months."

4 months. Thats approximately 121 days, that's a third of a year! Not only was I supposed to stay away from Nathan for 4 months, but I had to pretend I was in a relationship with this stranger. She could be a serial killer for all we know!

I watched Beth's eyes read the contract her jaw tense as her eyes read the clauses. She wasn't actually thinking about doing this, right?

Beth

As I reached the bottom of the contract, I couldn't help but make a comment, "no offense, but some of these clauses are stupid."

I saw Claire crane her neck, trying to see which ones I probably thought were stupid.

"Which ones?" Nathan asked.

"I have to move in with Ms. Edwards, go to every social outing with Ms. Edwards, show an appropriate amount of PDA when in public." I read out loud. "Why do I have to move out? And I have to go to every social outing? I have a life too."

"It's to keep up with appearances," Emily replied softly.

"Fine, but I refuse to do number 5, 'quit any job I currently have'." I crossed my arms across my chest, "absolutely not."

"It's just for a little bit," Nathan argued.

"And the people at the bar are my family," I retaliated.

There was silence in the air as Nathan and I sat glaring at each other.

"Let her keep her job," Claire concluded. "She"ll need some sort of familiarity for the time being."

I turned to her, shocked that she was on my side instead of her boyfriend's. "I'll let go of the music teaching job, but I'm keeping the bartender one," I compromised. Claire nodded her head.

"Fine, but Joseph goes in with you every time," Nathan said in a firm voice.

"I don't need a babysitter," I spat back

"That's not what we mean," Claire tried smoothing it over, "if you agree to this, your privacy will be compromised. We're talking about paparazzi and regular people asking questions not only about our relationship but personal questions about yourself." She gestured to Mr. Muscle man with an open palm, "Joseph is there to make sure they don't overstep or get too rough."

I don't know what it was about this woman, but it made me succumb to everything she wanted. 


I stared at the contract, this was crazy. A fake relationship for money? This couldn't be real. But I thought of mom and Charlie back in Chicago. Where they live even worse than I did. If I took the money, I could send them more money, hell, I could move them out here with me. We could live comfortably for a while.

"Where do I sign?" I picked up the pen.

Nathan smiled, "on the dotted line, sweetheart."



[A/N]: Thanks for reading :)



Chapter 4
 
Beth

Do you know what's worse than moving? Nothing. I don't understand how people love doing this.

I spent the last 2 days folding clothes, packing up all my stuff into boxes, and talking to the superintendent about breaking my lease. He wasn't very happy about that. 

I looked at the multiple boxes that littered my floor and put my hands on my hips. I shook my head as I sighed, I couldn't believe that I packed everything up, only to unpack all of it once I got to Claire Edwards' house, which by the way I still can't believe is happening.

I thought back to when I signed that contract, an uncomfortable feeling in my stomach but I just thought it was that breakfast burrito I had this morning.

There was a knock at my door that interrupted my thoughts about my questionable bowel movements.

I opened the door to Emily and Mr. Muscle man - whose name I learned is Joseph - walked in smiling, "what can we do to help?" Emily asked.

"Oh you don't need to help," I gestured to my now empty apartment and a few boxes, "as you can see, I don't have a lot of things to move."

Joseph picked up a box, "perfect, that means we won't have to do too many trips," he smiled at me.

I nodded as Emily and I picked up boxes, "is it weird that even though I pretty much packed my life into these boxes, I still can't believe this is real?"

We walked down the hallway and waited for the elevator. Emily laughed, "its definitely not just you, Claire was freaking out about it the last couple of days too."

"Do you think this is a bad idea? This whole contract relationship thing I mean," we stepped onto the elevator and traveled down to the ground floor.

Emily waited for me to exit, "I can't say that it's a normal occurrence, but that's why you and Claire have Joseph and I. It's our job to make sure it goes smoothly for the next month."

She must have seen the apprehensive look on my face because she grinned at me, "and don't worry, we're really good at our jobs." She dropped the box into the back of the SUV and walked back into the apartment.

"I hope so," I mumbled to myself as I watched her leave.

Claire

"I can't wait to work with you," I shook the director's hand.

"Likewise, I've seen your work, Claire and I have to say, you're one of the best especially for an up and comer," he replied.

I nodded as he gave my hand one more squeeze before turning his attention to another cast member.

We just finished the first table read for a new movie I was cast in. It wasn't a lead role, but I didn't care. I was just happy to have work at all especially as a teen actress who is venturing into more mature roles. 

I was on my way out when I was stopped by the lead actress of the movie, Jessica Davenport.

"Claire Edwards, it's so nice to finally meet you," she shook my hand, "I'm a fan."

My eyebrows shot up because, what? Jessica Davenport just said she was a fan? "Thank you so much, you have no idea how much I look up to you," I cringed at how much I sounded like a fangirl.

"That's so sweet," she beamed. She leaned forward making sure no one heard our conversation, "I don't usually listen to gossip or tabloids, but is it true?"

It took a minute for me to register what she was talking about and then it hit me, she was talking about Beth and me.

"It's a new relationship," I smiled weakly.

Jessica's face lit up, "of course! You should bring her to the set sometime, I'm sure everyone would love to meet her."

I laughed nervously, "will do."

"I'm sorry, I'm just so happy that we have more people in the media who aren't afraid of being who they are, who will show who they love unapologetically."

"I really can't take all the credit though," I backtracked, feeling bad that we were lying to literally everyone, "we were both kind of outed."

Jessica put a reassuring hand on my shoulder, "if you ever need to talk, I'm a great listener." She smiled, "of course my husband would disagree though." She was suddenly ushered away by the production manager, but she gave me a small wave.

I sighed, this was a bad idea. I have to talk to Em and find a way to nullify this agreement. My mind suddenly thought of Nathan and our conversation the day Beth and I signed the contract.

Nathan pulled me aside, "this next 4 months is really going to put a strain on our relationship, but I know this will only make it stronger."

"We'll still have at least 1 date a month right?" I asked hopefully. 

He pulled my face into his, giving me the softest kiss, "I think we should take a break, just to be safe. I don't want to leave any traces."

"A break?" I repeated, "you want to take a break from our relationship?" My voice suddenly hoarse.

"Not like that, just think of it as a vacation from me," he tried joking to lift my mood.

"I don't want a vacation from you," I insisted. "Nathan, I don't know about this, I don't know why Beth and I have to be in a relationship. And I hate that we're lying to people."

"Honey, technically we've been lying for years." 

I gave him a pointed glare, "I'm serious, Nathan."

He cupped my cheeks, "if the public knows that you're in a relationship with another woman, then our relationship will never cross their minds."

"What if this deal affects our relationship in a bad way?" I asked in a small voice.

He shook his head, "I have faith in our relationship and to show that," he pulled out a ring from his pocket, "a promise ring, Claire. Because I know that you're the one for me. Just please bear with it for a little bit."

My face brightened at the sight of it, sure it wasn't an engagement ring, but a promise ring signified just as much. If our relationship could survive the next 4 months, we could survive anything. 

I played with the promise ring that was currently dangling from a necklace on my neck. Nathan encouraged me to wear it as a necklace instead of my finger for fear that people might ask about it.

Emily pulled up in front of the studio. "How was the table read?" She asked as I jumped in the passenger seat.

"Good, Jessica Davenport said she was a fan of mine," I commented trying to contain my excitement.

"Look at you, Miss Starlet," she joked. As we got closer to my place, Em spoke up, "Joseph and I helped Beth pack. She seems really down to earth." She pulled into the parking garage and we both climbed out of the car.

"Well for half of a million dollars, I'm sure she is," I said. I immediately felt guilty, I didn't know her and here I was judging her.

"Wow that was kind of mean," Emily spoke, "and for the record, I wouldn't want to be in a relationship with you. Not even for $500,000."

"You're not exactly my type either, Em," I laughed.

We arrived at the top of the building just as Joseph and Beth finished bringing in the last of her stuff.

The living room floor had about 6 boxes, was this all she had?

"Hi Beth," I greeted.

"Hey," she said standing up straight. 

I walked to the extra room I kept as an office that I cleared out for her, "it's not much, but you can use this room."

She nodded her head and picked up a box, "thanks." She walked past me and I could smell the shampoo she used. She smelled good, wait. Is that weird? no right? I watched her walk into her new room, her mouth was wide open. 

"This is my room? This room is bigger than my apartment," Beth stared in awe. 

I leaned onto the doorframe and crossed my arms, I tried to stifle a smile at how cute she looked. Wait. What? 

I stood up straight and cleared my throat, "Joeseph, would you like to stay for dinner?"

"No thank you, Claire. The Missus is waiting for me at home," he smiled.

Beth left her room to pick up another box but not before giving Joeseph a high five, "thanks for your help today, Joe. I'll see you tomorrow?"

He returned her high five, "see you tomorrow."

When did they get close? They've only known each other for a couple of hours.

I turned to Emily, "you're staying for dinner right, Em?" I asked with pleading eyes.

Emily gave me a weird look before she finally answered, "yeah, I guess I can stay for dinner."

I let out a breath of relief, "excellent," I clapped my hands, "pizza for dinner?" I asked my two guests.

Beth finished moving her boxes into her room, "pizza sounds great," she responded dusting her hands.

I turned to Emily who was already looking through the menu of our favorite pizza place. "I'll be back in a second, I'm just going to change out of these clothes."

Beth nodded giving me a smile before walking over to Emily to help decide on a pizza topping.

I peeled the outfit I wore for the table reading today and was about to grab an old pair of sweatpants when I stopped. Instead, I chose a pair of yoga pants and a fitted v neck t-shirt. I looked in the mirror before leaving my bedroom.

Wait, why did I care so much about what she thought of me? I didn't get to think too much about it because Em called me from the kitchen.

"Claire! The pizza's here!"

I let out a breath as I prepared myself for an awkward dinner.

Beth

"So Beth, is your full name Bethany?"

I set the plate that had a slice of pizza on the table just at Claire sat down at the table. She gave me a polite smile.

"No, its short for Elizabeth," I answered.

Emily took a bite from the slice, "that's interesting. Most people I know prefer the nickname Liz."

I winced at the nickname but I hoped Claire or Emily didn't notice. Instead, I nodded as I sipped my water, "in middle school, there were 3 Elizabeths in my class including me. One girl was Ellie, another girl was Liz, and I was Beth."

Emily laughed and I could have sworn I saw Claire giggle as well, but I wasn't sure. "How cute," Emily commented.

I shrugged, "eventually we all ended up at different high schools but at that point, I got so accustomed to the name Beth that it's what I prefer now."

Emily nodded thoughtfully while she took another slice.

"Duly noted," I heard Claire say. I turned to her surprised that she actually wanted to join the conversation.

I put my slice down, contemplating on whether or not to ask my question. I somehow mustered up the courage and cleared my throat, "can I ask a question?"

Claire and Emily both gave me their undivided attention.

"Why me? I mean, you guys don't know anything about me. I could be a serial killer."

"Well, are you?" Claire asked.

I frowned, "no."

"Perfect, neither am I," Claire smiled, "looks like we have something in common."

"Hardly," Emily interjected. She turned to me, "to answer your question, we looked into your file before we asked you to sign the contract."

"What file?" I asked.

"We looked at your public profile and ran a criminal background on you," Emily answered.

Holy crap, they sure did their homework.

"Well then can I see your files?" I asked Claire.

She gave me a weird look before shaking her head, "anything you want to know you can just ask me."

"But what if I wanted to know if you're a criminal," I argued.

"I just told you I wasn't a serial killer," she countered.

"But you never said anything about not being a criminal," I pointed out with a smirk.

Claire smiled at our small banter and it made me proud. Like, to the point where I'd probably put it on my rèsume or something.

Emily tried to not smile as well, "I can assure you that Claire is neither a serial killer or a criminal." She paused, "but I'd keep her away from the kitchen. Something always ends up burning under her watch and if you don't get to the fire extinguisher in time, she might be tried for arsenal." 

Claire threw a piece of crust at her, "that was one time! And I didn't burn the entire place down, just a part of it."

I laughed liking this side of Claire. Who knew that the elegant actress Claire Edwards that I saw on the screen was a terrible cook?

Claire rolled her eyes before turning her attention to me, "can I have another slice, please?"

I grabbed the second box and opened it up for her.

Her face wrinkled in disgust, "um, what's this?" She pointed to the yellow toppings on the pizza.

"Pineapple," I answered taking a slice for myself. I gestured towards the box.

"Just try it," Emily encouraged, "If you don't like it, just pick it off."

Claire hesitantly grabbed a slice and took a careful bite, chewing twice before swallowing. She lifted her glass of water to her lips, rinsing her pallet.

She shook her head, "that was gross," she concluded, picking the pineapple bits off.

I shrugged, "may I?" I pointed to the pineapple she extracted from her slice.

She slid her plate towards me as I scooped up the discarded fruit and slid it back towards her.

"Pineapple on pizza is your serial killer trait," she mumbled.

I laughed, "or maybe not having it on yours is your serial killer trait."

She narrowed her eyes at me smiling, "touchè."

I smiled to myself. Claire was actually really easy to get along with. If the next couple of months were going to be like this, then it would be easy peasy.

Claire

"So Beth, what is it that you do?" I heard Em ask as I loaded the dishwasher. "Your files said that you work as a bartender?"

"Yeah, I work there as a bartender and sometimes a waitress," she replied. "Why do you ask?"

Emily shook her head, "it's just when you came to sign the contract that day, you were dressed a little too formal to be a waitress or a bartender."

I remembered the exact outfit she was wearing and it made me wonder too what she did during the day if she was working at the bar at night.

"Oh that, I just finished a job interview for a music school," she explained. "I feel like it would be frowned upon if I wore my casual clothes to a job interview."

So she's a musician. That's kind of hot.

Wait, what? No, I didn't mean hot as in hot. I meant hot as in cool.

Yeah...that's it

"I'm sorry we made you quit that job as soon as you got it," I apologized.

She waved a hand dismissing me, "don't worry about it."

"So I'd like to talk about work schedules," Em started, falling into manager mode. "I'd like if we could compare you and Claire's work schedules for the duration of the contract, that way we can plan what events you'll need to be present for and when we plan the 'breakup'" she used air quotations on the last word.

Beth nodded, "my schedule's pretty flexible but I usually work every evening."

Em nodded as she looked through her phone for my schedule, "that's a little difficult seeing as all the events we need you with Claire is in the evenings."

"Again, my schedule's flexible. I'm sure Dave wouldn't mind, not after my last shift anyway," Beth pursed her lips.

"What happened during your last shift?" I asked suddenly curious.

"I may have manhandled a customer in an arm lock," she said quietly.

Emily laughed out loud as I stared wide-eyed at her. Beth was only a couple inches taller than me and we had almost the same physique. I was completely mind-boggled at that, that I almost didn't hear the rest of the conversation.

"To be fair, it was completely self-defense," Beth said with her hands up in surrender.

Em wiped a tear from her eye, "if it was in self-defense, then I don't see what the problem is."

Beth played with her fingers in her lap, looking down nervously, "it may have happened multiple times before."

Just as Emily calmed down, Beth's confession started her up again, "looks like you really don't need Joeseph," she said between laughs.

I nudged Emily from her chair, "stop it, Em."

She stood up from the floor, breathing out deeply as she chuckled lightly, "well, that was my ab workout for the day, thanks, Beth."

"I'm here for you," Beth responded clearly amused with the situation.

"Ok," Emily started as she took her seat again, "we'll need you to attend at least 2 award ceremonies. The first one is  2 weeks from now, and the second is the week after I believe. Then a handful of small public appearances would be great, but those could be done during the day."

"2 award parties and some day dates, got it," Beth confirmed.

Em smiled, "Claire has an interview tomorrow afternoon, to confirm your relationship and talk about the new movie. You don't have to come, but I think it would look good if you did."

My body tensed, forgetting that I was doing the interview tomorrow.

"Yeah, I'll come. I don't have anything to do tomorrow but work," Beth replied.

"Excellent!" Emily clapped her hands, "you both need to be in hair and makeup by noon, ok? I scheduled Marquise to be here a little earlier for wardrobe."

Beth nodded and stifled a yawn, "sounds good. If you'll excuse me, I think I'm going to call it a night. Moving really takes up a lot of energy."

I smiled politely as Emily gave her a small wave. I waited until I heard her door close and grabbed Emily's hand. "Em, please stay the night."

"What?"

"It's too awkward to be around her let alone pretend that we're in a relationship."

Emily peeled my fingers from her hand, "it's just for a little while. Think of her as a roommate. Of course, it'll be awkward in the beginning but give it some time and you guys will be like two peas in a pod."

"A roommate, peas in a pod," I repeated. Yeah, I could do that. Lots of people here have roommates right?

"A roommate that everyone will think you bone occasionally," Em cackled.

I threw a pen at her, "I take back my invitation to stay over."

She picked up her bag, "oh darn, whatever will I do?"

I walked her to the elevator, "but what if this doesn't work? What if people dont believe it?"

Emily stepped into the elevator, "then you sell it to them Claire. You're the actress remember? Just think of it as a role."

The elevator doors started closing, "tootles," she wiggled her fingers pretentiously.

Soon, I was left alone staring at the elevator doors. This was it. tomorrow afternoon, Beth and I will come out to the world. I put my head in my hands, why is life so complicated?


[A/N]: Wow this chapter is so late, I'm sorry. I'm still trying to figure out the best uploading schedule, so please bear with me lol I'm hoping to have the next chapter up by the weekend :)



Chapter 5
 
Beth

"No, I am not wearing that," I said looking at the outfit Claire's stylist held up.

"And why the hell not?" He snapped.

"Because it looks like something I'd wear to my funeral," I snapped back.

Marquise scoffed, "do you have any idea who designed this?"

I rolled my eyes, "Beyonce could've crapped that out for all I care and I still wouldn't wear it." which was a lie because if Beyonce did crap it out I'd at least consider it because...duh it's the Queen Bee.

Marquise was livid, literally shaking but I didn't care.

"Why can't I go like this?" I gestured to my current outfit. I had black skinny jeans with a cropped band tee and my low cut converse on my feet.

"Because you look like an angsty teenager, who has no business being with an actress like Claire," he threw the outfit at me which I caught. "Now put this on."

I was about to cuss him out when Claire came out of the makeshift changeroom in the living room wearing a white dress that came up just above the knee and nude heels.

"What's all the commotion about? It sounded like world war 3 was about to start."

I couldn't lie, she looked pretty but then again, she always looked pretty, which would be really annoying if Claire wasn't so nice all the time.

"Why does she get to wear that, while I'm stuck with this...mess?" I held the outfit up to my body and cringed in the mirror.

I heard Claire laugh as she looked through the rack of clothes against the wall. 

"Because I trust her with her fashion choices," he waved a sassy finger at me, "you, not so much."

Before I had a chance to retaliate, a hanger was thrust into my hands, replacing the one Marquise gave me.

"Try this one, I think it would suit you better," Claire said.

I let out a frustrated sigh as I slipped into the change room.

"Claire, honey. I love you and I said that I trust your fashion choices, but your choice in women is questionable. At least her fashion choices are," I heard him say.

Claire giggled, "she keeps me on my toes."

"I'm sure she does," he replied unamused.

I finished putting on the outfit and stepped out.

Claire's eyes landed on me and her eyes lit up, "you look great!" She beamed.

I looked in the mirror and I had to admit, I didn't look too bad. Gone was the cropped top, skinny jeans, and chucks. In its place was a striped navy blue and white top, a fitted navy blue blazer, white shorts, and white heels. It wouldn't be my go-to outfit but I was seriously considering changing up my style now that I knew I looked good in something other than skinny jeans.

Marquise grunted as he started putting outfits back into garment bags. I strode over to Claire and leaned in, "Claire, I don't want to tell you how to live your life, but I think you should fire bozo over there." Claire laughed out loud.

Marquise's head snapped to us and it honestly scared the crap out of me. This guy had to be part owl or something. "I heard that!"

"Good! You were supposed to," I stuck my tongue out at him.

Marquise narrowed his eyes at me while Claire continued laughing quietly. "Thank you for saving me from wearing that awful outfit," I whispered.

"You're welcome."

She smiled but then it faded a little, "shoot I forgot my earrings in my room," she walked to her room taking small fast steps.

"You know, believe it or not, I like you," Marquise said as he zipped up the last bag.

I eyed him. Well, this was awkward because I'm pretty sure he was gay. I cleared my throat, "sorry I'm taken."

He rolled his eyes, "not like that," he looked me up and down, "you're gorgeous but you're lacking a specific male part I'm attracted to."

I shuddered as he laughed. "But you have some sass in you which I love," he smiled. "God knows Claire needs someone like you in her life."

I was about to ask what he meant when Claire came into the room, putting her earrings on, "are you ready to go?"

"Yeah, let's do this," I exhaled.

Claire

Beth sat in the chair next to me while Natalie and Sara worked on her.

I stared at the questions that were going to be asked in my lap, practicing my answers in my head. Satisfied with my answer, I looked down at the next question and gulped.

How did you and your girlfriend meet?

Well, we couldn't tell them the truth, so it looks like we had to come up with a lie. I looked up to see if Beth was done and my heart skipped a beat.

Why? I don't know, maybe it was something I ate.

Beth was easy on the eyes, she didn't need to do her hair or makeup for people to notice her, but my goodness, seeing her dolled up made me feel like a potato next to her.

"Elizabeth is it?" Natalie asked.

Beth nodded her head.

"Have you ever thought of becoming an actress? I'm almost 100% sure your looks could rival even some of the actresses in the industry now."

Beth blushed, "thank you, but my girl will always be at the top, right Claire?" She looked at me in the mirror.

It was my turn to blush and my mouth apparently couldn't form any words so I just nodded my head.

Sara gasped, "ohmygosh are you guys dating?"

Beth nodded with a smile.

"That is so cute!"

"Trust me, I can't believe it either," I said quietly.

I saw Beth raise an eyebrow at me before Natalie announced that she was done.

Beth stared at herself in the mirror and smiled at both Natalie and Sara, "wow, you guys are miracle workers."

Natalie made a face, "hardly. We barely did anything."

They both moved to leave our dressing room but Sara stuck her head back in, "I'm so happy for you guys," she winked.

Then it was just Beth and me in the room alone. Ever since she moved in, we've never been alone and it was a little awkward.

"I'm sorry if I made you uncomfortable with that comment," she apologized. "Emily told me to lay it on thick today."

I cleared my throat," no, you did the right thing. Sorry, I'm still trying to get comfortable with it." I handed her the paper, "I think we should get our stories straight about how we met."

I watched as she read the questions, "we can say we met at the bar. It's not really a lie," she said her eyes still on the paper.

"But it's not the whole truth," I finished for her. "I like it."

She smiled before turning her attention back to the paper.

Beth

There was a knock at the door and one of the writers of the talk show asked Claire to get ready.

I got up from my seat and put an awkward hand on Claire's forearm, "knock em dead...honey." I saw her face tense up for a second before she put on a smile.

"Claire will do her interview for the movie, but how would you like to be interviewed as well?" The writer turned to me.

I could feel the color drain from my face. This wasn't part of the plan. I was just supposed to show up, get participation points, not actually have to go out there.

I looked to Claire for help but she looked just as shocked as I was. 

"S-sure," I smiled weakly.

"Great!! I'll get someone in here to mic you up in a couple minutes," she said.

Claire opened her mouth but she didn't get a chance to say anything because she was ushered out. She turned her head around and gave me a concerned look before she turned a corner. 

The door closed and that meant I only have a few minutes to myself. The only thing heard in the dressing room was the sound of my labored breathing, why was there no air in here?

I pulled out my phone quickly and dialed my mom's number. She picked up on the second ring.

"Hi, honey."

"Mom," I breathed out.

"What's wrong Elizabeth?"

I smiled into the phone, my mom didn't even need to see to know something was up.

"Mom, I'm going to be on the news tonight."

I heard her breathe heavily into the phone, "did you put another person in an arm lock?"

I rolled my eyes, "this isn't about that. Listen, mom, I'm about to do an interview but I wanted you to hear it from me first instead of somewhere else."

She waited for me to continue.

"Mom, I'm in a relationship with Claire Edwards."

There was silence on the other side for a couple seconds, "You're what? I didn't even know you were attracted to women, Beth."

I couldn't say anything, mostly because I didn't want to lie anymore to mom more than I had to. 

She must've taken my silence as shame because her voice softened, "honey, whether you brought home and boy or a girl I would've loved you just the same."

I winced at the hurt in her voice, "I don't know if I'm attracted to all women mom. But I do like Claire. This is all kind of confusing and overwhelming right now." I sighed into the phone, "it's a really new relationship, but I'm sorry I didn't tell you sooner."

She chuckled, "Oh honey don't worry about that. When can we meet her? Charlie misses you a lot, she asks about you almost every day."

I smiled at the comment. Charlie was my 10-year-old sister who looked up to me even though I told her a was a bad role model. 

There was a knock at the door and a head poked in with a mic pack. "Soon mom I promise I'll visit soon. I have to go now, give Charlie a hug for me," I hung up the phone giving the stage crew a smile, "sorry about that, you know how moms can be."

She smiled back, "no worries," she held up the battery pack and mic, "I just need to clip this into your shirt and bottoms." She walked towards me, clipping it on the lapel of my blazer. "If you want to follow me, you can wait backstage until I give you the green light."

I nodded nervously, "yeah, sure."

She led me into different hallways, past people with headphones and mics, and through a curtain. She signaled me to stop, "just wait right here until Jane calls your name," she whispered, I nodded absentmindedly staring at the monitor in front of me.

Claire sat cross-legged laughing politely at what Jane said. Beth studied Claire on the screen, she always looked so poised and sophisticated. She had no idea why Nathan Carter would want to hide their relationship because Claire Edwards was like the top 1% in Hollywood. She shrugged, it wasn't her business and she was getting paid to basically be around Claire.

"So Claire, you've been making headlines these days with your new movie." Jane waited a beat until she gave Claire a sly grin, "and the for your love life." 

I heard the audience cheer as they encouraged Claire to clarify.

I watched Claire nod, "yes, I've seen quite a few magazines with the same pictures," she laughed, "but she is someone who's really important to me." 

I was surprised, I've never seen Claire's movies so I wasn't familiar with her acting skills, but I thought Claire was really good. Even I believed everything Claire said and I knew about the whole scam. 

Jane smiled, "can I ask if you two are seeing each other?" 

Claire smiled and everyone in the audience held their breath, "we are." There was a collection of groans from the men and mostly applause from everyone else. 

Jane's eyes twinkled, "that's so good to hear, is it alright if you tell us something about her?" 

Claire giggled, "I think she could probably do a better job than I could." 

"Everyone please welcome Elizabeth James," Jane clapped standing up.

I was pushed gently from behind, my legs started moving like they had a mind of its own, and my mouth was suddenly very dry. Why did I think I can do this? 

Claire

I turned around in my chair with a smile to greet Beth but was met with a stone face. I watched her scan the crowd quickly with an uneasy smile and fear in her eyes. 

She kept the smile on her face as came closer, giving Jane a hug first, then she turned to me. I pulled her into my arms, giving her a kiss on the cheek, "breathe," I whispered in her ear, "I'm here." 

I watched her take an audible breathe giving me a smile before she turned to the audience giving a small wave. 

The applause finally calmed and we all took a seat. 

"Elizabeth, it's nice to meet you," Jane smiled.

"The pleasure's all mine," Beth smiled or tried to. I reached over the armrest of my chair and took her hand, trying to comfort her in some way. Her hand tensed under mine for a second, but then she visibly relaxed. 

Jane looked like she was going to go crazy, "I can't lie, you two look so adorable together." 

I urged Beth to answer with my hand. "Thank you," she laughed restlessly, "I'm sorry, I'm just really nervous." She turned to me, "but Claire somehow manages to calm me down," She offered me a grateful smile and for a minute we just stared into each other's eyes. Something about the way she stared at me was so intimate that it made my heart beat fast. 

I averted my eyes suddenly feeling shy and I looked out at the audience and they all had smiles on their faces, giddy at our moment. 

"So, how did you two meet? what's the story?" Jane asked as she leaned forward, anticipating the answer. 

Oh my God, the story. Beth and I didn't come up with a story. My mind was racing a mile a minute trying to formulate a story in my head. My thoughts were interrupted when I heard Beth's voice. 

"I saw her outside the bar I work at and when I first saw her," she put her hands up in front of her, "I swear, I couldn't breathe. As corny as it is to say, she literally took my breath away. I knew I just had to talk to her." She turned to me, "and to my surprise, she seems to like my company." 

Wow. She's good, I almost believed her. 

Beth leaned in close to Jane as if she was telling a secret, "she still doesn't know how bad I tricked her into dating me." 

The audience chuckled at her joke.

I swatted her arm in a joking way, "can you blame me?" I jerked a thumb in her direction, talking to Jane, "she's just so darn adorable. This one is such a charmer."

There was a collective "awww" from the audience and from Jane. 

"Well I'm rooting for this relationship and I'm sure the audience is too right?" She asked the crowd and they responded with loud cheering. "Thank you so much for coming, Claire and Elizabeth. Don't forget to check out Claire's movie 'Diamonds' it comes out November 30th!" 

"And, we're on break!" 

Two producers came up to Beth and I, taking off our mics. Jane twisted her body as a makeup artist did a touch-up, "I'm not going to lie when I first saw headlines about your relationship I didn't really believe it. But after seeing you two together," she smiled at them, "the chemistry is definitely there." 

"Thank you, we were a little worried about doing the interview so we're so glad that the news was well received," I answered. I stood up and gave Jane a hug, "thank you for being a great interviewer." 

"Not at all, thank you for agreeing to do the interview." Jane smiled at Beth and shook her hand, "it was nice meeting you Elizabeth." 

"The pleasure's all mine, I watch your show religiously." 

Jane's face brightened but before she could say another word, the producers yelled out, "1 minute, everyone!"

"And that's our cue to leave," I laughed. I walked with Beth back towards our dressing room when I felt a delicate hand on the small of my back. I instantly felt electricity run up and down my body. 

"it's just for show," I felt her hot breath on my neck and almost shivered. 

When we were in the clear, her hand left my body and I missed it. Why? I couldn't tell you but it was kind of weird. 



[A/N]: that really awkward moment when I was supposed to update last night but I fell asleep lol my bad...see you next week :) 



Chapter 6
 
Beth

After the interview, I decided to head to the bar a little early. It was 3 pm and we weren't open yet which was perfect. After that terrible incident that happened on national television, I needed a drink, or 5.

I walked around the bar to pour myself a tequila shot, while Joeseph sat in the corner of the room, not looking suspicious at all.

"Hey Joe," I tapped the counter, "have a drink with me."

"No thank you," he replied gruffly. Now that I've spent time with Joeseph, I know that there's a big softie somewhere underneath all that muscle.

"Come on, you're really going to make me drink alone after that awkward interview?" I watched for his reaction, "that, may I add, everyone will see in about 10 minutes when it airs?"

He sighed and put his hands on the table to lift himself up, "I'll keep you company but I'm not drinking. I'm on the clock, it's very unprofessional," I smiled at the fact that I even got him to come and sit with me.

"But you're right. I cringed while watching the interview live," he gestured to one of the many tv screens we had up around the bar, "now I get to watch it on tv again."

I nodded my head in agreement and took my shot of tequila. I winced at the burning sensation as it traveled down my throat. "Oh God, that's strong."

The front door suddenly opened and Eric walked in with Amy behind him. "Hey, Beth. What are you doing here? And what is up with your outfit?" I looked down at myself and realized that I hadn't changed from the studio.

"So she does have a sense of fashion," Amy commented, "but chooses to dress like a homeless man." Amy crossed her arms across her chest.

Choosing to ignore Amy because I had no energy to insult her, I turned to Eric and pointed to my empty shot glass, " it's been a long day."

Amy rolled her eyes dramatically, "it's only 3 in the afternoon."

"I'm so glad you can tell time, Amy." Because I honestly didn't think she could.

Eric stared down Joeseph at the bar, "who's this?"

I poured myself another shot, "Eric this is Joeseph. Joe, this is Eric." I knocked another shot back and grimaced as my it burned my throat and warmed the inside of my body.

Eric came around the bar, "hey, are you ok?" From the corner of my eye, I saw Amy clench her teeth in jealousy. I mean she had good reason to, I'm pretty sure Eric had a thing for me when they first started dating but it never went beyond friendship. I never go for anyone in a relationship anyway, well, other than Claire, but it was a contractual relationship. No romantic feelings whatsoever. 

Before I could answer, a familiar voice came from the TV and I started getting nervous.

"Claire Edwards everyone!" I heard on the TV. Eric reached behind and turned the volume up. "I can't wait to see that new movie she's in. It looks good," Eric commented.

"She's so pretty, but I heard she's a real bitch to work with, " Amy gossiped.

Everyone ignored her, as usual. I rolled my eyes. Claire was probably the nicest person I've ever met. It was rare to meet a celebrity that didn't fake the sincerity. 

As I stared at the screen I couldn't help but admire how elegant she looked. I was so distracted looking at Claire that I completely missed my part of the interview. Actually, maybe that wasn't such a bad thing. It was bad enough I had to go through it once, right?

When the show cut to commercials, Eric turned the tv off. Amy and Eric both turned to me slowly.

I pretended not to notice and turned to Joeseph, "so, Joe, hows the family?"

Eric leaped for me, grabbing my shoulders, "Beth! What the hell? Since when were you lesbian!"

Joe jumped out of his seat but I put a hand to stop him. I wriggled out of Eric's grip, "I don't know what I am, so, for now, I'm not going to label myself. But I do know that I like Claire." I mean I wasn't technically lying, right? Claire's pretty rad. "I mean, do I have to tell you what my sexual orientation is? you didn't come out and tell me you were straight or anything." I don't know why I was getting so worked up, I wasn't even into women. 

His eyes and his mouth were wide open and if this were any other situation I would've laughed at his face because he looked ridiculous.

"If you ask me, I don't know what she's doing with you, she could do soooooo much better," Amy commented as she checked her nails.

'Well, bitch, no one asked you' is what I really wanted to say but I know it would've started a fight and Eric would've yelled at me again for being mean to his girlfriend.

Instead, I put on a sweet smile, "well if you ask me, I think you should get a paper bag for your personality because it's hideous."

She clenched her jaw, "what do you know? I'm definitely a keeper."

"Yeah, in the basement," I retorted back. I heard Joe cough out a laugh.

"Baaaaaabe!" She whined. Her voiced grated against my eardrums. 

God, she's annoying, how does Eric put up with this?

"She's being mean again."

Normally, Eric would have moderated our fights but he was unusually quiet. I turned to him and found him staring at me. "Is it true, Beth?"

I raised an eyebrow at him, "of course it's true." It sucked that I had to lie to him but I signed a contract. "You saw me do the interview."

He exhaled as if he was still trying to wrap his head around it but he pulled me into a hug, "well then I'm happy for you." He pulled away slightly and smiled down at me, "so when can I meet her? I have to give her the mandatory best friend talk."

I pushed him away, "in that case, never." We laughed.

The door opened again and a handful of men walked into the bar.

"Excuse me, gentlemen, we're not open yet."

They ignored me and continued walking in, moving tables and chairs out of the way.

"Oh right, I forgot to tell you that Dave wants to build a stage," Eric said.

"A stage? For what?"

"The bar is going to try live music. Business hasn't been booming lately, y'know with bartenders beating up customers and stuff," he teased.

I rolled my eyes at his joke, "and Dave thinks that live music will help?"

"Think about it, local bands will bring in their own fan base while also giving themselves exposure. It's a win-win situation."

I crossed my arms over my chest. As a musician myself, I was thrilled that the bar was doing something like this. But if it didn't work out and it hurt the business more than help it, I couldn't help but worry about Dave. It was all he had left after his wife died a couple of years ago. 

"This will work, Beth. Stop worrying," he assured me.

"Why are you so confident about this?"

He flashed me one of his charming smiles, "because my band will be the house band. Other local bands are more than welcome to play, but we will be the house band."

I gave him a hug knowing that this was something him and his band were trying to book for months. "I'm so happy for you."

Amy cleared her throat, "then you're happy for me too, right?"

I raised an eyebrow at her but turned to Eric, "what is she talking about?"

Eric walked towards her and put his arm around her waist, "Amy's going to be our lead singer." Amy turned to me with a smug look on her face that I really wanted to slap off her face. 

Great, not only will I have to be around her while I work, but her annoying voice will be projecting from speakers throughout the bar now. 

 What made me even angrier was that she probably couldn't even sing, she probably just joined the band to keep an eye on Eric. She seems to think that I have a thing for him, which we obviously don't. She's just super paranoid.   

"Well, lucky me I guess," I commented as I poured myself another shot of tequila. My phone buzzed on the bar next to my hand, it was a notification on Instagram, saying I had a new follower. My hand drifted to it but froze when I saw the name on my screen. 

@ClaireEdwards has followed you.

Excuse me? what is this? My phone buzzed again, this time it was a text message from Emily. 

Emily: Hey Beth, you might've forgotten about our talk about social media, but I think you and Claire need a presence online as a couple.

Beth: Hi Emily, I'm sorry, it totally slipped my mind but I literally just got Claire's follower notification. 

Emily: No worries! lol I keep forgetting you're not managed by anyone. Would you like me to manage you? unpaid of course because you're doing Claire a huge favor. 

Beth: Really? I'd love that, thank you

Emily: Of course, I'll be in touch soon :)

I clicked on the Instagram icon and remembered that Claire followed me. I clicked on my own profile curious about what Claire would see when she clicked on my profile. And I guess to make sure I didn't have anything embarrassing up. 

Don't lie, you do it too. 

As I scrolled through my profile, my eyes widened when I saw a  picture of Eric and I making funny faces at the camera years ago. But this wasn't the adorable funny face that most girls make in front of a camera, no, Eric and I committed to this picture. I smiled at the photo but remembered how ridiculous the picture was and deleted it, it was bad enough that I was getting sucked into the whole celebrity thing, I didn't need to bring anyone else down. 

Eric looked over my shoulder, "why'd you delete that picture? it was cute, wasn't it?" 

Amy glared at me but I rolled my eyes at her, "Yeah, I know, but I wanted to make sure that your privacy doesn't disappear like mine."

Eric looked unsure of my response but decided not to argue. I nodded to Joe, "Joe's here for protection, just in case things get a little rowdy. He can't protect both of us."

"Isn't that a little much? Not like anyone's going to recognize you or want anything from you. You're not worth anything, Claire is," Amy scoffed. 

I narrowed my eyes at her and whispered to Joe, "can you throat punch her real quick? I promise I won't tell Claire or Emily." I saw him bite back a smile as he shook his head sternly at me. I shrugged, "it was worth a shot."

I cleared my throat, "well, luckily for me, Claire seems to think otherwise." 

"I'd love to see her IQ score because it's got to be low to settle for you," Amy sneered. 

"and I'd love to shove my foot up -" 

"Ok!" Eric interrupted. "I'm going to count the inventory, make sure we have enough for tonight's crowd," he told me. "And you," he turned to Amy, "if you're not going to help me, go home. I can't referee your fights with Beth from the fridge."

Amy made a face as she kissed Eric and waved her fingers in the air as she left the bar. 

I poured myself as I heard the door slam, "how you didn't turn out to be an alcoholic when you started dating her is beyond me."

Eric watched me take the shot as he leaned on the bar with an amused smile, "she's not so bad and she's hot." I shook my head, "she's not hot enough to be that unlikeable." 

Eric nudged me, "well not all of us could date Claire Edwards." 

The mention of my relationship with Claire had me tipping another shot back, "slow down on those, Beth. You're going to wake up with a horrible hangover in the morning," Eric advised before he disappeared. 

I looked over at Joe who shook his head, "are you regretting signing the contract yet?" 

We both looked down at my phone, where my screen was going crazy with Instagram notifications. I looked up at him, "is it too late to back out?" He laughed as he watched me pour another shot. 

Claire

"Nice to see you, Ms. Edwards," one of the set directors smiled at me. 

"Hi," I answered back politely. I  saw a couple of the people on set looking at me a little strangely but I kind of just waved it off. 

I closed the door to my trailer and sat down in the makeup chair. I looked at my tired face in the mirror, it was only noon and I was already exhausted. The TV in the corner of the room was playing a replay of our interview. 

I heard applause and then Beth's voice came from the TV. I turned around in my seat when I heard her voice and was amazed at how great she looked on camera. Natalie was right, Beth looked amazing. 

My phone buzzed in my head and I looked to see that Emily texted me. 

Em: Yo! Just reminder that you and Beth should probably follow each other on Instagram. We can figure out when you guys should start posting couple pics in a little bit.  

Claire: Got it...what's her handle?

Em: BethJamesMusic

I clicked out of my messages and clicked the Instagram icon and searched for her. The familiar face showed up on my screen and I took a minute to look through her profile. I couldn't keep the smile off my face as I saw a picture of her and a guy. They were both making funny faces at the camera

Both of them looked happy and carefree. I looked closer at Beth's face and noticed that she looked younger. It was fascinating to see Beth in her younger years. 

I didn't notice the door open or Em talking to me until she threw a small pillow at the back of my head. 

I turned around in my chair and glared at her, "what the hell? when did you get here?" 

Emily rolled her eyes, "maybe if you weren't so distracted oogling your 'girlfriend's' social media, you would've noticed me calling your name."

I could feel my face get hot as I cleared my throat, "I was just doing research. Y'know just in case they ask me in my next interview what Beth's hobbies are."

Emily raised an eyebrow and had an amused smile on her face, "sure you are."

I watched as she opened the door but held onto the doorknob, "the next 4 months is going to be very interesting, don't you think?" She winked before she left, leaving me in my dressing room by myself. 

I felt my phone vibrate in my hand with notification from Instagram. 

@BethJamesMusic has followed you.

"Very interesting," I answered as I looked down at my phone.


[A/N]: I'm sorry for the late update...I really lost track of time lol...please continue reading lol 




Chapter 7
 
Claire

I was pulled from my sleep by my phone ringing on my nightstand. I groaned as I reached over and saw the time. The light illuminated my face and Emily and her sons' faces filled my screen. 

I swiped and put the phone up to my ear, "this better be important, Em. It is too early for any human interaction." I put a hand up to the bridge of the nose and closed my eyes, annoyed.

"Uh...did you forget that you had to be on set today?" She asked.

My eyes snapped open and I jumped out of bed, "holy shit, holy shit, holy shit." I bolted out of bed and grabbed clean clothes. I was the newest actor on set and showing up late was the last thing I wanted to show everyone. 

I ran to the washroom and started brushing my teeth with on hand while I set the phone down, "just give me 5 minutes, I can be down in less than 5 minutes," I said with my mouth full of toothpaste. I started running my fingers through my hair, hoping it would tame it. 

I spit into the sink and washed my face, looking at my makeup-less reflection. Emily suddenly appeared standing in the doorway as she hung up the phone. "I've heard your 5-minute promise since college. I didn't believe it then and I don't believe it now." 

I wiped my face with a towel and grabbed the face moisturizer on the counter, "I'm pretty much done getting ready," I argued.

She raised an eyebrow and eyed my outfit, "so you're going to work in pajamas?"

I looked down at myself and realized I still hadn't changed. "Crap," I huffed as I pushed past her. I could hear her laughing as I ran back to my room. 

When I finally finished getting dressed, I ran to the kitchen and found Em leaning on the island casually drinking a coffee and reading a magazine. 

"Bish, we don't have time for coffee or leisure reading!" I whisper yelled knowing that Beth was most likely still sleeping. I was about to pull her towards the elevator when she tapped on her watch, "I changed the time on your phone, we have 45 minutes until you're expected to be on set."

I blinked, "what?" 

She turned back to the magazine, "you're late to everything, Claire. So, I found a solution," she answered not looking up from the page. "This is a cute picture, don't you think?" She flipped to the front page of the magazine and me and Beth's smiling faces were plastered on the front. 

I groaned as I poured myself a cup of coffee, "I could've been ready on time, you don't know that." 

She gave me an unimpressed look and shook her head, "the day you're on time is the day I'll give up day drinking."

I chuckled as I took a sip, "which you should probably do anyway, the amount of alcohol you consume is a bit concerning."

Em shrugged, "listen, I'm here for a good time, not a long time." 

I laughed out loud, "you're a mother, Em." 

"and I pray for the little monsters every day," she smiled. She drained her mug and smacked her lips, "ready to go?" 

I drained my mug and nodded, "all ready." I put our mugs in the sink but stopped, "wait, should I make breakfast for Beth?" 

Emily smirked, "you're really trying to play the part of Beth's girlfriend aren't you?"

I rolled my eyes, "It's just to make her more comfortable. She came in really late last night and I just thought it'd be nice if she woke up to some breakfast."

Emily raised an eyebrow, "and? You've never made me breakfast and I've been your best friend for years."

"I made you breakfast all the time in college! you were just too hungover to remember," I deadpanned. 

She narrowed her eyes at me, "what the hell? Why'd you stop?" 

I frowned, "you don't remember throwing a pancake at me? You threw it at my head and said you wanted french toast instead." I folded my arms across my chest, "after that I swore I was never going to make you breakfast ever again."

She tried to hold in a laugh, "I think I remember that" she nodded, "good times." She shook her head to clear the memories, "ok let's get a move on, lover girl."

I rolled my eyes but followed her towards the elevator. Ready to start my day. 

Beth

I woke up just before noon and smiled. There were a couple of good things about working at a bar, and waking up late was one of them. I stretched in bed and looked out the window. The sun was shining high in the sky, the sound of cars and traffic down below, and the view of the city greeted me. I admired the view for a second as I laid on my side, using my elbow to prop my head up. 

The view I had from my old apartment was the side of the building, so this was definitely an upgrade. 

I reached behind me for my phone and wasn't surprised when I saw the Instagram notifications on my phone. Ever since the interview, I've had almost a thousand new followers, most of them curious of me and Claire's "relationship". I swiped right to dismiss the notifications and was surprised to see a text from Claire and Emily. 

I clicked open Emily's first. 

Emily: Hey! just wanted to remind you that you and Claire are expected to be at a co-stars birthday party over the weekend so please make sure you aren't working!

I typed out a quick response and sent it. 

Me: Yeah, no worries! all taken care of. Can't wait. 

I clicked on Claire's message, curious as to what she had to say.

Claire: Good morning! So, I wasn't sure what to make you for breakfast...but I left a fresh pot of coffee for you. I would've made you breakfast but I'm not sure what your preferences are...

I smiled at the kind gesture and immediately felt guilty for avoiding her last night. I didn't mean to, it just kind of happened. It was too awkward to be in the same room as her after the interview. Sure, Claire was an actress and I heard she's really good, but there was something about the way she looked at me during the interview. Like I was really her girlfriend. 

But that wasn't the weird part. The weird part was that for like a millisecond, I felt something that I wasn't supposed to. I was so confused right now, so the best decision right now was to avoid her. 

I held the phone up to my face and typed a response. 

Me: Hi Claire :) that's really sweet of you, but you don't have to worry about making breakfast. But thank you for leaving a pot of coffee! 

I rolled onto my back and typed another message.

Me: for future reference, I love me some banana pancakes lol have a good day at work :)

I jumped off the bed and made my way to the kitchen for a much-needed cup of coffee. 

As I poured myself a mug, I leaned on the counter and looked down at my phone, checking my work schedule for the next upcoming weeks. I took a sip of my coffee and furrowed my eyebrows when I was suddenly bombarded with notifications from Twitter. 

I  clicked on the notification that was growing before my eyes and froze when I saw me and Claire's names trending on Twitter. I did a quick skim of the tweets and found that most people supported our relationship. 

I smirked at the couple name fans have already given us. "Blaire," I repeated out loud. I had to admit, it was cute. 

I squinted at my phone as I read the skeptical tweets about us. I mean they weren't wrong, but it just made me realize that I was going to have to sell it a little harder. 

I set my mug down in the sink and decided to go to work early. Work was a great way to distract me from this fake life I have with Claire. 

I quickly made two sandwiches and packed it in my bag before I took the elevator all the way down to the main lobby. 

"Buenas tardes Hector, how's it going?" I waved to the security guard sitting at the front desk. 

"Good afternoon, Senorita James," Hector smiled. He was an older man, with white slick back hair and a kind face. "Going to work early today?" he asked in a thick Spanish accent. 

I stopped in front of the desk, "thought I'd be productive today," I shrugged. I handed one of the sandwiches I made over to him and he smiled. "You know, Senorita, I do appreciate that you make me lunch but you really don't have to go out of your way to do this."

I shook my head with a smile. Hector was the first friendly face that greeted me when I first moved in. "It's really nothing, Hector. It's the least I can do for everything you do for the building." 

He tipped his hat as I gave him a small wave, "Hasta luego, Hector."

"Nos vemos, Senorita," he chuckled.

Claire

"Cut!" Brian the director called as he leaped up from his seat and walked quickly to Jessica and me. 

"Very good take, guys. We'll take a lunch break and then continue on. Sound good?" 

Jessica nodded for the both of us and we were free for lunch. I walked to my dressing room hoping Emily picked up lunch because I was starving. 

I didn't realize that Jessica was still walking by my side.

"Are you going to have lunch with Beth?" She asked excitedly. I jumped and looked to my right and saw Jessica staring at me with hopeful eyes. 

I chuckled nervously, "uh, no, sorry to disappoint. I think she's at home getting ready for work."

I watched as her expression deflated a little before her face brightened up again, "then have lunch with me today."

I smiled, "really?" 

 She linked her arm through mine, "yeah. I'm really hoping you're in the mood for burgers because I'm really hungry."

I nodded with a smile, "are you sure you want to eat lunch with me?" I suddenly felt insecure knowing that there were more famous people than me in our cast and with Jessica Davenport being one of the most famous, I thought she would've wanted to have lunch with them instead.

Jessica turned to me with a confused expression, "yeah...why do you have lunch plans with someone else?" 

I shook my head and laughed, "no, it's just, I can't believe Jessica Davenport wants to have lunch with me."

Jessica rolled her eyes and laughed, "and you're Claire Edwards, the current It girl." She turned to look at me, "how about from now on, we're just Claire and Jess, co-workers turned friends?"

I grinned, "sounds good."

*  *  *  *  *

I plopped down on the couch, with my burger in my hands while Jess did the same beside me. 

"You have no idea how much I've been craving fast food," she said as she bit into her burger.

"Tell me about it, I had pizza for dinner with Beth the other night and I've been craving greasy food ever since." I scrolled through my phone and found a text from Beth. I smiled as I re-read her last text telling me she liked banana pancakes and thought how fitting her favorite breakfast food was.

Jess looked at me with admiration in her eyes, "you know I never did say how proud I am of you guys." She paused and I waited for her to continue, "I know it was probably really hard for you two to come out. Especially with you being famous."

I tensed, "it was really nothing." 

She smiled, "To be honest, I thought you and Nathan Carter were an item. So I was surprised when you brought Beth to the interview with Jane." 

I raised an eyebrow, ever since she introduced herself she's been very interested in my sexuality, "Jess, I'm sorry if I'm overstepping," I set my burger down, "but are you...into women?" My eyebrows shot up when Jess let out a laugh.

"No, I'm not. But my 13-year-old niece came out earlier on in the year and now I'm very conscious about how unfair people of the LGBTQ community are treated." Jess looked up at me with a smile, "so when you and Beth came out in such a public matter, I was a little proud. Proud that you had the courage to come out as a public figure, I know it must've been a hard decision to make especially since your career and popularity is just taking off." She smiled, "but I'm glad how you and Beth feel for each other was stronger than what ignorant people have to say."

I gave her an uncomfortable smile. I understood that when Beth and I decided to do this contract relationship, we were obviously deceiving people, but sitting here with someone that I knew personally, telling me that she was proud of me made me feel guilty and ashamed of myself.



[A/N]: wow I'm super late on this update...I'm sorry lol



Chapter 8
 
Beth

I wiped down the bar with a huff. This has by far been the worst shift I've worked at the bar. In the 5 hours, I was here, I've had multiple people ask about my relationship with Claire. I wasn't annoyed that they were curious, but they would ask questions about our sex life. In what relationship would people think it's ok to ask these questions?!

If they weren't asking about my sex life, men were trying to convince me that I just haven't met the right guy. It was at that moment that I realized that Joe wasn't there to protect me but to protect the douchbags that decided to congregate at the bar tonight. 

He put his hands on my shoulders and steered me away from their predatory eyes and whispered in my ear, "they're not worth it." I looked up at him with anger still in my eyes, "did you see the way they were mocking my relationship?" I leaned in closer, "even if it isn't real."

Joe nodded, "I saw and that's why I came to get you before you punched their faces in. As much as I hate to say it, kid, but your actions aren't just going to reflect on you now. It affects Claire too."

My anger went away almost immediately. Joe was right, everything I did was going to be linked to Claire and I didn't want any bad publicity for her. I let out a sigh, "you're right. Thanks for reminding me." He gave me a smile, "I talked to Dave and he said that you can cut early."

I turned towards Dave's office and found him already looking at me with a compassionate expression. He nodded towards the front door and then disappeared into his office.

"Just give me a minute and I'll meet you outside," I turned to Joe. He gave me a hesitant look that made me roll my eyes, "I won't punch anyone on the way out, I promise."

He chuckled before he left. I turned to grab my things when I walked by another guy, "Hey, nice ass."

I gave him a disgusted look before I brushed him off, "my girlfriend seems to think so too, asswipe."

He opened his mouth but I held a hand up, "if the next words aren't an apology, you can kindly fuck off." I walked away before he could reply and my bad mood was back.

Just as I was about to walk out the door, Eric grabbed my elbow, "Beth, can you look over our set list for next weekend?"

I closed my eyes in frustration, this was the last place I wanted to be and every minute I was here was just adding to my anger.

I let out a sigh and extended my palm for the paper. After doing a quick skim of the set list, "Eric, these songs are way too low for Amy to sing comfortably. Even if she was an Alto singer, which I'm pretty sure she's not because her voice is annoyingly high, there are songs here that are meant to be sung by men." I handed the paper back to him, "you either have to change your set list or transpose all the songs."

He scrunched up his face, "can you transpose them for me? I'm not really good at it."

I blew out a breath, "yeah, can it wait though? I want to get out of here now."

He nodded his head, "yeah sure thing. Busy tonight?" he asked as he walked with me to the car.

"Yeah, I'm supposed to go to a party with Claire tonight." 

He held the door open for me with a sly smile as I climbed in, "someone sounds super popular."

I rolled my eyes and closed my door, I rolled my window down while Eric leaned on the car, "call me if it gets busy tonight, I'm sure Claire won't mind if I leave early."

He shook his head, "don't worry about us here, have fun tonight Ms. Hollywood," he laughed when I rolled the windows up before he finished his sentence. 

Joe pulled away from the curb and Eric waved while I put my seat belt on. Joe and I drove in silence which I was thankful for. I really just wanted to get this birthday party done and crawl into bed. 

Claire

I heard Beth come through the elevator doors and turned around from the sink, "hey, you're early. I thought you weren't going to be home until later."

She had a small smile on her face, "yeah, my boss let me go home early."

"Perfect!" I answered with too much enthusiasm, I cleared my throat, "do you want me to make you a plate for dinner?"

She shook her head, "no thank you, I'm not hungry. I'm just going to change and then we can go." 

"Yeah, sure," I replied as I watched her walk to her room. Something was off with Beth today, but I wasn't sure if I should ask.

*  *  *  *  *

I sat on the couch watching TV when Beth appeared in the kitchen again wearing a cream-colored blouse, black dress pants, and black pumps. She must've felt my eyes on her because she turned to me a smoothed the front of her clothes, "I hope this is ok, I don't think you would've appreciated me going to a party with you in sweats and a hoodie."

I shook my head, "No, yeah you look great," because she honestly did. It always amazed me how she could make any outfit look great. 

I could've sworn I saw her blush before she quietly thanked me and she disappeared into the kitchen. I didn't even realize I had a smile on my face, but it was nice to see Beth embarrassed at my compliment. 

I picked up my bag and checked in the mirror one last time before I met Beth in the kitchen.

"Are you ready to go? I think Joe's waiting downstairs," I said as I put my heels on. 

"Ready," she called out. We both took a deep breath and stepped into the elevator. 

The ride down was silent and a little awkward so in my attempt to make conversation, I saw the sandwich in a ziplock bag in her hand."I thought you weren't hungry," I commented. 

"Oh," she chuckled as she held up the sandwich, "this isn't for me," she finished. The elevator doors opened before I could ask who it was for. 

"Señor!" I heard her call out. 

"Ah Buena Noches Senorita James," the lead security guard smiled, he nodded his head at me, "Senorita Edwards, a date night?" 

Beth tilted her head in a slightly cute way, "not exactly. It's Claire's co star's birthday." She handed him the sandwich, "I hope you like onions in your sandwich, Señor ."

I watched him chuckle, "a sandwich made by you, I will happily take." Beth waved as we walked towards the entrance doors. 

"I didn't know you were best friends with Hector," I teased when she opened the car door for me.

She laughed, "he was the first friend I made after I moved in. Hey, Joe, ready to get this party started?" 

He laughed as he pulled away from the curb and I couldn't help but be impressed and sad that she's gotten close to what seems like everyone but me. I mean, I'm her "girlfriend' right?

Beth

"It's nice to finally meet you," Jessica Davenport shook my hand with such eagerness that I thought she was going to yank my shoulder off. She was just one of the many celebrities Claire introduced to me tonight. I wasn't even sure how many of them I've met tonight but I seemed to make a good impression. 

"Wow, I've watched all your movies," I gushed. "I can't believe you're talking to me right now."

She waved her hand dismissively and laughed, "you and Claire are so alike, it's adorable."

I felt Claire tense next to me so I held her hand and smiled in an attempt to comfort her, but I think I only made it worse. 

"But please, just call me Jess." She smiled. 

I couldn't believe the Jessica Davenport wanted to be friends with me. Then again, here I was apparently dating Claire Edwards. 

"You and Claire have to come over for dinner sometime. My husband is an amazing cook," Jess grinned. 

"Of course, we'd love to," Claire finally spoke. "If you'll excuse us, Jess, we're just going to make our rounds." 

Jessica put her hands up, "you want to show your girlfriend off, I don't blame you." She held up her flute of champagne, "enjoy the party."

I looked over at Claire who looked like she was on edge so I leaned in and whispered, "are you ok? You look like you've seen a ghost."

Claire blinked, "yeah, I'm just tired, I guess." 

I suddenly felt bad, "we can skip the rest of the party if you want.'

She shook her head, "No, I think I'm just going get some fresh air. I'll be right back." She gave me a small smile before she walked away. 

Claire

I walked towards the balcony, praying that it was vacant. I pushed open the door and to my relief, only the sound of crickets occupied the space. I put walked to the railing, resting my elbows on them as I admired the moon in the sky. 

Tonight went perfect, everyone I introduced Beth to instantly took a liking to her. I wasn't surprised, Beth was both charming and beautiful that people couldn't help but like her. It only made me feel more guilty about this entire thing. I wasn't sure how Beth was feeling about it, but it definitely made me feel like an awful person. 

I hid my face in my hands, wondering if I could talk to Em about this. I walked back towards the house and opened the door. I put a smile on my face and navigated my way through the party. 

A hard body knocked my shoulder, almost sending me to the floor when a pair of hands held me upright.

My hands rested on the familiar forearms and a feeling of comfort flooded me when I looked into Nathan's eyes. 

"Are you ok?" he asked standing me up. 

"Yeah," I breathed out. I leaned forward, "Nathan I really need to talk to you."

He looked around but gave me a small nod. We went back out to the balcony where we could have some privacy. I waited until he closed the door before I launched into my venting monologue. 

"Nathan, I don't think I can do this anymore," I put my hands in my hair and started pacing, "I just feel so guilty all the time, like we're literally lying to everyone, Nathan."

He sighed, "honey, just think of it as another role you're playing. It'll be over be you know it."

I shook my head as I continued pacing, "this isn't make-believe, Nathan. This is real life. There's no script, no stage directions, and cameras don't stop rolling when Beth and I aren't in public."

"Claire, where is this coming from? You were ok with this when Beth signed the contract," Nathan argued. 

I narrowed my eyes at him, "first of all, I wasn't ok with it. You didn't talk to me at all and just assumed that I'd go along with it." I huffed as I stopped pacing, "there are people who look up to Beth and me because we're in the public eye. Young people who are confused about their sexuality look up to us. What are we supposed to tell people when they find out we lied?" 

I turned around and saw Nathan holding the bridge of this nose, actually looking annoyed. Just that gesture had my blood boiling. "Claire, you're looking into this way too much. When you and Beth break up, people aren't going to care." He laughed and put his hands in his pocket lazily, "come on Claire. I didn't think you were like this."

I narrowed my eyes at him and crossed my arms across my chest, "like what?" 

"Like everyone else in Hollywood. They think that everything revolves around them. When you and Beth break up, people are going to talk for like a minute. Then they'll go on with their lives." He walked towards me, "Claire, just chill out, ok?" 

He put his hands on my sides and the last thing I wanted was his hands on me, not after everything he said. 

I suddenly heard Beth's voice from behind me, "wow, please tell me you didn't just tell her to chill out." Nathan's hands fell from my body as Beth stood beside me. "for future reference, we hate when you tell us to calm down."

"We? you're really playing it up on the couple thing aren't you?" Nathan asked in a condescending tone. 

"Stop it, Nathan," I started. 

Beth didn't back down, challenging him with her eyes, "we, as in the female population, Einstein." 

"Beth, please," I put my hand up to my forehead. 

Beth put a hand up, "No Claire, why do you let this narcissistic pretty boy tell you what to do?" She ignored my pleas as she and Nathan continued to argue. 

"For someone who has no power, you talk a lot of shit," Nathan walked closer to her. 

"And for someone who talks so much shit his asshole's jealous, you're forgetting something very important," she poked him in the chest, "you need me more than I need you."

Nathan narrowed his eyes and was now towering over her but Beth didn't seem like she was backing down either. 

I shook my head, I've had enough of these two clowns, "that's it." I took Beth's arm, "we're leaving." I didn't even wait to hear Nathan say bye, I was too angry at the moment. 

Thank goodness Joseph was already waiting for us when I opened to door to the balcony. "Joseph, could you please take us home?" 

He gave me a nod as he escorted us away from the party. 

Beth 

Claire and I sat in the backseat in uncomfortable silence. My eyes met with Joe's hesitant ones in the rearview mirror, pleading me to alleviate some of the tension in the car. 

I cleared my throat but Claire spoke up first, "I really don't want to talk to you right now."

I sat frozen in my seat for a second because gone was any warmth in her voice.

Excuse me? 

My face scrunched up as I looked at Joe's nervous eyes, "wait, are you actually mad at me?" 

Joe pulled up in front of Claire's place but he didn't turn around. 

Claire glared at me, "we will talk about this later." She turned her attention to Joe, "thank you, Joseph, have yourself a good night." She exited the car before I even had a chance to answer her. 

"Good night, Ms. Edwards," Joe responded. 

I patted Joe's shoulder, "sorry about the awkward car ride Joe." 

He turned and gave me a smirk, "see ya later, Beth."

I shut the car door and walked quickly to catch the elevator with Claire. I gave Hector a quick wave as I walked past, towards the elevator.  She had her arms crossed and was tapping her foot impatiently as she held the open door button on the elevator. 

I stepped on and the doors closed, narrowly missing the back of my shirt. I turned to Claire, "I didn't appreciate you talking to me like a child in front of Joe." 

"Joseph works for me, Beth." She stepped out of the elevator, "and maybe if you could control your temper and act like an adult with Nathan, then he wouldn't have had to witness me scolding you like that."

I scoffed at her, she couldn't be serious, right? 

"Joe isn't my employee, he's my friend," I kicked my heels off, not caring if I resembled a rebellious teenager. "And please tell me you're not actually serious about being mad at me,"  There was tension between us as I moved to the kitchen to make a late night snack. 

"Are you condoning your behavior tonight then?" Claire asked. 

I opened my mouth shocked, "are you serious? I was standing up for you, Claire!" I started smearing peanut butter and jam on the loaves of bread angrily. 

"I don't need you to stand up for me, Beth," Claire countered. 

"Really? because he was belittling your morals and feelings before I came outside," I licked jam off my thumb as I built my sandwich. 

"What goes on between Nathan and me is between us," she said through clenched teeth. 

I shook my head and rolled my eyes at her, "whether you like it or not, thanks to your boyfriend, it is my business." I grabbed a napkin as I sat down at the table. 

Claire walked to the table, "no, Beth. My relationship with Nathan is none of your business and I'd appreciate if you knew your place and stayed in it."

I lifted my sandwich to my mouth but stopped when I heard the attitude in her voice. "My place? I was standing up for you Claire! I was on your side!"

"I didn't ask you to!" She yelled, "newsflash, Beth. We aren't actually in a relationship." She pointed between the two of us, "the only kind of relationship we have is a business one, and if weren't for Nathan's smart idea, we wouldn't have anything to do with each other." I watched her clench and unclench her jaw, "at least on my end," she finished.

I nodded my head as I smiled sarcastically. Taking my sandwich, I wrapped it carefully in the napkin and stood up. "no, you didn't ask me to stick up for you," I slipped on my sneakers by the elevator door, "and maybe you're right, if it weren't for your dick of a boyfriend, you probably wouldn't talk to me."

I stood up and looked her square in the face, "I stood up for you because I wasn't going to let him trivialize your feelings or your problems because that's what friends do." I held up my hand up to my mouth dramatically as I caught my slip up, "oh sorry, I meant business partners. God forbid someone who doesn't want money or fame from you, actually care." 

I walked to the elevator and stepped in when the doors opened. Claire turned towards me, "where are you going?" she asked in a tired voice. 

I shook my head, an unimpressed look on my face, "sorry, it isn't in my contract to tell you where I am all the time." The door closed just as Claire was walking towards it which I didn't mind because I was done talking to her. 

The elevator doors opened and Hector was the first person I saw. I pasted a smile on my face. 

"Senorita James, pretty late for you to be going out, don't you think?"

I chuckled as I stopped by his desk, "yeah, just going out to clear my head." 

He smiled at me, "problems with Senorita Edwards?" 

I rolled my eyes at him, "you caught that, didn't you?"

He smirked, "It was kind of hard not to notice both of your facial expressions as you walked by." He leaned on the counter, "my advice? talk it out and apologize."

My jaw dropped in mock surprise, "Señor! You don't even know what happened and you automatically think I'm the one to blame? you're supposed to be on my side, you were my friend first!" 

He chuckled, "I haven't known you very long Senorita, but I feel like you and I have the same type of personality. So to save you from the headache, just apologize."

I shook my head stubbornly, but he put his hand on my forearm, "put your pride aside for love. Trust me, I've been married for 35 years and I've learned that ego can be detrimental to a relationship."

I rolled my eyes, wanting to tell him that I didn't even have a relationship. 

"Duly noted Señor." I held up my wrapped sandwich, "do you want a midnight snack? You know, in exchange for your advice."

He nodded and accepted it as I walked towards the exit, "have a good night Senorita!" he called out. 

I waved back and took out my phone out of my pocket hoping that Eric would let me crash on his couch for the night. My mind replayed the conversation I had with Hector and the argument I had with Claire. 

And I came to the conclusion that both Hector and Claire were wrong. 




[A/N]: Wow this was late...I'm sorry...lol



Chapter 9
 
Claire

"Sorry, it isn't in my contract to tell you where I am all the time," she said with attitude. I walked quickly towards the elevators extending my arm hoping I could stop it. But the last thing I saw was Beth's eyes staring into my own with disappointment and anger before the two doors met in the middle. 

I groaned as I chucked my phone at the wall, cracking the screen. I closed my eyes. I had taken my anger out on Beth and my phone when I should've taken it out on the person responsible. Nathan. 

Beth was right, I was annoyed that Nathan brushed my worries off like it was nothing and Beth was the first person I saw and I took it out on her. I picked up my phone and cringed when I saw how badly cracked my screen was. 

I navigated to my contact list on my phone and dialed Beth's number. I held the phone up to my ear, wondering if she was going to pick up. A huge part of me didn't want her to pick up, mostly because I didn't know what to say and because I was scared she was going to yell at me again. I sighed as I heard her voicemail on the other end. 

"Hey, Beth, it's Claire I'm sorry about what I said, it's just...been a long night." I put my hand on my forehead, "can you please just call me when you get this? thanks." 

I laid down on the couch, my head was killing me. Tonight couldn't have ended any worse. I slowly drifted into sleep as I kept my phone in my hand, just in case Beth called back. 

Beth

I knocked on Eric's door hoping that he was still awake. He opened the door almost instantly, he was talking on the phone and his eyes were wide with surprise.

His attention was back to the person on the other end of the phone call as he opened the door wider and gestured for me to come in, "Amy, you made a commitment to the band when you agreed. I don't care if there's a huge party on the other side of town that night."

I sat down on his couch, putting my feet up on his coffee table while he disappeared into his room. To pass the time, I took my own phone out and frowned when I realized the battery was dead. I sighed, this was definitely not how I wanted to spend my Saturday night. I closed my eyes, I just wanted this day to end.

"If you're here for a booty call, you're about a year late and Amy and Claire would probably kill us both," Eric smirked. 

I didn't even bother opening my eyes as I reached over and threw a cushion at him. 

He laughed as I heard the pillow hit his chest. I shook my head, "I'd rather eat glass, all offense intended." I felt the couch give in beside me as he sat down. 

"So do you want to tell me why you're really here?" 

I opened one eye, "you said you needed me to transpose your setlist, right?" 

He raised an eyebrow at me, "yes, but I was thinking maybe earlier on in the day." He glanced down at his watch, "not at midnight." 

I rolled my eyes while he opened his mouth to talk again, "did you and Claire get into a fight?

I stared guiltily at my hands in my lap, "yeah. But to be fair, it wasn't my fault!" 

He laughed as he put his arm around my shoulders, "it's never your fault. But I like that we can talk about our girlfriend problems to each other now."

I made  a face at him, "you were telling me about your girlfriend problems before Claire and I started dating."

He shrugged his shoulders, "and I've been listening to all your bad dates with shitty guys."

I laughed, "touché. Is it alright if I crash here tonight?"

He nodded his head, "yeah, go ahead." He got up and went to the closet to give me a spare blanket and a pillow. "You can grab a new toothbrush in the washroom."

I gave him a look and he smirked, "for the girls before I started dating Amy."

I rolled my eyes, "you're such a guy."

He walked into his room, "hell yeah I am!"  I laughed as he closed his bedroom door. I settled into the makeshift bed on Eric's couch and attempted to go to sleep. 

Claire

I woke up the next morning with a major headache. I looked around and realized that I fell asleep on the couch. I rubbed the sleep out of my eyes as I had remembered the fight Beth and I had last night. I sighed and knew that I had to fix it. 

I suddenly had the great idea of making banana pancakes as a peace offering while I apologize. I stretched out on the couch before I stood up and made my way to the kitchen to get started. 

*  *  *  *  *

I put the last pancake on a plate with a side of butter and a small container of syrup. I placed the plate on a breakfast tray and balanced it carefully as I padded down the hallway to Beth's room. 

"Beth?" I knocked on her door softly but was met with silence. I knocked again, a little louder this time, maybe she was a heavy sleeper. 

"Beth, I'm coming in," I said loudly, "I hope you're decent," I added with a mumble. I turned the knob slowly as I crept into her room. 

Her bed was empty and it looked like it wasn't slept in. I furrowed my eyebrows, I had a hazy memory of hearing the elevator doors open and her bedroom door shut last night. 

I set the tray down and pulled my phone out of my pocket. I had no messages from Beth which only frustrated me. Was she really this stubborn? I was trying to apologize for Christ sakes! 

I was about to dial her number when I got an incoming call from Em. 

"Hello?" I answered.

"Morning! please tell me you're ready because I'm double parked outside and I can't run in to make sure you got your ass out of bed," she replied on the other end. 

"Shit," I mumbled, "I'll be down in a second."

"I swear Claire we don't have time for your definition of a sec-" 

I hung up on her before she could finish her sentence. I looked at the neglected banana pancakes resting on the desk and just sighed as I went to get ready. 

Beth

Eric nudged my foot as he held up two mugs of coffee. I smiled lazily as I reached up for a mug. 

"Thanks, you have no idea how much I need caffeine right now," I sat up and wrapped the blanket around my shoulders.

He chuckled as he sat down next to me, "I know you well enough to know that you aren't responsive to anyone or anything without a cup of coffee in the morning." 

I nodded my head as I watched him look through his messages. I took a sip from my mug, "everything ok? You're looking at  your phone like its wronged you."

He shook his head, "I had a fight with Amy last night and she said she can't do the show this Saturday because there's a party she really wants to go to. So we got into a fight and she's been ignoring my messages since we got off the phone last night." 

I thought about the fight Claire and I had last night. I don't know Claire well enough to know what kind of person she is when she gets into arguments with people. Is she the stubborn type? the one that refuses to apologize and thinks she's always right? or is she the type to work out arguments in a calm and collective matter? 

I laughed to myself at the last possibility. I've never been in a relationship with a woman but from personal experience, I've never been part of a calm argument. 

I shook my head as I patted his back, "women, am I right?" 

"Yeah," he chuckled. He got up from beside me, "you should probably get ready soon. Your shift starts in an hour." 

I quirked an eyebrow at him, "you're not working today?" 

He grinned proudly, "nope. Dave gave me the next three days off."

I nodded, "doing anything today?"

He exhaled as he sat down with a grin, "nope, just gonna veg out in front of the tv."

I put my mug down on his coffee table, "take my shift today."

He scoffed, "yeah, right Beth." 

I shrugged my shoulders, "suit yourself. I was going to get started on your set list but looks like that'll have to wait two days from now."

"Two days?!" He yelled, "Beth the show is in 4 days! we still need to memorize the chords and practice!" 

I gave him an innocent smile as he rolled his eyes, "Fine! I'll take your stupid shift."

I grinned while I stretched out on the couch, "thanks, bestie. You're the best."

He sighed, "you are evil Elizabeth James." I laughed as I watched him walk back into the kitchen to grab his wallet. 

I scrambled off the couch and grabbed his arm, "wait, Eric. Joe might be waiting for me at the bar."

He gave me a weird look, "ok?" 

"Please don't tell him where I am. I just kind of wanted to spend today alone. Away from Claire and anyone in connection to her." 

I must've had an apprehensive look on my face because he just nodded. He gave my shoulder a quick squeeze and left. 

Claire

I shut the door to my dressing room as soon as the director called for lunch. I wasn't in the mood to socialize and I was hoping that my closed door was a universal sign of that. 

I sat down in front of my vanity mirror and took my phone out. Not surprising that I didn't have any messages or calls from Beth. 

I texted a message again, asking her to contact me whenever she can. 

The door opened and Emily stepped in with our lunch, "dude, no offense but you're really off today." She set the containers in front of me, "what's going on?" 

I put my phone down and rubbed my forehead, "Beth and I had a fight last night. She left and she hasn't been responding to any of my messages." 

Em smirked, "you guys haven't even been dating long and you guys got into a fight already? What happened?" 

I sighed as I leaned back in my seat, "I tried to talk to Nathan about how uncomfortable I was about this whole relationship with Beth and he kind of wrote me off. Beth overheard and tried to stand up for me. I ended up yelling at her and saying some things I didn't mean."

She narrowed her eyes at me trying to process everything that I said. "You yelled at her for sticking up for you?"

I closed my eyes, "yeah I know, I'm terrible." I bit my bottom lip, "have you heard from her though?"

She shook her head, "No, I haven't, not in a couple of days actually, but I just thought it was because she was busy." She pulled out her phone, "hold on let me call Joseph."

I watched her ask Joseph about Beth and when she hung up, I couldn't help but start firing questions. "What did he say? Does he know where she is? Why isn't she answering me?" 

Emily put her hand over my mouth to shut me up. "no wonder she left, you never shut up." She removed her hand and I rolled my eyes. 

"But he said he hasn't seen her. She was supposed to work today but he was told by her co-worker that she asked him to take her shift."

I made a face when it wasn't the answer I was looking for. Em shook her head, "If she texts or calls me I'll let you know."

"Thanks," I mumbled. 

"Only because she deserves an apology," she added right after. I opened my mouth to argue but she gave me her stern mom look and that was enough to stop me. 

Beth

I walked through the lobby of Claire's apartment knowing that she wasn't home. I walked past the front desk and looked around for Hector who was absent from the desk. 

I stepped into the elevator and put my key into the very top to take me to the penthouse. On the ride up, I was relieved that I picked the perfect time to stop by. Claire wasn't going to be home for another hour so that gave me plenty of time to grab what I needed and leave. 

The doors opened and I didn't waste any time and made my way to my room. I plugged my phone into my charger while I grabbed my guitar case and changed out of clothes. I looked around my room making a mental checklist in my head when I saw a plate on my desk. 

"Oooh pancakes!" I picked one up with my bare hands and took a bite. To my surprise, it was banana pancakes. As I chewed, I remembered that the last meal I had here wasn't pancakes. I chewed slowly and only then noticed that it was on a breakfast tray.

Did Claire make these? 

My phone rang and Eric's face lit my screen. I cringed when I saw my battery at 5% but I picked up anyway.

"Hello?"

"Hey, Beth. I'm about to get off work. I'm going out for dinner with Amy." He said. 

I smirked into the phone, "you're gonna apologize first aren't you?" 

There was a moment of silence, "no," he said hesitantly. "I'll try not to," he finished. We both laughed. I walked to the kitchen to make myself a late lunch. 

"Do you want me to pick dinner up for you?" he asked. 

"No I'll be fine, thanks though," I answered. 

"Alright, well I'll see you when I get home."

"Yup," I balanced my phone between my shoulder and ear, "stay strong, Eric. Don't apologize. You didn't do anything wrong."

He snorted, "thanks for the support, Beth."

I hung up the phone and finished making two sandwiches. I picked up my guitar in one hand and the sandwiches in the other as I made my way back downstairs. 

When the elevator doors opened I stepped off hoping I could talk to Hector but was disappointed when the front desk was still deserted. I took a post-it from the desk and wrote a quick message, pasting it on the sandwich before I left. 

*  *  *  *  *

I tucked my guitar underneath my arm as I bent over to make a correction on the paper in front of me. I sighed in relief as I stretched my body. I just spent the last 3 hours transposing an entire setlist and I couldn't be happier that I was done. 

I heard the door open and Eric came into view with an exhausted look on his face. 

"How'd dinner go?" I asked.

He plopped down on the couch, "we didn't resolve the fight." 

I frowned, "then why are you here? you shouldn't have left until you guys were good."

He shot me a look, "you're one to talk."

I snorted, "yeah, you're right." I held my guitar up, "want to hear your new and improved setlist?" 

He sat up and smiled, "yeah, lay it on me."

I started counting in but I only got to strum a single chord before we heard the door open again. 

"And one more thing, Eric!" Amy yelled. She stopped when she saw Eric and I on the couch. "What the hell is going on here?" She put her hands on her hips.

"It's not what it looks like," Eric answered in a tired voice. 

"Really? Because it looks like she stayed over last night," she glared. 

I looked around and grimaced at the pillow and blanket still wrapped around me. 

"Before you jump to conclusion-" I try to say but she interrupts me. "I wasn't talking to you, homewrecker!" 

My eyebrows shot up but it was Eric that jumped up first, "that's enough Amy," 

"But was I wrong?!"  she yelled back.

"Yes! you are!" 

They continued to yell at each other while I put my guitar back in its case. I tried to get Eric's attention to let him know I was leaving but he was a little preoccupied. 

I looked up at the now dark sky when I got outside. I guess the only option I had was to go back to Claire's. I turned my phone on and was immediately bombarded with messages and missed calls. Most of them were from Claire, some from Emily and Joe, and one from mom. 

I felt drops on the top of my head and I looked back up again and saw the dark clouds coming together menacingly. 

Next thing I knew, my entire body was drenched. Great.

I picked up my guitar and started walking towards Claire's place. 

Claire

I walked through the lobby after a long day at work. 

"Good evening Ms. Edwards."

I turned towards the voice that belonged to the man at the front desk. I nodded and smiled as I walked past. I was surprised it wasn't Hector but I guess management was giving him fewer shifts because of his age. The guy at the desk was younger and seemed familiar, but he was wearing the uniform hat on his head so it was hard to tell. 

I stepped onto the elevator ready for a late shower and then some much-needed sleep. When the elevator stopped at the penthouse I expected to see Beth lounging on the couch or at least playing music in her room. 

But I was met with an empty apartment. I sighed as I tried calling her again but was sent to voicemail. I shook my head but as soon as I put the phone down, I heard the elevators door open. 

"Beth where have you been? I've been worried sick," I turned around and stopped. Every muscle in my body tensed and several alarm bells in my head went off. 

[A/N]: Wow this took so long to write and honestly it would've taken me a lot longer to write if it wasn't for Language_Sarcasm nagging my lazy ass lol but who do you think the person is coming up?



Chapter 10
 
Claire

The muscles in my body tensed and alarm bells immediately rang in my head as I watched the young man from the front desk emerge from the elevator. 

"I'm sorry, but I didn't ring the desk."

He just kept walking with his head down until he took off the hat on his head and that's when my blood ran cold. I tried to still my hands to no avail as they shook by my sides. My eyes immediately went to the name tag pinned to his chest and my eyes widened when I saw Hector's name printed neatly on the gold pin. 

Standing in front of me was Tim Jenkins. The man that has aggressively stalked me for the last 3 years up until last year when he broke into my last apartment in an attempt to see me. Thank goodness I wasn't at home at the time, but it did shake me up a lot and created quite a buzz with the media. 

He was taken into custody and I filed a restraining order against him. 

I cleared my throat, "you can't be here," I said in a stern voice. He didn't say anything, he just had a blank look on his face until he the corners of his lips turned upward into a sickening smile. 

"I missed you, Claire." 

I swallowed the lump in my throat, "s-stop, stay away." I stuttered as he started walking closer to me. I take several steps back, trying to figure out if I tossed my phone on the couch or if I left it in my purse. 

"Why did you deceive me like this Claire? I leave for a short while and I find out you're in a relationship? And with a woman?" 

I clench my jaw, "you need to leave now."

A look of anger crossed his face, "then you leave me no choice," he threatened as he pulled out a knife from his pocket. 

I stared in horror as he walked towards me, the thunder and lightning illuminated parts of his face making his movements more menacing. 

Beth

I listened to the sound of the rain and my shoes hit the wet pavement. I cringed at the feeling of how wet my socks were in my shoes. 

I saw the building come into view and I sprinted the last couple meters just to get out of the rain. 

By the time I was in front of the building, I was completely soaked to the bone. I groaned, the last thing I needed was to get sick. 

I pushed the revolving door entrance to the building and pushed a wet lock of hair away from my face. I frowned when I saw the front desk still empty. I wondered where Hector was, maybe they finally gave him a vacation. 

My shoes squeaked against the shiny floor and I felt a little bad that I was leaving muddy footprints on it. I passed by the front desk but stopped when I saw something. 

I took a couple of steps back and saw the sandwich I left for Hector unopened, the post-it note still placed on the top. 

Before I even had a chance to question it, I heard a loud thud that made me jump. I put my hand over my chest as I followed the sound and ended up in front of the utility closet. 

I put my ear up against the door and heard muffled screaming so I yanked the door open and found Hector in his boxers and a white undershirt, his hands, and ankles bound by rope and his mouth sealed shut with masking tape. 

I gasped and dropped to my knees and peeled the tape off his mouth carefully, "omg Hector, are you ok? Who did this to you?" 

His eyes were frantic and his voice trembled, "Senorita, you have to go to Senorita Edwards, she's in trouble."

I worked on untying the rope and tried calming him down, "what are you talking about, Hector?"

He nudged my hands out of the way, "Senorita, listen to me. There is a strange man that was lingering in front of the building the last 2 days. When I confronted him and said I would call the Police if he didn't leave, he hit me over the head and stole my uniform. He knocked me out and I woke up in here."

My hands finally got the last knot untied as I helped him stand up, "Hector, call the cops." I walked out of the closet before he could answer.

"Wait, Senorita where are you going?" He called after me. 

"If that creep got to Claire then she needs me," I hit the elevator button and stepped inside. I shivered, forgetting that I was drenched from the rain. 

I pulled out my phone and called Joe. He picked up after the first ring, "Beth? Where h-"

"Joe, I need you and Emily to come to Claire's now," I said in a hurry as I got closer to the penthouse. 

"Why? What's going on?" I heard the alertness in his voice. 

"I don't know, but I'm about to find out," I replied as the doors opened. 

Claire

I ran through the apartment throwing things at him in an attempt to get him to at least slow down but it did next to nothing. 

He walked faster until he had me cornered somewhere in the kitchen.

"Why are you doing this?" I asked, my voice quivering. 

He laughed, "I've loved you for years, Claire and not once did you ever notice me." He twirled the knife in his hands, "you put a restraining order on me."

"You broke into my house!" I snapped. I immediately regretted it because I saw the anger in his eyes for a second before he put a smile on his face. 

"Claire, I'm trying to help you because I love you."

"Help? for what?" 

He shook his head, "you're obviously confused with your sexuality. Hollywood and that woman have tainted your mind with their sin."

A wave of anger washed over me, "I'm happy with Beth. She's who I want."

"Then you shall perish in hell," he growled. He lunged for me before I could even defend myself. 

His eye twitched as he got close to my face, "she doesn't even know you! I know you!" He held the knife to my neck, "what does she have that I don't? Huh?" He dug the knife deeper into my neck and I winced at the pain knowing this wasn't going to end well. 

Beth

I walked through the apartment quietly, walking past discarded cushions, books, mail, and magazines on the floor. I suddenly heard voices in the kitchen and peeked around the corner to see Claire helpless in the corner. 

"What does she have that I don't? Huh!" The guy moved closer and I saw him holding a knife to Claire's neck. I didn't even think twice before I stepped forward and hit him in the back of the head with my guitar case. 

"Maybe the fact that I'm not delusional," I stood over him with a disgusted look on my face. 

He fell to the floor and Claire reached for me with tears in her eyes. She held onto me and I felt her body shake with fear.

"Are you ok? Did he hurt you?" I asked as I pulled away to check. 

"N-no. I- I think I'm ok," she answered in a shaky voice. I nodded my head as I led her to the elevator. The doors opened and I escorted her onto the lift. 

"Wait," I held the doors open. 

"What? what's wrong?" Claire asked in a scared voice. 

"The contract. If he finds it we're screwed," I went to leave but Claire held onto my arm, "forget the contract, Beth."

I shook my head as I pressed the Ground button in the elevator, "go downstairs and wait for the Police. I'll be right back."

"Wait, no Beth just forget about it," Claire started but I slipped out just before the doors closed. I could hear Claire banging on the doors as the elevators traveled down to the lobby. 

I walked briskly to my room and grabbed the contract from my desk, tucking it into the middle of a book on my nightstand. It wasn't the best hiding place but it was better than having it in plain sight. When I walked past the kitchen to get to the elevator, I noticed that the creep was no longer passed out on the floor. 

My body tensed as I made my way around the dark apartment carefully. I pressed the elevator button and I waited while I kept my eye out for anything. 

The doors finally opened and just as I finally let my guard down and let out a sigh of relief, I was knocked off my feet.

He pushed me up against the wall, his hands around my neck. He lifted me off the ground so my feet dangled off the ground and he squeezed. Every second he had his hands around my neck my chances of surviving depleted. 

I tried punching but my arms didn't reach his face, so I lifted my legs and my knee connected into his stomach. He let me go as he tried catching his breath. 

I got up quickly just he was about to throw a punch but I dodged his fist and delivered a blow to his ribs with my own punch. 

He stumbled back, rage clear in his eyes as he came running at me with the knife. I tried putting him in an elbow lock, but he was far stronger than I thought he'd be. 

Before I even realized he got out of my lock, he hit me across the face. I held a hand up to my cheek, grimacing at how it stung. The ringing in my ear was so loud and I felt my eyes start to water from the hit.

I clenched my jaw and watched him come at me again. I tried fighting him off, hitting him in the crucial areas, and trying to get him on the ground, but it was no use. He was stronger and he had to have a background in some kind of martial arts because he knew exactly how to defend from my hits. 

He eventually flipped me over his back and I felt defeated and weak. 

He climbed on top of me, pinning me down as he yelled in my face, "you don't deserve her!" He had both of my wrists in one hand while the other was still wielding the knife.

I squirmed in his grasp trying to free my hand so I could hit him but he had a death grip on my wrists. 

"Do you have any idea how long I've waited for Claire?" He asked, "I've loved her since the beginning. What makes you so special? Why did she choose you?" 

"You don't hurt the people you love, you psycho," I spat. 

He frowned, "because you've poisoned her mind and she refused to be saved. So I had to do what's best for her." He traced the outline of my face with the knife with a smile on his face.

I faced away from the blade,"So you wanted to kill her because she no longer fit your ideal woman?" I asked

I stayed silent as I saw a sick smile appear on his face, "If I wanted to kill her, I would've done it 2 days ago." I narrowed my eyes at him as I continued, "I've been watching you for a while and I came to visit last night after I dealt with that pathetic security guard downstairs." He looked at the name tag on his shirt as I balled my fists. 

"Hector was it? The old man didn't put too much of a fight." He narrowed his eyes, "Then to my surprise, I saw her sleeping right there," he motioned to the couch. For a minute his mind went to another place as he smiled, "and she looked so perfect I almost couldn't help myself." I shivered, not sure if it was from my damp clothes or the fact that he's been stalking Claire and me. 

I struggled under his grip, "I swear if you touched her, I will kill you," I said with clenched teeth. 

He laughed under his breath, "as I said, I wasn't there for her...yet. I was there for you." He tightened the grip on my wrists, "but you weren't here. I even checked your room." His grip tightened around my wrists, "but can you imagine how easy it would be to get her? I could have her do anything I wanted," he leaned down and whispered in my ear, "just like you right now."

I clenched my jaw and I bucked my hips, knocking him forward. He let go of my wrist to catch himself and I didn't give him time to recover as I pulled his arms forward to bend his elbows in as I reversed our roles climbing on top of him. 

I was seeing red as I kept hitting him, striking him in the face with my fists and elbow. When he was no longer responsive and his face was bloodied I stood up, checked for a pulse. I was a little disappointed when I felt a faint heartbeat. 

I got up slowly and kicked the knife out of his hands, then limped my way to the elevator. I jumped when the doors opened and 3 Police officers rushed into Claire's apartment. 

My legs were tired and my body was so sore that I couldn't help but fall. The first officer to enter caught me before I hit the floor. 

"Whoa, it's ok, I got you," the police officer looked around the messy apartment, "where's Jenkins?" 

I glanced towards the living room where his body was, "in the living room." Tears rushed to my eyes, "he's alive, but barely and there's a knife he used to threaten Claire and me on the floor somewhere."

He nodded and looked around, "can someone get her to the nearest ambulance?"

"I'll do it," Joe emerged from the crowd of navy blue uniforms. The police officer handed me off to Joe and I melted in his arms. 

"That was really stupid of you, Beth. What would've happened if he really hurt you?" he said quietly as we rode down to the lobby. 

"He had a knife up to Claire's neck. I had to do something," I explained. I looked up at him, "How's Claire and Hector?"

"They're getting checked out by an EMT but they should be ok," he said in a relieved voice. 

I nodded my head and that was the last thing I remembered before I passed out. 


[A/N]: Thanks for reading :)



Chapter 11
 
Claire

I set the bowl of porridge down onto the tray along with the antibiotics the doctor prescribed for Beth. 

After the scary incident with Jenkins, Beth passed out from exhaustion. She was rushed to the hospital where the doctor told us that she was lacking sleep, dehydration, and in the beginning stages of bronchitis. 

I lifted the tray, having deja vu of doing the same action just a couple of days ago as an apology to her. It's strange, when Jenkins had the knife up to my throat, it wasn't Nathan that popped into my head, but Beth's face. If at that moment, Jenkins decided to press a little harder and slice, I would've never had the chance to apologize properly to her and it would've been one of my biggest regrets. 

I let out a sigh as I remembered seeing Beth come down to the lobby with Joe, limp in his arms. Before I even had a chance to reach her, she was whisked away by the second pair of paramedics and was taken to the hospital. 

My phone vibrated and I was pulled away from my thoughts as I looked down at my phone. 

Nathan <3: hey I just read about what happened. It's all over the internet, are you ok?

Ever since the party, Nathan and I haven't been in contact. I've tried texting and calling multiple times, but was always met with his voicemail or no response. 

I frowned at my phone, of course he read it on social media. If he really wanted to know if I was ok, he could've at least called. 

I locked my phone without responding and shoved it back into my pocket. It was his turn to wait.

Beth

I turned over in bed and winced when I felt how stiff my body was. I laid back down onto my back and tried to stretch. Along with stiff limbs, the rest of my body felt heavy. I felt gross and lethargic so I rubbed my hands over face to try and wake myself up but I still felt like a semi-truck hit me. 

I let out a breath and was about to turn over to go to sleep until my eyes fell on my guitar case propped up against the wall. I furrowed my eyebrows as I remembered what happened with Claire. 

I tried getting out of bed to find her, hopefully, she was ok, but it was such a struggle getting up that I could only sit up in bed. I licked my lips and only realize how dry my mouth is. I swallow what felt like a rock and tried to clear my throat but was met with a searing pain in my chest.

The door to my bedroom opened and Claire walked in, her eyes trained down on the tray in front of her as she tried to keep everything on it.

"Good morning," I greeted, the raspiness in my voice shocked me. 

Claire looked up, surprise written on her face, "you're up!" she held up the tray, "perfect timing, it's  time for you to take your medication." 

I quirk my eyebrow at her, "medication?" I saw a faint purple bruise on her neck and started firing questions, "wait, are you ok? You know after the whole creepy intruder thing." I tried standing up but I felt too weak.

"No, don't get up," she put the tray down and walked over to my bed, fluffing my pillow against the bed frame so I was at least sitting up. 

I watched her take a seat next to me on the bed and she chuckled while shaking her head, "I can't believe the first thing out of your mouth was whether I was ok. You were the one that fought the bastard. I'm surprised that you only came out of that with bronchitis." 

Ahhh bronchitis! that explains how gross I feel. 

"You thought that I would've lost to that dirtbag? that's kind of a blow to my ego" I joked. 

She laughed, "well, he was a foot taller than you and was easily 100 pounds heavier." She took the bowl off the tray and set it in down in front of me, watching me patiently to start eating. I stared down at the contents of the bowl and was immediately reminded of my childhood. Whenever I was sick, mom would make rice porridge for me and I hated it. The only thing I hated more than Amy was porridge, but I couldn't tell Claire that, not after she went through all that trouble to make it for me. I go to reach for the spoon when I realize that I don't even have enough energy to lift my arm up. 

"What's wrong?" Claire asked. 

I looked at her and then back down at the bowl. I couldn't ask her to feed me, that was a little weird especially since it was still kind of awkward between us. 

I cleared my throat, "Uh, I'm not very hungry," I lied, "I'm sorry your efforts are going to waste." She was about to take the bowl away when of course, that was the moment my stomach decided to make its presence known. I immediately looked down to my stomach and put my arms over it, a feeble attempt to somehow mask the sound. 

"I'm not hungry I swear," I tried to argue. She raised an unimpressed an eyebrow at me, "an actress you are not."

"Why are you talking like Yoda?" I countered.

She laughed and hit my arm playfully, "come on, the Doctor said you have to eat before you take your antibiotics." When I didn't make any movements, she finally figured it out and hit her forehead lightly, "the Doctor did say that you were going to feel weak for the next couple of days."

I didn't know what to do except smile awkwardly. She took the bowl from my lap and lifted a spoonful of soup to my mouth but I turned away, the spoon touching the right side of my cheek. 

She furrowed her eyebrows and tried again but I kept dodging the spoon. 

She huffed and put the spoon back in the bowl, "are you really going to be like this?"

"Like what?" I smiled innocently. 

I watched her pick the spoon up again, "I will get you to finish the porridge, Beth. Even if I have to tie you to the bed."

I smirked, "whatever you and Nathan do in the bedroom, keep me out of it."

"That's actually a page from your files, Beth," she replied smugly.

My cheeks flushed red and I opened my mouth to argue but Claire used that opportunity to put a spoonful of porridge into my mouth. 

I swallowed the porridge gingerly, "that's cheating."

Claire shrugged her shoulders, "I didn't think it would actually work." She held up another spoonful of porridge, "I've only ever seen it work on babies. But I guess that makes sense because you're acting very childish right now."

My jaw went slack when she finished her sentence and she took the opportunity to shovel another spoonful into my mouth. 

"This is so easy," she laughed. 

I looked at her shocked, "you're so immature," I mumbled with a mouth full of porridge. 

She pointed the spoon at me, "don't talk with your mouth full." 

I swallowed the porridge and gave her a rebellious look. I was now determined to make sure no more spoonfuls of the porridge made its way to my mouth.

*  *  *  *  *

Half an hour later, the bowl was unfortunately empty and both Claire and I were exhausted from wrestling over the spoon. 

I closed my eyes breathing heavily, "You only won because I'm sick."

Claire stood up, slightly out of breath and put the empty bowl on the desk, "don't act like it's not for your own good." She handed me the medication. 

I looked up at her to argue but she narrowed her eyes at me as if daring me to fight again. I begrudgingly took the medicine and relaxed back in bed. 

Claire sat on the edge of the mattress and looked down at her hands gathered in her lap. She took a deep breath and looked into my eyes, "Beth, I'm sorry for what I said the other night." She pursed her lips and I waited for her to continue, "I said a lot of things out of frustration and anger but that shouldn't be an excuse. I guess I was annoyed that everything you said was right. Specifically, everything you said about Nathan hit a little close to home."

"Why?"

She looked away, "because of what you were saying, I always saw it but I refused to acknowledge it for so long." I watched her fiddle with her fingers, "It hurts knowing that as Nathan's girlfriend of 5 years, I'm not even top 3 on his priority list. It's always about his job, his family, and his image."

Claire looked down, a sad expression painted on her face and I wanted nothing more than to just hug her.

 I saw her clench her jaw, "you don't have to forgive me, but I need you to know that I do regret everything I said." She looked up at me, sincerity in her eyes as she waited for me to respond.

A small smile formed on my lips as my eyelids started to feel too heavy to keep open. It looks like the meds were starting to kick in, I yawned as I fought to stay awake, "You had every right to be angry, Claire." I tried fighting off another yawn but lost the battle, "I forgive...you," I mumbled. Not being able to fight off the sleep anymore and closed my eyes. I felt Claire tuck me into bed, "sleep tight, Beth," she whispered.

Claire

I strolled onto set smiling at everyone that passed. It was my first day back since the Jenkins incident and I was so thankful that the director gave me 2 weeks off to recuperate.

Granted, it did mean that every scene that I missed in the last 2 weeks I'd have to do a large portion of today; but I was still thankful. It gave me time to take care of Beth while she was still sick and for the first time since our "relationship" started, we were finally able to get comfortable around each other. 

I slipped into my dressing room hoping I could go through my lines for the scene today when I was met with the Jonathon the director and Mark the writer.

"There she is," Mark beamed.

"Good afternoon gentlemen," I greeted as I sat down in my makeup chair.

"It is indeed," Jonathan smiled. I looked at Mark and Jonathon who were both smiling so wide that they were starting to scare me a little.

I cleared my throat, "is there anything I could do for you guys?" 

Mark shook his head, "not at all, is there anything we can do for you? Would you like a bottled water? Maybe a Perrier instead?"

I quirked my eyebrow at him," I'm ok, thank you; just gonna go through these lines," I waved the script in front of me.

"Oh of course, of course," Jonathan said as he went to leave the room but stopped, "I just wanted to let you know that we added more security, just to put your mind at ease."

I nodded my head with a smile, "Thank you, Jon. I really appreciate that."

Mark headed towards the door, "alright, we'll get out of your hair," he ushered him and Jon out of the room but before he closed the door, he popped his head back in, "And it's great to have you back," Mark added.

"It's great to be back," I laughed as he closed the door. 

I got comfortable in my chair and opened my script only to be interrupted again by my phone. I pulled it out of my pocket and was pleasantly surprised to find a text message from Beth. 

Beth: Would you rather be compelled to high five everyone you meet or be compelled to give wedgies to everyone in a green shirt?

I laughed as I typed out my response. During my mini-vacation, Beth and I spent the time asking each other ridiculous would you rather questions. I think Beth sensed that something was off after I told her how I felt in my relationship with Nathan and suggested we play a game. It was a great way for me to distract myself from Nathan but I was also grateful that this game got Beth and I passed the awkwardness in our relationship. 

Me: Easy...high five everyone I meet. There is no way I am touching underwear that isn't mine. 

Beth almost immediately texted back.

Beth: you've never given someone a wedgie before?? 

Me: No...have you?

Beth: of course I have...I have a 10-year-old sister so I'm obligated to give her wedgies. It comes in the big sister handbook.

I laughed and put my phone down. "So she has a sister," I said to myself. It would probably explain her playfulness and protective nature. My phone vibrated in my hand again.

Beth: So does that mean you'd high give the directors and writers when you audition for roles?

Me: It would probably make auditions a little more exciting. Slow day at work?

Today was the first day we both went back to work so I knew if it were busy she wouldn't have time to talk to me.

Beth: it's steady. Eric said he needed to talk to me but I'd rather be talking to you :)

Me: or you're just trying to get out of doing work lol 

I rolled my eyes and shook my head with a smile. If there was one thing I learned in the last 2 weeks it was that Beth was a flirt. But she's so naive that I don't think she knows it and it's kind of cute.

Wait, did I just think that? My phone vibrated in my hand before I could come up with a reason. 

Beth: Crap, Eric found me. I'll talk to you later. Have a good day at work :) 

I smiled as I responded to her and put my phone in my pocket. It was nice to be back at work and know that I was being productive but a small part of me wished that I was back at home with Beth just hanging out. I shook off that thought and just figured it was because I was still in vacation mode.

Beth

Eric handed me a beer glass to put behind the bar. This was the first time I've seen him since that night Amy ambushed him in his apartment and I snuck out. We worked in silence for a couple of minutes until I couldn't take it anymore. 

I slammed the glass down on the bar, "Can you just please get the lecture over with please?!" 

He gave me a surprised look but shrugged his shoulders, "as long as you know how stupid and careless your little stunt was." 

"Trust me, Claire, Joe, and Hector already gave me the speech and I understand that I could have died but Eric," I turned to him with a serious look, "Claire could have died instead and I just saw red when I saw him hurting her." 

Eric put his hands on my shoulders, "I totally get that but please just wait for the police or something." 

"Fine, But it won't happen again, not while I'm with Claire," I continued stocking the bar, "how did your first gig go?" 

Eric took a deep breath, "we didn't end up playing."

I frowned, "why not?" 

"We didn't have a lead singer," he gave me a sad smile, "Amy and I broke up that night she came over and I was going to ask you to fill in but then I found out about what you went through." 

I reached up and gave me a hug, "I'm sorry you had to cancel on your first gig. I know how excited you were to play." I clapped him on the back, "but I'm not sorry that you and Amy broke up. But at least she's someone else's problem now."

Eric chuckled, "I had a feeling you'd say that. But can you sing lead for us now? We'd love to have you as our singer," he gave me a hopeful smile.

"Yeah, of course," I smiled but narrowed my eyes at him, "only if you let me cut early right now. There's something I need to do."

Eric shook his head with a smile, "the first day back at work and you want to leave early?" 

"Yeah, exactly," I smirked already making my way from around the bar towards the exit. 

"You're lucky you're indispensable to the bar so we can't fire you," he joked as I walked out. I pulled out my phone and made some calls hoping this could work out for me. 

Claire

"Alright Cut!" Jonathon yelled, "let's stop here for lunch everyone!" 

I let out a breath of relief and headed to my dressing room. I was more tired than usual and in desperate need of a coffee. I was on my way to my personal dressing room when I noticed familiar blonde hair talking to the Jonathon. 

I started smiling when I realized it was Beth and started walking towards them. 

"Hey," I put my arm around Beth, "what are you doing here?"

She smiled and leaned into me, purely for show of course, "I was just apologizing to Jonathon for monopolizing your time for the last two weeks." 

Jonathon laughed as he looked on, "and I told her that her apology was not necessary," he turned to me, "I'm just glad that she was there to help and giving you two weeks off was the least I could do." He gave me a reassuring smile, "I'm saying this as a friend and not as your director by the way."

"Thanks, Jon," I smiled, "can I steal this one for a minute?" I gestured to Beth. 

Jon nodded his head, "of course," he lifted his coffee cup, "thanks again for the coffee, Beth."

She smiled proudly as we watched him walk away, I quirked my head at her, "you got him coffee? Where's mine?" 

She nodded her head past me, "I got you an entire coffee truck, woman." 

I turned around and sure enough, there was not just a regular coffee truck, but the only kind of coffee I drink. It was famous in the city for only using the best roast, how Beth got them to not only leave where they usually park but also at peak hours was beyond me.

"Why- no wait, how," I started. She thrust an iced coffee in my hand before I could finish my sentence. 

"Half and half with a shot of espresso, right?" she smirked.  

"Omg," I grabbed the cup so fast, "you are the best girlfriend ever." She watched me take a sip and I closed my eyes in ecstasy. I slowly opened my eyes and saw Beth smiling at me. I couldn't believe that she remembered how I liked my coffee, I'm not even sure Nathan knew my coffee preference. 

"Can I quote you on that for my next fake relationship?" She laughed.

I swallowed the coffee in my mouth, "can't wait to dump me, huh? one incident with a crazed stalker and you're already running out the door," I joked. 

"No, but I did remember you saying that today was going to be a long day for you so I thought you could use something to get you through it," she looked down at her feet, "and I guess it was a way for me to apologize." 

I frowned, "apologize for what, Beth?"

She cleared her throat, "it's funny, we've talked a lot these last couple of weeks but I never got the chance to say sorry; for saying those things about your relationship. It wasn't my place to say anything and I want you to know that I will keep my comments to myself. Unsolicited advice is the worst kind of advice."

I shook my head, "don't worry about it, Beth."

She frowned, "no, just listen, Claire," she pulled me into my dressing room, "I should've never said anything. It was in the contract," I looked around hoping that there was no one around that could possibly hear. "What was in the contract?" I asked. 

She sighed, "that whatever was going on between you and Nathan is between you and Nathan. I'm just here for appearances."

"Beth," I whispered hoping she could hear the warning in my voice. If we were talking about this at home, I would've been all ears, but we weren't. We were at my workplace, a place where if people heard something that they think could make them money selling to tabloids, they wouldn't think twice to do it. 

But she wasn't listening to me, she was so focused on apologizing that I don't think she heard me. 

"And what you and I have is supposed to be strictly business," she tilted her head in an adorable way, " but I thought that maybe that we could at least be friends and I promise that I was only talking to you as a friend when I said those things."

"I understand, Beth and please don't worry about it anymore," I replied anxiously. The longer we had this conversation, the more uneasy I became. 

Beth let out a sigh of relief with a smile, "cool,  I glad I got that over with." We started walking back to set where almost everyone was queuing for coffee.

"Have you seen my copy of the contract, by any chance?" Beth asked as she spoke up, "I think I hid it in one of my notebooks when Jenkins broke into your house. Looks like I hid it too well," she chuckled. 

I shook my head, "no I haven't, but I'm sure it'll turn up."

Beth stopped in front of me with a worried expression, "what if those people who came to question somehow got a hold of it?"

I put my hands up to try and calm her down again, "chill out, Beth. I'm almost 100% sure they didn't find it. It's probably tucked somewhere on your desk."

"But what if it isn't?" She replied. Behind her, I saw Jessica walking towards us looking down at her phone. 

"Beth-," 

"Omg I screwed up again didn't I?" She interrupted her voice getting louder but the second. "We have to find that contract, Claire." I saw Jessica finally look up in my peripheral vision and panicked.

"Our careers and integrity are on the li-"

Before I could second guess myself, I took Beth's face in my hand and kissed her. 




[A/N]: Wow it's been a while since I updated lol but I'm finally all settled in at home and hopefully I'll be updating on a regular schedule :)



Chapter 12
 
Claire

I held Beth's face in my hands as our lips touched softly. I felt Beth tense at my touch at first but relaxed as she responded to the kiss. 

"Ahem."

We pulled apart and I saw Beth's eyes go wide as she saw Jessica standing with her arms folded across her chest and a smirk on her face. 

"Sorry to interrupt this moment," she tried to hide a smile as our eyes met, "but Jonathon would like to talk to us about the scene we're shooting after lunch."

I cleared my throat, "yes, of course." I took Beth's hand in mine as the three of us walked back onto the set. 

The walk was quiet, I could feel Jessica's eyes on me while Beth looked like she was in a daze. I was really hoping Jessica would walk faster than us so I could apologize to Beth for catching her off guard like that. In my defense, it was the first thing that came to mind. She just kept going on and on and with Jessica coming closer, I couldn't risk her hearing it. 

It's not like I thought Jessica would say anything to anyone. She knows how intrusive the media can be and if Nathan let me, I would've told her about our weird three-person business relationship.

I stole a glance at Beth on my right who looked like she's just seen a ghost and then I looked over at Jessica who tried to contain a smile on her face. 

We walked on set and Jonathon was talking to one of the writers. I turned to Beth, "I'm just  going to talk to J-"

"Yeah, go ahead," she interrupted not making eye contact, "I'm just going to hand out coffee." I watched her scurry away. 

Jessica spoke up from beside me, "I ruined the mood didn't I?" 

I shook my head with a smile as I pushed her in Jonathon's direction.

During our mini-meeting, Beth handed Jessica and Jonathon another coffee. She gave me a hesitant side hug and a smile before continuing on. 

Jessica nudged me from the side, "I'm not just saying this because she brought good coffee," she took a sip from her cup, "but I really like her."

I watched Beth hand the light and audio team cups of coffee, it brought a small smile to my face as I watched her laughing and talking to them. I touched my lips with the tips of my fingers, "me too."

*  *  *  *  *

Beth

I walked back to Claire's place slowly, thinking about the kiss. It only clued in after I realized that Jesicca was behind me that Claire kissed me to shut me up, but why did the kiss make my toes curl and send butterflies to the rest of my body? 

I pushed the revolving doors to the condo and looked towards the security desk. I wasn't surprised to see a different man at the desk. After the break-in, management informed us that Hector went into retirement. As much as it sucked not seeing him around anymore, but I was happy that he's finally relaxing. 

I took the elevator up to the penthouse and immediately the scent of Claire's shampoo hit me. What was wrong with me? It's been weeks since Claire and I have been living together, I should be used to this. 

I walked to the cleaning closet and grabbed an aerosol can, spraying the air furiously. I wasn't sure what had me so wound up, so I figured it would probably be best if I avoided Claire for the time being. Maybe it wasn't the most mature decision, but my head was confused so it would have to do for now.

Claire

I closed the door to my dressing room, thankful that today's shoot went by quick and we finished at a reasonable time. Its been a couple weeks since I've gone back soon and I'm slowly getting back into the routine of going back to work, but these early morning call times were something I could never get used to. 

I grabbed my personal clothes from my bag and started talking off my character clothes. I shrugged off the cardigan and went to pull my shirt off when I felt something click from behind my neck. I checked the shirt for any rips and felt something dangling from my hand.

I untangled the item and immediately felt guilty when I saw the ring laying in my palm next to the snapped necklace that Nathan gave me. 

Before I even had a chance to inspect the damages to the necklace, there was a knock at the door. 

"Miss Edwards?" Jordan the wardrobe assistant called from the other side of the door, "I'm here to grab the set clothes." 

I quickly put the broken necklace into my purse, "Yes, just give me a minute please!" I quickly peeled the clothes off and put it back in the garment bag it came in.

I opened the door in my robe and stifled a laugh when Jordan's eyes went as wide as saucers. His eyes immediately snapped up to mine as if he was afraid to look anywhere else. I handed him the bag, "you really didn't have to come to pick it up, I could've dropped it off before I left."

He inspected the clothes inside the bag, "I know, but Alice likes to make sure we get everything back right away." 

I chuckled as I nodded, knowing full well how anxious Alice could be about the set clothes after shooting. "Well, thank you anyway, Jordan. Have a good evening," As I was closing the door, my phone went off. I picked it up, hoping that it was Beth wanting to talk about, well at least anything. I've seen very little of her for the past 2 weeks since she dropped by the set. I always caught her on her way to work, but she could only spare a couple of minutes.  

I picked up my phone and to my surprise, Nathan's name popped up on the screen.

Nathan <3: Hi honey, I know I've been M.I.A for a while but I have good news. 

I quirked an eyebrow at the message and typed out my response. He better have a good reason why he ghosted me for literally a month. 

Me: And that would be?

Nathan <3: I just finished putting together my campaign team 

All of the anger I had suddenly dissipated as I typed excitedly.

Me: Are you serious! That's great honey! 

I knew he wanted to be State Senator and then eventually aim as high as President someday. I was happy for him, he was so supportive when I started out in my acting career so it's only fair that I show the same support. 

Nathan <3: I know, it's crazy. I can't believe it either haha 

Nathan <3: and I know I haven't been the best boyfriend for the last couple weeks, but I want to make it up to you...

Before I could ask how Nathan sent another text. 

Nathan <3: I really hope you don't have plans for the long weekend already because I'd really like to take you on an overnight trip to Paris. 

I smiled as I typed my reply. Paris was one of our places, it was the first place we traveled to when I landed my first lead role in a Hollywood movie. I loved that it was kind of a tradition for us. 

Me: now who on earth would turn down a trip to France? 

Nathan <3: lol I was hoping you'd say that. Meet me at Bob Hope Airport at midnight?

Me: I can't wait :) congrats again babe <3

I set my phone down, excited for the long weekend to start. 

Beth 

I huffed as I walked back to my room, my arms full of clothes I just took out from the dryer. 

I peeked over the mountain of clothes to make sure I didn't bump into anything. I walked past the living room quickly knowing that Claire was due home any minute now. But of course, I watched as a sock fell off from the top of the pile. 

I groaned as I looked down at the floor, contemplating just leaving it there but I thought of all the mismatched songs I already had. I sighed as I maneuvered one of my arms to hold the pile while the other reached for the lone sock. 

My fingertips grazed the fabric of the sock. I rolled my eyes and let out a frustrated sigh, why did my arms have to be so short? 

All of a sudden a hand reached for the sock and placed it back on top of the pile. I stood up straight as my eyes found Claire's and my heart skipped a beat. I tried shaking the feeling away, it seemed like the kiss was still messing with my head. 

"It was painful watching you trying to pick that up," Claire laughed. 

I chuckled, "thanks, I was just about to give up on it, to be honest."  

"I'm glad I can be of assistance then," she smiled. She nodded to the pile in my hands, "laundry day?" She followed me to my room, " Yeah, I thought I'd do some laundry for the long weekend."

I threw the pile onto my bed and let out a satisfied breath. Claire was leaning on the doorframe with her arms crossed, "big plans this weekend I assume?" 

The way she was looking at me was making me uncomfortable. Or maybe just the fact she was looking at me made me feel awkward. I cleared my throat, "I'm going camping, it's a family tradition." 

"That's cute," she smiled. 

"Yeah, the cutest," I laughed. "What about you? any plans for the long weekend?" I ask as I picked up a shirt from the pile to start folding. 

I watched Claire give me a small smile, "Nathan's taking me to Paris."

I put the shirt down and my eyebrows shot up, "are you serious! that sounds super romantic." 

Claire put her hand up to her face to hide her smile, "I know, I'm really excited. It's been so long since Nathan and I have spent any time together."

I nodded my head, knowing full well how antsy she was to even get a reply from him. She never came out and told me about it but I could tell how jumpy she was when she would get a message on her phone. To be honest, it broke my heart a little at how it seemed like Claire loved him more than he did. 

But I didn't dare say it, not after what happened the last time I did it.

"Alright, I'll get out of your hair and let you get back to folding laundry," she stood up straight and I thought she would've gone back to her room to start packing, but she hung around for a minute. 

"It was really nice talking to you, Beth. I kind of miss your face," she flashed me a smile before she left. 

Claire

I looked through my closet trying to figure out what to pack for Paris. What does one wear for a weekend trip to Paris? I put my hands on my hips and stared at my full closet. I was about to start packing when I heard a knock on my door. 

"Come in," I called out.

Beth poked her head in carrying two mugs, "Hey, I thought you'd like a cup of tea."

I nodded my head happily as I held out my hands, "you are an angel," I commented as I took a sip from the mug. 

She took a seat on my bed, crossing her legs in the process as she took a sip from her own mug. "Can't decide what to pack?" she gestured to my empty suitcase.

I nodded as I gave up packing for the time being and instead, taking a seat beside her on the bed, " I don't even know where to begin."

She took another sip of tea before she stood up, rifling through everything in my closet. Usually, I hated people going through my personal belongings especially my closet. But seeing Beth poke around like a kid in a candy store in my closet was amusing to me. 

"You should totally pack this!" She held out a shirt that I buried in the back for years. I almost spit the tea I had in my mouth while she waved the shirt proudly in front of her. 

"It's so funny," she laughed. 

I looked at the shirt, completely forgetting that I had it in my closet. It was a shirt I bought in University after a night of drinking. It was a yellow graphic shirt that said "If you don't like tacos then I'm nacho type" and had an old fashioned taco truck in the middle. I smiled at the memory. 

"I can't wear this, Beth," I laughed. I remember wearing this to breakfast one morning with Nathan when we were in University and him telling me that if we were going to end up together, I couldn't wear graphic shirts anymore. My smile dimmed as the memory came back to me. 

"Why not?" Beth's voice brought me back to reality, "I think you'd look cute in it." I could feel my cheeks get hot, I know that as an actress I should be used to people commenting on my appearance, but there was something about Beth calling me cute that made me feel shy. 

"Oh shoot, I gotta get to bed," Beth said as she put the hanger back in my closet. "I have to be up pretty early tomorrow." She walked towards my bedroom door, "I hope you have a fun time in Paris," she shook her head with a smile, "I can't believe I just said that. Of course, you'd be going to Paris for the weekend."

I laughed, "maybe if you're nice to me, I'll take you some time."

"I'll be on my best behavior then," she smiled, "goodnight."

She didn't wait for me to answer and shut the door. I stared at the closed door for a minute before I walked back to my closet. I looked at the time on my phone and realized I only had an hour to pack and get to the airport. I gulped down the rest of my tea and started packing. 

*  *  *  *  *

I huffed as I zipped up my suitcase, relieved that I was able to pack everything I wanted in half an hour. I went to close my closet doors when I saw the yellow shirt Beth picked up when she was in my room. 

I took it off the hanger and smiled as I read the words. I folded it quickly and walked back to my suitcase, unzipping it again and placing the shirt on top. Beth was right, it was a punny shirt that deserved to be worn more often. 

I set my suitcase down on the floor, my heart racing with excitement for the trip. 

* *  *  *  *

I waited at the airport terminal facing the huge window showcasing the tarmac and the other private jets. I took out my phone to check the time and got excited when our time to take off came closer. 

Beth

The alarm on my cell phone sounded on my nightstand. I groaned as I rolled over to turn it off but remembered that I had a whole camping trip planned for the weekend. 

I jumped out of bed with a smile on my face. This is the one thing I look forward to every year, even more than Christmas. I was a little disappointed that mom called and said that she and Charlie wouldn't be able to make it this year but I promised to make the drive over to see them sometime this weekend. Just the fact that I was leaving the city for a bit and just relaxing was enough for me. 

I got ready quickly, wanting to beat the morning traffic. I took the rental car keys from my nightstand and picked up my camping gear. I closed my bedroom door quietly, knowing it was early in the morning and just in case Claire was leaving later on. 

I tiptoed across the dark living room past Claire's suitcase sitting next to the couch. On my way to the front door, I bumped into the coffee table, "ahh!" I whisper yelled as I fell to the floor dramatically. I held my foot for a full minute as I waited for the pain to go away while glaring at the coffee table.

Taking a deep breath, I picked myself up from the floor giving the coffee table one last glare as I slipped my feet into my shoes and bent down to tie my shoelaces. But the weight of my backpack still on back forced me to fall forward with a loud thud. 

"Oh shit," I mumbled to myself as I tried to get back on my feet but the laws of physics weren't on my side. 

The kitchen lights suddenly turned on, showing Claire sitting at the table with a glass of wine looking at me curiously, "I really hope you aren't looking into a life of theft in the future because you make way too much noise to be a robber." 

I abandoned the backpack on the floor, "well, I stole your heart, didn't I?" I smiled as I dusted myself off, "theoretically speaking." 

She laughed as she nodded to my bag, "you're leaving early."

I let out a breath, "yeah, I wanted to beat traffic." I gestured to her suitcase, "what time's your flight? I can drive you to the airport if you want." 

Claire looked down at the glass in front of her, "my flight was canceled this morning so I don't think I'm going." She shook her head as if to get rid of the disappointment, "I hope you have fun though."

I frowned, "what will you do? it's a long weekend."

"I'll go over some lines I guess, maybe clean up a bit and do some grocery shopping while I'm at it," she shrugged. 

I frowned, "why don't you come with me?"

I watched as she considered the suggestion. "Really? I wouldn't want to intrude on a family tradition."

I shrugged, "it's just me this weekend and it beats hanging out here all by yourself." I jerked a thumb towards her suitcase, "and it'll put everything you packed to use." 

Claire picked up her wine glass and drained it in one gulp. She took a deep breath and stood up from the table, "Then let's get a move on," she finished with a smile. 




[A/N]: Remember that one time I said I'd be updating every week? Yeah uhh see what had happened was that I ended up binging Bachelor's in Paradise...and really lost track of time.....
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Chapter 13
 
Claire

I sat in the passenger seat looking out the window. If everything went according to plan, I would've been looking outside a plane window on the way to Paris with Nathan. 

6 hours before

I sat down in the uncomfortable seats in the waiting area. Midnight was quickly approaching and I still hadn't heard from him. This was pretty common though, Nathan always running late to our dates. I should be annoyed and angry at him but then he'll flash me that smile I fell for and always have a box of chocolates and a bouquet of roses as an apology. I forgave him every time. 

I watched as Nathan's private jet appeared at the window coming down the tarmac and skidding to a stop. I turned my head towards the entrance, waiting for Nathan to waltz through it, with the same smile and his hands full, smiling. 

*  *  *  *  *

"Claire?" 

I scooted into the backseat of the Lyft, "that's me," I pasted a smile on my face. 

The driver looked at me in the rearview mirror, "coming back from vacation?" she asked as she pulled away from the curb. 

"Yeah, a much-needed vacation," I lied.

The driver chuckled, "I hear that. I really wish I was on a trip this weekend rather than working."

"You and me both," I thought to myself. Pulling out my phone, I texted Emily not knowing if she was up yet. 

Me: hey! Wanna grab breakfast? 

A reply came almost immediately, surprising me.

Em: if you're asking to make me jealous that you're in Paris it's working. Lol but I'm actually on my way to my parents' with Andrew and the kids. It's kind of a reunion kind of thing.

Em: how was your flight?

My thumbs paused at the question, Emily knew that Nathan and I were going to Paris for the weekend. But I was always apprehensive about telling her about my relationship problems with Nathan because she already didn't like him. 

Me: it was fine :) went pretty fast actually. 

Em: Must be nice lol 

Em: I'd say have fun but that would be super fake of me. so instead, I'll say I hope you choke momentarily on a baguette while you overlook the Eiffel Tower lol

Em: I say all of that with love :)

I rolled my eyes at her messages with a smile. 

The car pulled over a couple of blocks from my building. The driver turned around with a shy smile on her face, "Has anyone ever told you, you look exactly like the actress, Claire Edwards." 

I laughed as I put my hand on the door handle," I get that a lot, "I stepped out of the car, "thank you for the ride." I smiled as I shut the door and walked towards my building. 

As I rode the elevator up, I couldn't help but think about how pathetic I was. Waiting over 5 hours at an airport for your boyfriend only to get stood up, with no phone calls, no text messages, no explanation. 

I needed a glass a wine, or maybe 3. 

Beth


We got further away from the city and I couldn't be any happier. I was a little apprehensive about Claire coming. To be honest, I didn't expect her to yes to my invitation to come. I was really just trying to be nice. Especially since I've been actively avoiding her for a couple of weeks, so this weekend should be lovely. 

My eyes left the road for a second, as I looked at Claire who had a serious expression on her face. She either had a lot of things running through her head, or she didn't like the playlist I was currently playing. 

"Do you want to listen to a different song, Claire?" 

She snapped out of whatever trance she was in, "sorry, what? did you say something?" 

"A song," I repeated, "did you want to change the playlist? As a passenger, it's your job to play good music." 

She sat still for a couple of seconds before she agreed and connected her phone to Bluetooth, "yeah, sure. I'll play a couple of songs." 

I smiled proudly to myself for engaging Claire into a conversation. It lasted 3 seconds, but it was something. 

I continued driving on the open road as the piano intro of "Truth Hurts" by Lizzo started playing. My ears perked up at the song, I wasn't expecting this song to come on. I was about to tell Claire how unexpected this song was and how I didn't know she listened to Lizzo when Claire started yelling out the lyrics. 

"Why are men great 'til they gotta be great! I just took a DNA test turns out I'm 100% that bitch even when I'm crying crazy," she yelled from her seat, complete with animated hand movements. 

I kept my eyes glued to the road almost too scared to turn my head in her direction. I can't believe she just said 'bitch', I mean I know it's the lyric but she's also Claire Edwards, the epitome of class and elegance in my eyes. 

Claire continued belting out the lyrics beside me, "you could've had a bad bitch, noncommital, helped you with your career, just a little. You supposed to hold me down but you're holding me back and that's the sound of me not calling you back!" 

Before I can stop myself, my hand turned off the radio, "Claire what the hell is going on right now?" 

It was silent in the car again, the muffled sound of traffic filled the silence. 

"He stood me up," she said softly. 

"What?" I chanced a glance at her and I saw her tearing up. 

"Nathan never showed up at the airport last night. I waited 5 hours for him and he didn't even text me. So I went home and drank a whole bottle of wine." She took a shaky breath and turned her head to stare out the window, "he still hasn't called or texted but I'm kind of relieved that he hasn't because I have no idea what I'd say to him."

I continued driving, but I was so angry. Angry at Nathan for being such a dick bag, like you'd have to be a pretty trash person to not only cancel on a trip abroad last minute but not even bother to contact the person and apologize for canceling. 

I was also kind of annoyed at Claire for continuing to put up with his nonsense. She was honestly too good for him and she couldn't see it. But I'd keep that information to myself not only because the last time I spoke up about their relationship, it turned ugly but I wanted this weekend to be drama free. So instead, I turned the radio on again, turning the volume up and began singing along. 

"Why are men great 'til they gotta be great!" 

Claire turned around surprised, but broke into a smile and joined along. 

*  *  *  *  *

2 hours into the drive, the atmosphere in the car was a lot lighter. Claire and I ended up singing at the top of our lungs the whole time and for a minute, it felt like Claire and I had been friends for a long time. She even held up her phone and recorded us yelling out the lyrics to 'I like me better' by Lauv. It felt like I was singing with Claire, not Hollywood movie star, Claire Edwards. 

She put her phone down with a giggle that I couldn't help but smile at. I stifled a yawn and pinched my cheek hard to stay awake. It was a bad idea to binge-watch a whole season of The Office last night before I went to bed. 

"Do you want me to drive?" she asked.

"No, I'm ok. Besides, you don't know where we're going and you've had a couple of drinks," I dismissed. 


I shook my head, "if there's one thing I don't play around with it's driving under the influence. It's one of the many things I'm glad Dave drilled into my head when I first started working at the bar."

"I take it that Dave's your boss," Claire turned in her seat enthusiastically. 

I chuckled, "yeah, but he's more than a boss to me. My dad wasn't in the picture growing up, so Dave kind of took over that father figure role." I couldn't help but think how weird it was to open up to Claire about my personal life. "He taught me how to be street smart, nagged me to finish school, and he's always been there to give me advice and boost my confidence when I needed it." 

"But he'll always call me out on my bullshit or knock me down a couple of pegs when my head gets too big," I added with a loud laugh. Claire laughed beside me, "he sounds like a great guy."

"I'd love to introduce you guys sometime," I smiled, "when you're free of course." I laughed, "my best friend, Eric's actually been hounding me to get you to come to the bar so he can grill you."

She smiled, "I'd love to."

"Really?" I wasn't expecting her to agree so fast. "Most people hate the interrogation process, you know."


"I like a challenge," she smirked. 

"Challenge accepted," I smiled, "Eric actually asked me to be the lead singer of his band," I said as I switched lanes and took the exit. 

"Oh? that sounds fun," she replied.

"Yeah, the bar's trying live music to try a bring in a bigger crowd," I explained. 

"well, I'm sure it'll bring a lot of business for the bar. I've watched all your videos on your Instagram. You have a great voice," she smiled. 

"Thanks, you should definitely come to watch a show sometime. Free drinks of course," I laughed. 

"I'm there, with or without the drinks. I have to go to support my girl, right?" 

I laughed awkwardly, "right."

It was quiet for a minute, the music playing in the car filling the awkward silence. 

"I have to apologize to you," Claire spoke, "for the kiss."

Oh God, the kiss talk. I had half a mind to tuck and roll out of this car right now, but I quickly abandoned that idea when I realized how much it would hurt. 

"What kiss? Did you kiss me? When? I don't remember...." I rambled. That's right Beth just deny it to the very end. 

Claire finally faced me in her seat, "it's alright if you don't want to talk about it, but I'm sorry for kissing you out of the blue. But it was the only way I could get you to stop talking. I saw Jess coming down the hall and I did try to give you a heads up, but I think you were having a mini-meltdown." She took a deep breath, "I guess what I'm trying to say is, that if I made you uncomfortable in any way, which I probably did considering you went out of your way to avoid me, I'm sorry. I shouldn't have done that."

I thought back to the incident and now that I heard Claire's explanation, everything did kind of make sense. I mean I'm sure she could've let me know in a less aggressive way, not that it wasn't pleasant or anything. 

I shook my head, "you don't have to apologize, I was kind of freaking out and you felt like that was the only way to get me to stop talking, so it's all good," I laughed, "now if you were a horrible kisser or you had bad breath, then I'd accept your apology but you aren't and you didn't." 

Claire raised an eyebrow at me, "you think I'm a great kisser?" 

I frowned at her, "I didn't say that." 

"You didn't have to, your face said it all," she giggled as she nudged my playfully, "so am I at the top of the list?"  

"You're mediocre at best, Claire," I replied rolling my eyes. 

She pouted, "mediocre?" 


I held back a laugh, "did I hurt your feelings? Do you want a kiss?" I joked. 

She pinched my arm, "no more kisses for you!" 

We both laughed and I felt like a huge weight was lifted off of my shoulders after this talk. 

*  *  *  *  *

Claire

I waited in the car as Beth stopped at a gas station to fill up. When I agreed to go on this camping trip with her, I just really didn't want to spend this weekend alone after getting stood up by Nathan. But what I wasn't expecting was how easy and fun the conversations would flow between us. After that whole awkward kiss talk of course. 

I watched Beth run back to the car with an armful of candy and chocolate but I saw a chocolate bar slip out. She bent down to pick it up but 2 more candy packages fell to the ground. I laughed as I watched Beth pick more and more of the treats off the ground, I guess she was prone to be more clumsy than most. 

A stranger bent down and handed Beth a candy bar. I watched them talk and laugh for a minute before she made her way back to the car. I eyed him closely, he seemed familiar but I couldn't piece together where I knew him from.  She opened her car door carefully and threw half of what she had in her arms at me. 

"About time you came back, I thought you were going to be there forever picking up all the candy, Butterfingers," I poked her in the side. 

"Yeah, no thanks to you. Thank God that guy showed up," she grabbed the Butterfinger I opened up and was about to eat, "no Butterfingers for you." 

I chuckled and picked up a Jolly Rancher packet instead, "yeah, it looked like you knew him," I pointed out as I popped one into my mouth. 

She started the car and pulled out of the gas station, "yeah I'm pretty sure he lives in the same building. I bump into him almost every day."

"Oh?" I played with the wrapper in my hand, "kind of a coincidence that he's at the same gas station, right?" Ever since the break-in, I've slowly been less anxious, but it hasn't completely gone away. 

She turned to look at me as if reading my mind, "it turns out that he's going to the same park but just to a different section," she patted my knee, "don't worry, I'll kung fu anyone's ass if they try to bother you."

I laughed out loud, "that actually makes me feel a lot better." I felt safe with Beth, just as much as I felt safe with Nathan, it was nice. I obviously confused that man for someone else. 

I relaxed further into my seat, looking forward to this weekend with Beth.




[A/N]: "i'Ll UpDaTe EvErY wEek" Yeah....I'm just the biggest liar on Wattpad. LOL but I've just been really busy work-wise and lacking sleep so that's super healthy lol 

But I really hope you guys stick around cuz I have so many plans for Beth and Claire lol so I'll see you guys in the next chapter! :)



Chapter 14
 
Claire

Beth turned off the car and turned to me, "are you ready to be one with nature?"

I laughed, "not really. It's my first time going camping." 

Her eyebrows shot up as she unpacked the car, "really? this is 1000% more exciting now." 

I smirked as I followed with my own luggage down a paved sidewalk. I was always more of a city girl and while I never understood why people went camping, I was always curious as to why people loved it so much. 

We checked in and the man at the front desk showed us on a map where our camping spot  was. 

Beth shrugged the bag on her shoulders, "I reserved a spot pretty close but it's still like a 10-minute walk, is that ok?"

I nodded. 

"Good, because I was going with or without you," she giggled as she walked in front of me. 

I caught up with her, "so this trip is a family tradition, right? When did this tradition start?" I asked making conversation.

She thought for a second, "I think it started when I was 5 years old, my birthday fell on the long weekend which meant that a lot of my friends at school went on vacation or already had plans with their families. So my family started going camping." I watched a smile appear on her face as she recalled the memories, "it wasn't as luxurious or as expensive as some of my friends' vacations but my mom just made everything more memorable for me." 

She laughed, "back at school, my friends would come back with souvenirs but I always came back with funny stories or new skills," she looked at me, "my mom made sure I always had the something to talk about after the long weekend, whether it was teaching me how to swim or showing me how to build a fire." 

"She sounds like an extraordinary woman," I replied. 

She nodded her head with a smile, "yeah." 

We finally got to our camp spot. It looked like a very private spot, with shrubs, trees, and bushes overlooking a small lake. It was so picturesque that I was sure it looked like it came straight out of a photo. 

I frowned when I realized that this trip meant that Beth's birthday was soon, "wait when's your birthday?" 

"Tomorrow," she answered nonchalantly as she let go of the cooler handle. "My mom's working the overnight shift tonight so she and my younger sister couldn't make it this year." 

I shook my head, "your birthday is tomorrow," I repeated. I pulled out my phone and immediately started going through her file. How could I miss something important like her birthday? 

"Oh right, there are only 2 rules this weekend," she held up her index finger, "1, don't get eaten by a bear," she held up 2 fingers, "and 2, no cell phones."

I looked at her like she was crazy, "no I need my phone. How am I supposed to keep in contact with the outside world!" 

"That's kind of the point," she answered with her hand held out and I groaned, "ok wait, hold on, I have to send an email."

I tapped away on my phone for a full minute then put my phone in Beth's outstretched hand. 

I rolled my eyes, "this is so unfair. You didn't tell me the rules before we left." 

She set her bags down, "relax princess, it's only for 3 days. You'll feel less stressed by the time we leave." She unzipped the tent bag, "and luckily for you, I'm a great entertainer," she added with a grin. 

Her expression was so ridiculous that I couldn't help but smile too. I stopped smiling when my kind caught up to her other rule, "did you say bear?"

Beth

I took the salmon and asparagus off the grill and placed it in front of Claire, who clapped excitedly as she looked down at her plate.

"Bon appetite," I said as I sat down across from her and ate off my plate.

Claire took a bite of salmon and closed her eyes, "this is amazing," I smiled at her compliment as I picked up my own fork and started eating, "thanks." If there was one thing I was proud of, it was my cooking skills. I spent so much time watching mom in the kitchen that it kind of became second nature for me.

Claire cut off a piece of the asparagus and ate it, "no, for real Beth, this is better than the food at some of the 5-star restaurants I've been to," she marveled.

I choked out a laugh, "Claire, you don't have to keep complimenting me, you're already dating me," I joked.

She tilted her head and put down her fork, "now that you bring it up; how are you still single? I mean, you're beautiful, you can sing, play instruments, and you can cook? How has no one swept you off your feet yet?"

My body tensed at the question, this was going towards dangerous territory and I wasn't sure I was ready to open up just yet. Instead, I pasted a smile on my face, "If I didn't know any better, it seems like you like me or something," I joked.

Claire's face softened as and it was as if she saw past the joke. Instead she put her hands up in surrender, "I won't push you for anything you don't want to tell me."

A feeling of relief coursed through my body and  I was about to change the subject, but the look on Claire's face was so open and attentive that everything just came out. "I was with my ex-boyfriend Justin since high school up until last year. We were best friends growing up and he was everything to me."

I cleared my throat, "we ended up moving to Phoenix because that's where I got accepted into school and he found a job nearby, so it made sense for us to move in together."

I smiled at faint memories, "everything was perfect, I'd come home from classes and he'd get off work and we'd cook dinner together and just talk about our day" the smile slid off my face, "he stayed home one morning because he said he felt sick and as much as I wanted to stay home, I couldn't because I had a test and another class that day." 

"So I write my test and skip my next class so I can take care of him. But I come home to find him in our bed with a co-worker of his." I pursed my lips, "I've never felt so stupid before. I immediately left, took a flight back home and eventually dropped out of school." I stretched my arms on the table, "breaking up with him was one of the hardest things I've ever had to go through, and it's kind of ruined my perspective on love."

I knit my eyebrows together, "It's not like I don't believe in love, I do. I think that everyone is destined to be with someone. But I personally don't think it's worth it, to open yourself up to someone like that, give yourself fully to someone, only to have them stomp on your heart and throw away your relationship without giving it a second thought." 

I swallowed the lump that formed in my mouth as unwanted memories flooded my mind of Justin. I hated that even though he cheated on me and even though it was in the past, I couldn't hate him. He was my first love and best friend, how could I hate him?

I was lost in my thoughts for a couple of minutes on a downward spiral of memories when I suddenly felt a warm hand envelope mine on the table. I looked across at Claire as she gave me a sympathetic look. 

"I don't know your ex-boyfriend and I'm sure he's a nice guy, but he's dumb as heck. Like, why and how could he cheat on you? What did the other girl have? a second set of boobs?!" 

I burst out laughing, with the expression she had on her face I would've never guessed that was going to come out of her mouth. "How do you do that?" I asked. 

She frowned, "do what?" My hand tingled under hers and a wave of electricity coursed through my body. I pushed that feeling away, "make me feel better almost instantly." I stared down at my lap, "I was going into a bad place in my head and you somehow pulled me out." 

She shrugged and pulled her hand away and I suddenly missed the contact, "you did the same thing for me on the way here," she put her elbows on the table, "I see your scumbag ex-boyfriend, and I raise you good for nothing parents."

I raised an eyebrow at her and smirked at her poker reference, "call." I folded my arms across my chest, "Why? Are they not happy because you aren't in 2 major movies in one year?"

Claire has a serene look on her face. Great Beth, you struck a nerve, way to go. 

"They never wanted me to be an actress," she said in a low voice. "They said it was a waste of time and it wasn't a respectable career." 

I scoffed, "not a respectable career? How entitled do you have to be to look down on a person's profession?"

"My father's a judge and my mother is a prosecutor. They met in law school," she replied, "They didn't take my decision to go into acting after graduation very well. There were a lot of words exchanged that I wish I could take back." I sat back in my chair while she continued, "as soon as I graduated high school, I moved away, found an apartment with Emily, finished school, and now I'm here." 

She looked so small in her seat, "I thought maybe if I landed my first big movie they'd come around but they haven't reached out to me since I left home."

It was quiet for a second before I broke the silence, "well it's their loss. Whether or not you ended up being a talented actress, they missed out on a great girl." I leaned forward and put my elbows on the table, "I know it kills them not being able to see you and talk to you." 

She gave me a small smile, while I shook my head and chuckled softly, "look at us, having a pity party." I clapped my hands, "let's bring up the atmosphere, shall we?" 

"Would you rather wear one sock that's always wet or always use clumpy mascara?" I asked.

Claire let out a surprised laugh, "what?"

"Wear one sock that's always wet or clumpy mascara," I repeated. "You said you wanted to bring up the atmosphere and what better way to do that than talking about nonsense?" 

 The would you rather game brought me back to when Claire was taking care of me when I was sick and how fun it was to learn stuff about her.

Claire had a thoughtful look on her face before she smiled, "easy, one sock that's always wet." 

I looked at her in shock, "you monster! I thought for sure you were going to go with the clumpy mascara."

She laughed, "everyone can see clumpy mascara, at least with a wet sock, it's hidden in my shoe and only I know about it."

"Ahh, I forgot how important image was to a celebrity," I mumbled. 

Claire raised an eyebrow at me, "well we can't all be movie ready in the morning." 

"You come pretty close," I replied with a smile, "I almost started to resent how almost flawless you look in the morning." 

Oh shit, did I just say that out loud? 

I quickly observed Claire's reaction, but other than a slight pink hue on her cheeks, she didn't look bothered. 

I cleared my throat, "alright, let's finish eating and get some sleep. I have a lot of activities planned for us tomorrow." 

*  *  *  *  *

Claire

Beth and I stared at the single sleeping bag laid out nicely in the middle of the tent. 

"Only one sleeping bag," I stated. 

Beth put her hands on her hips, "thank you Captain Obvious." She zipped up her sweater and grabbed an extra blanket, making a makeshift bed right beside the sleeping bag.

"What are you doing?" 

She looked at me with a quirked eyebrow, "making my bed?" 

I played with my fingers, "I mean you we could probably fit in the sleeping bag together, I think it's big enough," I said looking away embarrassed. I  wasn't lying, the sleeping bag was huge and I did feel bad that she was going to sleep in the cold because neither of us planned for me to come. 

I stole a glance at Beth who blushed at my suggestion, "wouldn't that be weird for you?" she asked. 

I laughed while I got into the sleeping bag, "we passed weird when I had to give you a sponge bath when you were sick." I shimmied into the left side of the bed and kept the draft collar open. 

I saw the hesitation on Beth's face before she crawled over to the sleeping bag, "fine, but I want the left side." 

I turned over claiming the left side and chuckled, "as if."

*  *  *  *  *

Beth

I groaned as I fumbled around the sleeping bag for my phone. It was supposed to be my little vacation, who was calling me?!

"Hello," I said in a hoarse voice while I closed my eyes again. 

"Cumpleaños Feliz, mi hija," mom answered cheerfully into the phone.

"Mom, not that I don't appreciate the good morning call, but it's like 6 am," I replied. 

"I know, honey but I just finished my shift and I wanted to greet my lovely daughter a happy birthday," she responded.

I smiled into the phone, "thanks, mom."

"Now Charlie and I will see you later today or tomorrow right?" she asked. 

I sat up straight, my full attention on the conversation now, "urgh sorry mom, I totally forgot." I rubbed my face with my hand as I tried to shake away the sleep, "I don't think I'll be able to see you guys this weekend" 

"Why? I thought you said you'd be able to drive over tonight to spend at least a couple hours of your birthday with us," she said on the other side. 

I looked over on my left to see Claire still sound asleep. She looked so peaceful and flawless. I actually couldn't figure out how she looked this good in the morning like it was definitely a Hollywood secret or something. 

I almost forgot I was on the phone with mom, "because Claire ended up coming camping with me." 

"Oh?" I could hear the smile in my mom's voice, "so bring her along, you've been hiding her for almost a month now." 

Panic started to erupt from inside, "mom, I can't just spring this on her out the blue, it's one thing to go on a camping trip last minute, but meeting your girlfriend's family is a completely different thing." Deep down, I knew Claire would probably be ok, knowing that she was an actress, this was probably a breeze for her. 

I, on the other hand, can't lie to mom, not like she would buy it anyways. I could never get anything past her. I was about to negotiate another day to see them when I felt Claire stir beside me. 

I looked over at her and she was wide awake, her hand outstretched for my phone, "may I?" I was so confused that I actually handed her the phone, "hold on mom, Claire wants to talk to you..."

She cleared her throat and straightened her hear, "Good morning, I'm sorry I haven't had the chance to properly introduce myself, but I'm Claire." I tried listening beside her as I heard mom's muffled voice on the other side. 

Claire laughed, "not at all, if anything I'm the lucky one in this relationship," she looked over at me and winked. "But I know that Beth's been feeling a little homesick and if it's not too much to ask from you, we'd love to spend the rest of the weekend with you and Charlie." 

My eyebrows shot up and jaw went slack with shock but Claire didn't pay any attention to me. 

"Alright, we'll see you soon Marcella, I can't wait to finally meet you," she said into the phone. She ended the call and handed my phone back to me. She laughed and put her finger under my chin to close it, "you'll catch flies if you keep your mouth open."

I shook my head, "you really didn't have to say that. To be honest, I didn' t think that you would've wanted to meet my family."

She pulled the blanket on top of her as she sat cross-legged, "why not? the way you talk about your family makes me want to meet them." 

I nodded my head not knowing why I was hesitant to have Claire meet mom and Charlie. But deep down, I knew. There were a lot of things that I wasn't exactly ready to reveal. 

"Come on," Claire said as stood up, "I think I saw a little farmer's market on the way here. We could pick up some things before we meet mama dearest."

"Mama dearest," I grumbled. Claire laughed and stepped over me to get ready, while I laid back down on my back and put my arm over my eyes.

Claire was going to meet my family. Dear God, help us all.
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Chapter 15
 
Claire

Beth and I wandered around the market place looking at fresh fruits, pastries, and little trinkets. I heard Beth giggle beside me, "what's so funny?" I asked. 

She pointed to my clothes, "I never thought I'd see Claire Edwards wearing my clothes." 

I looked down at the borrowed outfit and crossed my arms, "I didn't pack for a camping trip, I packed for Paris." 

Beth held in a laugh, "I know, I know," she pinched my cheek, "but you look so darn cute." 

I waved her hand away, "don't patronize me." We walked a little more and I tried to hide the smile that found its way on my face at Beth calling me cute. 

The smell of vanilla suddenly wafted to us from a nearby bakery, before I could ask Beth if we could pop in, she grabbed my hand and was already leading the way inside. 

"I hope you don't mind if we stop in here, I smelled it from a mile away and I couldn't resist," she said as we got inside. 

I shook my head with a smile, "great minds think alike. I was actually thinking of getting a cake for tonight when we see your family."

She grinned, "good idea." We both walked around the bakery on our own at first, when I saw a fancy tiramisu cake in the display window. 

"Excuse me, sir," I pointed to the cake, "can I please have this cake."

He nodded and I waited by the counter to have the cake boxed.

Beth came up beside me, "omg Claire, you have to try this," she fed me half of a peanut butter blossom and I could've sworn I died and went to heaven when I tasted it. 

Beth's smile was wide at my reaction, "amazing right?" 

I swallowed the cookie, "amazing is an understatement.

"Miss, your cake," the man behind the counter held up a box as I walked over to the register to pay. 

"Thank you," I said as I picked up the box. Beth and I were about to leave when the salesperson handed her a small paper bag. She looked at the bag, "I'm sorry but I don't think we ordered this."

His face turned red, "I was kind of eavesdropping and I heard you really liked the peanut butter blossoms." 

My heart warmed at his confession, Beth shook her head, "not that we don't appreciate it, but I insist on paying for it." She took her cash out of her wallet but he shook his head, "your money is no good here Miss James." 

He looked down bashfully, "you two being out as a couple is challenging the status quo and doing everything for our community."

It dawned on me that he was part of the LGBT community and he was looking up to us so much that I felt ashamed that it was all a lie. 

"Well if you're not going to take our money, at least let us give the bakery a shout out," Beth conceded as she took out her phone. 

We both moved towards him and posed for a picture. 

"It's alright if I post this on Instagram right?" Beth asked. The guy whose name we learned was Sam nodded brightly. We chatted for a couple more minutes before we left the bakery, not wanting to distract Sam from the rest of the customers. 

"That was really nice of him," Beth said as she took a blossom from the bag and gave it to me. 

I accepted it happily and nodded, "yeah but I feel like a horrible person for lying to him."

Beth pursed her lips, "at this point, the best we could do is pull this off to the very end." 

I nodded slowly, "I just don't want to disappoint people, you know.'

Beth agreed as she put her arm around my shoulders, "if it makes you feel any better, they'll be equally as disappointed in me." 

I choked out a chuckle as we continued walking, Beth's arm still around me. I looked from table to table, multiple vendors trying to entice us to stop by their tent. 

I turned my head slightly to the right and to my horror, I saw that sleazy reporter Gary. We've had a couple of run-ins where I've asked him to respect my privacy but he ignores it and instead writes heinous articles about me. 

I knew I recognized him from somewhere! I leaned over to Beth and whispered, "don't turn around, we have company."

She looked at me strangely, "what do you mean?" 

I looked behind us subtly as Gary continued taking pictures at us, "paparazzi, and not even the good kind." 

She stepped in front of me, looking past me, "the guy with the red cap with his pants hanging halfway down his butt? God, has he never heard of a belt? or like, rope?" She squinted here eyes, "wait I bumped into him on the way here. Doesn't he live in the same building as us?"

I frowned, "definitely not."

She mimicked my expression, "I always see him on my way out on the way to work. I literally thought he was a neighbour."

I sighed, "it's his job to hang around where celebrities live." I tucked a piece of hair behind her ear and looked at her with affection, "so I'm going to play up the acting a little bit, ok? Don't freak out."

Beth's face blushed pink and grew to a darker red when I leaned in close and gave her a kiss on the cheek. I giggled quietly to myself as we continued to walk a little longer until we reached a small table with jewelry lined up neatly. 

"Ooooooh! can we stop by here!" I squealed as I steered us to the table. I didn't wait for Beth to answer and just hoped she didn't mind. 

The vendor was a young woman who stared at us wide-eyed, "Y-you're Claire Edwards," she stuttered. 

"Huh, that was my first words when I met Claire too," Beth joked beside me. 

I smiled at the woman, "this is my girlfriend, Beth. We're trying to keep a low profile." 

"Yes! yes, of course, we are so happy you guys decided to stop by."

Beth raised an eyebrow, "we?" 

The woman gestured behind her at a little girl clinging onto her leg looking up at us, "this is my daughter Charlotte."

Beth got down to Charlotte's eye level and grinned, "Hey, I'm Beth. My little sister's name is Charlotte too, but she likes to be called Charlie." 

The little girl smiled shyly but stayed hidden behind her mom's leg. 

I bent down and looked at the jewelry, "wow, these are amazing."

The woman smiled at the compliment, "thank you, they're all handmade."

My eyebrows shot up, "really? that's incredible," I picked up a ring with a small blue sapphire diamond in the middle, it kind of reminded me of Beth's blue eyes, "omg this is beautiful."

"Believe it or not, Charlotte was the one that designed it," the woman replied. 

"No way," Beth exclaimed, "you have a bright future ahead of you," she said to Charlotte. 

"I agree," I held up the ring, "Well I have no choice but to take this one, y'know before this she becomes famous." I took my wallet out and was about to give her the money when Beth stopped my hand. 

"Let me buy the ring for you," she took out her wallet and handed the vendor $200. The woman looked shocked as she tried to give some of the bills back, "this is too much, I'm only selling them for $30."

But Beth refused to take the money back, "please take the money. Anything handmade should be worth this much," she put her hand on the small of my back, "and if Claire wants it, all the more reason to buy it."

The vendor nodded gratefully as she turned around to put the money in the safe. 

Beth nudged me, "how awkward would it have been if I didn't have any cash on me?" She laughed.

"You really didn't need to pay for it, you already made breakfast," I turned to Beth. 

She shrugged her shoulders, "I know. I wanted to buy it for you."

I laughed, "it's only fair if I can buy you one too then." She gave me a half-smile, "sure, but I have no taste in jewelry so you should choose." 

I bent down, examing which one I should buy for her as Charlotte stared in silence. I looked towards her, "Which one do you think I should buy for her?" I whispered, "I need an expert's opinion."

She smiled and pointed to a ring in the front row, "this one is my favorite." I picked up the ring and studied it, it had a rose gold band and a small diamond rose in the middle.

I showed Beth the ring, "Charlotte said this one is her favorite." 

Beth smiled at her, "I'm sorry Charlotte, but I'm going to have to take this off of your hands." She slipped the ring onto her ring finger and held out of her to admire it.

Charlotte's face broke into a grin, "if the rings are going to you guys, then that's ok."

"That's very mature of you, Charlotte," her mother said as she turned around, hearing the conversation. 

I handed the ring to the vendor, "we'll also be taking this one as well," I fished inside my purse for cash and handed her $300. I saw her about to protest but I wouldn't have it. 

"Please just accept it," I pleaded. 

She didn't say anything, but instead gave us both grateful handshakes. "You have no idea how much this helps." 

We talked for a couple more minutes before Beth took my arm and guided me away, "sorry, but I'm getting super creeped out by that guy. I still can't believe he's paparazzi. I said hi to him almost every day when I saw him outside the condo!" 

"Yeah, well he was just using your naivety against you. Parasites, they're all parasites," I mumbled. 

She continued to lead me back to the car, "I'm just gonna take an educated guess and assume you aren't a fan of them then." She opened my car door for me, "I still want to take you to one more place before we leave." 

*  *  *  *  *

Beth 

"Come on, Claire!" I yelled as I jumped into the water. After the farmer's market, we went back to the campsite to pack up and change into our bikini's and drove half an hour to a secluded hiking trail that leads you to a waterfall.

By the time I surfaced back up, Claire was still trying to take her shoes off. "Come on, slowpoke," I teased as I swam closer to the shore. 

Claire playfully threatened to throw her shoe at me but stopped when she took in her surroundings, "who knew nature could be so beautiful."

"You sound like such a city girl right now." I smirked, "but I agree, not many people know about this trail."I splashed water at her, "hurry up, I wanna race to the waterfall."

Claire rolled her eyes as she started taking articles of clothing off, "you're so impatient." She unbuttoned her shorts and shimmied out of them. I'm not sure why, but I started blushing. I quickly turned around and started swimming towards the waterfall, "you're too slow, I'll meet you there!" I called back to her.

I didn't wait for her to answer and started swimming. Although the water was supposed to cool me off from the hike and the warm weather, why was my body still burning up? I went underwater hoping to cool off and continued swimming. 

Claire

I watched Beth swim away as I continued undressing. I lifted the hem of Beth's shirt over my head thankful that I packed a bikini for Paris. I couldn't believe how beautiful this place was. 

I'm not much of a hiker myself, but if it meant we ended up here, I wouldn't mind. I wondered if Beth would invite me every year, it was actually kind of fun. I walked closer to the water, taking everything in. 

"Claire! come on!" I heard Beth shout. She was waving her harms, most of her body submerged in the water. I laughed, "I'm coming, I'm coming," I yelled back as I waded into the water. 

The water was cold against my skin as I walked deeper, the water now coming up to my torso. 

Beth laughed as I stood stiff, my arms rigid against my sides and my hands balled into a fist. My teeth chattered, "the water's freezing." 

"You have to dunk your entire body," She walked closer to me and I held up a hand, "don't you dare come any closer, Beth."

She didn't say anything, just continued to swim towards me with a grin on her face. 

"I'm serious," I warned. 

"Hi Serious, I'm Beth," she joked. She was about a foot away and before she even had the chance to dunk me, I plunged myself underwater.

Beth was smirking when I came back up for air, "I wasn't actually going to dunk you, but don't you feel warmer now?" 

I gave her an unimpressed look and rung the water out of my hair. 

"I didn't think you were the type to wear a strapless kind of bikini," she commented. 

I swam closer to the waterfall, "I'm not supposed to have any tan lines during filming, and I'd never hear the end of it from Natalie because she'd have to cover it up." 

Beth chuckled, "also one of the many reasons why I could never be a celebrity, there are too many rules and too many people pretending to be your neighbors but secretly they're paparazzi."

"You get used to it after a while," I replied nonchalantly as I doggy paddled circles around her. I giggled as I continued paddling, I couldn't even remember the last time I went swimming in water that didn't have chlorine in it.

Beth stretched her arms to stop me, "but everyone deserves at least their privacy. I get that lack of privacy comes with being a celebrity, but I feel like boundaries are being crossed, especially with you."

I smiled at how protective Beth was, "but you said you'd always protect me, right? Which means you'll protect me from your mom if she doesn't like me."

Beth laughed, "of course she'll like you. She's been bugging me to bring you around ever since that interview. She's always loved the movies you've been in."

I'm not sure why that little validation made me feel good, but it made me smile. Beth gave my shoulders a little squeeze and moved away after realizing how close we were. 

"But before we go, there's one thing you have to do," she called over her shoulder. I watched her swim to the edge and pull herself out. 

"and what would that be?" I yelled back at her as I watched her swim back to shore and pulling herself out. I made an effort not to ogle her body as she ran excitedly to almost the top of the waterfall, it was like watching bay watch in real life except Beth was way hotter.

My eyes went wide as I ducked sheepishly into the water, embarrassed at that thought swirling around in my head. 

"Cowabunga!!!" She yelled from the top, I watched her jump off the 20 ft cliff making a splash as she entered the water.

She came up to the surface seconds later laughing. "Wow, I haven't felt a rush like that since..." she stopped talking and blushed.

"Since what?" I asked confused.

She shook her head, "nothing, never mind." She pasted a smile on her face and pointed to the cliff, "you should try it."

I shook my head, "no way, I kind of like living so I think I'll pass."

Beth rolled her eyes at me, "this height is perfectly safe to jump from, trust me. I've been doing it since I was 12."

I hesitated, "are you sure the water's deep enough?"

She nodded, "it gets deeper the closer you get to the waterfall and it's clear at the bottom." She splashed water at me, "come on, Claire it's ok to have fun once in a while."

I splashed her back, "I have fun."

"You work all week for long hours and when you do get off work, you're hauled to different interviews, photoshoots and award ceremonies." She raised an eyebrow at me, "try doing something that isn't written down in your schedule. I know you're spontaneous because if you weren't, you wouldn't be here right now."

She held out her hand, "I'll jump with you if you want."

I took a deep breath and took her hand, "ok, fine." I was relieved knowing that on the way down, it was Beth's hand that I was holding.

Beth 

"We can stay up here for as long as you like," I comforted Claire. I was actually surprised that I convinced her to jump at all to be honest.

She rolled her neck and shook her arms like she was getting ready for a marathon, "no, let's do this." She took my hand a took a deep breath.

"1, 2, 3," we both jumped, Claire screaming beside me before we both hit the water. I felt her let go of my hand as we both swam to the surface.

Claire laughed as she moved the hair out of her face, "omg that was so exhilarating!" I laughed with her and did the same only to see that Claire's bikini top was suddenly missing.

I looked away from her, "Claire..." I looked around us hoping to find it floating nearby.

"I didn't think I was going to be able to do it, I probably should've told you that I'm a bit scared of heights," she rambled excitedly, not noticing the top half of her body was completely exposed.

"Claire," I tried to say again.

"But omg I'm so glad you talked me into jumping!" She continued.

I was about to call her name again but a flash caught my eye. I looked in the direction it came from and 2 more flashes went off. I wasn't even thinking as I swam forward hugging Claire's body with my own.

"You're top's missing and I think there's someone taking pictures," I whispered into her ear. 

I heard her gasp and I could feel her heart beating in her chest against mine, "I think it's time to go."

I felt her link her fingers behind my neck and wrap her legs around my waist, I held onto the back of her thighs as I guided us back to shore. Not that I noticed or anything, but her skin was really soft.

"It's Gary," she whispered into my ear. Her breath on my ear went shivers down my spine.

"Another day ruined," I mumbled.

Her cheek brushed against mine, "I don't consider it ruined. I think I had more fun this weekend than I would've in Paris."

I scoffed, "you're a good actress Claire, but a terrible liar." I walked closer to shore, a little disappointed that the physical contact was a going to end.

"No, I'm serious!" she argued, "I probably would've been shopping and doing nothing significant. Now I can say that I've jumped off a cliff." 

I set her down when we got to shore and placed a towel over her shoulders, "was it worth losing your top though?" 

She laughed and wrapped the towel tighter around her shoulders, "it was well worth it." She linked her arm with mine, "but let's get going before Gary gets more pictures." 

****

Claire and I stood in front of the house I grew up in. I went to press the doorbell but hesitated, it was so surreal bringing someone home after Justin. 

Claire must've seen me hesitate because pressed it herself.

"Thanks for driving," I said turning to her. 

She smiled, "don't worry about it. It gave me something to do besides worry." 

I nudged her shoulder with mine, "you're such a worrywart." 

"You'll get used to it," she joked. 

I heard footsteps on the other side. "Claire, there's something I need to tell you about my family," I started. She turned to look at me with a questioning look and I opened my mouth but the door opened before I had the chance to continue. 


[A/N]: Hi guys :) thought I'd sneak another chapter in on Christmas lol I know it's late, but I have a couple days off work for the holidays so hopefully I can start writing/planning the next chapter soon :)

Also wanted to wish everyone a Merry Christmas and if you don't celebrate Christmas, Happy Holidays ❤️ I hope Santa's good to you this year lol I'm probably not going to be able to update before the year ends so Happy New Year as well ❤️ thanks for sticking with this story even though I update painfully slow ❤️



Chapter 16
 
[A/N]: anything in italics is meant to be said in Spanish lol I didn't want to butcher the language lol 

Claire

"Claire, there's something I have to tell you about my family," Beth said beside me. I turned to look at her when I heard the nervousness in her voice. Before she could continue, the door opened and a teenage girl stood in the doorway.

She looked up from her phone, "Hey," she said to Beth. 

Beth frowned as she took the phone from her, "' hey'" she mimicked in an annoying voice, "that's all you're going to say to your sister that drove, I don't know how many hours to spend my birthday with you and mom?" 

The girl smiled as she went to hug Beth, "you didn't let me finish. I meant to say 'hey you're here happy birthday'" I looked from Beth to her sister and couldn't help but notice how different they look. While Beth had straight blonde hair and blue eyes, her sister had dark wavy hair and brown eyes. 

Beth took my hand, "Charlie, this is my girlfriend Claire." Charlie pulled away from Beth and looked at me in awe. 

"It's such an honor to meet you," she shook my hand with enthusiasm, "I honestly can't believe my sister managed to trick you into dating her." 

Beth held the back of Charlie's neck, "this punk," she scolded as I laughed. I clung onto Beth's arm, "it's nice to meet you Charlie and all the tricking was done on my part," I looked into Beth's eyes, "I'm just waiting for her to tell me when she's sick of me." 

Beth smiled at me while Charlie looked on, "alright, this is too lovey-dovey for me." She grabbed her phone out of Beth's hand and ran inside, leaving the door open for us. 


Beth rolled her eyes, "sorry about that, I forgot she's going through her teen phase."

I put my hands up in defense, "I remember being in that phase and I don't miss it." 

Beth laughed, "so tell me exactly how teenage Claire was." She led me inside the house closed the door behind us. Beth walked past me in a hurry, "actually hold that thought, I've been holding in my pee for an hour, I'll be right back." 

I shook my head with a smile and only realized that the walls were decorated with baby pictures of Beth and Charlie. I stopped to study every photo and smiled as every picture illustrated Beth growing up with her sister. 

"Hi there, you must be Claire."

I turned in the direction of the voice and was met with a small Spanish woman smiling at me, "it's so nice to finally meet you," she walked closer to me with her hand out, "I'm Marcella, Beth's mom." 

I shook her hand and hoped that I hid the shock, "it's so nice to meet you, Beth speaks very highly of you. Oh right," I handed her the box of cake, "Beth and I stopped to grab a cake.'' 

"Perfect!" she replied with a slight accent, "we can have it for dessert tonight," she grinned.

You didn't have to see Marcella up close to know that she was Charlie's mother. They both had the same kind brown eyes, mocha skin, and although Marcella's hair was starting to gray, I imagined her hair was exactly like Charlie's. Why was it that Beth was the only blonde in the family? 

Beth

I flushed the toilet and went to the sink to wash my hands. I looked in the mirror and stared at my reflection, the girl staring back at me looked the same but different from when I looked into this mirror in high school. I lost all my baby fat in my face and I grew into my ears, thank God.

I continued staring at the mirror and wondered if I could lie to mom and Charlie, "you can do this, Beth." I nodded and turned to leave. 

Walking down the hall back to the front door where hopefully Claire was still waiting. I turned the corner and saw Claire shaking mom's hand and tensed, I totally forgot to tell her about my family.

"Mama!" I wrapped my arms around mom, she was a lot shorter than I was but I think that's what made her scarier when she was mad. 

Mom tapped my hands currently wrapped around her shoulders, "ah yes, my troublemaking daughter."

I made a face, "troublemaker? I came all the way here to spend time with you and you insult me?" 

"Don't worry, your little sister is catching up to you," She turned around and put her hands on her hips, "between you two I don't know what I did in my past life to have such rebellious children."

I rolled my eyes, "Mama, you're so dramatic."

Mom frowned, "you look too thin." She put her hands on my face, squishing it, "are you eating enough?" 

I rolled my eyes, "yes ma, I'm making sure I eat all my meals."

She narrowed her eyes at me, "I don't believe you." 

I sighed, "well I have Claire making sure that I eat properly. Did I tell you that she nursed me back to health when I got sick?"  I walked around mom and put my arm around Claire," I caught myself a good one didn't I, mama?" 

Claire looked from me to mom, most likely confused. 

Mama laughed, "has she heard you snore? because if she hasn't that will scare her away for sure."

I led Claire into the living room, "I'm sorry I didn't tell you, but I'm not Marcella's biological daughter," I watched her sit down on the couch and nod.

"I kind of pieced that puzzle together," she looked up at me waiting for me to continue.

I let out a breath and plopped down next to her burying my head in my hands, "I know, I'm sorry. I meant to tell you, but my childhood is kind of difficult." My eyes were focused on the patterns on the carpet under my feet because I couldn't meet Claire's eyes. 

I wasn't embarrassed that I was adopted, no of course not. I just hated the questions that people had, followed by the look of pity they had on their faces as if I didn't have a great life with mom and Charlie. 

I felt Claire put her hands on mine as she took my hands off my face. "You aren't obliged to tell me anything, Beth. I won't ask anything if you don't want me to, that's not limited to just your family."

Claire was always so careful about not pushing for more than what was given. Maybe it was because her life was always put on display whether she liked it or not, but I was always grateful for it.

"Marcella adopted me when I was 11," I started, "my biological mother was addicted to hard drugs." I rubbed my hands on my thighs to try to keep the tears at bay, "I grew up watching her shoot up. Half the time I would come home from school expecting her to be dead."

I sniffled, "I remember going to the park with my mom, which was very unusual because she never really spent time with me." I bit the inside of my cheek, "but I was really excited, that she wanted to be around me." I frowned, "we must've been at the park for hours just playing on the playground." 

"And then all of a sudden, she said she'd be right back. I didn't know any better so I kept playing." Tears stained my face, "by sunset, I started to get scared so I went back home but she wasn't there. I waited for hours but she still hadn't come home." 

"The next day I didn't go to school, instead I went back to the playground just in case mom was there. I thought she would have gone back after losing track of time." My face crumpled, "but she left me, Claire. The person everyone should trust to love you, left me." 

Claire didn't say anything, just put her hand on top of mine and rubbed my back. 

"I don't even know how long I was crying on the bench, but Marcella eventually found me while she was on an afternoon walk with Charlie. She took me home and tried to get in contact with my mom but obviously it didn't work so she had no choice but to take me to the Police station."

I wiped my eyes on my sleeve, "I don't know who my father is; my mom was the only kind of family I knew and then all of a sudden I had no one." 

"Long story short, Marcella didn't want me to end up in the system after finding out my mother abandoned me." For the first time since I started talking, I smiled, "she filled out all the legal documents and it was a long process but after a year and a couple of months, I was legally her daughter." 

Claire had tears in her eyes, "I would've never figured you went through all this at such a young age. You're so optimistic and happy all the time."

My smile grew, "don't get me wrong. For a long time, I was mad. Mad at the person who left me, mad at everyone else who had a family that loved them. But living with Marcella and Charlie, it's hard to hold on to that resentment."

Claire bit her lip, hesitating on asking her next question, "how did you know that Marcella was a good person though? Like, when she first found you crying at the park, how did you know to trust her?"

"I didn't," I admitted, "but I feel like I was already at rock bottom so there was no way it could've gotten worse." She let out a small laugh, "I did get super lucky that Marcella has a good heart."

Claire shook her head, "God, I'm so sorry, Beth."

I laugh silently, "why are you apologizing? It's not like you abandoned me." I shrugged, "I'm sorry I didn't tell you. I stopped trying to tell people because their reactions would always be the same, they'd first have pity in their eyes and then get super uncomfortable and awkward around me. Almost like I was still that fragile little girl. I didn't want to tell you because I didn't want you to look at me with the same look others gave me." 

Claire didn't say anything and for a minute and I had a bad feeling that she was reacting just like everyone else had. So I did what I usually do in awkward situations, I made a joke. "And I didn't want you to think I have mommy issues or anything because I totally don't," I rambled on. My face was getting hot with embarrassment, why did I say that? She still didn't say anything but looked at me as if she was studying me."

An awkward chuckle escaped my lips and I cleared my throat, "can you say something please? Before I start putting my other foot in my mouth." 

The corners of her lips turned upward, "that would explain why you speak Spanish so well. I heard you and Hector talking in Spanish a while back I just thought your Spanish class in high school really paid off." 

I narrowed my eyes at her, "that's it?" 

She shrugged, "for now I guess. If you want me to write down a list of questions I might have for you I can. But I don't pity you if anything I admire how strong and mature you are for dealing with that at such a young age." 

I shrugged, "I've had a great support system since I was 11 so it's really thanks to them."

I watched her play with the ring on her finger we bought earlier today, "do you think your family is going to be ok with you being in a relationship with me. I've just heard a lot of stories where families weren't supportive of a person's sexuality."

Her face went red, "I- I mean not like a real relationship, but to everyone, it looks like we are, not that I wouldn't want to be in a relationship with you because you're pretty awesome -" her face turned even redder when she realized what she said. 

"Claire," I stopped her, "breathe," I laughed. 

She took a deep breath, "what I was trying to say, I'm just nervous about whether or not your family will accept us as a couple. I don't want to cause any more problems for you than I already have."

"Trust me, they'll like you, it's hard not to," I smiled. Claire bit her lip as she smiled and nodded her head shyly. 

"Beth, can you and Claire run to the grocery store?  Now that you're here you can do some of my errands."  Mom yelled from the kitchen. "And bring your sister with you, she's been cooped up in her room all weekend."


I rolled my eyes, "so that's why she wanted me to come over," I grumbled. 

Claire

Beth, Charlie, and I got out of the car and walked towards the entrance doors of the grocery store. 

"Charlie don't look at your phone while you're walking, it's not safe," Beth nagged.

"I can walk and text at the same time," she replied not looking up from her screen. 

"No you can't because you're not aware of your surroundings, especially in a parking lot where cars are backing in and out of spaces," Beth continued. 

"I'm paying attention to my surroundings so stop worrying," Charlie said as she kept tapping on her phone.

Beth curled her lip in annoyance and punched Charlie in the arm, that finally made her look up from her phone, "Ow! what the hell was that for?" she asked as she rubbed her arm. 

Beth smirked, "obviously you're distracted or you would've seen my punch coming." 

"Urgh, you're so annoying," Charlie groaned as we walked through the doors of the grocery store. 

"Love you too little sister," Beth smiled as she linked her arm through Charlie's. 

I smiled to myself after listening to the two sisters bicker, it kind of made miss Emily, she was the closest to a sister I had in my life.

Charlie grabbed a cart, "alright, what did mom need?" she asked Beth, but she was already walking towards the snack section. 

Charlie shook her head, "sometimes I forget which one is supposed to be the older one between the two of us." 

I laughed, "that's alright, I wrote down the list on my phone before we left." 

*  *  *  *  *

I grabbed a carton of eggs and placed it carefully in the cart, "Alright, we just need to grab butter and bread and then we're done," I said as I crossed egg off the list on my phone.

"Someone organized," Charlie noted, "I knew you'd be good for my sister. I don't know if you've noticed, but she's a bit scatterbrained at times." She paused, "don't tell her I told you that, she'll totally beat me up."

I chuckled, "it's one of the many things I like about her," which was kind of odd because, with anyone else, that would've annoyed me as well.

Charlie rolled her eyes with a smile, "I get it you're in love blah blah blah." We both laughed.

"But in all seriousness, I think you're good for her."

I stopped pushing the cart, "because I make lists for groceries?"

Charlie laughed and slapped my arm, "No, I mean in a way yeah." She took over pushing the cart while I followed, "you guys balance each other out and it works. No one's compromising themselves to make the relationship work." 

I felt guilty knowing Beth had to sacrifice her entire lifestyle just to keep my secret relationship. 

She picked up a bag of bread, "and I haven't seen her happy since Justin." Her expression turned dark as she threw the bread into the cart, "I friggen hate that guy for what he did to her."

I cringed at how smushed the bread was going to be when we got to the register but thought twice before fixing it. Charlie was kind of scary when she was angry.

"If it's any consolation, I'm not a fan of him myself," I said. "Come on, we have everything we need," I changed the subject. "Let's find Beth and cash out."

She nodded and we walked down the aisles trying to find Beth, who was probably still deciding on what snacks to pick out.

We rounded the corner and saw Beth standing in front of an aisle talking to someone. But the look of discomfort on her face worried me.

I craned my neck but I couldn't see the person's face. "Who is she talking to?" I asked Charlie.

"Hmm,? she asked looking up from her phone. Her expression was angry, "Justin." She started stalking towards them, her fists clenched tight to her sides.

I ran around the cart and grabbed her arm, "No Charlie."

She tried pulling her arm free but I kept a firm grip, "Let go, he's not gonna get another chance to hurt her."

I stood in front of her so I blocked her view of them and her attention was on me, "I know and I won't let him." I breathed out in relief as a bit of the anger in her eyes went away. "Stay here," I instructed. I didn't wait for her to answer as I turned around and walked towards my girlfriend.

Beth

I looked at the rows of chips and candy with my arms already full of junk food.

"Need a hand?" A voice asked from behind me.

I turned around and to my horror, Justin stood there with a sheepish smile on his face.

"I-I...uh," I stammered. What the hell was he doing here?

He took a step forward and put his hand on my elbow gently, "I moved back here, but I heard you moved to LA. I can't believe you're actually here. Happy birthday, Beth." He shook his head with a smile, "you look great."

I swallowed the lump that had formed in my throat, he remembered my birthday? "T-thanks," I said with a shaky voice. It was so surreal seeing the guy I thought I was going to share my future with. He looked different, his once messy hair was combed and styled and he grew out his beard. But the brown eyes I used to love so much was still the same. Even after all this time, the hurt hadn't disappeared and the only image I had in my head was his face when I caught him.

"How long are you in town for?" He asked the question made me snap out of my memories. "We should grab a drink." He stuffed his hands in his pockets, "after that whole...incident, I moved back home, I wanted to see if I could have another chance. I don't deserve it, I know that, but it doesn't hurt to try." 

I opened my mouth to answer but stopped when I felt a hand on the small on my back. Claire appeared beside me and she looked both annoyed and angry, "that's quite possibly the worst apology I've ever heard. And it does hurt to try when she's clearly uncomfortable with this situation."

Justin scowled, "last time I checked I was having a conversation with my friend and no one asked for your two cents."

"When my girlfriend's safety and well being is compromised," she narrowed her eyes, "I make it my business." Her expression softened when she turned to talk to me, "let's go home, babe," She tugged on my arm gently to leave but I stopped.

"You don't deserve me, Justin, not then and especially not now," I said with my eyes focused on the ground. "After what you did to me, you ruined so many potential relationships and made me so insecure that I pushed everyone away for years."

I slipped my hand in Claire's, "I'm just relieved that Claire's patient and understanding, she never hesitates to squash any insecurities I have." I brought my other hand to hold her arm, "but I don't hate you anymore, because if you didn't do what you did, I wouldn't have realized the kind of love I deserve."

I gently tugged Claire away before emotions got the better of all us. But Claire turned back around walking backward, "and she's not having bad sex anymore!" 

My eyebrows shot up as I led Claire back to where Charlie was standing. It was the first time since I've been home that I've seen Charlie not glued to her phone. 

"I have no idea what went on in that conversation, but that last part was amazing," Charlie laughed. She winked at me, "congrats on having mind-blowing sex sis."

"This is not a conversation I want to be having with my teenage sister," I replied. 

Claire turned to me, fear in her eyes and her face flushed, "I'm sorry, Beth. I have no idea why I said that. I don't know what came over me."

Charlie laughed and put her hand on my shoulder to keep her upright, "You know, I was a little upset you told me to stay put," she said to Claire, "but then I wouldn't have been able to his face when you said that at the end."


She wiped a tear from her eye from laughing so much, "so worth it." 

I steered the cart towards the cash, "let's get out of here." My face was neutral but everything Claire said made my heart flutter. 

Claire

I helped Marcella clear the table after dinner, "thank you for the meal, Marcella, it was delicious." 

Marcella smiled, "you're welcome." 

We stood side by side as I helped her wash the dishes, "you know, I wasn't so sure if you and Beth worked."

My hands stilled on the dish I was washing, "oh?" I asked trying to not look bothered, "what makes you say that?"

If Marcella noticed my hesitation, she didn't address it, "other than Beth always being interested in boys and just the way your personalities are, I thought they would've clashed."

My shoulders sagged with relief, "there were fights and arguments in the beginning," I admitted, thinking about the first major fight we had. "But I feel like it brought us closer, as cliche as that sounds," I chuckled.

She took the wet plate from my hand and dried it, "be careful of that one, she's got a rebellious side. Both of my daughters do." She shook her head with a smile, "it was never a dull moment with those two."

We both laughed.

"But she always has the best intentions and a big heart," she continued. "sometimes too big for her own good."

I turned the faucet off, "I know, Marcella. She's one of the best people I know and I'm lucky to have her." 

Marcella put down the dishcloth and looked me in the eyes, "please don't hurt my little girl, Miss Claire." Tears formed in her eyes, "God knows she's been through too much already, and I may not be her biological mother, but she's still my baby."

I nodded my head in solidarity. Beth had been the only constant thing in my life the last couple of months and she was someone who has become important to me.

"So I want you to leave the dishes to me and try to cheer her up," she nodded in Beth's direction in the living room. After running into Justin, Beth seemed distant with everyone at home, no matter how hard Charlie, Marcella, or I tried to include her in conversations. Which was understandable, I couldn't imagine seeing an ex after a horrible break up especially when you thought you were going to end up together.

I walked into the living room where Beth sat with no expression staring into space. "Hi, baby," I started, knowing that Marcella could hear us, "wanna go for a walk?" I asked with my hand outstretched. 

I saw conflict in her eyes on whether to take a walk with me or keep losing herself in memories from the past. She finally took my hand, "Yeah, ok."

Beth

Claire and I walked side by side in silence which I was grateful for because I wasn't really in the mood for conversations. I couldn't believe how long it had been since I'd seen Justin and I hated how much seeing him affected me. It just brought up all these feelings from when we were together. 

But it felt good knowing I was the one that got away, it was an even better feeling saying everything I should've said to him when we broke up. 

My shoulder brushed against Claire's and I was so lost in my thoughts that I forgot she was even there. "thanks," I said quietly.

She looked over at me, "for what? I haven't done or said anything."

Which couldn't be farther from the truth. Our shoulders brushed again and I linked my arm through hers as a response. 

We walked past the local bar I used to try and sneak into when I was in high school but always got caught by the owner. Thankfully, I was close to Mike so although he scolded me, he always sent me home with some bar snacks. 

The door to the bar opened before Claire and I reached it. "I thought I saw you through the window," Mike smiled, "how's it going, kid?" 

I laughed, "surviving." I grabbed Claire's hand, "Mike, this is Claire, my girlfriend." Funny how it was getting so much easier saying that out loud. 

"Hey there, Claire," he held the door open, "I was looking forward to the day when I can finally invite you in for a drink legally," he opened the door wider for us. I looked at Claire to make the decision and she smiled, "I mean a glass of wine wouldn't hurt."

Beth

Claire and I stumbled into the house, drunk as a skunk. One glass of wine ended up being 2 bottles of wine, making our outing last until the early hours of the morning. Claire and I talked about anything and everything, making me feel like I was back in high school talking to a crush.

 I unlocked the door and bumped into the hallway table, Claire gasped as she caught the vase sitting on it. We both looked at each other and started laughing. She put her finger up to her lips as a sign to be quiet but kept laughing. 

I nodded and we both climbed the stairs to my bedroom, there was no way either of us were going to be able to drive home to LA.

Claire and I made our way to the washroom where we brushed our teeth side by side. I caught her looking at me in the mirror and we both started giggling, she closed her eyes probably knowing that if we made eye contact again we would start laughing again. 

I fell onto my bed with a loud thud, it felt so good to finally lie down after a long day. I felt the other side of the bed dip and then Claire's warm body enveloped mine. I was so tired mentally and physically that I didn't even question it. 

"Is this ok?" she mumbled in my ear. 

I nodded against my pillow and she giggled, "good because I think I like cuddling with you," she confessed. 

I chuckled, "Well, I am very cuddle-able." I yawned, "good night Claire." 

"Night, babe," she mumbled. 

Nathan

I stared at my phone screen, the title of the gossip article read: 

Actress Claire Edwards and Elizabeth James enjoy a dip on a weekend getaway.

My fingers tighten around my phone as I scroll down and see a picture of Beth and Claire embracing in the water. Beth sporting a wide grin while Claire is laughing with her head thrown back.

I clenched my jaw as I saw multiple pictures of them together holding hands, laughing, little kisses on the cheek. This wasn't how it was supposed to go. 

Anne slips into the seat across from me, "are you ready to go, honey?" 

I clear my throat and force a smile on my face, turning my screen off, "all set."





[A/N]: Hi guys! so...this chapter was really late lol but works been kind of a shit show and I've kind of lost track of time. But this chapter was a little longer than usual so hopefully, it makes up for that? Yeah, I know it doesn't T.T



Chapter 17
 
Beth

Claire I and pushed our bags onto the front porch where mom and Charlie stood, waiting for us to say bye.

"Alright, I think we're gonna head out," I gesture to the car, "I hope we can beat traffic."

Charlie hugged me, "See you at Christmas, I guess?" 

"You know, you could come to visit Claire and me in LA sometime you know," I offered, "well, Claire might be busy, but if you ever want to hang out for a couple of days, just let me know and I'll pick you up."

Before I moved out the first time with Justin, Charlie and I were close. She always came to me with advice on school, boys, and how to get mom to let up on rules. We aren't as close anymore with the distance and I knew Charlie missed the connection as much as I had. 

She looked up at me, "really?" 

"Of course," I said with a smile.

"I'm probably going to be really annoying though," Charlie replied. 

"No doubt you're gonna be a pain in my ass," I agreed and shrugged my shoulders, "if anything you'll be extra annoying because we haven't seen each other in a while."

She laughed and nodded, "yeah, you're probably right." 

I hit her lightly on the arm, "be good. I don't want any phone calls from mom talking about how much trouble you're making."

She gave me a cheeky grin and nodded before making her way to Claire.

Claire and mom pulled away, both of their faces smiling. "Take care of my girl, Miss Claire. She may seem tough but she's a big pile of mush inside." 

Claire laughed and looked at me, "you couldn't keep me away if you tried." I felt my face turn red and the butterflies in my stomach at her comment. She walked past me to go say bye to Charlie but not before giving me a wink and smile.

"it was so nice to meet you, Claire," I heard Charlie say. "If you ever need ugly photos of my sister, I'm your girl."

I opened my mouth for a snarky reply when mom held my face in her hands, "have a safe trip, don't forget to call me and make sure-"

I laughed as I put my hand over hers, "I know mama, I know."

She let out an embarrassed laugh, "ok," she looked me in the eyes, "just...be happy."

I looked past at Claire who was hunched over Charlie's phone grinning. I looked back at mom, "I am, Ma."

Mom gave me a tight hug and a kiss on the forehead before she moved out of the way.

"Oh, you have to send me this one," I heard Claire say excitedly as I approached her and my sister.

I put my hands around Claire's waist, touching her like this seemed so natural. "I don't think it's in Charlie's best interest to give you anything, babe." I leaned over Claire and glared at my sister, "not unless you want me to tell mom where you really were New Years' Eve 2017," I whispered.

Charlie froze, then looked up at Claire, "on second thought, these pictures aren't even embarrassing. They're actually kind of normal-looking," she gave me a look before she slipped past us and stood next to mom.

Claire laughed and shook her head. We took our bags and got into the car, Charlie and mom walking arm and arm to see us off. 

I turned the car on and rolled down the window as mom bent down to the window, "you be good, Elizabeth. I don't want to be reading about all your shenanigans on the Tweeter." 

I didn't even know  my mom even knew what Twitter was, "who is teaching you social media, mom?" I looked at Charlie accusingly but she put her hands up in defense, "don't look at me, I didn't teach her. I'm trying to get her off social media." 

"How else am I supposed to know how you're doing? You never call me," she complained as she put her hands on her hips. 

Claire leaned over me and smiled at mom, "don't worry, Marcella. I'll keep an eye on her."

Mom grinned, "I knew I could count on you." 

"I'll be good, mom," I let out a frustrated breath, "I'm always good," I added under my breath.

Claire giggled in the passenger seat beside me, while mom narrowed her eyes at me, "what was that last part?" 

"Nothing!" I put the gear in drive and mom took a step back, "bye Mama, I'll call you when we get home." 

*  *  *  *  *

Claire and I rode the elevator up in comfortable silence, "I can't thank you enough for letting me come this weekend, your family is wonderful," she smiled. I saw her smile dim a little and he eyebrows crease as she faced forward again. 

Over the weekend, I watched Claire interact with my family and it hurt my heart knowing that her parents were choosing not to stay in contact with her. 

I nudged her shoulder with mine, "you know that my family is yours now too, right?" 

She laughed in response. 

"I don't know why you're laughing," I continued, "every time my mom calls I'm giving the phone to you from now." 

"Deal," she answered. The elevator doors opened and we stepped out, "Oh, you have no idea what you just agreed to," I teased. She rolled her luggage case in the living room, "now if you'll excuse me, I'm going to take a much-needed nap." I gave her a tired smile before I walked towards my room.

I threw my bag on the floor and fell onto my bed face first. I pulled my phone out of my pocket half expecting messages from mom, Charlie, and Eric asking how my weekend was, but instead, I had thousands of notifications from Instagram and Twitter. 

I opened up Twitter first and to my surprise, found that Claire and I were trending on Twitter yesterday. 

I clicked on an article that talked about what Claire and I did on the weekend and I felt squeamish. I didn't like knowing that it was so easy for people to know what Claire and I do in our spare time. I was about to click out of the article when I saw pictures. 

Pictures of Claire and I walking hand in hand through the farmers market, at the bakery, and at the lake. I was kind of annoyed that the lake was probably going to get busier now that it had been photographed but that feeling went away when I saw the carefree smile on her face when I held her in my arms.

Claire was beautiful, I'm sure everyone would agree, but there was something about the way she looked in that picture, so relaxed and carefree that she was breathtaking.

An Instagram notification suddenly popped up on my phone saying someone liked a post I was tagged in. 

I clicked on the notification wondering what post it was and to my surprise, it was on Claire's. it was a video of us laughing and singing terribly at the top of our lungs in the car on the way home.

The caption read:

Get you a girl that can sing like a nightingale but will sing off-key just to make you feel better about your lack of singing abilities LOL Happy birthday beautiful ❤️

I clicked on the comments and saw it was a mixture of people wishing me a happy birthday and others gushing over the post. I couldn't keep a smile off my face reading all the comments. I stopped scrolling when I saw that Claire responded to someone. 

KingPhotography: If I wasn't already in a happy relationship, I'd have half a mind to get myself a Beth LOL

Wolverine: @KingPhotography excuse me?

ClaireEdwards: @KingPhotography RIP lol

I peered at the username and something seemed familiar but a text came in from Eric. 

Eric: Hey, since you're back in town, did you want to come over to practice for the show on the 10th?

I made a face, I totally forgot we had a gig 2 weeks from now. I thought about skipping the practice but decided otherwise. I  sent him a quick text and rolled off the bed slowly. Looks like that nap was going to have to wait. 

Claire

I laughed reading Peyton and her girlfriend's conversation. It had been a long time since I've seen the Kings so I made a mental note to invite them over for dinner sometime. I walked over to my nightstand and decided to go over my lines for the week but stopped midway when my phone started to ring. 

"Hello?"

Emily's voice came from the other side, "so how was Paris? I mean I've never been, but it looks a lot like San Diego."

"Yeah, about that," I started. "I didn't end up going because Nathan bailed on me last minute." 

"And what was his excuse this time?" Em asked.

I chewed on my bottom lip, hesitant to tell her that truth, "he didn't have one. He stood me up at the airport."

There was silence on the line before Emily started yelling, "what an asshole! Claire, you need to get your eyes checked because I don't know what you see in him. And don't you dare say you see 'his inner beauty'"' she said in a mocking tone, "because that's shit too."

Her voice softened, "why didn't you tell me when we were texting that Friday? We could've hung out all weekend."

"You already had plans with your family. I didn't want to ruin that." I sat on my bed. "But I had a really great time with Beth and her family this weekend." 

"Is that's why you haven't looked at your phone all weekend?" She asked nervously. I was suddenly cautious, Emily never got nervous unless something bad happened.

"It's kind of a rule Beth enforced on me, I actually didn't mind it though." I frowned, "why? What happened this weekend?" 

"I'm sending you the links now."

I put the phone on speakerphone as Emily sent me multiple links, all with similar headlines:

Nathan Carter in a budding new romance with Secretary of State Anne Chapman.

Successful businessman Nathan Carter officially of the market.

Anne Chapman and Nathan Carter: a match made in heaven!

And then blurry pictures of Nathan and Anna having dinner, talking and laughing littered my screen.

"Are you ok?" Emily asked softly.

I nodded my head slowly but forgot that she couldn't see me. "Yeah," I finally answered and it was strange, but I actually was ok. Usually, it was what I'd say when dating rumors would pop up about Nathan. But I actually wasn't bothered by it. 

"It's probably just another rumor, Claire. Don't worry about it," Emily soothed. 

"I know, Emily, it's weird, but I'm actually ok," I chuckled with a shake of my head. "Even if I wasn't, Nathan and I are on a break right now."

"Wait, whaaaaat?" Emily asked. I heard one of her sons whining in the background. "Not now, Jay. Mommy's working right now." 

I laughed, "you're the biggest liar." 

"I mean I'm not technically lying, but stop deflecting. What do you mean you and Nathan are on a break?" 

"Not that I'm not happy about it," she added. "When did this happen?" 

I rolled my eyes at the comment, "a couple of weeks ago when a photograph of us at a party came out. He said we should take a break and then this trip was supposed to be like a little reward for both of us." 

"Why didn't you tell me, Claire?" 

I laid down, "because how pathetic would it sound that my own boyfriend didn't want to be seen in public with me because I wasn't enough for his image." Now that I finally said it out loud, my mood went down a bit. I raised my hand to put it over my eyes when the ring Beth bought me caught my eye. 

I held my hand in the air and continued looking at it with a smile, "but I'll be alright, Em. Beth really helped me get my mind off all of that and I really feel like I needed a weekend away with Beth more than a weekend away with Nathan."

I continued looking at the ring on my finger as I remembered my weekend with Beth. I couldn't have asked for a better long weekend.

Beth 

I waited for the elevator doors to open, as I watched the numbers change on the panel. It's been a week since Claire and I came home from visiting my family and everything was perfect.

When I first moved in, it felt like we were both walking on eggshells around each other but now, I felt comfortable, kind of like I was rooming with my best friend. Claire and I even had a routine down now. 

Every morning she wakes up first, turns on the coffee machine, and then takes a shower. While she showers and gets ready, I make breakfast for us. Then when she's done, we sit down and have breakfast together, talk about our schedule for the day and then decided what we're going to have for dinner.

She clears the table and washes the dishes while I get ready for work and then we leave together. 

Her with Emily in one car while I go with Joe in another. Now that I think about it, I'm not sure when we started this routine but it's saved a lot of time for both of us.

The elevator doors opened and I stepped out with my guitar. "Hiya sis."

I frowned when I saw Charlie sitting crossed legged on the couch. "Charlie, what the hell are you doing here?"

"You said I could come over anytime, right?" She replied cheekily.

I put my guitar down and put my hand to my forehead, "I also said to let me know so I could come to get you and I didn't think that you'd be here after a week."

Charlie stretched out on the couch, "well I didn't need you to pick me up, Beth. I'm not a little kid anymore. There are things called the train and the bus." 

Claire suddenly appeared from the kitchen, "oh, you're home." She gave me a smile, "perfect, I just finished making dinner." 

Charlie jumped off the couch happily, following Claire into the kitchen, while I closed my eyes in frustration.

Claire 

(2 hours before)

"Good job today, bud," Emily complimented when she pulled up in front of the building. 

"Thanks," I smiled as I opened the door. Emily rolled down the window before I could walk inside. "Hey! don't forget you have early call times this weekend so please be ready when I come to pick you up." 

I rolled my eyes, "yes mother," I started walking inside when I heard Emily still yelling from the driver's seat, "I'm serious Claire!" I gave her a wave as I continued walking inside. 

"I swear to God, I know someone who lives here!" I saw a girl talking to security at the door.

"Miss, if I had a nickel for every time I heard that lie, I'd be able to afford to live in here too," the man chuckled. He cleared his throat, "but I have to ask you to leave the premises."

I saw her shoulders droop and she turned the leave. My eyebrows shot up, "Charlie?"

She looked up, "Claire! thank goodness you're here." 

I couldn't hide the surprise and confusion on my face, "what are you doing here?" I asked. 

Charlie had a mischievous look on her face as we waited for the elevator, "it was really boring after you and Beth left so I decided to come to visit. I hope that's alright."

The doors opened and we got on together, "of course you're always welcome to come over," I said sincerely, as I put my key into the top panel, "but is Beth expecting you?" 

"No, but I was hoping to surprise her," she answered. She gaped at my key still stuck at the top of the panel, "is that to get to the penthouse." 

I nodded, "Beth has one too." The doors opened and we stepped out, entering the living room. 

"Why don't you have a seat, Charlie. I'll grab you some snacks." 

I put my bag down on the floor and rummaged through the kitchen, putting together a simple cheese and fruit platter. 

"So I assume you'll be staying a couple of days?" I asked as I set the platter down in front of her. 

She popped a grape in her mouth and nodded, "Is that ok?" she asked with the grape stored in her cheek. 

I laughed, "of course." I got up, "let me just get the guest room set up. Feel free to hang out in here until Beth comes home."

I quickly walked to Beth's room, removing all her belongings and putting it in mine. I couldn't have Charlie thinking that Beth and I slept in different rooms. Couples didn't sleep in separate beds. I carried 2 armfuls of Beth's clothes quietly transferring them to my own without Charlie knowing. 

I looked around the barren room once I was done and almost hit myself in the forehead when I realized I almost forgot the contract. I walked to the nightstand and picked up the notebook Beth tucked the contract into. 

I breathed out a sigh of the relief, that was close. 

I heard the elevator door open and Beth's voice. I took a deep breath and went to meet her in the living room. 

*  *  *  *  *

Charlie sat across the table from Beth and me, eating the bowl of pasta I made for dinner. 

Charlie and I continued eating while Beth had her arms across her chest, her eyes narrowed at her sister, "and what did mom say about you just leaving all of a sudden? No way she was ok with this." 

Charlie scooped another forkful of pasta in her mouth, "she said as long as she got a text from me saying I got here ok and that I stayed out of trouble it was ok." She swallowed her food, "and I may have lied and said it was ok with you and Claire before I left," she mumbled.

Beth put her hands up in the air dramatically, "there it is." 

I quirked an eyebrow at her but continued eating, "I'm ok with it."

Beth gaped at me but I just shrugged while Charlie looked on with a goofy smile.

Beth

I dried my hands on the dishcloth after washing dishes. I rolled my neck and closed my eyes, looking forward to a good night's rest. 

I opened the door to my room and Charlie was sprawled on the bed, a handful of popcorn midway to her mouth. 

"Can I help you?" she asked, her hand frozen in the air. 

I raised an eyebrow at her with my hand still on the doorknob, "uhh..."

Claire came up from behind me and put a hand around my waist, "let's go to sleep, babe?"

"Huh?" I turned around confused then saw the pointed look on her face. "Uh yeah," I cleared my throat, "I was just saying good night to Charlie."

"Well...good night," I waved awkwardly to my sister. I cringed as she gave me a weird look and let Claire lead me to her bedroom.

She closed the door behind her and I peaked a glance around her room and noticed how bare it was. Except for a king-sized bed, a nightstand, and a closet, she didn't have much in her room.

Claire walked past me, "I hope you don't mind that I took all your stuff from the guest room."

It was only then that I realized that all my clothes and belongings were in neat piles around the room. 

"I didn't want Charlie to think we slept in separate beds, it would be hard to come up with an excuse for that," she laughed. 

I rubbed my face with my hands, "I'm sorry she just dropped in like this. When I extended that invite to her, I thought she'd at least give me a heads up."

Claire waves a hand dismissively, "none sense. I like having her around. It's like having a less moody version of you."

I quirked about eyebrow at her, "are you playing favorites now?"

"Jealous?" She smirked, "don't be, you'll always be my favorite." 

We laughed as I stood awkwardly still by the door. It was strange, I've slept in a sleeping bag and my childhood bed with her, but something about being in her personal space made me feel awkward. She sat on the bed and patted the spot next to her, "come sit, I don't bite."

I pursed my lips and walked to the bed, "no, but you do snore."

She swatted my arm when I sat down, "I do not!"

"True, but you thought you did for a second didn't you?" I laughed. I could feel all the tension inside go away as we continued talking and laughing. 

Claire 

I leaned back onto the bed frame as I flipped through the script, my glasses perched on my nose. Beth was currently laying on her side sleeping. I looked away from the paper and just studied her for a moment.

God, she was beautiful.

She suddenly rolled over with a grunt and faced me, her eyes slowly opening. I quickly looked back at the script and hoped you didn't catch me being creepy. She let out a frustrated breath. 

"Sorry, am I keeping you up?" I went to turn off my lamp on my bedside table when she tugged on my arm. 

"No, you aren't. I just can't fall asleep," she rolled over on her back and stared up at the ceiling. "Do you feel weird with me sleeping in your bed?" 

I looked down at her, "No, not at all. We've slept in a small sleeping bag together before Beth."

"Yeah, but this is different. We aren't sleeping outdoors, we're in your bedroom, it's an intimate place," I watched her face turn red. "Not that kind of intimacy, the other kind." 

I laughed out loud at how flustered she was. She turned her head and looked at me, "I didn't know you wore glasses," she smiled. "It suits you." 

I put the script and my glasses down on the nightstand and turned off the lights. 

"Sorry, I didn't mean to take you away from work," she turned on her side to face me. 

I snuggled under the covers and faced Beth, our faces just inches apart. "Don't be, my eyes were getting tired anyway." Technically I wasn't lying, I was getting sleepy but I really wanted to have some pillow talk time with Beth. She just relaxed me.

"What are you thinking about, babe?" Even in the dark, I could see her eyes go wide as she tried to explain. "I'm sorry, I didn't mean to say that. It just kind of slipped out."

I couldn't help but smile, I liked when she called me babe, even if she didn't mean it in a romantic way, it made my heart flutter. "That's alright, I won't hold it against you," I joked. I played with the blanket between my fingers before I started speaking again. "why don't we just call each other babe from now on? it'll make fooling people easier."

Beth didn't answer right away and I waited with bated breath. 

"Can you cuddle me then, babe?" she turned away from me and waited. 

"w-what?" I stuttered. I didn't think she'd actually agree to it. 

She turned her head to look at me, "let me be little spoon for a bit and then we'll switch." She turned back around and I didn't need to be told twice to cuddle with her.

I scooted closer and drape my arm over Beth's waist. She held my hand in hers as I tucked my face in her neck. My body relaxed when it came into contact with hers and if I wasn't so tired, I would've relished in this moment. 

She giggled, "good night, babe." 

"Good night, baby," I yawned. 




[A/N]: Whoaaaaa look who updated in less than a month! I hope you're all proud of me lol



Chapter 18
 
Claire

I heard my alarm go off on the nightstand beside me. I reached over and without opening my eyes and turned the annoying sound off. Beth was still asleep beside me, so I got off the bed carefully, not wanting to wake her up.

I padded barefoot into the kitchen, with a grimace on my face as I felt the cold tile under my feet. I loved my job, I did, but the call times were killing me. After putting fresh coffee beans in the coffee maker and switching it on, I made my way back into my room to start getting ready.

Beth was still curled up in a ball, her hair a beautiful mess against the pillow and her face peaceful. I couldn't help myself and climbed back into bed, my spot was still warm even though I was gone for a couple of minutes. I scooted closer and wrapped my arm around her, reveling on how well our bodies fit together. 

Beth moved closer to me and wrapped my arm tighter against her. Whether or not she meant to, I didn't care as I snuggled closer with a smile on my face. We stayed in this position until I finally decided to get out of bed and I fought the urge to want to kiss her on the cheek as I untangled myself from her.

*  *  *  *  *

When I got out of the shower, Beth wasn't in bed anymore but I heard music playing softly in the kitchen.

I walked into the kitchen while I dried my hair with a towel. Beth was in front of the stove, wearing an oversized t-shirt and shorts. She swayed her body to the music playing in the background as she flipped an omelet, "Oh yeah!" 

I laughed as I stood beside her, "can I help with anything?" 

"Good morning!" She smiled at me and fixed my hair, "Your hair is a mess," she laughed. "Do you want to get started on the pancakes?" 

I moved around her to put little pancake batter circles in the pan next to Beth. I looked over at the omelet in her pan and remembered her flipping it before I walked into the kitchen. "What are the chances that I can flip this batch?" 

She glanced over at me, "you won't." She flipped the egg in her pan, adding to the insult, "not everyone has this gift."

I scoffed, "I bet you I can."

She gave me an unimpressed look, "bet taken. Loser owes the winner dinner."

I loosened up my arms, for no particular reason and shook the pan to make sure the bottom didn't stick. "Get ready for greatness," I said as I lifted the pan up.

We both watched as 3 half-ready pancakes sailed through the air. 2 landed safely into the pan and the last bounced off of my forehead, then back into the pan.

I turned to her, with raw pancake batter on my forehead then set the pan back down, "told ya." I have the worst hand-eye coordination so how I managed to pull that off, I have no idea. But that will probably be one of the greatest moments of my life. 

Her mouth was wide open at what she just witnessed. She shook her head and pointed to the pan, "that soooo doesn't count." 

I wiped the batter off my forehead with the back of my hand, "why not!"

She chuckled as she helped me get some batter I missed on my forehead, "because your foreheard alley-ooped it into the pan."

I frowned, "it was an assist and they all ended up in the pan." I put my hands on my hips and smirked, "you never said it had to be a clean flip. I just had to get them all to land in the pan."

She scoffed and turned back to her pan, "you're the biggest cheater."

I put my pan down on the stove and moved around her, "And you owe me dinner," before I could stop myself I placed a quick kiss on her cheek. 

"I-I didn't m-" I stuttered.

"Good morning," Charlie yawned sitting down at the table. 

We both whipped around so fast, "this isn't what it looks like," Beth spat out. 

Charlie gave her a weird look and rubbed the sleep from her eyes. 

"How did you sleep?" I asked, changing the subject. 

"Like a baby," she smiled, "I can't believe I slept over at Claire Edwards' house." 

Beth placed the omelet on a plate, "speaking of which, how long are you planning on sleeping at Claire Edwards' house?" she asked without turning around. 

"Already kicking out your little sister?" she questioned picking up a piece of toast.

"Yeah, I suddenly remembered why I moved out," she joked and cracked another egg in the pan. 

Charlie's eyes widened and started choking on the orange juice she was drinking. "Who are you and what have you done with my sister!" she pointed an accusing finger at Beth.

I tilted my head in confusion. 

"Beth never cooks. In the 16 years, I've been alive, I've never seen Beth cooking. Like ever," she explained to me. She reached across the table and held my hand, "how did you domesticate the wild beast?" 

I choked out a laugh while Beth swatted her hand away from mine, "ungrateful punk," she mumbled under her breath.

I laughed at their interaction, Charlie brought out a maternal side to Beth that I've only seen glimpse of since we've started this relationship. And I really liked seeing this side of her.

Beth

I cut up the pancakes on my plate and transferred some over to Claire's when I noticed that she didn't have anything on hers. 

"Thanks, babe," she smiled as she put a tiny piece of pancake in her mouth. "So how is today going to work? Will you be joining us for dinner tonight?" 

I nodded, "Dave gave me the rest of the week off because Charlie came to visit." I turned to my sister, "you do have to go home on Friday though because I have a gig on Saturday at the bar and you're not of legal age yet."

Charlie made a face, "I'd just like to point out that the legal age in Switzerland is 16."

"And I'd like to point out that we don't live in Switzerland," I countered. Claire nudged my arm, "be nice," she warned. 

My eyebrows shot up in surprise while Charlie looked on with a smug look, "what? we don't," I mumbled. 

"So, if you aren't working for the week, what do you guys have planned for today?" Claire asked. 

Charlie and I both shrugged, "probably just hang out, maybe grab some food."

Claire ate the last of her breakfast and stood up, "well, I hope you guys have fun today." She set her plate in the sink at checked the time on her phone, "you guys can leave the dishes, I'll wash them when I get back."

I got up and shook my head, "that's alright, you better get going before Emily comes inside and nags," I laughed. I'm not sure what came over me, but I leaned in and pecked her lips, "have a good day at work, babe," I finished with a bashful smile. 

Claire's mouth opened and closed multiple times, "y-you too."

"Wow, I could cut the sexual tension between you two like butter" Charlie commented with a mouthful of pancake. 

Claire blushed before she gave me one last smile and a wave to Charlie before she took the elevator down to the lobby. 

"So, what do you wanna do today?" I asked Charlie as I started clearing the table. 

Charlie turned on the faucet and started washing dishes, "I'm down to just walk around." 

*  *  *  *  *

"Is it weird having people follow you around all the time?" Charlie asked as a man with a camera scurried away after he took a picture of us. 

I pursed my lips, "Claire says I'll get used to it, but I'm still weirded out. Like, how do these people know where to find me?!" I laughed, "but it's just a small con to being with Claire."

"I've already told Claire, but I think you guys are so opposite of each other that you're perfect for each other," she revealed. 

"Yeah?" I asked. 

"Yeah," she answered. "So, don't screw it up." 

We continued walking and I wasn't sure how to bring up the next subject. "How are things at home?" 

Charlie was quiet while we continued walking, "it's the same," she finally said. I quirked an eyebrow at her, "is it really?" 

Mom never told me how everything was at home. It was only when Claire and I visited that I saw a pile of bills sitting on the table before mom shoved them into the junk drawer. 

Charlie sighed, "no not really. Mom's always stressed out at the beginning of the month because that's when everything is due." She turned to look at me, "last month she wasn't sure if we were going to be able to pay rent." 

"Why don't you guys move out here?" I asked. 

She put her hands in her pockets, "Beth, we can't make rent in San Diego, how the hell would we make rent in LA?"

We crossed the street, "I'd obviously buy you guys the condo." 

"Mom and I would never let you do that," Charlie countered. 

I held the door open to the cafe, "it's more for me. I like having you and mom around, so having you guys at least in the same state would be great."

I laughed, "I miss mom's home-cooked meals and it's killing me having to figure out what to make every day." Charlie was right, I never cooked. Before I moved in with Claire, I always ordered in or I would go over to Eric's and mooch off of him. 

But something in me wanted to cook for Claire and ever since I moved in, I found myself looking up recipes and cooking videos every night. 

Charlie grinned, "Omg you're so smitten, it's disgusting." She made kiss noises beside me until I pushed her into a trash can. 

"That wasn't very nice." 

I shrugged, "think about it this way, if you and mom moved out here, you'd have another chance at getting me back for doing that."

Charlie's face broke in a grin and she shook her head, "I mean it would be pretty great if we could do stuff like this all the time." 

"Like old times," I added. 

She nodded, "I'll talk to mom about it, but I'd be so down." She motioned to the counter, "I'm going to grab a coffee, do you want one?" 

I nodded and went to grab us a table when I heard my name. 

"Beth?" 

I turned at someone calling my name, "Logan?" 

She walked towards us, wearing a white shirt tucked into her black dress pants. The last time I saw her was when she was in high school I think, and she definitely looked more mature. "I haven't seen you in so long!" she exclaimed with open arms as she enveloped me in a hug. 

"Yeah! I think it's been more than 5 years," I pulled away, "I see you've swapped in your sweat pants and hoodies for a business casual look." 

Logan laughed, "Nope, still wear them on the weekends." She smoothed out a wrinkle in her shirt, "you just caught me on a good day."  

"So what have you been up to? The last time I saw you..."I tilted my head in thought. 

"When you helped me try to impress Peyton on our date," she finished with a smile. 

"Yeah! So did it work?" I asked, curious about how that date went. I remember when Logan and I both worked at the restaurant, that girl was the only thing Logan would talk about to the point where I pushed her to ask her out and to serenade her on the date. 

She wiggled her eyebrows at me, "it definitely worked out for me."

I made a face, "you're like a little sister to me, I don't need to hear your sex life." 

She laughed and hit my arm, "No! Peyton and I are engaged."

I don't know what got into me, but I squealed, "No way!" 

She showed me her left hand that was now sporting a diamond ring on her finger, "way!" Her phone rang and she rolled her eyes, "Sorry, I should probably go."

I pulled a face, "are you in town for a while? I have a gig on Saturday you should come!" 

She nodded, "yeah sounds great," her phone went off again, "I'll be there, just text me the address," she added, "I'll see you on Saturday," she finished as she picked up her phone and waved bye. 

Charlie walked to my side, "who was that?" she asked and handed me my cup of coffee. 

"A friend," I took the cup and took a sip. 

Claire

The elevator doors opened and Charlie sat on the couch with headphones on. Before I could say anything, she put a finger to her lips.

I frowned and it was only then that I heard muffled music coming from the room. The music stopped and Charlie took off her headphones, "Beth's recording and she gets sensitive."

I put my purse down on the table, "recording for what?" 

Charlie was back to typing on her phone, "Tuesday tunes. It's a thing she does on Instagram." We heard a guitar being strummed angrily, "it sounds like it's going well," she mumbled sarcastically. 

The door opened and Beth stepped out looking defeated, "Everything sounds like doo-doo," she whined and sprawled on the couch. 

I laughed and walked around to massage her shoulders, "it sounded great when I walked in," I tried encouraging her. 

"No, every song I tried recording sounded bad," she complained. 

"God, you're such a baby," Charlie rolled her eyes. 

I giggled and wrapped my arms around Beth's shoulders, "Yeah," I agreed, "but she's my baby."

"Hey, what if Claire was in the video too?" Charlie suggested. 

"Charlie, that's ridicu-"

"Sure, why not?" I interrupted. I watched all of Beth's singing videos on her Instagram and was a fan of them myself. "You'll be in the video too, right Charlie?" I turned to her. 

"Yeah, I think it would be fun, you can both play instruments," Beth smiled as she got up from the couch. 

Charlie stood up as well, "fine, but I don't want a lot of parts," she grumbled. 

I followed Beth to the room she came out of, secretly hoping that Beth didn't give me an instrument I've never seen before. 

"Alright," Beth started, "I was thinking of covering 'Lie to Me' by 5 Seconds of summer." She picked up her guitar. 

"No," Charlie said. She sat down on the bed, "you can't have the first post you have with your girlfriend and sing a song about wishing you never met her." She looked over at me, "she is so clueless sometimes." 

I laughed while Beth nodded her head and agreed. She scrolled through her playlist and tried to figure out what song to choose. 

"What do you guys think about 'Better together' by Jack Johnson?" Beth looked up for confirmation from both of us. 

I shrugged, I didn't know the song so it didn't really matter to me, but Charlie's face lit up and she nodded fast. 

"I call percussion," she stated and rolled onto the bed staring at her phone again. 

Beth turned in her chair, "I guess that leaves you on the piano." She patted the space next to her in front of the keyboard. She played a series of chords in an arpeggio style, "so this is what you'll be playing this in between the chorus and the verses." 

I stared blankly at the keyboard and tried to stand up, "Charlie trade instruments with me." 

Beth laughed and pulled me back down, "it's really easy, I promise." She walked around so she was hovering over me and put my right hand on the keyboard. "Ready?"

*  *  *  *  *

After about an hour, I finally had my part down. I puffed my chest with pride.

"That wasn't so bad was it?" Beth giggled.

And it honestly wasn't. For the entire hour, Beth had her hands on top of mine trying to teach me the chords. What she doesn't know is that I took lessons for a couple of years as a kid and although it took me half an hour to remember the basics, it all came back to me. 

So for half an hour, I pretended I had no idea what I was doing because I felt awkward bringing it up, but mostly because I felt little butterflies in my stomach whenever our fingers touched. 

I laughed, "you're a really scary teacher," I joked. 

"You have no idea," she nudged my shoulder with hers, "I have a soft spot for you, so I went a little easier on you." She leaned backward and yelled at the open door, "Charlie, get your butt in here, we're ready."

Charlie strolled in, "it's about time, it was way too awkward being in here while you guys were doing the musical version of 'Ghost'." 

I blushed while Beth cleared my throat, "I just wanted to make sure Claire was comfortable playing."

Charlie shrugged, "you don't have to give me excuses," she down on the Cajon, "but if you wanted some alone time you could've just told me." She gagged, "omg I just got a mental image of something I don't ever want to see." 

Beth picked up my guitar, "you need Jesus." She strummed a series of chords, "let's do a practice run?" 

*  *  *  *  *

I sat in bed with the script in front of me while Beth slept beside me. It was funny, she always seemed like a night owl when I first met her but she has a strict bedtime for herself. It was kind of cute. 

I stared up at the ceiling and closed my eyes. I was supposed to film a dramatic/romantic scene in a couple of days and I wasn't sure how well I was going to do. It was the first role I got cast in that had a love line and it was an understatement to say that I wasn't stressing out over it. 

I put the script down, my eyes started to hurt looking at the small print in front of me. I picked my phone up instead, I felt like I deserved a break, I've been running lines for an hour and a half and there was no point in worrying about that scene right now. I browsed through my social media and I couldn't help but smile at all the positive comments I was getting. 

There were a couple of negative comments regarding my relationship with Beth. I couldn't help but narrow my eyes at those ignorant comments. What did my private relationship have anything to do with them? Why couldn't they mind their own business? Why were they so unhappy with their lives that they had to project it on other people? 

My thumbs hovered over the keyboard wondering if I should reply to them but I stopped myself. It would just be a waste of time trying to talk to people so close-minded. 

I decided to look through Instagram instead, where comments were usually a little better. I looked through my timeline and came across the video Charlie, Beth, and I recorded just a couple of hours ago. 

BethJamesMusic: It's always better when we're together @ClaireEdwards 🥰❤️

Apparently, that also includes @CharlienotPuthtoo lol #TuesdayTunes 

I laughed when I saw Charlie's comment on the video. 

@CharlienotPuth: Even though I third wheeled so hard in this, this is super cute. 

I laughed quietly and liked the comment, while we practiced, it was amusing seeing Charlie and Beth bicker all the time. I turned the volume down as to not wake Beth up and started watching the video. 

Beth played the opening guitar lick and started playing the chords with Charlie keeping a beat on the Cajon while I sat awkwardly in the middle waiting for my part to come up. 

There is no combination of words I could put on the back of a postcard
No song that I could sing, but I can try for your heart
Our dreams and they are made out of real things
Like a, shoebox of photographs
With sepia-toned loving


I remember recording this video and even though my entire career is based on being in front of a camera I was so out of my element. I think Beth sensed that because, after the first take, she turned her chair to face me and it did make me feel a little better. 

It's always better when we're together
Yeah, we'll look at the stars when we're together
Well, it's always better when we're together
Yeah, it's always better when we're together


Beth smiled as she sang the words and looked at me, not once did she ever break eye contact with me. At the time, it made me feel so nervous and so vulnerable at the moment, but I liked having her look at me like that. 

I couldn't help but rewatch the video over and over again just to watch Beth's face. If I didn't know any better I'd think that she actually looked at me like a lover, like our whole relationship wasn't based on a lie. Something deep inside me wondered what my life would be like if Beth and I were together, no contract, no money transactions, no lies. Would we meet organically? Who would ask who out? Would she look at me the same way or was there a special look she gave her partner?

 I turned my phone off, cutting the video off and shook the questions out of my head. I must have been really tired to have these thoughts going on in my mind. I turned off the lamp and settled into bed, fighting off the urge to move closer to Beth. 

I closed my eyes and chanted in my head. 

Stop having these thoughts. These feelings aren't real. You're with Nathan and you're happy.

If I repeated this to myself enough times it would be true

Right? 




[A/N]: you guys, this chapter totally kicked my ass writing lol 😩😩

But fun fact, I actually played this song on the guitar for my friend's promposal back in highschool so it's got a special place in my heart lol 



Chapter 19
 
Claire

"Really good job today, Claire," Jonathon complimented as I walked past him. 

"Thanks," I smiled feeling confident, "see you tomorrow, Jon."

He gave me a nod before looking back at the monitor in front of him. 

Emily came up beside me, "you have some press interviews and appearances with Brett next week." I nodded mindlessly and kept walking to my dressing room. She handed me my phone, "and Beth texted you a couple of times."

I snatched the phone from her hands and opened up my messages.

Beth: hey babe :) I hope work's going ok for you. I was hoping to take you up on that dinner that I apparently owe you tonight. Even though you cheated, I'll be the bigger person this time ;)

Beth: shoot, I meant to send a happy face...just pretend that was a smiley face...

I couldn't help but laugh at her texts. My fingers started tapping out a response. 

Me: It's about time you honored your loss 

Me: You're also a very sore loser lol 

Beth: do you want dinner or what woman?! lol 

Me: yes please :) I should be home in an hour :)

Beth: mmkay :) so you soon 

I put my phone down and started packing up. Emily stared at me with a skeptical look on her face, "eager to get home?" 

"Yeah," I responded not looking up, "plans with Beth tonight."

"You guys are getting pretty close now," Emily pointed out. I started changing into my own clothes, "yeah, we've finally gotten past that awkward phase," I chuckled.

Emily didn't say anything but she did narrow her eyes at me before she handed me my cardigan. 

"What?" I asked putting it on. 

She put her hands up in defense, "nothing, but if I didn't know any better, it's like you like her." I clenched down on my jaw, was I that obvious? I decided to feign ignorance and frowned, "of course I do. Isn't that what everyone wanted?" 

Emily gave me an unimpressed look, "'like' as in you wanna rip her clothes off like." 

I threw my cardigan at her which she caught with a laugh, "Em!" 

"Ok fine!" she threw my cardigan back at me, "maybe not at that stage yet, but it does seem like you have a big fat crush on her." She started making obnoxious kissing gestures that earned a punch in the arm.

"I don't have a crush on her,"I looked away, frustration and annoyance clear on my face, "let's go, Beth said she's taking me out for dinner." 

Emily didn't say anything and followed me out into the parking lot. I walked with fast strides to the car, angry at what Emily said. She was wrong, I didn't like Beth like that.

*  *  *  *  *

I heard the music even from inside the elevator as it brought me up to the penthouse. 

I turned the corner and found Beth in the kitchen swaying softly to the music as she was plating something. Something inside made my heartbeat faster and put a smile on my face. Then I remembered what Emily said and the smile slipped off my face.

She turned around with the pan in her hand, "oh, you're home!" she turned to look at the time, "you're early, I wasn't expecting you for another 15 minutes." She looked around the kitchen at her mess, "I was going to clean up and plate dinner before you got home," she said with a sheepish smile. 

I shook my head with a smile at her, "traffic was pretty light. I thought when you said dinner I didn't think you meant you were making dinner." 

She stopped walking with 2 ready plates in her hand, "we can go out for dinner instead," she turned and went to put the plates of food away but I walked over and stopped her. 

"Don't be ridiculous," I took the plates from her and put it on the already set table. "Especially since you don't cook according to Charlie, all the more reason to stay in and have what you made." 

"Speaking of which, where is she?" I looked around noticing that Charlie was nowhere to be found.

"I handed her off to a friend I ran into today," she said before taking a bite of food. "I didn't want her interrupting us, tonight." Her face went red, "not that there was anything to interrrupt...I-I mean just in general-"

I put my hand over my mouth trying to contain my laughter, "you're kind of cute when you ramble."

Beth tried hiding a smile on her face but I caught it. She went to grab a bottle of wine and some glasses while I sat down and put the napkin on my lap. This is the most home-cooked meals I've ever eaten in my life, and I could honestly get used to it. 

*  *  *  *  *

Beth

I was clearing the table while Claire started on the dishes. "Did you really need all of these different cooking utensils?" she asked as she picked up 3 different stirring spoons. 

I smiled sheepishly, "I dropped 2 of them by accident." She gave me a weird look and I put my hands on my hip, "did you want me to still use them after they fell on the floor?" 

She laughed, "fair point." She rolled up her sleeves and started rinsing the dishes while I looked down at my phone to play some music. 

I finally picked Dua Lipa's "Don't start now" and turned the volume all the way up on the speakers, the bass bouncing off the walls and the floor as I danced around the table. 

"I love this song!" I yelled over the loud music and continued dancing, I shook my hips to the beat, lifting my hands above my head while Claire bobbed her head to the song. 

I danced closer to Claire and grabbed her hands making her drop a soapy dish, "Beth!" she laughed, "I'm washing dishes."

I ignored her and continued waving her limp hands around, making me dance. She eventually gave up resisting and ended up joining in.

So there we were 2 grown adults, dancing and singing in the kitchen like idiots.

And I had the best time. 

The song faded and "Lover" by Taylor Swift started playing as I scooped her up in my arms. She wrapped her arms around my neck while I intertwined my fingers around her waist. 

She felt so soft and delicate in my arms that it made me pull her closer. We swayed back and forth and I was so nervous that I'm pretty sure she could feel my heart beating in my chest. 

I heard her breath hitch when I leaned in close and started singing the lyrics in a soft whisper in her ear.

And there's a dazzling haze, a mysterious way about you, dear
Have I known you twenty seconds or twenty years?


Can I go where you go? Can we always be this close forever and ever? And ah, take me out, and take me home you're my, my, my, my lover

I could feel my body relax against Claire's as I closed my eyes, our bodies continued swaying the song. I couldn't remember ever feeling this content before and it made me feel both scared and excited. 

 I looked down at Claire's face who had her face nestled in my neck with her eyes closed and a small smile on her lips. I really wanted to tilt her head to kiss her but stopped myself when I recognized these feelings. 

I had these same feelings when I started dating Justin, but this was stronger and it felt like I was falling faster than what I was ready for.

Shit.

*  *  *  *  *

I'm not sure how mom found out that Charlie lied, but I wasn't surprised. I was honestly shocked that it took her a couple of days to figure it out. Charlie had already been staying with us for a couple of days and I was supposed to bring her back tonight when I got a call from mom. 

So here she was, sitting across the table from Charlie and me. She had a pensive look on her face, "Mija, I can't agree with you buying us a place to live here."

Charlie was about to protest but I put a hand up to stop her, "why not, mama?" 

She leaned forward, "because I can't with good conscience put that burden on you." 

"You wouldn't mama, I promise." I reached across the table and held her hands, "I'm just tired of not being able to see you and Charlie as often as I'd like to." I knew it was wrong to use this tactic on my mom because I knew this would soften her up.

"And Beth could help me with college preparation and all that stuff," I winked at Charlie, that was a good touch. 

"And where would you be getting the money from, Beth?"

"I make really good money now ma. Let me take care of this for you." It wasn't technically a lie, with the money I was getting from Nathan Carter that is.

Mom sighed and closed her eyes, "I'm not changing either of your minds, are I?"

Charlie and I looked at each other with a smile on our faces, "not a chance, ma."

Mom put her hands up in defeat, "fine." She pointed at me, "but I expect you and Claire to be at dinner every weekend."

"Deal," I stood up and hugged her. Both of us relieved that this was one less thing we had to worry about.

She pulled away and looked up at me, "such a generous daughter I raised." She gave my cheek a light pat before she turned to Charlie.

"As for you," she wagged a finger at her, "just wait until we get home."

Charlie stared at her, her mouth open in surprise, "me? What did I do!" Charlie followed mom to the elevator. 

"You lied about your sister and Claire saying it was ok to come."

Charlie looked at the floor guiltily, "they were alright with it once I got here, so what's the difference."

Mom narrowed her eyes at her, "go get your things, we're going home."

Charlie sulked and walked towards her room to pack. 

"You don't want to stay for dinner?" I asked mom. 

She shook her head, "it's a long drive home and I still need to lecture your sister when we get home." She pushed the elevator button, "tell your sister I'll be waiting in the car and if she isn't down there in 10 minutes, she's walking home."

I hugged her as the doors opened, "don't be so hard on her mama. It was quality time we both needed."

She grunted a response and got into the elevator, giving me a small motherly smile before the doors closed in the middle. I chuckled and shook my head, that was so typical of her. But I wouldn't change her for the world. 

10 minutes later the elevator doors opened again and Claire stepped into the living room.

"Hey, babe, welcome home."

She smiled, "Thanks," she pointed to the elevator doors, "I ran into your mom in the lobby on my way up." 

I nodded, "mom caught Charlie in her lie," I chuckled, "she drove all the way here to bring her back home."

She grimaced, "how much trouble is she in?" 

"Not too much actually."

She nodded and put her purse down, "how was your day?" 

I shrugged, "it was alright, how was yours?" 

She nodded in agreement and fell onto the couch beside me, "there's a romantic scene I have to film in a couple of days and I'm a little worried about it, like I'm so nervous about it that I can't remember my lines, " I lifted her legs into my lap and started massaging them. 

I was shocked at how much tension there was in her legs. Was she training for a marathon before she came home? 

"Why? You'll kill it," I continued massaging, "you always do."

"It's the first role I've ever had where I have a love line so it's really new to me," she let out a sigh, "you're really good at this." She leaned her head back on the couch.

I winked, "I'm really good with my hands."

WHAT THE ACTUAL HELL? why did I say that?!

We stared at each other, Claire bit her lip so seductively that my hands stopped massaging.

"Ew," Charlie walked past us pulling her luggage. 

I cleared her throat, "because I play guitar and piano, I have strong fingers. That's what I meant..."I looked away, both flustered and a little disappointed that the moment was ruined.

Claire stood up, "Charlie I'm going to miss you so much," she enveloped her in a hug which she surprisingly reciprocated. 

"You'll see me around," she pressed the button for the elevator. 

"Hopefully not too soon," I mumbled. 

Charlie raised an eyebrow in my direction and was about to say something but the elevator doors opened, "see ya bish." 

Claire turned around, "what did she mean when she said I'll see her around?"

"We talked my mom into moving out here," I grinned. 

"That's great!" 

"Yeah," I chuckled, "it gives me a place to stay after this whole thing is over."

I saw Claire's smile falter a little bit, but she immediately put on another smile, "yeah, that's a good idea. Really practical." She pointed to the room Charlie was using for a couple of days, "if you need me, I'll be  going over these lines." 

I didn't get to answer because she scurried out of the room with her script. I tilted my head in confusion but decided to get ready for my gig tonight. 

Claire

I paced around the room with the script in my hand. I was frustrated at myself, why was it so hard to memorize a few lines for a scene?! 

I took a deep breath and looked at the script again, mumbling the words to myself again but the only thing that was on my mind right now was what Beth told me. Obviously she was going to move out eventually, did I actually think she was going to keep staying here after the contract was done? But still, I wasn't expecting time to go by this fast. Or that I didn't want her to go.

There was a knock on the door that interrupted my loud thoughts, "come in," I croaked. 

Beth peeked her head inside, "how's it going?" 

My shoulders slumped involuntarily, "about as good as a root canal."

"That bad, huh?" She opened the door wider, "I can help you run lines if you want," she offered.

My face lit up, "that would be so great!" I handed her the script, "So I think I have most of it memorized, but could you make sure?"I flipped the pages and pointed to a paragraph. "So you'll be reading for the character James."

She nodded her head and looked over the script in her hand as I closed my eyes to get into character.

~

Amanda: "All cards on the table? "

James: "All cards on the table."

-Amanda hesitates before she answers-

Amanda: You have this sort of superpower when I rant about my shitty days and I'm frustrated and angry at the world. And all you have to do is look at me and I forget my shitty day. For a second, my shitty life is put on pause and the only thing that matters is that you're looking at me, that you're there with me."

-James doesn't answer right away and Amanda gets nervous but James breaks out into a smile-

James:  Do you have any idea how hard I've fallen for you? It's been driving me crazy having to hide these feelings for you because I wasn't sure if you felt the same about me. 

James: You've been the first person I think of in the morning and the last person I think of at the end of the day. But that isn't enough for me anymore. It might be selfish of me, but I want to go fall asleep with you every night, I want to wake up to your face every morning, and then everything else in between.

~

My heart was beating a mile a minute right now. Even though I knew these were lines made up by someone else, there was something about the way Beth said these words and when she looked into my eyes when she said them that made me feel some type of way. There was an awkward silence between us before Beth looked away from me with a light blush on her cheeks, "it's your line," she said in a quiet voice. 

"Huh?" I shook my head to try to get these thoughts out of my head, "Oh crap, I forgot the next line." I groaned and rubbed my neck out of frustration. 

After 'James' said his line he was supposed to kiss 'Amanda' passionately once they revealed their feelings to each other.  I was curious about what Beth might do, but I think I was more disappointed that we didn't actually get to do it. I know we're only supposed to be running lines, but why did I want to hear those words from her? why was she looking so seductive and beautiful tonight? what the hell was going on with me?

All the shyness in Beth's face disappeared from before as she broke out into a laugh, "how about you take a break then? Do you have any plans tonight?"

I shook my head, "I kind of wanted to stay in and relax, go over some lines. Why do you ask?" 

A flash of emotion passed by her face as she continued, "I have a gig to play tonight," she started, "and Eric wanted to do a small pre before we head to the bar." She played with the sleeves of her shirt, resembling a teenager asking someone out, "did you maybe want to come?

My eyes lit up, "yeah, of course! it sounds fun. Just give me 10 minutes to get changed," I pointed to the door. I didn't wait for her to answer before I started making my way to my room. 

Maybe this wasn't the best thing to do right now, I should stay home and make sure these lines are memorized, but Beth had this hold on me that made me want to be around her all the time. And I think a small part of me knew that I would follow Beth anywhere. Emily's voice echoed in my head:

"Sounds like you have a big fat crush on her."

I hated when she was right.

*  *  *  *  *

"Bethjamin! You made it," a guy with brown shaggy hair greeted as he opened the door. 

Beth gave him a hug, "Erica! and miss a night to embarrass you again at Monopoly?" 

He grinned, "I let you win," he looked past her at Emily and I then pushed her out of the way, "and who do we have here?" 

I smiled politely while Emily laughed. I wasn't sure why I was so nervous, being an actress it was part of my job to network and meet new people all the time, but I just wanted Beth's friends to like me.

 Beth made a face and put her arm around my waist, "this is Claire."

"It's nice to meet you, I'm Eric. I work with Beth," he extended his hand, "She really got lucky with you." 

I laughed, why did everyone always say that when clearly it was the opposite, "I beg to differ," I said and leaned into her. 

Emily cleared her throat, "I'm Emily, Beth and Claire's friend. Thanks for letting me come last minute."

Eric chuckled as he opened the door wider to let us in, "not at all. The more the merrier."

We made our way to the living room where a group of people was gathered in a circle talking with red cups and beer bottles in their hands. 

I took a deep breath, an action I always did before I did auditions and the first table readings. Beth squeezed my hand and leaned in close, "they'll like you, stop worrying."

Her breath tickled my ear and sent a wonderful shiver down to my core. The moment was ruined when a girl made eye contact with Beth and broke away from the group. 

"Beth! You're here," she ran into Beth, giving her a big hug. I eyed the girl who looked like she couldn't be older than Charlie. 

"Omg, how was your trip!" Beth asked excitedly.

"So good, you have to visit Greece sometime," she held both of Beth's hands that made me raise an eyebrow, "it's gorgeous this time of year."

"She better step off before I step in," Emily mumbled next to me. I gave her a stern look but deep down I was relieved that I wasn't the only one wary about this girl. 

"Jamie, this is my girlfriend, Claire," Beth took my hand again. I extended my hand for an introduction. Jamie turned to look at me for a second with the fakest smile I've ever seen, "Jamie," then her attention was back on Beth. 

I withdrew my hand awkwardly as Jamie took Beth away from my side. 

Emily took over the empty spot and crossed her arms, "I don't like her." 

"Me neither."




[A/N]: Hi guys! :) it didn't take me a bajillion years to write this one lol and I'm happy to say that I've already started writing the next chapter (it'll be my personal fave lol)

Also, what a crazy world we're living in right now huh? I hope everyone is practicing social distancing and to be careful if you do have to go out. 

 I was really hoping that I'd be able to work from home this week which would give me a lot more time to write but work seems to think otherwise lol 

But for everyone who has to go into work tomorrow, I  hope you stay safe and wash your hands often! see you soon :) <3



Chapter 20
 
Beth

I sat at the bar nursing a beer bottle in my hand as Jamie talked animatedly about her trip on my left. Claire sat on my right, sipping on a glass of red wine talking to Emily. 

I felt really bad because ever since I got to Eric's, Jamie had been monopolizing most of my time and attention. I had barely gotten around to introducing Claire and Emily to everyone before Jamie found me again. I reached over and put my hand on Claire's thigh as a small way to apologize for leaving her for most of the night. 

Jamie eyed the ring on my hand Claire bought me, "so you and Claire Edwards have been dating a while?" 

I tilted my head and thought, "it's been almost 3 months" That was actually crazy to me, it didn't even feel that long but the thought that my relationship with Claire was over in a little over a month made me feel a little sad. 

"So it's still a new relationship," She put her hand on the bar just inches from where my arm was resting. "Have you always been interested in women?"

On my right, Claire put her hand on mine that was still on her thigh and squeezed. 

"I mean, I've always appreciated women's beauty," I retracted my arm from the bar not comfortable with how Jamie kept inching her fingers towards me,  "but Claire was the first girl I actually had the guts to want to be with." A warm wave of tingles took over my body as I said that. 

I wasn't sure if Jamie was flirting or not, but if she was, I was hoping this would curve her interest. 

She rested her head in her hand instead after I pulled my hand away, "fair enough. So what do you think about my beauty?"

My eyes went wide, "I-"

"Beth, come on, let's set up and warm up," Eric called me from the stage. 

Oh, thank God. 

I hopped off the stool, "excuse me," I said to Jamie before she could press me even more. 

Claire

My back was turned to Beth as I talked to Emily, or tried to at least. This Jamie girl was being so obvious with her interest in Beth but what I couldn't understand was her complete disregard for our relationship. I was protective of Beth and I've met my fair share of fake girls working in the industry and Jamie had fake written all over her. 

From the corner of my eye, I could see Jamie inching closer to Beth and I could feel the green-headed monster rearing its ugly head. Until I felt Beth put her hand on my leg, I looked down at it and intertwined our fingers together. 

I stared down at our interlocked hands for a second, marveling at how well our hands fit in each other, a perfect fit. Beth suddenly pulled away, got up from her stool and gave me a kiss on the side of my head before she left to go set up on stage.

"So, have you told Beth yet?" Emily asked taking a sip of her wine.

"Told Beth what?" 

"How you feel about her," she answered nonchalantly. 

I watched as Jamie followed Beth to a table right in front of the stage, I rolled my eyes, she really was getting on my nerves, "You know what?" I drained the wine in my glass, "I will tell her how I feel." I slapped my palm on the bar, "tonight!"

"Really?" Emily asked surprised, "does it have anything to do with the girl that can't keep it in her pants?" 

"I'm glad you're finally embracing that nickname," I joked. 

"Haha very funny," her eyes widened, "Omg I forgot to check in with the baby sitter, I told her I'd check on her every hour and I haven't once. I'll be right back," she scurried out the front door. 

I laughed and shook my head as I turned my attention to the bartender for another glass of wine. 

"Claire? is that you?" 

I turned around and found Peyton King standing behind me, "omg it is you!" 

She gave me a hug before I could even stand up, "Peyton? what are you doing here?" 

Peyton pulled back, "Logan's friend is playing tonight and invited us." I took a look at Peyton and I couldn't help but feel like a proud parent. She was only a couple years younger than me, but we've known each other for years. Her mother, Olivia was actually the person who introduced us. Maybe it was because Peyton and I were close in age that Olivia felt the need to protect me from the industry and was always there to keep me grounded. 

Although Peyton was all grown up, she was always going to be that 15-year old I met all those years ago. My attention moved to the girl beside her and I squinted my eyes at her with a smile, "have we met before?" She did look familiar, and I wondered if I met her at an awards ceremony before.  

She smiled and extended her hand, "we have but I never got introduce myself. My name's Logan, I'm Peyton's fiancee."

"Fiancee!" I repeated as I looked at Peyton. My eyes immediately went down to her finger and sure enough, there was an engagement ring on it. 

 She grinned and I hugged them both, "Congratulations! I'm so happy for you guys!" 

"Thank you," they laughed. 

"Logan! Come see?" Beth called from the stage. Logan gave me an apologetic smile which I waved off.

"She's been going on about seeing an old friend of hers ever since they ran into each other" Peyton commented as we watched her leave. 

I raised an eyebrow, "I wasn't aware that Beth knew Logan." I gestured to the seat next to me which Peyton took. 

"Oh yeah, Beth and I met on my first date with Logan, so you could only imagine my surprise when I read that you guys were dating, I didn't even know you were queer," Peyton smirked. 

I made eye contact with the bartender and asked for 2 more glasses of wine, "I could say the same about you."

Peyton laughed, "I was so deep in the closet in high school," she turned in her stool and looked back at Logan, "until I almost lost Logan and I finally found the courage to come out."

The bartender placed two new glasses of red wine in front of us, "how did you two meet?" she asked taking a sip from her glass. 

"Here, actually. I was kind of passing by and I saw her, and the rest is kind of history."  I lifted the rim of the glass to my mouth and took a big gulp. 

Peyton laughed, "I get it, she's really cute. Don't tell Logan I said that." 

"Tell me what?" Logan asked from behind she pointed to the glass in our hands, "You're drinking tonight?" 

Peyton turned around and handed the glass to Logan, "who turns down a drink with Claire Edwards?" 

Logan looked at me and took a sip from the glass, "I'll drink to that!"


Beth

"I know I only asked you to come to watch the show, but would you mind coming up and playing something with me?" I asked Logan. She gave me a skeptical look, "you owe me!" I added, "when I helped you serenade Peyton on your first date."

"If I had known you were going to keep the against me forever I would've at least taken half of the money you made that day," she joked. She looked at the puppy dog eyes I was giving her and rolled her eyes, "finnnnnnnne."

I gave her a big hug, "Thanks, you're the best!" She shook her head with a smile as she made her way back to Peyton and Claire who found seats at the bar. 

I picked up my guitar making sure that it was tuned and the levels were perfect on it. I had made up my mind that I wanted to tell Claire how I feel about her, and even though it was a bit cowardly on my part that I wasn't using my own words, but using someone else's I hoped that she would understand my heart.

My heart beat nervously in my chest, this was the first time I had even considered opening my heart to love since the messy break up with Justin. Claire made me feel things, things that I locked up and buried deep inside myself, swearing that I would never be made a fool out of and get my heart broken again. It made me both anxious and excited to open up again but Claire made me want to risk it. 

Eric came up beside me, "ready?" he asked as he plugged his guitar in the amp and looked at me for an answer. I gave him a thumbs-up, this night was either going to make me or break me.


Claire

Peyton, Logan, and I moved from the bar to a table once the performance started. I watched the twinkle in Beth's eye as she sang while playing guitar, she really did belong on stage. 

My fingers tapped on the table to the beat of the song. 

"She taught me that chord!" Logan excitedly over the music. Peyton laughed and put her arm around Logan's shoulders, my eyes followed the action before I looked back up to the stage at Beth. 

We were there already, public displays of affection were easy for us now, but I wanted it to be real. I smiled to myself, it felt like a huge weight was lifted off my shoulders after admitting that to myself.

And I think she liked me too, I mean the way she looked at me was all I needed. I liked to think that I could read people really well, but if I was reading the signs all wrong, then she should really think about going into acting because she could've fooled me with her acting. 

I looked up when the song ended and I heard Beth's voice come through the speakers, "we're going to slow it down, to give our poor drummer, Dan in the back a little break," she set her guitar down and sat down in front of the keyboard, playing chords while she continued talking, "so I have a friend who had the biggest crush on a girl in high school and she used to go on and on about her, to the point where I was going to hunt her crush down myself and beg her to date my friend because I couldn't take it anymore," she looked at our table and gave her a wink while the audience chuckled. 

"Now, my friend wooed her girl by serenading her, and I'm not saying that it was thanks to me that she's engaged to her now. But it was definitely thanks to me." she looked at our table again, "I expect your kid to be named after me; daughter, son, I'm not picky," she joked as everyone laughed, "But she's agreed to come up and play with me for old time's sake. Would that be ok with you guys!" she yelled over the crowd already cheering.

Logan gave Peyton a kiss and walked to the stage giving Beth a hug before taking a guitar and slinging it over her shoulder, "Thank you, Beth, for that unnecessary introduction," she laughed into the mic, "Hi guys, I'm Logan," she greeted into the mic. 

Peyton cheered loudly beside me, "That's my girl!" I laughed and cheered along with Peyton while they started playing the beginning of "Best part of me" by Ed Sheeran and YEBBA

Beth swayed to the song with a small smile on her face as she sang. I involuntarily copied her swaying my body side to side listening to all of them sing harmoniously in the chorus. 

But she loves me, she loves me

Why the hell she love me

When she could have anyone else 

Oh, you love me, you love me

Why the hell d'you love me?

'Cause I don't even love myself

Baby, the best part of me is you




I froze and stopped swaying when I saw the way Beth was looking at both Logan and Eric. I had to be seeing it wrong because from where I was sitting, she was giving them the same look she gave me.  But that would mean that she either only saw me as a friend or that she gave everyone that look.  Did I read her signs wrong? 

Lately, everything's makin' sense, too

Oh, baby, I'm so in love with you

She looked in my eyes as she sang the last line and under different circumstances, I would've melted on the spot. I bit the inside my cheek when the realization came to me that Beth looked at everyone like that, why did I think I was special?

I stole a glance at Peyton, to clock her reaction, was she as jealous as I was or was I just overreacting.

But she seemed to be feeling the exact opposite of what I was feeling. Her head was resting on her hand, hearts shooting out her eyes at Logan. I slumped in my seat, yeah it was definitely just me overreacting. 

Damn, I've had my fair share of one-sided crushes, but this one definitely took the cake. I looked around for Emily, she had been gone for a while and I needed to get my mind off of this. 

My phone buzzed in my hand with a text message from her. 


Em: Hey, I'm so sorry but I have to leave. Apparently one of my sons locked the baby sitter out of the house...

I groaned, she was supposed to be my voice of reason and now I had no one to help me. 

Peyton nudged me, "are you ok?" she asked over the music, "you look like you're a million miles away right now." 

"Yeah," I said standing up and pointing to the bar, "I'm gonna get a drink, do you want one?"

She shook her head and continued watching the performance as I made my way to the bar. If I had known that Beth was going to get hit on in front of me and come to realize that I was the only one who caught feelings all in the same night, I would've thought twice about coming tonight. Wanting Beth was not part of the plan, this whole contract relationship was not part of the plan. But somewhere between all the touches, the little kisses, and the sweet words exchanged, how was I not supposed to fall for her?

"What can I get you?" the bartender talked loudly as I got to the bar. "give me the strongest shot you have," I answered and slapped down a $10 bill. He nodded and poured a shot of tequila into a shot glass and slid it to me. 

I picked the shot up and turned to watch the performance from the bar. I looked down at the shot in my hand and sighed, here's to feelings, I guess. I knocked back the shot and winced. This was going to be a long night, but at least I had alcohol. 

Beth

As the performance went on, I watched Claire get more drunk from the stage and the more she drank, the more worried I became. She's always had a glass or two of wine whenever we had dinner together, but I've never seen her drink this much. 

I strummed the last chord and cleared my throat before talking into the microphone, "so, this will be the last song tonight," I said nervously.

I looked at Eric and he gave me an encouraging smile as we started playing "Lover" by Taylor Swift. I looked out at the crowd and smiled when Claire suddenly got up, a bottle of beer in her hand as she cheered. I was initially nervous to play this song because I was hoping that Claire would remember us dancing to this a couple of nights before. 

Maybe I was a bit of a coward for using Tayor's lyrics to try and tell Claire my feelings, but I didn't even know how to tell Claire how I feel, and Taylor did it so well with this song so all the more reason, right?

I started singing into the mic with my eyes closed, butterflies fluttering in my stomach as memories from that night started popping up in my head. I couldn't help the smile when I remembered that night while I sang. I think I always kind of had a crush on Claire since I moved in with her, but that night, dancing in the kitchen to this song solidified it for me. 

 When I looked back out at the crowd, I noticed that Claire wasn't at the table anymore, but at the bar holding up a shot with a circle of people. Anger flared through me for a second as I continued singing, praying that maybe she'd hear the song if I sang louder and she'd remember us dancing to this song. 

I craned my neck and sang the chorus louder, checking to see her reaction but deflated when I saw her take the shot and high fived everyone in the circle. She wasn't even paying attention... 

I strummed the last chord, "Lover," I sang into the mic before I stepped back. 

Cheers and applause followed but my eyes were trained on Claire who still hadn't looked in my direction. Eric looked at me for the ending comments but when I made no move towards the mic, he did it himself. 

"Thanks a lot, guys! Hope to see you guys next weekend for our next show," 

I took that as my cue to take my guitar off. I walked over to my amp and shut it off with more power than necessary. 

"You ok?" Eric came up beside me. 

I shrugged my shoulders, "just peachy." I huffed she could've missed the whole show and I wouldn't care, but it was this particular song that I wanted her to see, that I wanted her to hear but she thought drinking was more important. 

*  *  *  *  * 

"Dave, this is Claire," I put a tentative hand on the small of Claire's back as she wobbled a little bit. 

Dave and Claire shared a handshake, "it's so nice to finally meet you," Claire smiled, slurring her speech a little bit. 

Dave laughed, "likewise. Beth speaks very highly of you."

"Does she?" she looked at me skeptically, "I'm sure she says that about everyone." 

I raised an eyebrow at her but she just raised her wine glass up to her lips with an unimpressed shrug as if to challenge her comment. 

Dave laughed, "she honestly doesn't, which brings me to my next point, I owe you a drink," he looked at the glass in her hand, "or at least a refill."

Claire tilted her head adorably in confusion. I frowned, I was supposed to be mad at her, not thinking she was being cute even though she was. 

"I'm never one to turn down another glass of wine, but may I ask why?" 

"I haven't had to scold Beth about retaliating against customers since she started seeing you," he laughed, "I think you've been a good influence on her, it's great for business that I haven't had to break up any fights." 

He put his hand on my shoulder, "she's a great kid with a big heart so I'm happy she finally has someone who makes her happy." 

Claire took a big gulp of the last of the wine in her glass, "there are a lot of people that make Beth happy, but I'm grateful that I'm one of them." She looked down at her empty glass with sad eyes. 

"As am I, "Dave responded, "another glass?" 

I finally spoke up, "maybe it's not-"

"I'd love another glass of wine," Claire interrupted. I shook my head, being a bartender, I knew when people have had too much to drink and when to cut people off and Claire was almost at that point. 

*  *  *  *  *

"Remember that time you said Beth was straight?" Peyton commented as she took a swig from her bottle with a smile. 

Logan laughed, "It turns out she's not so straight after all."

"I was kind of jealous when I first met you," Peyton directed the comment to me. 

My eyebrows shot up in surprise, "jealous of me?" I repeated, "why?" 

Peyton gaped at me, "uh, have you looked in the mirror? You're stunning." Logan nudged her fiancee, "keep it in your pants, will you?" 

Claire stood beside me struggling to keep her eyes open, no longer drinking but she was swaying a little bit. I kept a watchful eye on her just in case she fell over.  

Logan looked at the time on her watch, "We better get going, we have a flight to Toronto tomorrow."

"You guys are leaving?" Claire whined, "but there's still so much to drink!"

Peyton laughed, "I think you're done for the night."

"Yeah, maybe we should get you home now," I stated.

Claire gasped dramatically and put her hand on her chest, "me? You want to take me home?" I gave her a tight smile, "of course, babe. Who else would it be?"

"Please don't make me answer that," she said quietly. 

Thankfully Peyton and Logan couldn't hear our conversation but if they did, they didn't address it. Peyton moved forward and gave both Claire and me a hug, "it was so great to see you guys again and I can't wait to see your new movie!"

Claire nodded, "let me know when you guys are back in town, we should go for dinner." 

Peyton moved towards me and pulled out a card from her wallet, "I sent my dad a video of the gig tonight, I know I should have asked you beforehand, but I know he's always looking for talent for his team."

I took the card and looked at it, "your dad is Ethan King?!" He was an amazing musician. 

Logan laughed, "and her mom is Olivia Lewis-King." 

My mouth dropped, "you're getting married into Hollywood royalty Logan." 

Peyton shook her head with a smile, "Give him a couple of days to get in touch." She gave me a hug, "it was great to see you again Beth, take care of Claire." I nodded against her shoulder. 

Logan gave me a quick hug, "I'm happy for you. Looks like we both got our happy ending." 

I gave her a tight smile, knowing that our relationships were anything alike. 

Claire

"Do you wanna maybe sit down?" Beth leaned in. My cheeks burned with how close she was. I frowned and pushed her away, making me lose my own balance.

Beth reached out and grabbed my arms steadying me, "alright, we're going home," she decided with a hint of annoyance in her voice. She set me down at a booth while she let Dave and Eric know we were leaving. 

The room started spinning and I thought I was going to be sick. I took a deep breath and closed my eyes, tilting my head back and willed myself not to throw up. 

"Hey, let's go," Beth reappeared her voice always calm and soothing. I let her lead me through the bar, both of her hands on my waist making sure I didn't bump into other people. 

She walked to the curb trying to hail a cab, but the streets didn't look too busy right now. I was leaning on the brick wall, "there aren't any cars going by."


She turned around and glared at me, "at least I'm doing something." 

I narrowed my eyes at her, "you have some nerve copping an attitude with me right now."


She walked towards me with anger in her eyes, "that's rich coming from you, don't think I haven't picked up on your comments all night." 

I rolled my eyes and crossed my arms as she stood in front of me expecting an explanation. 

She raised her eyebrows, "well? what the hell was your problem tonight? Because it looked like you were more interested in getting plastered than actually watching me tonight."

I felt my anger rising as I let go, "oh, I didn't realize you could see me drinking seeing as you were busy making eyes at literally everyone," I snapped

She scoffed but I cut her off, "don't even act like you don't know what I'm talking about."

"But I actually don't know what you're talking about!" She yelled. She looked around and noticed that people were walking past us giving us weird looks so she took me by the arm and dragged me back towards the vestibule of the bar. 

She put her hands on my shoulders, "what on earth are you talking about?" 

"I thought you liked me," I said in a quiet voice, never in my life have I ever felt like a pathetic loser. I had a lot to drink tonight and with liquid courage in me, I was ready to spill everything. I looked up at her with tears in my eyes, "the way you looked at me, it just made me feel like something was there. but then I saw you looking at Logan and Eric tonight and it just," I looked up into her eyes, "did I get it wrong?"

Beth opened her mouth to speak but closed it, probably at a loss of words. The doors opened and a group of people walked past us. She looked down at the floor not saying anything. 

I blew out a breath and nodded my head, "I get it, ok," I put my hand on my forehead trying to process the rejection in my head quickly but with the alcohol in my system, it was posing as a problem. Or maybe I just didn't want to accept the rejection. 

"Claire.." she started and went to touch my arm but I moved out of the way. "No, please don't say anything," I laughed awkwardly, "I'm so embarrassed," I put my hands up to my cheeks knowing my face was red from embarrassment. "Look, I really hope this doesn't make things awkward between us, even though it probab-"

Before I could process what I was happening, Beth leaned into me, cupping my face in her hands. 




[A/N]: 20 chapters in and Beth and Claire finally get a real kiss! finally lol as always, thank you for being patient for my lack of updates, I really am trying to update as fast and as much as possible lol 

ALSO!

Happy Birthday, @Language_Sarcasm!! I'll be sure to send you some lasagna, spam, and ketchup lol everyone, go spam her notification with birthday greets!



Chapter 21
 
Beth

I listened to Claire ramble on, but the only thing I could focus on was that Claire said that she liked me. 

Me! Beth James, what in the hell was happening? I realized that Claire was still talking, her face scrunched up and stressed. I held her hands, "Claire," I tried to find the words to tell her how I feel but I was still so giddy about her confession. 

All of sudden, she took her hands away and it sounded like she was taking back everything she said. So I did the only thing I could think of and I kissed her. 

Her lips were so soft and I couldn't help myself as my hands went up to hold her face. Her mouth moved against mine and I felt her hands rest on the loops of my jeans as she pulled me against her, trapping her between the wall and my body.

Someone behind me cleared their throat and I immediately jumped back from Claire to see Dave giving us a smirk, "you might want to continue this at home," he pointed to the window where most of the bar patrons were staring at us with open mouths. 

I cleared my throat, "thanks, Dave. Sorry about that." 

He chuckled, "have a good night, you two." I took Claire's hand and led her outside where I hailed a taxi cab. 

We sat in the backseat in silence during the car ride and I tried catching Claire's eyes but she kept her eyes locked on the scenery outside the car window. I lifted my hand and thought about reaching over and holding hers, but something about her body language seemed closed off, that I thought against it. 

I paid the driver and ran after Claire who was speed walking to the elevator.

She stood in front of the doors waiting for it to open with her hands clasped in front of her. Things had changed a complete 180 since we kissed at the bar, it felt weird between us, like how it was in the beginning when we were literally strangers living together. "Claire," I spoke as I stood next to her. 

She didn't answer, didn't even look in my direction but I saw her eyebrows scrunched together in concentration as the doors opened. I stepped on after she did and I couldn't help but think that she was regretting everything she said. 

I looked around the elevator awkwardly, "sooooo..."

Claire launched herself at me as soon as the elevator doors closed and all of those thoughts I had on the way home went away. 

She pressed me up against the wall and kissed my lips hungrily. She pulled away slightly looking at my lips, "do you have any idea how hard it was to keep my hands off you in the taxi?" Her eyes moved to mine and I saw how dark her eyes became with lust but she also looked at me with adoration.

I looked down embarrassed with a smile, "I thought you were having second thoughts."

Her face contorted first into confusion and then caution, "I'm not, why, are you?" 

I leaned in and kissed her passionately, hoping it would answer her question.

She still had her eyes closed and a faint smile on her face when I moved away. The doors finally opened at the top floor and Claire took my hand and led me to the couch. 

It was weird, I've been living here for 3 months, going up and down the elevator and walking through the living room, but this was the first time I've ever felt nervous. 

Claire must've seen the anxious look on my face because she caressed my face in her hands and kissed me. My body relaxed and she gave me a smirk before pushing me onto the couch. 

I looked up at her biting my lip as she climbed into my lap, "do you do that on purpose?" she asked kissing my neck.

"Do what?" I asked breathlessly, my hands rested on her hips. 

"Bite your lip, I find it so sexy," she lowered her face to mine. We made out for a while and honestly I was content with never moving from this couch. My hands started to roam Claire's backside until it finally stopped at her ass. 

Claire took this opportunity to grind slowly into me. I closed my eyes tight, knowing I was going to regret my next action. I pushed her away lightly, already disappointed in my decision. 

Claire opened her eyes and leaned back a little bit, "Did you not want to?" Her face confused and worried that she crossed a line. 

"No, it's not that," I sat up and rubbed my hands up and down her arms to comfort her, "I really want to, trust me," she got up off my lap and took a seat beside me. "Let me take you on a date first," I said taking her hands in mine. 

She gave me a confused smile, "a date?" 

"Yeah," I laughed, "like a real date. Can I take you out tomorrow night?" 

Claire giggled and shrugged her shoulders, "Yeah, sure, it's a date."

My face brightened as I leaned in to kiss her, "yeah, it is." I stood up from the couch, "now if you'll excuse me, I have to go plan our date." 

"Where are you going?" Claire asked when she saw me walking to the extra room. 

I stood in the doorway, "I don't think it's a good idea for me to sleep in your bed tonight." I mean, did she really expect me to sleep in the same bed with her and keep it PG? 

"Why not?" she asked already walking towards me with a not-so-innocent smile on her face. She went to reach for me but I slapped her hand away playfully, "you know why not." 

She laughed, "fine. Could I at least have a good night kiss?" she asked hopefully. 

I smirked as I tucked her hair behind her ear, "I mean if you insist," I leaned in and kissed her lightly at first then upped the heat level just a little bit. Biting her lip lightly when I pulled away.

I stepped away, stifling a laugh as Claire narrowed her eyes at me, "tease."

She walked across the hallway, "just something for you to think about tonight," I called out with a laugh as she closed her bedroom door with an eye-roll. 

*  *  *  *  *

I walked past people talking on headsets almost sprinting to their destination. I stood on the tips of my toes trying to find Emily but also hoping I didn't bump into Claire as well. 

"Elizabeth, right?" 

I turned around and found Jonathon smiling at me, "Beth," I took his hand and shook it. 

"Are you looking for Claire? I could get a runner to find her," he said, 

I shook my head, "no, I was actually looking for her manager, Emily." 

A walkie talkie on his hip suddenly paged for him, "I think I saw her talking on the phone in Claire's dressing room. I'm sorry to cut this short, Beth I gotta take this. It was great seeing you, " he said before he walked away.

On my way to Claire's dressing room, I stopped by the set as I watched Claire practicing a scene with a costar and couldn't help but fawn over her. God, she was beautiful.

I tore my eyes away from her and forced myself to continue to her dressing room and knocked on the door. Emily opened it with a confused expression on her face, "Beth?"

She opened the door wider for me, "Is everything ok? what's wrong? Claire didn't tell me you were stopping by today."

I took a seat on the couch, "that's because I didn't tell Claire I was coming." I went into my pocket and took out the cheque I was given 3 months ago, "I know Claire won't take this if I try to give it back and I can't stand being in the same room as Nathan Carter." I slid the cheque to her. 

"I don't understand, this is your payment. This cheque is the only benefit you have in this contract, why wouldn't you cash this in?" she slid it back to me. 

"Because if I took the money, it would invalidate what I feel for Claire," I slid the paper back to her, "and what I feel for her is very real." Emily seemed hesitant at first but I continued, "I'm also not going to accept the other half of the payment when the contract is up. I feel like there's something there between us and getting paid for it, just doesn't seem sincere on my part."

Emily looked down at the cheque in her hand, "fine," she conceded, her eyes empathetic. 

I nodded and let out a breath of relief, "thanks, Emily." I made my way to the door and was about to turn the handle but stopped, "can you do me a favor? please don't tell Claire about this, she'll make me take the money and I'm so whipped for her that I'd do anything she says," I said with a small laugh. 

Emily gave me a curt nod as I left the room.

I walked back to the parking lot feeling a weight lifted off my shoulders. I wanted to start fresh with Claire and I felt this was needed in order to do so. 

Claire

I walked with Emily across the set, "so, what did you get up to last night after I left?" she asked. 

My face started heating up when I thought back to that night, "nothing really..."

"Really? because People magazine and TMZ say otherwise," she showed her phone screen to me and blurry pictures of Beth and me first in an argument then us making out in front of the bar. 

I cleared my throat, "like I said, nothing really." I walked quickly to my dressing room and closed the door hoping she'd let it go but when I heard the door open, I knew that wasn't the case. 

"Claire, I'm saying this as your best friend," she stood with her arms across her chest, "but what the hell are you doing?" 

 I looked back at her shocked, "excuse me?"

"This whole thing is a mess and frankly, I'm not sure if I can fix this." She put her hand up to her forehead and let out a breath. "The press is having a field day with whatever happened between you and Beth last night. But that's not even the worst part in all of this. Trashy rumors and journalists I can handle, but this blurred line between you and Beth, do you know what you're doing?" 

Anger shot through me as I glared at her, "I get that you're my manager, but I will not have you talking to me like I'm a little kid." I clenched my hands into fists, "is it so wrong that I want to feel wanted? God knows you've seen and heard about my relationship problems with Nathan."

Tears threatened to spill from my eyes, "and I finally found someone who genuinely cares about what I think, even if it's something so trivial. Someone who doesn't just hear me but listens to what I say." I swallowed the lump that formed in my throat, "she's someone who wants me and sees me not as a celebrity, but for who I am as a person. The person I was before all of this," I gestured to the dressing room. I wiped a tear that fell down my cheek, "does that make me such a bad person?"

"You know that's not what I meant," her face softened, "Claire, she's a great girl but I just want to remind you that all of this isn't real. This is a contractual relationship."


I always knew the boundaries of the relationship but hearing Emily say it out loud stung, "don't you think I know that?" I bit back.

"So what, you're going to have your fun with Beth for another month, and then when time's up, you're going to go back to Nathan," she looked past me at the bouquet of flowers Nathan sent me.

No, scratch that, I knew it was his personal assistant who really sent it after being told to send apology flowers. After years of being with him, I've become very familiar with her handwriting always saying the same thing. I never brought it up to him, for fear that I was right. 

I ignored what she said, "I didn't realize you cared so much about Nathan."

She shook her head, "I couldn't care less about him, but I do care about you hurting Beth." She held onto my hand, "she's a beautiful person, inside and out and I'm saying this to protect both of you. I know you didn't mean to fall for her, but there's a really big chance that you will hurt her."

I was conflicted, on one hand I loved Nathan, I did. But it always felt like I was an afterthought to him. With Beth, everything was so easy. I wasn't sure where this new thing with Beth was headed, but I wanted to explore it and if there was one thing I was sure, it was that I would always protect her. "You're wrong, I care about Beth I would never hurt her."

Beth

My knee bounced as I waited for Claire to come home. We were supposed to go on a date tonight and to say I was nervous was an understatement. I spent all night trying to plan the perfect date for us but because I'm the most indecisive person ever, I just ended up frustrating myself. Thank God, I had some help because if it were up to me, we would've ended up at Chuck E Cheese tonight. 

The elevator doors opened and Claire stepped into the penthouse, "Hey baby, welcome home," I stood up from the couch eagerly.

"You're a sight for sore eyes, aren't you?" She gave me a tired smile and put her head on my shoulder as I enveloped her body with a hug. 

"Long day at the office?" I asked as I brushed her hair out of her face. 

"Something like that," she said quietly, she snuggled into me even more, turning her face into my neck, "you smell good." 

I let out a breath to laugh, "we can stay in tonight if you want."

She lifted her head up and gave me the cutest face ever, "no! it's the one thing I've been looking forward to all day. Just give me a couple of minutes to get changed." She gave me a quick kiss before she trotted off to her room. 

Claire

I put on the little black dress and looked in the mirror satisfied with my reflection. This was my first date in I don't know how long, but that's not what made me nervous. Being around Beth made me feel like I was back in high school, struggling to find the words to say to my crush. She made me feel nervous, excited, but she mostly made me feel alive. It had been a while since I felt like this. That I was living just not for work.

I reapplied red lipstick, checking my makeup one last time in the mirror before I left. 

My phone vibrated in my hand and I glared at the name that came up on my screen. Despite my better judgment, I picked up the call. 

"Hi, honey..."

I didn't answer and Nathan took my silence to continue. 

"It's been a while...I was wondering if you got the flowers I sent you today."

I couldn't believe what I was hearing, "I did. I just thought you might've sent it to me by mistake instead of Anne Chapman," I replied coldly.

I could picture Nathan pacing around his office, frustration on his face. It was what he always did when I brought up anything about him being in rumored relationships. "Claire, you know this is just to solidify my image for when the elections come up." 

"You don't have to explain anything to me, Nathan, we're on a break remember? What goes on in your life is none of my business and vice versa." 

"you're right, Claire. I just want you to know, that you're it for me. There's no one I want more than you."

My heart hurt hearing him say these words, I knew he loved me but how many times had he said those words to me, yet seldom did he show it. 

"Bye, Nathan." I hung up the phone a little shaken.

The conversation with Em replayed in my head about who I would choose at the end of the month. But after that phone call with Nathan, the answer was so clear and I didn't want to waste another minute thinking about Nathan Carter because I had a gorgeous woman, waiting outside for me. 

Beth

The maitre'd led Claire and I to the table, opting to pull out Claire's seat but I stopped him and did it myself. 

"Your server will be with you in just a moment," he smiled. 

I took a seat across the table and flipped through the menu. "Interesting choice to eat tonight," Claire said with a smile. 

I gave her an uneasy smile, "is it too much?" I looked around the restaurant at the patrons in elegant gowns and suits. I wasn't sure where to take Claire so I got some suggestions from Eric, Logan, and Peyton. 

While I appreciated Eric and Logan's recommendations, most of their suggestions made me question how they actually got dates. Especially Logan, seeing as she snagged Peyton King. That's a mystery I've yet to solve.

Thank goodness I went to Peyton because she had a list of her favorite restaurants. I wanted to take Claire somewhere on the level she was used to dining when she went out with her friends. 

"No, not at all, this is one of my favorite restaurants," she smiled, "You look so beautiful tonight, by the way."

I opened up my menu hoping to cover how red my face was but judging from the way Claire giggled, it didn't help. My eyes did a quick scan of the menu and I tried not to freak out when I saw the prices but what I didn't know before I chose this place was that the menu was all in Italian. 

My hands started to get sweaty as I clutched the menu, I could feel the anxiety start to fill me, I didn't want to look like an idiot in front of  Claire and the server when I was ordering. Or worse if I ordered something that would cost me an arm and a leg only to hate it. I squinted as if that would magically help me read Italian all of a sudden. 

"Beth? Are you ok?" 

With my eyes still kind of squinted, I looked up from the menu to see Claire trying to hide a smile, "huh?"

Claire shook her head with a laugh, "it just looks like you're interrogating the hell out of the menu." 

I closed the menu and looked around uncomfortably, "this date is not going as planned," I mumbled. 

Claire put down her menu and frowned, "what do you mean?" 

"I took some tips from Peyton because I wanted to take you on the perfect dinner and she said to come here but I didn't do any research on the restaurant before I made the reservation," I smiled sheepishly. 

She raised an eyebrow, "so you wouldn't have chosen this place if were up to you?" 

I pursed my lips, "it wouldn't have been my first choice, no."

"Ok," she took the linen napkin off her lap and threw it on the table and I thought she was going to run out on our date. But she held her hand out to me, "let's go on a date you would take me on."

I took her hand and led her out of the restaurant, giving the maitre'd a little wave as we left the restaurant. 


[A/N]: has anyone else binged the entire Twilight series on Netflix? Just me? lol

Next chapter will be up soon I promise lol this was going to be a super long chapter but I decided to break it up lol 



Chapter 22
 
[A/N]: Hi everyone! Just a heads up that there is a naughty scene in this chapter lol if you wanna skip the scene just skip where I put the tilde (~) in the chapter (I'd honestly skip it lol it was very poorly written lol)

Claire

Beth opened the door for me to a small pizza place, "I hope this doesn't go against your diet for tonight," she said in an apologetic tone. 

I waved off her comment, "I've been good all week and I've been dying for a pizza." She looked at me and grinned, putting her arm around my waist and pressing me against her, "what kind of slice are you getting?"

I stared at the menu my eyes landing on my preferred topping, "definitely Hawaiin." 

Beth dramatically pushed me away lightly, "blasphemy! pineapple does not belong on pizza."

I laughed and held out my hand to hold, "it's so good though!" 

"You're lucky you're cute or your pizza preferences would not be forgivable," we both laughed, "go grab a table for us, I'll order."

I looked for a table in the corner hoping it would give us a little bit of privacy. I felt a little overdressed in my dress and heels but I would've rather been having pizza than overpriced Italian food. I didn't care because as long as I was with Beth, she could take me to watch paint dry and I would've loved every second of it. 

*  *  *  *  *

Beth held the door open for me when we finished having dinner. Maybe I was biased, but this date was already better than most of the dates I've ever been on. I was a little surprised when Beth first took me to Giuseppe's for dinner, she always had a strong dislike for restaurants that 'charged too much for too little food.'

"Urgh, I'm so full," I whined rubbing my stomach, "I'm definitely going to pay for it at the gym tomorrow."

Beth put her arm around my shoulders, "you're crazy, you're the only person I know that can polish off 4 slices of pizza and still have abs. I'm still trying to figure how that's even possible."

"Well I have to stay in shape to keep you, don't I?" I gave her a quick kiss on the cheek, "sorry, I've been wanting to do that all night."

She stopped walking and pulled me by the waist and kissed me, "I like kissing you," she giggled. 

"Ditto," I blushed. We continued walking for a little bit until we stopped in front of a building with a lot of lights. 

"Are you up for some games?

I looked up and noticed the sign said Arcade on it, I smirked, "you're on." I couldn't remember the last time I stepped foot in an arcade or even played video games, but I was highly competitive and I wasn't sure if Beth was ready for it.

Beth

I waited for the machine to finish dispensing the tokens, the excitement I felt watching the tokens collected in the tray made me feel nostalgic. 

I transferred the tokens into a small plastic container, "I'll let you choose the first of the many games you'll lose at," I joked, jiggling the container in my hand. 

She gave me an unimpressed look and  nodded towards the basketball free throw machines lined up against the wall, "wanna warm up with those?" 

I chuckled as we made our way to the machines, "this one requires skill, are you sure you want to do this one first?" I put 2 tokens in her machine first then put 2 in the machine next to her for mine. 

"Aren't you being a little arrogant right now?" She asked leaning on the machine. 

"I prefer the term confident," I smirked when she raised an eyebrow at me, "don't act like it doesn't turn you on."

"Everything you do turns me on," she said nonchalantly. She reached over and pressed the start button on both of our machines. 5 basketballs were released in front of me but I made no move to start playing. 

I mean, how could I? She just said something that would make anyone stop what they were doing. 

I could see the excitement going through her as all of her shots went in while I stared at her, still shocked. She hit a bank shot right before the time ran out and put both arms in the air triumphantly with a wide grin. 

She looked up at her score and was satisfied with her points then glanced over at my score and saw that it sat at 0.

"Is your machine broken?" She asked when she saw that all of my basketballs were still sitting in front of me, "what's wrong?" she asked when she saw the disoriented look on my face. 

I turned to her, completely abandoning the game, "did you mean that?" 

"Mean what?" 

I looked down at the floor bashful, my face getting hot, "that I turn you on..."

It took a second for it to register what I was talking about, but when it finally clicked, she laughed, "baby you're being so cute right now." She pulled me close, "do I have to remind you that I was close to ripping your clothes off last night? and if it weren't for you being so sweet and wanting to take me out on a date first, I think I would've had my way with you."

The shyness I was feeling a minute ago suddenly gone as I leaned in and whispered in her ear, "we'll see about that." I pulled away, "let's play again, this game didn't count." 

*  *  *  *  *

I had Claire pressed up against the wall, my hands on her hips and her hands tangled in my hair. We made out on the ride up to the top floor, a feeling of dejavu hitting me from last night except the roles were reversed now. 

I felt Claire's hands moving down to my chest, without breaking our kiss, I took her hands and pinned them up above her head. 

Claire broke the kiss, so I started kissing her neck instead, "no fair," she breathed heavily, "I want to touch too." 

"Then maybe you should've won more games at the arcade," I replied my attention still on her neck. 

We spent about an hour at the arcade before I realized that Claire was either really bad at the rest of the games we played or she was throwing the games on purpose. 


We finally got up to the top floor and Claire took my hands in hers and led me past the living room and kitchen, straight to her room. I closed the door behind us and watched Claire walk to the middle of the room but she didn't turn around. 

"Babe? Are you ok?" I came up behind her and rubbed my hands up and down her arms.

She turned around, an anxious look on her face, "I don't know what happens next." She must've seen me try not to smile at how cute she was because she wrinkled her nose and pointed at me, "stop laughing at me!"

"Do you know what we're supposed to do next?" she asked genuinely curious, "I'm really hoping you're as inexperienced as I am because I already feel like I'm back in high school or something, and spoiler alert, I was a huge nerd in high school," she laughed nervously. 

I shook my head, "You just gave all the current 'high school nerds' hope, you know," I laughed. I tucked a piece of hair behind her ear, "how about we do just feels right? We have all night to figure it out." I didn't have the heart to tell her that there was one instance where I was intimate with a girl. How could I? when she looked so stressed out over it. I pulled her close and kissed her, her lips moving against mine. 

Without breaking our kiss, I reached behind her and unzipped the dress, my fingertips tracing the smooth skin on her back as I reached back up and moved the straps off her shoulders. 

I felt her pull away slightly to step out of the dress, letting out a shaky breath in the process. I stared in awe at Claire standing in a matching lace black bra and underwear and I felt like I couldn't breathe. If perfection was personified, it would be Claire Edwards. 

"You're staring," she said curling into herself. 

I took a deep breath, "because you're so beautiful Claire." I went to kiss her but she put a hand to my chest stopping me. 

I gave her a confused look, "what's wrong?"

"You're a little overdressed aren't you?" 

I looked down at myself and immediately started taking off my clothes, flinging them in any direction. I unbuttoned my jeans, peeling it off as fast as I could and of course, my foot would get stuck in it. I hopped on one foot while yanking my foot free from my jeans and I probably looked ridiculous, but whatever.

Claire laughed when I finished, "that wasn't how I thought that was going to go." She reached for me, "I was hoping I could take your clothes off for you, just to return the favor." 

"You can help take off the rest," I looked down at my mismatched underwear and bra and cringed a little, "I didn't think to match them tonight," I smiled sheepishly. 

Claire gave me a devilish grin, "I'm not too worried about that, we won't be needing them tonight anyway." My smile widened as well, as I took her face in my hands and kissed her, moving forward until the back of Claire's knees touched the mattress.  

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

My hands rested on her hips, playing with the waistband of her underwear before they went up and undid her bra. My hands stilled, waiting for her to object before I slid the bra off her shoulders, our mouths never stopped moving against one another. My hand found her breast and started massaging it. Claire moaned into my mouth and I took that opportunity and pushed her lightly on the bed. 

She sat up on her elbows biting her lip and I took a moment to make sure I never forgot this image. Claire sitting up on her elbows, her eyes full of lust, mouth slightly swollen, and in just her underwear with her legs slightly apart. 

 A shiver went down my spine and straight to my core. I bent down, crawling up her body my eyes never leaving hers as my fingers toyed with her underwear again. "I'm going to take these off now." She nodded, breathing heavily while I slipped the last piece of clothing off of her body.

I kissed my way up Claire's mouth after I threw her underwear somewhere behind me. I pressed my hand gently on her chest, making her lie down on the bed completely. I couldn't believe that I had Claire Edwards completely naked under me right now but I wasn't going to question it. 

She put her hand behind my neck, pulling me in and I happily obliged capturing her lips with my own. My hand wandered down her neck, feeling how soft her skin was. 

My hand cupped her breast in one hand, massaging it gently at first. I broke our kiss and moved down and took her other breast in my mouth. Claire arched her back into me, so I took her nipple in between my teeth and flicked it lightly with my tongue. I could feel her heart beating in her chest underneath my hand as I kept going.

My other hand traveled down her body to her wet core, I was surprised how wet she was, but it made me feel relieved that she was just as turned on as I was. 


I was on my knees bent down in front of her now, I moved closer to her center, kissing her hip bone softly first, then I moved further down and kissed the inside of her thighs. I made eye contact with her, "are you ready?" 

Claire nodded, "yeah," she said breathlessly. I smiled and moved forward, swiping my tongue against her center, all the while never breaking eye contact with her. The sight of her was unbelievably sexy, her chest moving up and down as she tried to catch her breath. I watched her swallow and bite her lip anticipating my next move. When my lips kissed her clit directly, I started smiling against her when her eyes snapped shut, soft moans coming from her mouth.

I navigated my tongue up and down her slits, thoroughly tasting her. She had both of her hands by her side, gripping the bed sheets. I took this as a sign to keep going and slid a finger inside, pumping it into her in a consistent rhythm. 

Her moans started getting louder when I put a second finger in, curling my fingers as well, and brought my lips up to her clit, taking it between my lips and flicking it lightly with my tongue. 

Her hands flew to the back of my head, tangling her fingers in my hair, her hips lifting up in the air and her breathing becoming even more labored than before. I pressed my hand down on her toned stomach, bring her body back onto the mattress continuing pumping my fingers into her, and my mouth never leaving her center. 

"Beth," she said in between breaths, "I'm close." 

"I know," I mumbled against her, "I can feel it," I laughed. 

The vibrations from my laugh must have put her over because her fingers tightened in my hair the same time her body jerked under me. Her scream pierced through the room as I slowed down the rhythm of my fingers.

Her eyes were closed and she was still breathing heavily when I crawled back up and kissed her softly, holding her until she came down. Her eyes opened slowly and she gave me a smile, pulling me close, kissing me deeply.

~~~~~~~~~~~~

"Babe, holy shit, I can't even explain how amazing that was," she said when she finally pulled away. "I don't think I've ever orgasmed that quickly before," she turned to me and continued, "I swear, I don't usually come that fast."

I grinned, closing my eyes, "that's great to hear," I hugged her closer to me, tucking my face into her neck, "I'm exhausted." I looked up at her, "beating you at every game was really tiring." 

She giggled, "I let you win," she thumbed the strap of my bra, "I just really wanted to get you into bed but you looked so cute and excited going around the arcade with your little container of tokens."

I raised an eyebrow at her, "that's not exactly what you want to tell someone who just went down on you." 

She reached behind me and unhooked my bra, leaving my chest exposed, "I think I might have a way to apologize," she took my bra and tossed it somewhere on the floor. 

She got up from beside me and was making her way to the end of the bed but I grabbed her wrist, "baby, you don't have to." I didn't want her to think that she had to reciprocate because she didn't. Especially if she's never been with a girl. I was more than content with just cuddling right now. 

Her fingertips danced just below the bottom of my boobs, making me clench my legs together. "I want to." She sat on her knees beside me, "and how else am I supposed to get better if you won't let me," her fingers traveled further up, cupping my breast, running her thumb over my nipple repeatedly. 

I took her hand and put it on my center and without me telling her, she started massaging me through my underwear, "I've never done this before," she said, slowly moving on top of me, "but I'm hoping you can teach me." 

She looked down at me expectantly and I gave her a smile, "well, I guess class is in session then."

Claire

There was no concept of time being in bed with Beth. It had to be sometime in the early morning because judging from the shadows on the wall, I could tell that the sun was starting to rise.

Our bodies were tangled around one another, both of us slightly sweaty and our hair wild from sex while the bedsheets were wrapped around us. "Tell me a secret," she said out of the blue.

"Beth, we've been living together for 3 months, I think you know me pretty well. Not to mention that my private life is literally in every magazine and online whenever something happens so there's probably not much I can tell you that you don't already know," I laughed. 

She played with my hair, "that's not true, I didn't know you liked me." 

 "What do you want to know?" I ran my hand up and down the curve of her waist, loving how soft her skin felt. Did all girls have soft skin?

She shrugged, "anything you want to tell me, off the record," she winked. 

"Well, for starters, I really really like you," I grinned, "almost as much as pineapple pizza." 

She laughed, "ok, second to pineapple, I can get behind that. What else?" 

I frowned and narrowed my eyes at her, "don't you think I should get a secret from you as well?" 

She pursed her lips, "one time in high school, I went to go pick up Charlie from school, and when I got home and realize that I brought the wrong kid home." She laughed, "my mom and Charlie don't know that happened so I need you to take that to the grave."

I let out a loud laugh, "so you just took a random kid home? How does that even happen?" 

"I was in a rush to get home and I didn't realize that there was another kid in her class that had the same backpack," she pinched my arm lightly, "your turn." 

"I have a terrible singing voice."

Beth shook with laughter, "I think everyone knows that after you posted that video for my birthday." 

"Just goes to show that you're definitely special if I'm willing to show everyone how bad I am at it," I cupped her cheek and she leaned into it, "I was actually mesmerized watching you perform, you have so much confidence on stage. I could never get on stage and sing."

She shrugged, "fake it til you make it, right?" 

I quirked an eyebrow at her, "I really hope you didn't use that same mentality after what we did." 

She laughed out loud, "that I definitely couldn't fake. I'm pretty sure the entire building heard me." Her smile dimmed, "but I lied when I said that I had never been with a girl before." 

I scrunched my eyebrows together, "so you have?" Why did you feel like she had to lie about that? 

She gave me a sheepish smile, "college was a crazy time." I pulled away slightly just to give us some space and for us to have this conversation face to face.

"You just seemed really nervous before we started and I didn't want you to feel anxious or anything so I lied. I'm sorry," she explained in a soft voice.

I didn't answer her, trying to process what she just said to me so she continued, "but it wasn't the same." 

My head snapped up to look at her, It was my first time doing anything with a girl, what if she compared her two experiences? "I've never done it before and I'm sure I'll do bett-"

She put a finger over my mouth to stop me from talking, "no it's a good thing, baby. With you, it was so much more than sex, I can't explain it. With the other girl, it felt like something almost every girl does in college just to cross off a list, you know, to say that I have been with a girl, but everything felt rushed. But with you, it was the opposite. Ever since I've moved in, I've been confused and have experienced so many feelings over you and last night has only heightened it. It felt like all the feelings I had leading up to this, to you telling me you liked me back, just kind of exploded in here," she pointed to her chest. "And you make me feel warm and happy, it's just...." 

I watched her struggle to find her words, my heart elated that she was being so open with me.

"Everything with you is better," She grimaced, "that came out cheesier than I thought."

I closed the distance I created between us and kissed her, "I hate that I can't be mad at you even though you lied." 

She pressed our foreheads together, "I know, I'm sorry I shouldn't have lied. But when I saw the terrified look on your face I thought it was the best solution." 

I laid my head on her chest and draped my arm over her stomach, "but I think it was for the best, you not telling me. I think I would have freaked out a little." As immature as it was, I just didn't want Beth to think that I was bad in bed or anything. I yawned, relieved that I had the day off for the rest of the day so I could spend the day in bed with her. 

Beth started playing with my hair and I knew I had a couple of minutes before I would fall asleep. 

"Babe?" She said in the dimly lit room.

"Hmm?" I answered groggily. 

"I just wanted to tell you one more secret before you knock out. I want you to know that I don't look at anyone the same way I look at you, ever." I felt her kiss my forehead right before I drifted off to sleep, a faint smile on my face. 




[A/N]: This chapter felt like hell writing for so many reasons lol but it's finally done 😭 



Chapter 23
 
Nathan

I clenched my fists in a ball as I scrolled through the numerous pictures of Claire and that tramp kissing in front of some dingy bar. I have no idea what that woman has said to Claire but she wasn't herself when we talked on the phone. 

I really was sorry I couldn't make it on the trip. Anne surprised me with a trip with our fathers and I couldn't get out of it. I tried giving her every excuse I could think of, but once I saw the look in my father's eye, I knew I was taking that trip. I really thought Claire would understand so I was a bit surprised when she was cold on the phone, I mean I sent her an expensive bouquet of flowers as an apology for God's sake!

 There was a knock on the door and Janice, my assistant appeared, "Mr. Carter," she held up a manila envelope, "the contract you were looking for." 

I sprung up from my seat, "thank you, Janice." I opened up the envelope and pulled out Beth's copy of the contract. Ever since I gave Janice the task of stopping by Claire's apartment to look for Beth's contract, I had been a nervous wreck. There were so many things that could go wrong, and maybe it was wrong of me to snoop through her place but in order to get everything back to normal,  and with the damn contract ending in less than 2 weeks I needed that contract, and here it was in my hands now. I couldn't even tell you the relief it brought me.

She handed me the key Claire gave me to her penthouse when she first moved in, "the young lady you wanted me to call is here as well."

I looked up, "thank you, please send her in." I tucked the key in my pocket and placed the envelope on the table. 

Janice opened the door again and Amy Cook walked inside escorted by Joeseph. He closed the door behind them, clasping his hands together. 

"Hello, Ms. Cook," I extended my hand for a handshake, "thank you for taking the time to meet me today, please have a seat."

She gave me a wary expression, "I was told that it was in my best interest to attend."

I gave her a smile and sat down in my own chair behind my desk, "I think it's in both of our best interests that we have this meeting." I leaned back, "It's come to my attention that you're acquaintances with Beth James."

She frowned crossing her arms in front of her, "if that's the definition for side bitches who ruin relationships, then yeah, we'll go with acquaintances."

"I'm sorry to hear that she was responsible for the end of your relationship," I leaned forward and put my elbows on the desk, "but what if I told you that there was a way that you could get her back, 100 times worse?" 

I watched her sit straighter in her seat, "I'm listening." 

I grinned and slid the envelope to her, "I think we're going to work well together, Ms. Cook."

Beth

For the next two weeks, Claire and I had sex whenever and wherever we could; in the shower, while we were making dinner, in her dressing room, in the car, we even had a quickie in the elevator on the way to work one morning. 

I just couldn't keep my hands off of her and it was apparent that Claire had the same mentality because she was usually the one to initiate it. But as much fun as we were having ever since we both confessed our feelings for one another, I had a lot of things running through my mind. What did this mean for us? 

I genuinely think that I was close to telling her I loved her and that was both scary and exciting for me. It's been so long since I've opened my heart out to anyone and I honestly prepared to spend the rest of my life alone, being the cool aunt to Charlie's kids. But then Claire came along and made me feel things but most importantly she made me feel good about myself. She made me forget about the bad days at work I would have with just a hug and being with her made me feel like I was becoming a better person. I mean, I can't even remember the last time I had to use any kind of force at the bar! 

I jogged around the corner, my lungs burning as my feet pounded on the pavement. Why did I think it was a good idea to go on a morning run? I woke up this morning full of energy but Claire was still sleeping and I knew she was probably still tired from our activities last night. If you told me 4 months ago that I would be lying naked with Claire Edwards after a night of having mindblowing sex, I wouldn't believe you. 

I stopped at a crosswalk, waiting for the light to tell me it was safe to cross when something caught my eye. I smiled and jogged across the street to a flower shop when the light turned green. 

I wiped the sweat from my brow with the back of my hand, trying to tidy myself up a bit because I probably looked like a hot mess. 

"Good morning," A woman behind the counter greeted, "what can I help you with?"

I looked around the shop, "I'm looking to buy a bouquet for my....friend?" I wasn't sure what Claire and I were and I wasn't sure if she wanted to put a label on us. So I wouldn't either. 

She smiled and walked around the counter, "of course," she stopped in front of me, "are you apologizing for something you did?" she put her hands up in defense when I gave her a dumbfounded look, "I'm sorry, that was out of line, I just have a lot of men coming in for that reason." She pointed to the center of the shop, "but thanks to them, I sell a lot of roses and lilies because of them and it keeps my business running."

We both laughed and I shook my head, "no, I just wanted to get her flowers. Is there anything you would recommend?"

"I have just the thing for you," she replied excitedly.

*  *  *  *  *

I walked down the street holding a huge bouquet of flowers thankful that I had an excuse not to jog back home. I had to admit, it was a beautiful arrangement and the woman at the store was so excited to sell it to me that it was hard not to buy it. 

I entered the condo building when a familiar face popped into view. 

"Hector!" I ran, giving him a big hug.

"Senorita," he laughed, "it's been a long time."

"It has," I agreed pulling away, "are you finally coming back to work?"

"Unfortunately no," he patted the back of a nervous-looking guy, "I'm training the new security for the building, this is Patrick." 

"Nice to meet you, Patrick. You have some big shoes to fill," I winked. 

Patrick swallowed, "I'll do my best." 

I turned back to Hector, "Senor, how long are you training Patrick?"

"I think maybe a week or 2, it will depend on how fast he can pick it up."

I smiled, at least I'd be able to say bye to Hector when I moved out. I hugged him one more time, "well it's great to see you, Hector."

He returned my hug and I made my way upstairs to the most amazing woman, excited to see what her reaction would be to the flowers.

When the doors opened, the aroma of fresh coffee and eggs wafted in the air and I found Claire wearing just a long t-shirt and underwear flipping pancakes on the stove. I stood there, just admiring the backside of the sexiest woman alive. 

"Good morning, babe," I called out. 

She turned around and skipped happily to me, "Hi baby!" 

I held out the bouquet to her, "this is for you." 

She grinned and brought the flowers up to her nose, "what's the occasion?" 

"Nothing," I shrugged with a smile, "I just wanted to get you flowers." 

She gave me a kiss, "you are too sweet." She turned around, "come sit, I made breakfast." 

I took a seat while Claire found a vase to put the flowers into, "how was your run?" she asked not turning around. 

"Good," I replied before taking a sip of orange juice. "I only regretted going on the run 6 times." 

Claire sat across from me and giggled, "I was surprised this morning when I woke up and you weren't in bed."

"I thought about waking you up, but you seemed really tired," I scooped a forkful of eggs into my mouth, "and because I know that you have a workout session at the gym today. I didn't want you to be tired for that and because we're having our own workout tonight," I winked. 

Claire picked up an orange slice, "says the one that begged for a time out after her third orgasm last night."

I pointed my fork at her, "I told you it wasn't a time out! I thought I heard my phone ringing in the living room!"

She laughed, "Then why did I find you doubled over the sofa staring blankly at the wall?"

I looked down at my plate, knowing that I was caught but I decided to come up with an excuse anyway, "that doesn't prove anything, you just caught me meditating."

"Had I known meditating was that sexy, I would've picked it up a long time ago," she chuckled. "What do you have planned today?"

I emptied the orange juice in my cup, "I'm looking at a couple of places across LA with mom and Charlie, and then I have some business at the bank." After I gave Emily the cheques back, I had to think of a way to come up with a down payment for the deposit on a new place. But I didn't care if I had to take a million loans out from the bank, I didn't make a mistake giving the payment back. 

I could see Claire's expression dim a little as she leaned back in her chair, "right," she pursed her lips, "you don't want to just stay here? I mean there's plenty of room and you've already adapted."

"Why? Are you going to miss me that much?" I rested my head on my hand and gave her a cheeky smile. 

She rolled her eyes and pushed the chair from the table, "I should probably get going," She walked around her side of the table and kissed me, "thank you for the flowers baby."

"Thank you for making breakfast," I answered. She turned around and I took the opportunity to slap her butt, laughing when she yelped out in surprise. 

Claire 

"See you next week, Claire," my trainer called out when our workout session ended. I gave him a wave and made my way to the car, thankful that I got my gym day over with. 

My phone started ringing in my hand and I smiled when I saw Beth's name came up on the screen. 

"Hi baby," I smiled into the phone. 

"Babe! you will never guess what just happened," she said breathlessly. 

"There aren't any openings for apartments in LA anymore?" my eyes went wide when I realized what I just said. But she was so excited to tell me whatever her news was because she didn't seem to pick up on it. 

"What? no," she laughed, "Ethan King called me! Do you remember that night at the bar with Logan and Peyton and Peyton gave me her dad's card?"

I frowned, I remembered that night but I didn't remember specifics other than when Beth and I started making out. But that was also due to the fact that I was thoroughly drunk. 

"Uh, yeah?" I answered. 

"Ethan King called and said he wanted to set up a meeting with me tomorrow night!" she said excitedly. 

My heart sank, we were supposed to go on a date tomorrow night. I didn't have a lot of time to have her so I was a little sad she had an important meeting tomorrow. 

"But I asked him if we can reschedule to maybe the day after and he said it was ok. Babe, he's so cool," she gushed. 

I frowned, "you rescheduled an important meeting? Working with Ethan King will definitely give you the connections you need in the music industry."

"I know right?" she said happily, "but we're going out tomorrow night, you said there was a Thai restaurant you've been dying to try, right?" 

I was speechless. She put off working in the industry she's been working towards for I could only imagine forever because of a date we were going on tomorrow night. 

"Babe?" she said from the other end of the phone call, "are you still there?" 

My eyes welled up with tears, "yeah, I'm here."

"Okay...Um is it ok if mom and Charlie come by tonight for dinner?" 

I laughed and wiped my eyes, "yes baby, that sounds great."

"Cool, I gotta go, I'm meeting with the financial advisor now. I hope you have a great day and I'll see you at home." 

"Bye, babe," I replied and hung up. 

I didn't want Beth to leave, I didn't want her to find another home, her home was with me. I couldn't remember the last time Nathan postponed anything for me and here Beth was, postponing an important job interview for a small date. I couldn't even explain how that made me feel but I knew I didn't want this contract to end and the last two weeks of this contract were coming faster than I did last night. 

*  *  *  *

Beth, Charlie, Marcella, and I sat around the dinner table, passing around cartons of Chinese food.

"I'm telling you Mama, when I was staying here, Beth was cooking," she put down the sweet and sour pork container, "like with pots, pans, and spatulas! and it looked like she knew what she was doing!" 

"Why didn't she cook for her beloved mother then?" she gave Beth a pointed look.

"We came back too late Mama," Beth explained as she scooped Kung Pao chicken on her plate. 

Marcella gave her an unimpressed look before her attention was back on the plate in front of her. 

I looked over and Beth was mouthing some choice words to her sister. I stifled a laugh and reached over to hold Beth's hand to get her to stop. 

"Did you find a place all of you liked?" I asked openly. 

"We did! I mean we had to go to 5 places to find one we all liked," Charlie piped up. 

"Yeah, we all have our own rooms and the kitchen is beautiful," Beth added. 

"Yes, but it also means that it's a bigger place for me to clean," Marcella nagged. 

"Now that you bring it up, why do we need 3 rooms? Are you moving in?" she asked Beth genuinely confused. 


I stopped chewing, wondering how we were going to get out of this question. I saw Beth visibly tense up in my peripheral vision before she shook it off and sat up straight, "wow is a room too much to ask for? Oh, I get it, you wanted me to pay for the place and just screw off, right?" 

Marcella frowned, "Elizabeth, watch your language and Charlotte, you could have worded that better."

Both Beth and Charlie rolled their eyes and I couldn't help but laugh. Beth leaned in close to me, "remind me why I wanted to move them out here," she mumbled. 


I nudged her lightly and shook my head with a smile. "So when is the big move?" I asked. 

"In a couple of days hopefully," Charlie answered. 

"That's great!" I faked enthusiasm which made Beth look at me and give me a weird look. I ignored her and continued, "I'll help out as much as I can." 

"Oh no no! that's alright," Marcella exclaimed waving her arms, "we don't expect you to and we understand that you're very busy." 

I smiled and shook my head, "I'm never too busy for anything Beth needs." I looked over at her lovingly and she blushed. If there was one thing I learned from Beth it was if you truly cared about someone, you would make time for them.

Beth

After sending mom and Charlie off, I went back to the kitchen and found Claire cleaning up. She seemed a little off since I told her about getting a job interview with Ethan King. 

I put my arms around her, hugging her from behind. She turned in my arms with a smile on her face, "Hi."

"Hi," I answered. I looked back at the sink that had dishes piled up, "how about we call it a night, I'll wash the dishes tomorrow morning." 

She nodded and I led her into the bedroom, but when I closed the door something seemed off about the room. 

"Baby, how many times have I told you to close the closet doors," Claire complained.

I tilted my head in confusion, "I did before I left this morning." I watched Claire rummaged through her drawers trying to find something to wear for bed. "Babe, did you change your perfume?" 

"No, I didn't put perfume on this morning, I went to the gym remember?" She replied, still looking in her drawers. She finally found her taco t-shirt and some shorts she could go to sleep in, "I did put on deodorant this morning," she crossed her arms, "are you trying to tell me something?" she joked. 

I laughed, "no of course not." She disappeared into the en suite but not before she narrowed her eyes at me with a smile on her face. 

I looked around the room again and just shrugged. Maybe I was just being paranoid. 




[A/N]: Sh*ts about to get real guys lol 
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Chapter 24
 
Nathan

After the meeting I had with Amy Cook and she agreed to the plan, I felt a lot better about the situation. 

"Mr. Carter."

I looked up from my monitor, surprised that Joeseph was still in the room. Normally when I dismissed clients, he walked out with them. 

"Yes, Joeseph, what can I do for you?" I asked my attention back on the monitor in front of me. I had a feeling he was going to ask me again about taking a vacation at the end of the year, even after I said it wasn't possible. It was so hard to find people with a good work ethic nowadays. 

He rolled his shoulders and took a deep breath, "I'd like to formally resign from my position."

I stood up and looked at him, confusion was written on my face, "you what?"

He stared at me square in the face, "I understand that our families have done business for generations but I simply can't stand for what you're about to do to both Claire and Beth." He stalked towards the door. 

"You can't do this!" I yelled after him. 

"I'll honor my commitment to the contract," he said turning around, "but for Beth and Claire." He walked towards me with a frown on his face, "I've done security for a lot of shit heads but you're by far the worst." His jaw tensed and I thought he was going to hit me, but instead, he turned on his heel and headed towards the door again. 

"Just remember, you signed an NDA when I first hired you. So anything that was said in my office is confidential," I gave him a smirk knowing that he was probably going to warn Claire, Beth and Emily about the conversation that just took place, "It's just one less thing your father and grandfather would be disappointed in about you," I shrugged, "4 generations and all." 

He narrowed his eyes at me but didn't say anything. Instead, he turned the doorknob and left my office. 

I sunk into my seat and pressed the intercom on my desk. 

"Yes, Mr. Carter," I heard Janice's voice come out of the box.

"Let Elite Security know that we have an opening and look into filling the position." I took my finger off the button and leaned back in my chair, this wasn't a setback, not at all. Joeseph was expendable, my relationship with Claire wasn't and I was going to do anything and everything to keep it that way. 

Claire

I walked onto the set with Jessica, "Thank God this is the last take," she sighed. 

I chuckled, "I agree, these clothes are getting so uncomfortable." The tight black pencil I was wearing kept riding up no matter how many times I tried pulling it down. 

Jessica gave me a sympathetic smile, "Thank God they at least gave me comfortable clothing in this scene."

I gave her a once over, jealous that she got to wear jeans and a sweater. 

"Are you busy this weekend?" she asked. 

I was helping Beth move into her new place this weekend. Everything felt like it was going too fast. She told me at the beginning of the week that they found a place, the next day she officially signed to buy it, and now she was moving in. 

We were up late for the last couple of nights packing Beth's clothes back into boxes. I tried to stop the smile on my face as the memory of it came to mind. 

Last night

Beth and I sat across from each other folding clothes while she hummed softly. 

I looked around my room at the boxes that were full of Beth's belongings and placed in a neat pile against the wall in my room. I hated that she was leaving and that she asked me to help her pack but I couldn't say no to her.

The more boxes we filled, the more my room started to look like my old room. And I hated it. Ever since she started sleeping in my bed, she's been adding small bedroom decor to the room like a little succulent on my desk, some weird abstract pictures that she insisted "really put the room together", and some of the plushies we bought with the tickets we won every time we went to the arcade were scattered in different places in the room. But the one thing that I loved was that she printed out that picture I posted on Instagram and put it in a little picture frame on the bedside table. 

  As much as it got on my nerves that Beth always left every door open, I was going to miss all of her annoying antics. She wasn't even gone yet and I already missed her. 

"Hey, that's mine," I broke the silence when I saw her folding one of my college sweatshirts. 

She gave me a confused look while she unfolded the sweatshirt, "I could've sworn this was mine." 

I laughed, "that sounds like something a thief would say."

She quirked an eyebrow and pointed at me, "you're wearing my shirt right now."

Suddenly, a delicious thought came to mind, "then come take it."

Her face broke out into a grin as she crawled towards me, both of us knowing that folding clothes were going to be put on hold for a while. 

~

"Beth and I are actually moving her family in on the weekend," I cringed inside. I wasn't technically lying I just didn't disclose that we were moving her in too. 

Her shoulders slumped, "we're throwing a small get together but it's mostly my husband's colleagues. But no worries, you guys are busy." 

I shook my head, "no not at all! Let me ask Beth and we'll try our best to make it," I finished with a smile. 

Jessica gave me a relieved smile, "I really appreciate it. My husband's co-workers are a little pretentious that sometimes it's unbearable and you and Beth seem the most down to earth celebrity couples I've ever met." 

"Oh no, we're secretly stuck up, I promise," I joked.

Jess chuckled with me, "as long as it's in secret, then I guess that's ok."

Jonathon finally appeared, calling everyone to talk about the scene. I bit down a smile knowing Jessica Davenport liked me. I know that everyone knew Beth and me as a couple, but it made me sad that they wouldn't soon. I thought of the ring we bought a couple of weeks ago and how as soon as I finished working, it was the first thing I reached for. I felt naked without it. 

Then I had a crazy thought, what if, I asked Beth to be exclusive? I winced at how lame that sounded, I might as well just asked her to go steady if that was how I wanted to ask her. But my heart started beating faster in my chest, wanting nothing more than to ask her right now. I played with my bare ring finger, not listening to Jonathon, I had more important things to figure out. 

Beth

"I really look forward to us working together, Beth," Ethan King said as he shook my hand. 

"Thank you so much for giving me the opportunity, Mr. King. I'll do my best to not disappoint you," I replied. 

"Please, call me Ethan," he smiled. "I have to say, my daughter doesn't usually give recommendations and wants nothing to do with the music industry but I'm really glad she sent me your contact info."

I smiled and made a mental note to give Peyton a call and thank her a thousand times. 

Ethan walked me out of his office and told me to go to reception to get my ID and set up a day to do my orientation. 

I took my phone out of my pocket and called Claire. 

"Hi babe," her tone happy when she picked up. 

"Hi baby, how's your day?" 

"Good, how did your meeting go?" she asked in a nervous voice. 

I smiled into the phone, "I got it!" 

I pulled the phone away from my ear when Claire started squealing. 

"Congratulations babe! I'm so excited for you!" she yelled into the phone. 

I giggled, "thanks babe, I couldn't have done this without you."

"No baby, this was all you. I had no part in this whatsoever," she explained. "But I'm so proud of you. Did Ethan tell you what kind of position you have?" 

"Yeah, they want to be the vocal guide for their female artists or people they work with overseas. But he said that maybe down the line I could help with producing as well once I gained experience in the company," I grinned into the phone. Sure I may have lost that job teaching at a music school a couple of months ago, but this was so much better. 

"That's great," she said excitedly, "let's go out tonight to celebrate."

We agreed on a place to have dinner and we hung up. I laughed looking at my screen, you would've thought it was Claire that got the good news with how excited she was. It finally felt like things were starting to look up for me.

Claire


As soon as the elevator doors opened, I kicked off my shoes and plopped onto the couch, glad that I was off of my feet. Nothing went right on set today, I would forget my lines or not hit my mark, Jess misplaced her script, and then one of the backlights came crashing down to the floor, halting filming for a while and it just made the day longer than it needed to be. 

I closed my eyes wondering how long I could take a nap before Beth came home from her interview. 

Suddenly, I heard my phone ringing in my bag. I groaned and rolled over, trying to fish for the device. 

I picked up the call, "hello?" I asked slightly irritated. 

"H-hi Miss Edwards, this is Patrick from downstairs."

I thought of the nervous-looking kid I passed by with Hector on my way up. "Yes, Patrick, what can I do for you?"

He cleared his throat, "there's a woman named Amy here to see you."

"Amy?" I repeated, "I don't think I know an Amy". I heard Patrick relay the answer to her as I turned on the tv to see the security camera of the concierge desk. 

There was a short blonde girl standing in front of the desk, tapping her foot. I narrowed my eyes at the screen, she suddenly looked up at the camera and gave it flirty wave and a smug smile. I saw her say something to Patrick, complete with multiple finger-pointing. 

"Miss Edwards," Patrick's voice came from the phone again. "The woman here says she's friends with Beth." 

Oh, Beth's friend? Why didn't she just say so in the first place? 

"Yeah, that's ok, Patrick, you can let her up thanks," I said into the phone then hung up. I watched their interaction and then turned the tv off when she disappeared from the screen. 

I got up from the sofa grudgingly, not in the mood to entertain anyone, and went to the kitchen to prepare something to drink for the unexpected guest. 

*  *  *  *  *

I placed the mug full of green tea in front of Amy who was looking around the room. 

"So, you know Beth?" I asked as I sat down across from her. 

She crossed her arms, an unimpressed look on her face, "unfortunately I do. She's a real piece of shit."

Immediately my guards came up and my anger rose but I forced myself to keep it down, "don't talk about her like that," if looks could kill, she would've been dead on the spot. 

"Frowning doesn't suit you, Claire."

 "I think you should leave" I replied in a stern voice, "Beth doesn't need useless people like you in her life so don't count on me telling her you stopped by."

I knew that it was the reaction she was looking for when I saw the amused expression on her face, "wow, you really are a good actress," she started clapping obnoxiously, "and the award for doting girlfriend goes to Claire Edwards, everyone."

I'm a strong believer that violence is never the answer but she was really getting under my skin. 

She looked around the room again, "do you have an Oscar because that was definitely Oscar-worthy." When she turned back around her face was blank and it scared me a little how fast she could switch from emotion to emotion. 

"Alright, down to business," she said reaching into her bag for an envelope. She threw it across to my side of the table, the contents of the envelope peeking out from the top. "You're going to break up with Beth."

I scoffed, "now I know you're crazy. Who do you think you are trying to tell me what to do?"

She sneered but didn't look bothered at my rejection. "Trust me, you're gonna want to at least see what's in the envelope," she nodded to it with a sick smile. 

I didn't want to give in to whatever she was getting at, but my curiosity got the better of me. I huffed and snatched the envelope from the table, taking out the first piece of paper. 

I gasped as I held the contract in my hand, I skimmed through it, hoping that this was just a fake one but when I got to the bottom, it had mine, Nathan, and Beth's signature signed neatly. "Where did you get this?" I asked with a shaky breath. 

"I think the better question is what are you going to do make sure I don't go to TMZ right now," she leaned forward, folding her hands neatly in front of her. 

My first thought was to immediately call Nathan, tell him that this lunatic got ahold of the contract and I have no idea how she has it. 

"Honey, you haven't even seen the best part," she said in a condescending tone. I glared at her and she pointed to the other papers in my hand. 

My throat went dry and I swore my heart fell down to my butt when I flipped the page to find Beth's adoption papers. I skimmed through the information that Beth had already told me back at her house. "How did you get this?" I looked up from the paper.

She just looked at me with a smirk on her face, so I stood up, "Why do you have this!" I yelled. I remember Beth telling me that only a handful of people knew about her being adopted and I had a very strong feeling that Amy wouldn't be one of them. 

"A bio mom who abandoned her because she loved drugs more than she loved her own daughter." She leaned back in her seat, "can't say I saw that coming but it explains why she's so messed up. But there's nothing you could've done to prevent that, Eric's told me stories about how wild she used to be. I guess the apple doesn't fall far from the tree, am I right?" 

"Shut your mouth," I snarled. She didn't know the first thing about her. If there was one thing I was certain of, it was that Beth was the complete opposite of the person she described her biological mother. 

Beth did mention that because she worked at the bar, it was very easy to get her hands on hard drugs. When she saw the alarmed expression on my face she quickly added that she would never touch drugs, for fear that she'd end up like her biological mother.

"Sit down," she frowned. 

I sat down, not because she told me to, but because my legs couldn't hold me up anymore. I had no energy in them after finding out this monster knew everything.

"As I was saying," she put her elbows on the table, "you're going to break up with Beth, or else I'll release these papers to the public. Every major tabloid, newspaper, magazine, and don't get me started with the shit storm it's going to cause online.  Not to mention that you have a movie to be released early next year, right? Talk about bad publicity."

My head was spinning, this was a bad dream. This wasn't real.

"But most importantly, what the LGBT+ community will think?" She blew out a breath dramatically, "you made a fool out of them didn't you?" 

I looked down at my hands guiltily because it's true, we did. 

I swallowed the lump that had formed in my throat, "you know that this is a fake relationship, what makes you think we'll continue seeing each other?" I replied with as much bravado as I could muster up. "Beth's already started moving some of her stuff out of here."

"I overheard her gushing to Eric about your relationship and she mentioned something about taking you on a cruise later on in the year. If I'm not mistaken, your contract is up in less than a week, why would she be talking about plans after the contract?" 

My heart melted at the fact that Beth remembered me saying how I've never been on a cruise before and how relaxing it looked. But I also picked up that she said later on this year, which meant that she wanted me to be in her life after the contract was up. 

To be honest, if Beth wanted a relationship with me, I wouldn't think twice to say yes. We have only known each other for a couple of months but she knew me better than Nathan knew me and I've never been happier than with her. 

I shook my head, "she could've just been talking about taking a cruise as friends."

She gave me an unimpressed look and we both knew I was wrong. "I'll be nice, I'll give you until the weekend to break it off with her."

My eyes went wide, that only gave me 3 days with her. "But the contract has 6 days left!" why didn't she just give me until the last day?

"And?" she replied, "I don't give a shit when the contract ends, I'm giving you 3 days, every day after the 3 days are up that you guys are still together, I'll be leaking Beth's secrets." She smiled ruthlessly, "wouldn't that be exciting?"

I bit the inside of my cheek, "why are you doing this?" 

She looked at me square in the eyes, her own turning dark with anger, "she ruined my relationship with Eric. Literally ever since Eric and I started dating, she always found a way to somehow get between us. It felt like I was third-wheeling my own damn relationship! She could always convince him that I was the one to blame for every fight we had. I'm just returning the favor. But the only way to hurt her is through you." She got up from her chair and headed towards the elevator to leave. 


"I'm really saving you from her," she continued, "people like Beth don't deserve love."

I flipped to the last two pages and found pictures of Marcella and Charlie along with their personal information. Why did she have these? 


"Ah, they're just for insurance," she added noticing that I was looking at the last pages. "because we both know that Beth cares about her family. Should you not agree to the breakup, there may or may not be some articles released about them too," she shrugged, "whether or not they're true is not up to me." 

She looked at me square in the face and stepped into the elevator, "all of this is ultimately up to you. I have multiple copies of those so don't even think to rip those papers up." She held the button to keep the doors open, "I think it's pretty obvious that this talk is just between us, yeah?" 

I looked at her like she was crazy, what was I supposed to tell everyone when I broke up with Beth all of a sudden? 

The doors started to close, "it was nice to finally meet you, Claire. I soooo look forward to reading those headlines soon," a sinister smile on her face.

The doors closed completely and I watched the numbers at the top descend down to the ground floor. 

What the hell was I going to do? 




[A/N]: I hated this chapter so much lol



Chapter 25
 
 Beth

When I got home I found Claire with her head in her hands. "Babe?" I put my bag down on the floor and sat down beside her, "what's wrong?"

She turned to look at me, her eyes were red-rimmed and her cheeks tear-stained. She immediately put her arms around me and held onto me tight, not saying anything. I felt her body start to shake as she started crying softly into my shoulder. 

"Tell me what's wrong," I coaxed softly, rubbing her back. 

I felt her shake her head against my shoulder before she pulled away and wiped her cheek with her sleeve, "I just had a bad day," she said softly. I took notice of the dejected tone of her voice and the distressed look on her face.

"Who did it? I'll go beat them up right now," I said half-joking. I didn't like seeing her this upset. 

She chuckled but her smile didn't reach her eyes like it normally did. "Is it alright if we stay in tonight? I know I said we should go out and celebrate but I just want to be with you tonight." 

A tear escaped and rolled down her cheek. I reached up and wiped it away with my thumb, caressing her face gently, "we can do whatever you want, baby." 

Her face turned to anguish as she started crying again, seeking refuge in my arms. 

*  *  *  *  *

I walked around the corner holding a cup of coffee with Joe by my side. I was surprised when I got a call from him telling me that Nathan Carter wanted to see me. My initial reaction was to tell Joe to tell Nathan to politely go to hell, but I figured, why not tell him myself? 

I yawned into my hand, last night was weird. Claire's mind was somewhere else for most of the night and she followed me around the penthouse even if I was just grabbing a glass of water. 

We fell asleep with her literally clinging onto my body to the point where I couldn't tell where my body ended and hers started. I woke up last night to her crying and I would rub her back, giving her soft kisses, wiping away her tears, and whispering everything I could to try to make her feel better. Eventually, she ended up falling back asleep but I'd wake up almost every hour to her body shaking from crying. 

My heart hurt seeing her this upset, Claire wouldn't tell me what was eating at her but I made it my mission to fix whatever it was that reduced my girl to tears. I figured that it was something to do with work that she couldn't disclose information about so I decided that comforting her was the best solution. I bite the inside of my lip as worry creased my forehead.

"How's the family Joe?" I asked trying to make conversation and not be stuck in my head. It had been a while since I last talked to him and I missed our little heart to hearts.


He put his freakishly big hands in his pockets and shrugged, "I'm in the dog house."

I raised my eyebrows at him, "what happened?"

"I told my wife that I wanted to stop working for the Carters and there was a fight." He sighed, "she says that we would lose a steady income and she's right. Besides the fact that my family has worked as security for the Carters for 4 generations, they do pay really well. But I've already made up my mind and put in my resignation." He gave me a reassuring smile, "At least my last two weeks will be making sure you stay out of trouble."

I gave him a sympathetic look. I totally forgot that he was Nathan's security and not Claire's, "why did you want to resign?"

He shook his head, "I just can't stand Nathan Carter."

"I couldn't agree more, but I am sorry that Angie's mad at you," I patted his forearm. 

He shook his head and shrugged, "she'll come around." 

"Well, I know just the place for the best apology flowers," I smiled. 

Joe didn't say anything which wasn't unusual, but there wasn't even a chuckle or a smirk from him. 

"Hey," I stepped in front of him so he couldn't walk further, "you guys will get through this and I'll even help you find another job for someone who's not a complete dick bag." 

There was an expression on his face that I couldn't place, "Beth," he started, "how do you feel about Claire?" 

I wasn't going to lie, the question took me off guard because Joe didn't usually ask personal questions like this. 

"I have feelings for her, Joe and I think she cares about me too." Having Joe ask me this question made me think about the question I pushed out of my mind. "I'll be by Claire's side unless she says otherwise," I looked into his eyes, "I know that it's only been a couple of weeks since we've been vocal about our feelings for each other," I shook my head with a smile, "but I think I love her, Joe."

He nodded his head and didn't say anything else, "I'm rooting for you guys, Beth. Please don't forget that." 

Joe was acting really weird today, I looked up at his eyes before he quickly looked away, but I caught something in his eye that I've never seen before. 

Apprehension. 

*  *  *  *  *

Joe led me through the building and up to the floor Nathan worked on. My mind going back to the look on Joe's face after he said those words to me. 

We walked into a small reception area where a red-headed woman was tapping away on the computer. 

"Good morning, Janice," Joe spoke, "Beth is here to see Nathan."

She looked up from her computer and gave me a tight smile, "I'll go let him know," she said getting up from her chair. 

Joe and I were left in the little room in reception, the whirring of the air conditioning and muffled voices filled the air and it gave the office an unwelcoming atmosphere. 

I looked up at Joe who still had a pained expression on his face but before I could question him, Janice came back. 


"Miss James, if you'd please follow me," her voice low. 

I chanced another glance at Joe but he didn't make eye contact so I followed Janice down a hallway past glass offices of people working behind computers. 

She held the door open for me and it was only when I walked past her that she smelled familiar. My head tilted in confusion, wondering where I recognized that scent. 

"Excuse me," I started, "where did you get your perfume from?" 

She gave me a surprised look and it looked like she was going to answer but instead, she pursed her lips and closed the door, leaving me alone with Nathan Carter. 

"Miss James," he spoke behind me.

 I turned around, we haven't seen each other since that night at the party where Claire got angry at me.

"Have a seat," he gestured to the empty chair in front of his desk. 

I crossed my arms, "I'll pass. I don't plan on staying long." 

I watched him bite down with a hard expression on his face but he sat back down. 

We stared at each other, a silent showdown. 

"Well?" I put my hands up frustrated, "is there a reason you wanted to see me? Because I have better things to do."

"Claire has been distant with me and I think you're the sole reason for it," he glared. 

"No, don't go trying to play the victim in all of this. You're the sole reason why she's distant. Has it ever occurred to you to maybe treat her," I shrugged exaggeratedly, "I don't know with some basic human respect? And you know, not stand her up and be embarrassed to be seen in public with her." 

My anger rose now that he got me started, "Like dude, you had Claire friggen Edwards as your girlfriend. Do you know how many people would kill to be able to say that? and if I'm being honest you were definitely punching above your weight but you also single-handedly ruined quite possibly the best relationship you'll ever have."

I took a breath, "but Claire's happy now, with me." For the most part, I mean I don't think I had anything to do with what she was feeling right now. 

I could see him try to suppress the anger inside. Instead of acting on it though, he went into his suit jacket and pulled out a checkbook, "how much will it take for you to stay away from Claire when the contract's up?" 

For the first time since I stepped into his office, I laughed and when I finally calmed myself down, I laughed even harder seeing his serious face. "Not gonna happen, don't insult me," I said simply. 

"Oh come on, everyone has a price," he put his pen down on the checkbook waiting for my answer, "what's yours?" 

I glowered at him and he put the checkbook down, "I have a better idea," he slid the checkbook towards me, "why don't you fill out the amount." He leaned back in his seat looking so proud of himself, "money is no object."

I pursed my lips, but I willed my legs to move forward. I gestured to the pen and he grinned widely as he gave it to me. I tried my best to keep a neutral look on my face as I wrote $ 1, 000,000 in the space.

His grin slid off of his face really face when I didn't stop adding zeroes, eventually running out of room, I flipped the single cheque over and continued scribbling zeroes. 

I slid the ruined cheque back to him, "can you give me this amount?"

He laughed without humor and crumpled the paper in his hand, "I don't know what she sees in you. You're loud, disrespectful, disobedient, have no sense of boundaries, the list could go on." 

I smirked, "doesn't change the fact that it's me standing beside her and not you. It hasn't been you for a while actually." I raised an eyebrow at him, "this is your problem, you think throwing your money will get you whatever you want. Claire is a person, a wonderful person with thoughts, opinions, and feelings. People aren't bought with money, asshole."

He had a smug grin on his face that I wanted to slap off, "so what are you proposing? That we simply let Claire decide who she wants to be with?" 

"Yes?" I said slowly,  red alarms going off in my head because this idiot was starting to think logically. 

He clapped his hands, "done," he stood up from his chair and stuck his hand out, "may the best man win." 

I took his hand, squeezing it hard, "woman." Without another word I turned on my heel and left his office.

Claire

I rubbed my eyes, knowing they were swollen from crying all night and I probably looked like a troll. Without opening my eyes I felt for Beth on her side of the bed and felt nothing. I pried my eyes open as wide as I could and confirmed that she had gotten up hours ago considering the sheets were cold. 

Panic coursed through my body as I felt around the bed for my phone. I was about to press on Beth's contact when the bedroom door opened.

"Good morning," she sang with a smile on her face. She crawled onto the mattress and gave me a kiss on the cheek, "how are you feeling?" 

I opened my mouth, everything inside was screaming at me to tell her about Amy's visit right now, but fear and panic came over me. What if Amy found out I told someone. If there was a way for her to get her hands on all that information then I wouldn't put it past her to know that I told someone. 

I smiled weakly, "a little better." 

She gave me a sad smile knowing that I was lying. After nearly 4 months together, she could read me so well. 

She pulled me into her lap and just held me in the middle of the bed, telling me everything was going to be ok. 

Under different circumstances, I would've believed her. She was good at comforting me, but there was only one way for this to end and it wasn't good. 

I looked up at her with sad eyes. 

"I'll make you some breakfast," she kissed me on the forehead softly. She moved from under me and took my hand to follow her into the kitchen. I sat down on the kitchen counter and watched her move around like an expert. 

Every so often she would look over at me with concern and I could tell that she wanted to ask me what was wrong but was also trying to give me space. 

She put salt in the pan of eggs but frowned when she went to taste it. "Oh shit," she scowled, "this is sugar." 

A small smile found its way to my face. It was obvious that we only had a limited time together so I decided I wasn't going to spend it being a Debby Downer. I hopped off the counter and handed her the salt shaker, "what would you do without me." 

She turned to me with a grin on her face, glad that I was starting to lighten up. "I honestly don't know."

I felt like a sack of shit inside but instead of feeding into that feeling, I took the pan out of her hands and tossed out the sugary egg, "how about I handle the eggs and you start on the bacon?" 

We worked side by side quietly,  the bacon sizzling in the pan and the exhaust fan from above was the only sound between us. My mouth kept opening and closing, itching to tell her the predicament I was in.

"I'm just waiting for a fly to land in your mouth," she suddenly spoke up from beside me. 

I took my attention away from the pan in front of me, "what?" 

She smiled, "you keep opening your mouth like a fish." She put her spatula down and put her hands on my shoulders, "I don't know what's going on with you right now."

I opened my mouth again to protest but she put her hands up to stop me from talking. 

"I just want you to know that I'm here to listen whenever you need it, ok?" She pulled me into a hug.

My arms found their way around her body, she pulled away slightly and looked into my eyes. I should've told her then, but the words got caught in my throat. 

"I'm um...I'm just gonna miss you," I mumbled looking away, frustrated that I chickened out. 

Beth laughed and pulled me into another hug, "I'm just moving out, it's not a big deal. We'll still hang out." 

My body was flushed against hers and I let out a heavy sigh knowing that she was wrong. 

Beth

I pulled the doors to the bar open, knowing that it was slow at the bar right now so it would give me the perfect opportunity to talk to Dave. 

"uh oh, trouble just walked in," I heard Dave say from behind the bar. 

I smirked and took a seat at the bar, "I take offense to that, I'm an angel." 

Dave polished a pint glass in his hand with a playful smirk, "what brings you around here? Are you scheduled today?" 

I shook my head with a smile, "do I need a reason to see your handsome face?" 

"You're complimenting me, this can't be good," he put the glass down and put his hands on the bar. 

I grimaced, "It depends on how you see it." I nodded behind me, "can we talk in your office?" 

He was already walking from around the bar, heading in the direction towards his office. "Should I sit down for this?" his voice still light and playful. 

I shrugged and took a seat myself, which he followed suit. 

"I just finished a job interview with Royal Entertainment," I blurted out as soon as he sat down, "and I got it." I looked down at my hands guiltily. 

The bar had been my second home for the last 7 years. I remember when I first started, I lost count of how many glasses I broke, how many beers I've spilled, and how many times I've had to call a taxi for drunk patrons. 

Through it all, I've had Dave watching over me, making sure customers never got too much for me to handle. I was going to miss the bar, but I was going to miss Dave the most. 

He smiled, "that's great to hear, Beth."

"It is?" I mean it was great, for me, but not really for him. 

He chuckled, "of course. It's a great opportunity for you." 

I'm not sure why, but I felt hurt. I thought he would've at least protested when I told him I was quitting. 

He started laughing when I didn't answer, "don't get me wrong, Beth. We're going to miss you here, I'm going to miss you." He folded his hands on his desk and leaned forward, "but you were always meant to do something better than work at a local bar." 

I was quiet, I was excited to start working at a huge recording company, but a small part of me was scared. For the last 7 years, Dave and Eric had been right beside me. I didn't want them to leave me. 

Almost as if Dave could read my thoughts, he spoke up, "you can do it, Beth, there's nothing to be scared of."

"But what if I totally suck at this new job?" I asked in a tiny voice. My eyes widened, "what if I'm so bad that they fire me on the first day?" 

Dave laughed and stood up from his chair, taking a seat on the edge of his desk in front of me, "then there's always a spot here for you, but you'll be great, I just know it." He gave me a hug and it caught me off guard for a second because Dave wasn't one to give out hugs often. The most affection I've ever gotten from him was a pat on the back or a high five. 

"Just don't throttle any of your superiors and you'll be fine," he whispered in my ear before he let go. 

"Thanks for the advice, Dave," I laughed. 

"How did Eric take it when she told him you were quitting?" he asked. 

I cringed, "he didn't take it very well, but I promised him I'd still be the lead singer for the band." 

When I told Eric, he was happy for me but when it clued in that we wouldn't be working together anymore, it brought his mood down almost immediately. He's like a brother to me and I could tell it hurt him that I was leaving and it took confirming multiple times that I would still be the singer for the band that he finally started to relax and celebrate with me. 

Dave smile and crossed his arms, "that's great! you won't completely disappear."

I wagged a finger at him, "you won't be able to get rid of me that easily."

He laughed, "I didn't think so. Let's have a drink before you leave." 

We left his office and he set a bottle of Stella in front of me. Talking to Dave calmed down my anxiety about starting at a new workplace, knowing that I had Claire, Eric, my family, and now Dave's support.

Nathan

I drove Anne to the estate her family lived on, one hand on the steering wheel, the other was holding her hand. 

"You're in a good mood today," she commented, "good day at the office?" 

I brought her hand up to my mouth a kissed it, "fantastic day at the office." 

Everything worked out the way I wanted it to after Beth came by the office today. After Amy called me and told me that she talked to Claire,  I knew I had to get Beth to agree that it was Claire's choice who she wanted to be with. It's not like I was worried that she would pick her over me, I would just rather not take any chances. 

But I was surprised that she didn't want any money in exchange to break up with Claire but that just saved me money, and that was just the cherry on top of everything. 

I pulled up to the front of the Chapman estate and put the car in park. 

"Did you want to come inside and have some coffee?" Anne turned to me, a suggestive look in her eye. 

Normally, I would've declined because I had an early work day tomorrow, but I'd like to think that I earned it. 

"I would love to," I turned the engine off and followed Anne inside. 

Whoever said you can't have your cake and eat it obviously wasn't smart enough. 




[A/N]: Sorry this was late, I came down with a weird fever last night so I couldn't edit this chapter lol so close to updating weekly...



Chapter 26
 
Claire

I sat on the couch with a glass of wine in my hand. Joe came by early this morning and mentioned that Nathan wanted to speak with her, which seemed a little strange because he didn't mention anything to me. 

But to be fair, we haven't spoken since that phone call where I brushed him off. I took a sip from my glass, wondering what could be taking her so long. 

Beth suddenly emerged from the elevator with a soft smile on her face. 

"Hey," she grinned, "a little early to be drinking wine isn't it?" she swiped my glass from my hands and took a sip herself. 

"It's never too early to drink," I joked.

"I like the way you think," she replied. 

I took my glass back, "and I like you." I laughed when the tips of her ears started to turn light pink. 

She plopped down on the couch next to me, "so, what do you want to do today?" 

Normally, I would've already been at an interview promoting the new movie with Jessica, but Emily texted me this morning that it was rescheduled. So, that meant that I had a free day. Which was perfect because I wanted to spend the day with Beth. 

I stole back my glass from her and swirled the red liquid around, "I was thinking we could go for a walk?" 

She snickered, "a walk? are we the elderly now?" 

I hit her arm, "I didn't mean now. I was thinking we could go out for dinner and then go watch the sunset."

She gave me a cheeky smile, "that sounds romantic." She poked me in the side which made me jump, "Is that what you're doing? Trying to sweep me off my feet?" She poked me again and I started giggling, "Beth, stop it." I tried moving away from her but she took that opportunity to start tickling my sides. 

I let out a loud laugh and tried to shift away from her but her hands just followed me. Eventually, she had me cornered between the armrest and her body. "Say Uncle!" she demanded with a grin on her face.

I tried wiggling away from her, still howling with laughter, "Uncle! Uncle!" I yelled. 

She retracted her hands from my body and sat back with a triumphant grin on her face. 

I caught my breath for a second, my heart beating fast in my chest, and my cheeks hurting from smiling so much.

"There she is," she said beside me. I turned to find her already looking at me with a soft smile on her face. 

"A day without seeing you smile is a day wasted," she finished. She and started blushing and cleared her throat, "I-I mean, you know, whatever," she shrugged. 

Another smile found its way to my face and I sat up, leaning in giving her a kiss. Her lips moved against mine and I pulled away slightly, "thank you for being here," I whispered. 

"Always," she said back before hooking her hand behind my ear, guiding me back to her lips. 

Beth

Claire drove to dinner, which was a little weird because if we were driving anywhere, it was usually me driving. 

I glanced over at her and just admired how beautiful she looked. She had her sunglasses on, her brown hair in loose curls, and she looked so hot in a leather jacket. 

Claire reached over the console and held my hand, I gave her a hand a small squeeze and looked over at her again. 

"What?" She said impatiently when I didn't look away. 

I chuckled knowing that it was annoying her that I kept staring, "what?"

"Why are you looking at me?" 

"Why not?" I challenged.

Her eyebrows came together in a frown, "stop that." 

"Stop what?" 

"You're so annoying," she said with a smile and I knew she was rolling her eyes behind her sunglasses. "So what do you want to eat?" 

I shrugged, "I'm up for anything." 

"Okaaaay," she drew out the word, "but what are you in the mood for?" 

"I don't know, a lil bit of this, a lil bit of that."

I heard her sigh loudly in the driver's seat and laughed, it was so easy to annoy her. I brought our hands up to my lips and kissed the back her hand tenderly. 

Claire laughed, "you're so lucky you're cute or I would've kicked you out the car already." She sat up in her seat and pulled into a plaza on the right. 

I looked around at the warehouse stores lined up, "if you're going to kill me, I'd just like to point of that I was able to fight off that creep, Tim Jenkins." She turned the engine off with a small smirk on her face. I poked her side, "and I'd like to add that you're very ticklish so you wouldn't stand a chance." 

She laughed, "I'm not going to kill you, although the peace and quiet would be welcomed," she unbuckled her seatbelt, "especially when we're watching 90 Day Fiance." 

I followed suit, "don't act like you don't love my commentary." I opened the car door and met her in front of the car, "but it doesn't explain what we're doing here."

She smiled, "well, since neither of us wants to decide where to eat for dinner, I was thinking we could battle for it." She pointed to the paintball sign, "loser decides where to eat tonight," she lowered her sunglasses on her face, giving me a seductive stare, "Are you  game?" 

I smirked, "Game." 

Beth

I rubbed the top of my left arms knowing that my arm was probably bruised from the paintball session. I stomped to the car like a kid as Claire ran up to catch up to me. 

"You did that on purpose!" I turned to her still rubbing my arm. She laughed, putting her around my shoulders, rubbing the place on my arm that was sore. 

"I promise I didn't, I was aiming for the chest padding but you turned last minute," she replied, still rubbing my arm. She opened the passenger door for me and I pouted, crossing my arms as well. 

Claire shook her head with a smile before shutting my door and walking around the car into the driver's seat. 

"I apologize that I shot you in the arm," I could hear the sincerity in her voice. 

I still had my arms crossed and although my arm was sore I was in a mood mostly because I lost that paintball game, badly. I was so confident when we were putting on the protection gear only to have my ass handed to me. I wasn't mad at her that she shot me in the arm, I was just really embarrassed and my ego was bruised more than my arm was. 

Claire put her hand on my forearm, her fingertips soft on my skin, "are you ok?" she asked quietly. 

My eyebrows furrowed, "how are you so good at paintball?" I mumbled. In my peripheral vision, I could see her choke back a laugh. 

"The first lead I got in a movie was a terrible teen spy movie and I had to do extensive theatrical firearms training." Her thumb stroked my forearm softly, "so it was kind of like muscle memory for me." 

I threw my hands up in frustration, "is there anything you aren't good at?" She narrowed her eyes at me, "are you like, an undercover agent too or something?" I gave her a side-eye and saw her trying not to smile. Then she did something that made me smile. She leaned forward and pressed her lips to my arm, kissing it lightly. It reminded me of when Charlie was little and would fall at the playground, scraping her knees on the pavement. After I patched her up, I would give her knee, or her palm a kiss to make it feel better. 

Claire sat up straight in her seat again, the smile on my face more pronounced. "Sorry," I started, "I didn't mean to make you feel bad," I squirmed in my seat, "I just don't like to lose," I grumbled. 

She laughed, "I know," she put her seatbelt on, "I'm very aware of how much of a sore loser you are." She stole a glance at me, "and to be honest, it was a bit of payback for being a little shit in the car before we went in."

I laughed out loud and pointed an accusing finger at her, "I knew it!" 

She took my hand and gave it a kiss, "I really tried to only aim at the places that didn't hurt too much."

"Really? Because I felt literally everything. I mean, you take my breath away every day but when you got me 3 times in the chest, you literally knocked the air out of me." 

She gave me an apologetic smile, "yeah, I felt really bad after that." 

I smirked, "so I guess with my hand to hand skills and your firearm skills we're a pretty deadly duo." 

"Absolutely," she grinned, turning on the car on. She slid her sunglasses back onto her face, "now where are we eating, loser?" 

*  *  *  *  *

Claire slipped her hand into mine as we walked leisurely down the street. We walked past houses and I glanced over, picturing Claire and I moving into one of these houses someday. I couldn't help the smile that appeared on my face because for the first time in I don't know how long, I was really looking forward to my future with hopefully Claire. 

I gave her a kiss on the cheek, "thank you for dinner." 

She smiled, "thank you for letting me shoot you today, you were almost a good sport about it." 

I stuck my tongue out at her because that was the mature thing to do. "If I had known you were GI Jane, I wouldn't have agreed that quick."

"Does that mean you would've still agreed regardless?" 

I laughed, "only if you actually dressed up like GI Jane."

"Is that what does it for you?" She nudged my side, "sorry to disappoint but I don't think I can pull off a shaved head." 

"I think you could pull off any look," I kissed her cheek, "but for the record, I'm more into the Lara Croft look," I gave her a wink, "do whatever you want with that information."

She rolled her eyes at me, "of course you are." We stopped in front of a high school, "we're here."

I gave her a confused look, "babe, this is a high school, I'm pretty sure it's at least frowned upon for us to be here because neither of us are students."

But Claire didn't listen to anything I said, she pulled me around towards the back of the school. "Peyton actually showed me this spot." We walked up a steep hill and a gasp came out of my mouth. 

"Look at the sky," I let out a breath. 

"Beautiful, isn't it?" Claire tugged my hand to sit down next to her on the grass. 

I looked over at her, her face carefree and content as the sunset glow reflected on her face. "Yeah, you are," I replied and looked back at the sunset as well. I felt Claire give me a soft kiss on my cheek and then rest her head on my shoulder. 

Claire

I stared at the mirror after washing my face, the dark circles under my eyes a clear indication that I haven't been sleeping well the last couple nights. I only had 2 more days with Beth and  I decided that I would make these last two days count, and that meant sacrificing sleep, which I didn't care. So even though I'm going to regret it for the next  2 nights, I've cut my sleeping schedule in half just so I could spend more time with her, even if she was asleep herself. I was content with just holding her and whispering everything I didn't have the courage to say to her face to face. 

After Beth fell asleep last night her arms wrapped around me, I thought about how unfair everything was. It was like the universe could sense that I was finally happy and decided to deal me a bad card. 


My cheeks warmed as I thought back to last night, when I whispered I love you to her and how right it felt to come out of my mouth. I've been biting my tongue for weeks whenever I felt the urge to say it, knowing that it would just break her heart even more in 2 days if I uttered those words. 

My anger rose in my chest whenever I thought back to that meeting with Amy. But then something in the reflection caught my attention. I tilted my neck up to reveal multiple small hickies she gave me last night. I shook my head with a smile, Natalie was going to kill us both. 

"Babe, I'm gonna head out," Beth appeared in the washroom doorway, "I made you a plate, so make sure you eat before you leave." 

I met her eyes in the mirror, "thank you," I smiled. She winced when she saw the markings she left on my body in the mirror, "sorry about that." 

I raised an eyebrow at her and turned around, "are you?" 

She gave me a cheeky grin, "no, not really," before I could come up with an equally snarky reply, she pecked me on the lips, "bye! have a good day!" I heard her quick little steps all the way to the elevator and laughed when she bumped into the coffee table. 

"Shit," I heard her mutter, "I'm ok!" she called out to me. 

"Are you sure?" I laughed.

"No, not really," she croaked. I rolled my eyes with a smile and went to find her to kiss her boo boo away. 

*  *  *  *  *

Natalie gasped when I sat in the make up chair, "oh come on, Natalie. I don't look that bad in the morning, do I?" I joked. 

She took my chin carefully, turning my head to get a better look at my neck, "looks like you had a fun night." She took her hand away and stood up straight, "you know if I didn't like Blaire so much I would've quit as soon as you sat in the chair." 

I quirked an eyebrow at her, "did you just use our couple name?" 

"Duh, it's super cute and it takes too much time to say both names," she picked up the concealer and the brush, "here I thought today was going to be an easy day," she sighed with a smile.

Jessica suddenly appeared in the doorway of my dressing room, "Hey, are you still good to come this weekend?" She caught the hickies on my neck in the mirror and wiggled her eyebrows. 

"What do we have here," she let herself into the room and closed the door.  She took the vacant seat next to me while Natalie worked on my makeup. 

"So?" she leaned towards me with a weird smile.

"So?" 

She rolled her eyes, "tell us everything! Nat can obviously keep a secret, right Nat?" 

Natalie looked down at us with a smile on her face, zipping her lips in the process. 

I bit my lip trying to hold back a smile, "do you really wanna know?" 

They leaned in anticipating my tell-all, but I sat back into my seat comfortably, "sorry girls, a lady doesn't kiss and tell." I laughed when Natalie threw a beauty blender at me.

"Wow, that was about as exciting as every guy I meet at a club," Natalie rolled her eyes, "anti-climactic," she finished. 

There was laughter all around the dressing room because we've all been there at some point in our 20's. Jess leaned in again, "so am I seeing you and Beth this weekend?" 

I rolled my head back onto the headrest, "I'm so sorry Jess, I keep forgetting to mention it to Beth." I was about to put my hand on my forehead when Natalie slapped it away, "nuh ah, I haven't put the setting spray on yet." 

Jess laughed as she pushed herself up from the chair, "that's alright, sorry for being so annoying about it."

I turned to look at her from my chair, "I promise I'll talk to her about it later today." Jessica smiled, "sounds good, I have to go. I was supposed to be on set like 10 minutes ago," she knocked on the doorframe and left. 

"Actresses, can't deal with 'em," I yelled out to her and I heard her laugh down the hallway.

Natalie took a step back, her eyebrows scrunched together in concentration. It always made me laugh at the faces she made when she was trying to concentrate. She tapped the brush on the concealer container and smiled, "all done," she sang. She turned around and started cleaning up all the makeup laid out in front of the mirror, "please tell Beth to take it easy next time," she said with a grin.

I laughed along with her, "you got it," my smiled dimmed knowing that Beth and I didn't have a future. 




[A/N]: Hi everyone! So I got an email from work yesterday and was informed that we're returning to the office as of today 😩😩 But for real, why would they call us back on Friday?? 

but it also means that I won't be able to update as fast as I was able to the last couple of weeks :( 

I'm gonna try my best to update as fast as I can so please stick around lol thanks for reading! :)



Chapter 27
 
Beth

"Good work today, Beth," Shay smiled, "I think you'll fit right in with us here."

I blew out a breath of relief, "thanks, Shay. I'm really excited to be part of the team." 

She smiled, "I guess we're done for today. You have a couple more training days and then let's see if we can get you in to do some test vocals in the recording room."

"Sounds great!" I replied enthusiastically. She nodded at me before she left the room. I was still sitting in my seat, just really soaking in that I work at Royal Entertainment now. Today was my third day here and everyone was really cool too. 

My phone vibrated next to me with a message from Eric. 

Eric: Stop by the bar after work? 

I laughed at the message. 

Me: Why? Miss me already?

Eric: Normally I would've said no because I don't want you to get a big head about it, but yes, your presence is kind of missed here

I could picture him rolling his eyes. 

Me: Yeah, I'll stop by. I gotta give the people what they want, right? 

Eric: The people want you to give me my sweater back. 

Me: It's our sweater now Eric dearest...I'll see you later lol 

I put my phone back in my pocket and collected my stuff, happy to be heading to the bar during happy hour. 

*  *  *  *  *

Dave welcomed me as soon as I walked into the bar with a smile, "there she is, our working girl!" 

I laughed and took a seat at the bar in front of him, "was I not a working girl when I worked here?"

Eric came up beside Dave, "the working girl that occasionally beats up people at the bar."

"That's not fair, they deserved it!" I argued. 

"Then what about when you used to put me in headlocks during our shifts?" he frowned. 

Dave placed a pint of Stella in front of me. I gave him a grateful smile and took a sip, savoring the taste in my mouth. "That was just for fun," I answered Eric. 

He curled his lip at me with feigned annoyance while Dave and I laughed at his reaction. 

"Hello, Beth."

I turned around and didn't even try to hide the disgust on my face, "Amy," I turned back and rolled my eyes, "if I had known you were going to be here, I would've left." 

I heard her scoff behind me, "I'm a delight." She took a seat next to me and if it weren't for the beer in my hand, I would've already gotten up and left.

"No, you're a spherical dumbass," I disagreed, "it's amazing really, no matter which way you look, you're still a dumbass." 

I turned my attention back to the beer in front of me, knowing that Eric was wiping down the counter trying to make sure the banter didn't spiral too much. Dave had his back turned, touching up the already organized bottles of alcohol behind the bar, trying not to laugh. 

"Really, Eric?" She whined, "are you really not going to do anything about this?"

"Oh, I'm sorry I hurt your feelings when I called you stupid, I honestly thought you knew," I smirked when I saw the stupid look on her face. 

"Can't you kick her out or something?" She tossed her hair while starring daggers at me. 

"Ah ah ah," I wagged a finger at her, "I'm a paying customer now. So I don't have to be nice to you," I interjected, "he can only throw me out if I'm belligerent, which I'm not," I gestured down to my barely touched pint of beer. "Or if I started a physical fight," I smirked, after working at the bar for so long, other than being made uncomfortable by the patrons, I knew these were the 3 reasons we were allowed to kick someone out of the bar. 

"I mean if it's a fight you're looking for, I'll play fair," I slid the ring off my finger. "I know you've got some pent up resentment against me, right?" 

Eric was about to speak up but Amy beat him to it, "there's no need." She turned and was making her way to exit but she turned back around, "you might wanna keep the ring on your finger, wouldn't want you to lose that," she had a smug look on her face and then continued on her way out. 

I gave her a wary look, even though I knew she couldn't see it. "I don't know how you stayed with her for that long," I said to Eric, "you are a saint." 

"I guess this isn't the best time to tell you that we're back together," he gave me a sheepish smile. 

I gave him the same disgusted look I gave the spawn of satan also known as his girlfriend, "you're weak."

"She's hot!" 

I chugged down the rest of my beer and threw down a ten-dollar bill, "I'm gonna go before I throw up at how low your standards are."

Dave finally appeared again, "come back with Claire on the weekend. We never got to give you a proper send-off and even people who aren't scheduled that night agreed to come." 

Eric slapped his forehead with his hand, "Dave it was supposed to be a surprise." 

"Oh, was it?" 

I laughed, "don't worry, I'll just pretend to be surprised." I hopped off the stool, "see you guys then!"


"Dave, she's terrible at acting," I heard Eric say as I walked to the exit. 

Claire

I fluffed up the pillow and placed it with the rest of the pillows on the floor then stood up to admire my work with a proud smile on my face. I turned the entire living room into a blanket fort and piled every pillow I owned inside the fort to make the softest place to lay down. 

I walked over to the projector to make sure it was plugged in ready to go, then turned off the lights. My smile grew when I looked around the living room, I hung some pixie lights I dug up in the closet and it gave the living room a warm glow. I gave myself a pat on the back because it looked very Tumblr-esque. 

I guess this was my way of apologizing to Beth for the paintball incident because I really did feel bad for shooting at her. I probably should have given her a heads up beforehand. 

"Is that a blanket fort?" 

I turned around and found Beth staring at the fort behind me, "what's going on?" she asked with excitement in her eyes. 

I smiled, "I thought we could stay in tonight, order take-out, and binge-watch some movies."

I felt warm hands circle my hips, "this is so romantic, I'm like, gonna barf," Beth said in a light voice. 

I laughed and turned in her arms, linking my fingers around her neck, "you're always so eloquent with your words," I joked. I took her hand and led her to the opening of the fort. 

"Omg I've never been able to build a blanket fort!" she declared excitedly as she crouched down. 

I waited for her to lay down on her back and played the first movie making sure it projected properly on the wall. You couldn't go wrong with Monsters Inc. 

"Why not?" I asked laying down next to her. 

"Because my mom would beat my ass if you knew I took all the blankets and put them on the floor," she laughed. 

I laughed along with her, after meeting and spending time with Marcella, I knew that she was probably right.

The opening credits of the movie started as Beth snuggled into me, laying her head on my chest, "thank you for doing this, it was a great idea."

I smiled and kiss the side of her head and we continued watching the movie. 

*  *  *  *  *

I twirled a forkful of chow mein on my plate and put it in my mouth, occasionally looking up at the movie playing in front of us. 

Monsters Inc was one of my favorite movies as a kid mostly because of how funny some monsters looked and how colorful Sulley was. But it stayed on my favorite list for the scene coming up. 

I put down my food and watched the scene unfold. Boo walked through the door to her bedroom holding Sully's hand. 

I tried swallowing the lump in my throat as the scene played out, the look on Sully's face as Boo ran around her excitedly was something I resonated with deeply and too often lately. 

Beth sniffled beside me, "I forgot how sad this movie was," she wiped her nose with a tissue. "She's become his little monster even though she's human," she dabbed her eyes with the tissue, "and she loves him so much, even though she can't form coherent sentences yet." 

I shifted uncomfortably from where I sat, this movie and her words hitting a little close to home.  cleared my throat, "you're such a sap."

She looked at me and wiped her eyes again, "how are your eyes dry? this is the saddest thing I've seen since Fox and the Hound." 

I tried laughing lightly, normally I would've been bawling along with her but knowing that our situation was similar my mind was preoccupied. I stared at her longingly, then put my plate of food down next to me and crawled to her. 

The surprised look on her face when I pecked her on the lips made me smile. "You're such a sap," I repeated, "I can't believe the same girl who beat up Tim Jenkins is tearing up at a Pixar movie." 

She leaned in and kissed me, "I'm a tough girl, not a monster." She sat back on her elbows, "oh right, I stopped by the bar after work and they want us to come by the bar this weekend to celebrate me getting a new job." She chuckled, "it was supposed to be a surprise but Dave let it slip out."

My eyebrows came together, "Oh, I was kind of hoping that we could go to Jess's party this weekend," I sat up, "I'm sorry, I've kind of lost track of the days because of work and I kept forgetting to bring it up to you." 

"I'm sure Jessica wouldn't mind if we missed it," Beth shrugged as she kept eating her food, "not like we're missing much, just a bunch of stuck of people who are shitting themselves trying to one-up another person's success.

It was true, Jessica said it wasn't a big deal if we didn't show up, but that wasn't the point. I understood that her plans were important but why did she think that mine weren't just as important? I've already sacrificed so many dinner parties and charity events to network, so I could spend time with Beth. 

But the bigger problem was what she said after that. 

"So does that mean you aren't going to come to Jessica's party?" I asked feeling defensive.

Beth put down the fork that was halfway to her mouth and frowned, "wait, are you not coming to the bar?" 

"Well, I would've gone with you to the bar but then you went ahead and made decisions without asking me," reasoning went out the window now that I was annoyed. I knew I was being a hypocrite, but I at least told Jess that I'd double-check with Beth before giving her an answer. 

Beth's facial expression was matching my own, she put her food down, "why are you being so difficult about this?" 

"I'm not being difficult about anything," I crossed my arms, "and just because I don't agree with you, I'm difficult?" 

Beth frowned, "why are you trying to start a fight about nothing?" 

"I'm not," I replied standing up, "and I get it, being in a room full of pretentious people isn't an ideal Saturday night, but those are the people I have to impress." I started walking to the kitchen with the containers of leftover food, "and it hurts knowing that that's what you think of me."

I could hear Beth's quick footsteps behind me, "you're different, Claire." 

"That's the thing, Beth. I'm not!" I snapped, "I work in the same industry as those 'stuck up people' so why would I be different?" I slammed the dishes in the sink, wondering how they didn't break with the amount of force I just used. 

"You know what," Beth put her hands up in defeat, "when you're done having your little bitch fit, come find me." She stormed off with a huff and it just made me even angrier.

I finished washing the dishes and walked past the blanket fort to turn off the TV that now showed the main menu. How did a romantic evening turn into us having a fight? I didn't want to go to the dinner party either and the industry was full of narcissists but I was hoping that Beth could brave the party with me, I guess not. 

I opened the door to my bedroom expecting Beth to be sulking in bed, but instead, I found it empty. It clued in that she was probably going to sleep in the other room tonight. I rolled my eyes as I got ready for bed, so I guess she was the petty type to not sleep in the same bed as her partner and go to sleep angry. 

I thought back to the fight Emily and I had earlier that day. I decided to turn down another dinner party because I wanted to get home quickly to set up the blanket fort. She said I wasn't thinking about the future and started asking questions like 'What happens if this movie doesn't do well?', 'what are you going to do without networking with other actors, producers, and directors?' 


Little did she know that I was thinking about the future, but nothing work-related. I got really close to telling her why I was blowing off the party but there was just too much to unpack and I was already in too deep. 

I fell into bed feeling defeated, I felt like my life was a cache 22 right now, it was a lose-lose situation for me. I closed my eyes and fell into a fitful sleep, alone. 

Beth 

I pulled the doors to the bar open and was greeted by cheers as soon as I walked through the door. 

"She's here!" Eric yelled. 

Everyone yelled, "surprise!" and I did my best to show a shocked expression but as soon as I made a face, everyone put their arms down in disappointment. 

"Alright, who told her?" I heard someone say. 

Dave put his arm around me, "hey kiddo, where's your other half?" 

I winced. Claire and I had decided without talking that we would spend tonight at our own events. I thought back to earlier this morning, how I got up extra early to avoid Claire after our fight last night only to find that she didn't start the coffee maker like she usually does, that's when I knew she was really angry, she knew how important coffee was to my mornings. When I called her co-workers pretentious, I wasn't implying that she was pretentious as well. Claire was the most down to earth person I have ever met, celebrity or not. Why couldn't she see that? 

I definitely worded my sentence wrong last night, but I thought Claire knew that I didn't include her when I said that. 

"She's at a work thing," I smiled sheepishly, "celebrities, right?" I rolled my eyes with a smile. 

Dave gave me his own smile before he signaled to Eric, "why doesn't she have a drink in her hand yet?"

I laughed as the people I used to work with thrust their own cups to me, "it's gonna be a crazy night," Jamie yelled as she took a shot. 

I grinned and grabbed a shot from one of the outstretched hands. The alcohol warmed my throat and I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand. I was going to have fun tonight, with or without Claire. 

Claire

I walked through the Davenport house with a flute of champagne in between my fingers. I had spent the majority of the night giving polite smiles to everyone and pretending I wanted to be here, rather than at home, moping about the fight I had with Beth. 

I was too harsh on her, I knew that. Whether or not she meant to say that about coworkers, as soon as she said that it didn't include me, I should've let it go. But then she mentioned something about my "bitch fit" and made me angry all over again. 

I was so occupied with my thoughts that I didn't see the person in front of me. 

"Oh gosh, I'm so sorry," I apologized trying not to spill the champagne in my glass. 

The young girl stared at me, her mouth open agape as she stuttered, "O-oh m-my god, you're Claire Edwards." 

I let out a sigh of relief when I didn't spill anything on Jessica's expensive carpet, but more importantly that the person I bumped into wasn't hurt. 

"Yes, I am," I grinned. I took a good look at her and came to the conclusion that she couldn't have been more than 16 years old. 

"You're so pretty, aunt Jess was right," she looked down bashful. 

I couldn't help but smile at how much this girl reminded me of a younger Beth. It then clicked inside that this might be Jess's niece that she talked about when we first met. 

"Oh yeah?" I asked placing my flute on a tray carried by a waiter that was passing by, "and what did Aunt Jess say about me?" 

The girl smiled, "that you and your girlfriend are good role models for young people like me." Her smile dimmed, "there was a lot of things going around in my head when I was trying to figure out my sexuality." 

She looked back up at me and the brightness in her eyes came back, "but then you came out and revealed your relationship without asking for forgiveness and it really helped me through it, because if you could come out and people still loved you, then I could do it too, you know?" 

Oh shit, this was what I was scared of when Amy brought up what the LGBTQ+ community would think of us after we told the truth. Sure, they supported us now, but would they support us after? 

"T-that's so good to hear," I looked at her and waited for her to give me her name. 

She extended her hand, "Danielle, but everyone calls me Dani"

"It's good to hear, Dani," I repeated with a smile. 

Dani twisted a piece of her dress nervously, "I have a confession to make I kind of pressured Aunt Jessica to invite you to this dinner party." She waved her hands frantically, "I just wanted to confide in you about something and ask you some questions, maybe?" 

She sighed, "my parents and Aunt Jessica are supportive, but they don't really understand, you know? My parents were really surprised when I came out to them, they're really supportive but I can see that they're still kind of walking on eggshells around me. So it's really hard to ask for relationship advice from them."

 I couldn't hide the shock on my face, that would explain why Jessica was kind of persistent about Beth and I being here. 

I gestured to a two-seater couch in the corner, "alright, what's been going on, Dani?" 

She sat down next to me, "so there's this girl," she started, "and we kissed. Everyone says that their first kiss sucks," there was a dreamy look in her eyes, "but this kiss was magical."

I frowned with a smile, "then what's the problem?"

Her lip curled, "she has a douche bag for a boyfriend, Kyle."

"Oh..."

"And she didn't technically cheat, we were at a party playing spin the bottle, and her boyfriend was playing as well."

I cringed inside. Kids these days were kind of strange, how could you watch your girlfriend or boyfriend kiss someone else? Just the thought of Beth kissing someone else made my blood boil, it wasn't that I was a jealous person I was just territorial. 

But Beth wasn't technically mine, not when she was being paid to be my girlfriend. I shook my head, "sorry Dani, please continue." I had to table these thoughts for later, right now Dani needed me to listen.

"But the bigger problem is that she's my best friend. My very straight best friend." She tilted her head in thought, "but sometimes I catch her looking at me and she makes these flirtatious remarks, but that could just be her personality. It's really confusing," She shook her head, "but I haven't been able to concentrate on anything else but that kiss."

I chuckled, "it must've been quite a kiss."

She smiled back, "there were fireworks, Claire." She looked down at her hands in her lap, "I don't know what to do." 

I reached over and held her hand, "I think you should tell her about your feelings." I watched her facial expression turn worried and I put a hand up, "I know it'll be hard and just the thought of it is scary enough, but what if she feels the same way?" 

Dani nibbled on her bottom lip, "but she's with Kyle."

I shrugged, "their relationship doesn't sound too serious if they're going around kissing other people over a drinking game. Just make sure if she has the same feelings for you, that she breaks up with him first." 

"And what if she doesn't feel the same way?" 

I gave her a sad smile, "then you keep your chin up and find a girl who wants to be with you." I patted her hand, "I promise, there's someone out there for you who can love you like you love them."

Dani nodded her head slowly trying to take in everything I told her, "you're really cool, Claire. I'm so glad that our community has a role model like you to look up to."

"Oh! you guys have already met."

We both turned to the voice and found Jessica grinning at the both of us, "saves me the work of having to introduce you two." She stood next to her niece, "so what did you guys talk about?" 

Dani shrugged and looked up at her, "just some gay stuff." 

Jessica laughed out loud and I smiled but after this conversation with Dani, it just made me feel like an even worse person for lying to everyone. 




[A/N]: Hi everyone! what did you think about this chapter? 

Also

Dani may or may not be a character I'm working on for my next book See ya next chapter!



Chapter 28
 
Beth

I stumbled out of the elevator and kicked off my shoes, the room starting spinning and I had to lean on the arm of the sofa for a couple of seconds to get my equilibrium back to normal. I walked into the bedroom a wave of relief went through me when I saw Claire sleeping in bed. 

I didn't have fun tonight no matter many drinks I drank, how many songs I danced to, or how many people I talked to, all I could think about was Claire and what I could do to not make her mad at me anymore. 

But the more I thought about her, the more nervous I became because Claire was kind of scary when she was mad and that made me drink to calm my nerves. Before I knew it, I was 8 shots and 3 beers in and completely wasted. 

All I remember from tonight was that Jamie kept trying to dance up on me and after the 7th time of me pushing her away, she finally stopped trying but not before  giving me a steely look. 

I walked over to the bed and started peeling off my clothing as quietly as I could and crawled into bed in just my underwear. I hugged Claire closer to me, my body finally relaxing as soon as her body came in contact with mine. 

I missed her tonight and I felt off without her next to me knowing that we weren't on good terms right now. 

Claire moved closer to me turning around in my arms with her eyes still closed. It felt like a heavy weight was lifted off my chest when she did that because even though she wasn't conscious, whether or not she meant to snuggle closer, it felt like just a regular night of us falling asleep cuddling. I leaned in and gave her forehead a kiss, "I love you," I whispered softly. Butterflies appeared in my stomach, I did it, I finally said it. Granted, she was asleep, but it was baby steps. 

*  *  *  *  *

I woke up alone in bed and a pounding headache, giving up trying to open my eyes, I reached around blindly for my cell phone. It was a bad idea to drink so much last night but I was grateful that I had today off. 

I squinted at the time on my phone and was relieved that it was still mid-morning. I was supposed to move my stuff into my new place. I already felt bad that I ditched mom and Charlie this weekend when I should've helped them move in but I was hoping they understood. 

I slid off the bed grudgingly and started to get ready to start my day. 

Claire

I huffed and tried to keep a steady pace as I squatted with the bar and plates. "Good form, Claire!" I heard my trainer yell over the music blasting in my ears. 

I woke up this morning tangled up in Beth's arms, for a bliss moment, I was happy and so content with just being in her arms. I had a brief memory of Beth coming home last night because I heard her bump into literally everything in the living room.

I thought she was going to sleep in the guest room like she decided the previous night, but to my surprise, she crawled into bed next to me. I felt her arms pull me closer to her and I fell asleep almost instantly now that I knew she was home safe. 

But the last thing I remember was her saying she loved me. She said it so quietly that I thought I imagined it. Just the thought of it distracted me from my set as my left leg almost gave out. 

I used all the strength I could muster up to push the bar up but I was struggling. I felt Lorenzo take the bar off the back and place it on the holder. "What happened with that last set?" he asked, "you were doing so well."

I ripped my earbuds out of my ear angrily and accepted the towel he had handed me, "I don't know," I panted. 

He nodded probably thinking I was upset about messing up my sets, "maybe we should call it a day, I don't want you to strain yourself." He pointed to my left leg, "make sure you stretch your leg out, you might've just aggravated it and that's why it's sore."

I nodded my head before I lifted my water bottle to my lips. We talked a little bit more about scheduling my next training session, but my mind was on something else. Eventually, I was making my way back to my car, thankful that I was finally alone with my thoughts. 

I sat in the driver's seat and just stared blankly out the windshield. Today was the day I had to break up with Beth. How was I supposed to do that? How was I expected to lie to her and tell her that I didn't want her anymore when it was the complete opposite. 

I leaned forward and rested my head on the steering wheel. This was the hardest role I was going to have to play since I started acting professionally. How the hell was I supposed to pull this off?

Beth

I frowned at my phone screen as I made my way to the car. I had already done 3 trips to and from my new place and I still haven't heard from Claire. I knew she was at the gym but usually by her second set, she would've at least texted me twice about how much she hated the gym or made a joke about saving her from her strict trainer. 

But she hasn't responded to my good morning text that I sent hours ago. I didn't want to be that girl that overanalyzed everything especially when I didn't know where I stood with her. I hopped into the driver's seat and started the engine. I was almost done moving all my stuff out of Claire's place but the more trips I made, the more I found myself dragging my feet to actually finish moving. I didn't want to leave Claire's place. I loved spending time with her and I missed her even though she was icing me out. 

I knew I was wrong for making that comment. We should've talked about it but instead, I blocked our communication by storming off and sleeping in a different room that night and that just put a strain between us. 

I drove towards Claire's place again when the flower shop I bought flowers from before caught my eye. I jerked my steering wheel to the left, making a very illegal U-turn as incoming cars honked their horns at me, but I didn't care, this was an emergency.

I parked in front of the shop and turned off the ignition. I was going to buy her the biggest bouquet of roses as part of an apology. 

I pulled the door to the shop open and was immediately greeted by a worker. 

"Back again?" she asked with a smile. 

"Yeah," I scratched the back of my neck and smiled sheepishly, "you said you had the best apology roses, right?" 

She chuckled lightly, "you remembered?" 

I winced, "I knew I was going to mess up at some point so I made sure to remember." 

She nodded, "alright, give me one second, let me just bring out different arrangements and pick the one you like." She disappeared into a backroom and I looked around the shop. I was never the type to apologize first especially because I had a lot of pride. But I was willing to put my pride aside to make sure Claire and I were good. If that isn't love, I don't know what is. 

Claire

As soon as I got home it was apparent that Beth was in the process of moving her things. My heart hurt seeing how small the pile of her boxes was left in my room because after what I was about to do, she wouldn't have a reason to be here anymore or actually want to be around me.

I sat on the couch and tucked my legs under me as I pulled out my phone. Beth sent me a good morning text earlier and normally I would've sent her one back, but if I was going to break up with her today, I couldn't be sending her mixed signals. 

I untangled my legs from under me and sat up straight, my leg bouncing nervously as I waited for her to come home. 3 months ago, I wasn't sure if I could even fool people to believe that Beth and I are in a romantic relationship and Emily gave me the advice to pretend that it was just a role I was playing. 

Initially, I didn't think I could do it. But how could I not fall for Beth? She's the most charming and beautiful person I know. I took a deep breath, trying to get into character because that's what all of this was - just a role I was playing. I was supposed to play the part of smitten girlfriend to Beth James now I was supposed to pretend that I didn't want to be with her anymore.

But this was how it was meant to end. Beth and I were supposed to go our separate ways. What wasn't supposed to happen, was getting attached and falling for her. Everything started to get complicated once feelings started getting involved.

While I was deep in thought, I saw the floor numbers climb above the elevator doors. She was here and I was going to see her in about a minute. 

I changed the expression on my face from anxious to stoic, channeling the actress that I was as the elevator doors open. 

Beth stepped off the elevator tentatively holding a beautiful bouquet of flowers in one hand while holding a box of pizza in the other. I tried to calm the butterflies in my stomach that always appeared whenever she was near me. 

"Hi baby," she bit her lip nervously. "I-I got these for you," she handed me the flowers but I crossed my arms across my chest and looked away instead of taking her peace offering. Beth pursed her lips and put the bouquet on the coffee table in front of me. 

"I thought maybe we could have one last dinner together until I move out completely," she opened the box with pineapple pizza and I almost smiled, knowing that she hated pineapple pizza but was willing to stomach it for me. 

She sat down on the couch beside me, "I just wanted to say I'm sorry for what I said," she said quietly. "It was so out of line when I said that and I don't think you're stuck up or pretentious," she reached for my hands but I moved my hands subtly so it was out of her reach. 

Beth definitely noticed but she didn't let it stop her from continuing, "yes, Hollywood is full of people who use others to get ahead and there are a lot of narcissists in your field of work. But you're different. You're the kindest person I know and you would literally give the shirt off you back for a stranger if they needed it."

She reached across to hold my hands and my heart fluttered with the physical contact, "but I never should've said it and we never should have gone to bed angry at each other. I'm sorry." She lifted my hand up to her lips and gave it a soft kiss.

I had to look away from her because the sincerity in her eyes and her words would've been enough for me to break. It took everything I had to pull my hand away as I stood up and started walking towards the kitchen for a glass of water. 

I could hear her footsteps follow from behind me, "Is everything ok, babe?" I could hear the anxiousness in her voice. 

"Maybe you're right," I replied not turning around, "being a celebrity is all about appearances and it's really unfortunate but that's how this industry works."

I finally turned around and Beth gave me a confused look, "we work in completely different fields that prioritize different skills." 

"I know," Beth smiled and wrapped her arms around my waist, "and how amazing is it that even though we're so different we go so well together?" 

I let her arms linger on me for a couple more seconds so I could savor this feeling just a little longer before I stepped back from her, "but I think we're too different," I said in a quiet voice. 

Beth frowned, "what are you talking about?"

I swallowed the lump in my throat, "we run in completely different circles, Beth. You prefer a night at the bar with your friends while I like going to celebrity parties and award shows." That couldn't have been a bigger lie. If I had the option I would definitely skip parties and award shows, they were so unnecessary. 

"Where is this coming from?" 

I shook my head, "it was always there, Beth. We just kind of ignored it." I looked down, ashamed at what I was about to say, "we're in different social classes, it would have never worked out for us, so why don't we just call it quits now? Give us both an out." 

"Babe," she started, "I don't want an out," she pointed between us, "I don't even know what we are but if you just want a casual relationship then I want that too. I just want to be with you." She lifted her arm to touch me but stopped short knowing that I'd probably move away from her, "I love you, Claire. I love you so much."

If she had said those words any other time, my heart would have swelled. But right now, all I felt was pain inside. 

"I'm sorry but I don't feel the same way. It was a mistake for us to get involved with each other romantically. We should've just stuck to the contract and save ourselves the trouble." I didn't want to look up and see her face. 

I heard her shuffling in her pocket and the sound of her throwing her key onto the table. She blew out air and laughed without humor, "I guess that's show biz right? Once you've got whatever you wanted, you give them a polite rejection, saying that it just wasn't working out." She shook her head at me, "maybe I was wrong. Maybe you're just like all of them, I mean you're a really good actress, Claire. You had me fooled into believing you actually had feelings for me. How you don't have Academy Award is beyond me."

She turned walking towards the elevator and pressed the button, " you know, I used to feel bad for you whenever Nathan would stand you up or treat you poorly. But you're both more alike than I thought so maybe you do belong together."

Her eyes were glossy and she pressed the button on the floor panel, "I hope you're happy," she sniffled just before the doors closed.

I ran to the doors, not like it wouldn't have mattered though. She was gone, did I really expect her to fight for us after all of the horrible things I said? "Fuck!" I screamed at the top of my lungs. 

In a fit of rage, I flipped over the coffee table. Papers and magazines flew to the ground, while the sound of mugs breaking against the floor rang through the room. But I didn't stop there, I went into the kitchen and started smashing and flipping over everything in sight. 

It didn't make me feel better but it did give me an outlet on how to channel the anger I felt inside right now. 

It broke my heart to see her walk out of here. As much as I wanted to blame Amy for making me do this, it was ultimately my decision to follow through it. But I thought about how vulnerable Beth was when she told me about her biological mom and how protective she was of Marcella and Charlie. 

I couldn't just sit back and watch Amy ruin 4 lives even if it meant that I would lose Beth. I was willing to sacrificing my own happiness to make sure that Beth's life didn't get any harder. I knew she went through a lot as a kid and I didn't want her to have to open that painful part of her past up again. 

I was never really calling the shots in my life, especially when I started to act professionally. My image was important and making sure I was well-received by the public was critical, so when I was forced to do something that went against what I believed, I didn't really mind because it was for the sake of my career. But this one was solely my own decision and I knew that it was a mistake but I had no one to blame but myself. 

Beth

The elevator ride down was quiet except the sound of my heavy breathing and the occasional sniffle. The realization that I still had some boxes left upstairs came to mind but I couldn't go back for it, not after Claire just broke my heart. I refused to let her see how bad she hurt me.

The doors opened and I stepped out, walking past the security desk with fast steps hoping that Hector wouldn't stop me. I didn't want to cry. I was almost home free when I heard his voice. 

"Seniorita."

I pasted a smile on my face before turning around, "Yes, Senor?"

He looked at me carefully for a couple of seconds before he spoke, "what's wrong?" 

Those two words were enough me to start tearing up but I cleared my throat, "nothing, it's just these damn allergies." 

I knew he didn't believe me with the look on his face, but thankfully he didn't call me out on it. Instead, he pulled me into a hug which made me tear up even more. "It will get better, Seniorita." 

I pulled away and gave him and Patrick a small nod before I continued towards the exit. I unlocked my car door and pulled out of the parking space, driving past multiple blocks before I couldn't see through my tears. 

I pulled over and just sat in the seat with the car running. About a minute later, tears started flowing freely down my face. It took everything in me not to cry in front of Claire, Hector, and Patrick, but I was proud that I didn't break. 

I didn't want to give Claire the satisfaction of both breaking my heart and seeing me cry. This was exactly why I didn't want to get romantically involved with anyone.

Now here I was, crying in the car a couple blocks away from the girl that I loved, picking up the pieces of both my heart and ego.

Whoever said love wins was clearly delusional. 

[A/N]: sorry this is late lol I just got a puppy and it's hard to write and make sure she isn't chewing up my stuff at the same time lol 

But! I've decided to start another book with Dani from the last chapter being the main character. I put the prologue up so go check it out :) or not lol see ya next chapter :)



Chapter 29
 
Claire

I heard the elevator doors open but I knew it wasn't Beth so I didn't bother getting up from the floor. I wasn't sure how long I had been lying on the floor but I assumed it had to be a couple of hours. 

"Claire!" I heard Emily yell, "where the hell have you been? why aren't you answering your p-" She gasped, looking around the room and noticed that all the furniture was overturned, glasses were smashed, and papers scattered on the floor. 

"Claire, did someone break into your house?" Em shrieked as she started running around the room, "was it that bastard, Jenkins again?" 

"No, it wasn't him," I mumbled.

Em came back into the living room, "then who did this?" she asked still frantic. 

"I did," I answered closing my eyes. Trashing your own place with a broken heart really takes up a lot of energy. 

I heard Emily let out a frustrated sigh, "Claire, what the hell is going on? Are you drunk or something? and where's Beth? does she know who robbed you guys?" 

I ignored her questions but my heart ached hearing Beth's name, "Beth's gone."

Emily pulled a chair closer to me and sat down, "what do you mean Beth's gone? To work or something?" 

I couldn't stop the tears from falling and tried to hide it by covering my face but it didn't matter, Emily could hear the whimpers coming from me. 

"Claire," I felt her get up from the chair and kneel beside me, "what's going on?" I felt her hands gently lift me up into a sitting position. 

"I broke up with Beth," I cried onto Emily's shoulder. It had been a long time since she's seen me so upset that I could feel her get nervous. But she quickly recovered by putting her arm around me. 

"What happened?" she asked in a soothing voice. It was the first time she has ever used that tone with me and it gave me a look at how motherly side which was a little odd. 

I shook my head while I wiped my tears, "it doesn't matter, she's gone and after the things I said to her, I would've left too." My eyes started filling with tears again, "but I already miss her so much."

"So go talk to her."

I shook my head and the tears came out faster now, "I can't, I just can't." I started crying so hard that I started hyperventilating.

"Claire," Emily said in a stern voice, "breath," she acted out taking slow deep breaths and I followed along, eventually getting my breathing back to normal.

Emily wiped the tears from my eyes as she pulled out her phone, "I'll let Jonathon know that you won't be coming in today."

I stood up slowly shaking my head, "no, it's not professional for me to not show up for work because of personal reasons."

"Trust me," she said putting the phone to her ear, "I'm doing you and everyone on set, especially Natalie a favor. You look like you've seen and been through shit that no amount of makeup will cover up."

I sniffled and wiped the remaining tears from my eyes, "thanks, you really know how to make a girl feel better," I deadpanned. 

She winked and started talking on the phone, "Hi Jonathan, how are you?" I heard his voice talking from the other side, "listen," she started, "I'm sorry to spring this on you so last minute, but unfortunately Claire can't come in today at all. I forgot to tell you she has a ton of interviews lined up for the next couple of days."

I sat still, listening to him talk, and Emily's shoulders relaxed, "thanks for understanding Jonathan, she'll be back on set as soon as possible." She hung up the phone and let out a sigh, "alright, I bought you a couple of days to get your emotions in order." She bent down to move the coffee table upright but I stopped her, "why?" she asked with a confused expression. 

I looked away, "I don't know, I kind of want to keep it like this." 

She frowned, "you want your house to look like a bull came charging through?" 

"I can't explain it," I started, "it's like if I start cleaning up this mess, I'd have to accept that we're done you know? That I'd have to go about my life normally." I shook my head out of frustration, "it's stupid I know." 

Em sat down beside me, "it's not stupid. I really thought you two were going to continue your relationship after this contract and make it official." 

"We were so close," I whispered and wiped the tears from my eyes. 

Emily pursed her lips, "I know. Do you think she'd consider talking to you if you went to see her?" 

I shook my head, "not a chance. I mean if there is, it's very slim." 

She sighed, "well, your only options are to beg for forgiveness and tell her it was a mistake, or start preparing yourself to get over her." She held my hand, "because life doesn't stop, even for a broken heart."

I wanted more than anything to do the first option but knowing that the only way to protect her family as well as her secret, I had to stay away. As much as it hurt to hear that I had to get over Beth in a couple of days, I knew that it was the only option I had.

Beth

I stared up at the ceiling of my new bedroom, I should've been excited. I mean, I just bought a brand new condo for my mom, Charlie and I to live in. It was my first big adult purchase which is huge. But I just kind of felt empty and it was all thanks to Claire Edwards. 

My room was a mess of discarded clothes, boxes, and crumpled newspapers. I knew if Claire was here that she wouldn't be laying in bed with me, she'd be running around the room like a chicken with her head cut off trying to put everything in its place because she hated mess.

I closed my eyes and shook my head, I shouldn't be thinking of her. Whatever we were, we were over and I wasn't going to waste another minute having her occupy room in my head. 

I rolled over and my head landed on the brand new memory foam pillow I bought just for Claire. The memory of us going camping and she told me that she refused to sleep on a pillow that wasn't memory foam. I remembered how offended Claire looked when I told her she sounded spoiled after saying that, she slept without a pillow that night to prove she wasn't spoiled. She woke up the next morning, her entire body sore and whenever I asked her about it, she tried playing it off like it didn't hurt for her to even move. 

She finally admitted she was sore when I suggested we go for a hike. Instead of going on the hike, we ended up staying at camp while I massaged the kinks in her neck away. 

I had a small smile on my face at the memory, I think it was that camping trip that I started falling for Claire. It made me see the real Claire, the girl who wanted to impress her parents more than anyone, the girl that would rather fight through the pain in her neck than admit that she was wrong.

I frowned, no matter how hard I tried to keep her out of my head, I always found a way to connect something back to her. It's scary how one day you could mean everything to a person and then the next it's just gone. 

I had the intention of asking Claire to be my girlfriend last night after I apologized. I wanted to tell her that the person I was when she first met me was insecure and pessimistic. But she changed that, she made me want to love and to be loved by her.

When I told her I loved her, it wasn't how I planned on telling her. Telling her I loved her last night felt desperate and a last resort to get her to change her mind. Obviously it didn't work.

A tear fell from my eye and I brushed it away with the back of my hand. I wasn't expecting her to say it back, but I did expect her to at least show some sort of reaction when I said it. Instead she had a cold expression on her face and completely ignored me, as if I didn't just say the most intimate thing you can say to another person. How did everything change so fast?

There was a knock at my door.

I sat up quickly and wiped the remaining tears from my eyes, "come in," I cleared my throat. 

Charlie appeared, "hey, there are some people here to see you."

When I walked into the living room, I saw Emily and Joe standing with boxes in their hands.

"Hey," Emily said with a sad expression on her face, "we came to drop off the last couple of boxes you have at Claire's."

I nodded a thanks and grabbed them from their hands. "Please, sit," I gestured to the couch, "would you like anything to drink?"

They both shook their heads but sat down anyways. 

"Beth, I'm sorry," Emily started, "Claire told me what happened."

I bit the inside of my cheek to try to keep myself from crying, "it's fine. Relationships end all the time," I laughed.

Emily looked down and played with her hands, "if you want, I can talk to Claire about the payment."

"I can probably jostle a couple thousand more out of Nathan too" Joe added.

I held up my hand and shook my head, "thanks, but no thanks. I don't want their money, I don't want anything to do with them anymore." 

That was mostly true. Nathan Carter could screw off to Mars but I knew staying mad at Claire was going to take work. 

"I think you should give her another chance, Beth," Joe said quietly. I gave him a confused look, this was definitely not that Joe I knew. 

I sighed, "Joe, I put my heart on the line for her."

"I still think you two should at least get closure," Emily urged.

I threw my hands up in the air,  "she literally stomped on my heart, then got in a car and ran over it,  backed up and did it again!"

I stared at him, breathing heavily, "so no, I can't give her another chance." They looked down at their laps at my sudden outburst.

I cleared my throat, "look, Claire and I didn't work out, but that's doesn't mean I can't be friends with you guys, right?"

They nodded in agreement but I had a feeling that I wouldn't be having drinks with them anytime soon. They were her friends before mine and I knew where their loyalty stood.

"So I guess having a meeting with you, Nathan, and Claire about how to publicize the end of the relationship is out of the question?" Emily asked.

I pursed my lips, "if I have to then I'll suck it up," I looked at her with pleading eyes, "but please don't make me do it." I don't think I could be in the same room with the girl who broke my heart as well as that guy. 

I cringed at how confident I was taking that bet. Why did I think she'd choose me over Nathan? He was good looking, came from money, and held political power. I stood no chance next to someone like him, yet I was so confident that Claire would pick me. 

Emily gave a sad nod, "no, I get it, if it makes you feel any better, Claire's miserable." 

I clenched my jaw, it didn't make me feel better. What would've made me feel better was if Emily told me that Claire thought she made a mistake, that she wanted to come over and make things right, and that she loved me back. 

Joe must've sensed that the confession wasn't what I wanted to hear because he stood up, "anyways, we'll get out of your hair. You probably have a lot of things to unpack," he looked around the room. 

Emily stood up as well and I walked them to the door, "thanks for dropping off the rest of my things," I scratched the back of my neck sheepishly, "I made peace with myself that everything I left there, I wasn't going to see again."

To my surprise, Joe leaned in a gave me a bone-crushing hug, "take care of yourself, Beth, and keep your chin up. It will all work out for you, I promise." I struggled to breathe with how tight he hugged me before he finally pulled away. 

Before I could catch my breath, Emily pulled me into a hug, "I liked you a thousand times better than Nathan," she pulled away, "I know saying that isn't much because he set the bar really low, but it was nice to see Claire look so relaxed when she was with you."

I didn't say anything, because what was I supposed to say to that? She didn't end up choosing me.

Emily squeezed my hands, "I'll figure out a way to schedule that meeting to save you the trouble." 

I nodded my head gratefully and watched them walk out the front door. I blew out a breath, that went better than I thought it was going to. I fully expected myself to break down after seeing Emily and Joe. I wasn't sure why maybe it was because it reminded me of what my normal was just a few days ago, but all of that has changed. 

Why was it that the almost relationships hurt more than official relationships? 

Claire

I sat in the backseat of the SUV waiting for Emily and Joe to come back. It killed me to watch them take Beth's stuff from my room but I pleaded with Emily to at least let me sit in the car while they brought it up to her. 

I looked out the window up at Beth's building. I wondered what her new place looked like, how she would decorate her place, and if she preferred living here with Marcella and Charlie. 

 I also wondered what the outcome would've been if everything worked out for us. I probably would've helped her move in, maybe gotten frustrated at how she would take too many breaks while we unpacked her stuff. Then after we would probably order some take out and cuddle while watching a movie, trying not to fall asleep. 

It was so easy to imagine all of this with Beth because it's what I imagined would happen when we moved in together officially. 

The doors opened and Em and Joseph climbed into the seats in front of me. 

"So?" I asked anxiously, "how is she?" 

Emily sighed and pulled the seatbelt across her chest with a click, "about as good as a person who just got their heart broken. She was definitely putting up a front." She turned around in her seat and looked at me, "which you still haven't told me exactly why you broke up with her."

The last comment caught me off guard that I couldn't stop the 'deer in headlights' look on my face.

She pointed a finger at me, "most people don't check up on their ex right after a break up so I know something's up."

I looked away awkwardly and saw Joseph shift in his seat, "we should get going," I cleared my throat, "I have some lines to run through."

Emily gave me a look before turning around in her seat and turning the car on. We pulled away from the curb and I couldn't help but look back at Beth's building. Maybe I should've gone up with Emily and Joseph, she definitely would've kicked me out but at least I would've seen her. 

*  *  *  *  *

The next day I woke up to my phone ringing. 

"Hello?" I croaked as I tried to rub the sleep out of my eyes. 

"Why are you so hard to wake up?" Emily yelled into the phone, "it's almost 1 pm, Claire!"

I pulled the phone away from my ear, trying to save my ear drums from her voice. 

"We have a video meeting in 15 minutes with Beth and Nathan," she continued, "so unless you want the girl you're in love with, but won't admit, that you haven't showered in days then I suggest you take a quick shower now." 

My eyes went wide, "what?!" I didn't wait for her answer and jumped out of bed, running past the pile of take out containers and empty wine bottles on my floor and bolted to the washroom. 

Emily was right, I couldn't let Beth see me like this. 

*  *  *  *  *

I was drying my hair with a towel just as Emily walked through the elevator doors. 

"I can't believe you haven't cleaned anything," she looked around the room, "why is it even messier than the last time I was here?"

I shrugged, holding my Mac book under my arm, "I needed to eat and I didn't feel like cooking," I placed the laptop on the dining table, "let's get this over with."

Emily looked like she wanted to say something but when she saw the time she opened the laptop and started it up, "we're late."

I shrugged again. I really didn't care to be part of this meeting, but Emily said Beth was going to be on the video conference and it was the only way I could see her.

I watched Emily start typing on the keyboard with a serious expression, while I ran my hands through my damp hair and curled up in the chair, tucking my legs underneath me. I thought about putting on a full face of make up and styling my hair, but I didn't want to look like I was trying too hard.

I looked down at my clothes to make sure I didn't have a stain on it and my heart stopped. I was wearing Beth's shirt.

Before I could tell Emily that I wanted to change, Beth's face popped up on the screen and butterflies flew around in my stomach. 

Maybe I was being dramatic, but not seeing her for 2 days made me miss her so much and the memory I had of her didn't even compare to what she actually looked like. She was fucking beautiful. 

"Ok, is everyone here? Can everyone hear me," I heard Nathan ask.

I didn't even realize he entered the call because my focus was on Beth.

"Yeah," Emily and Beth both said at the same time. 

"Great," Nathan folded his hands in front of him. "So I think it's obvious why we're all here."

Beth and I stayed quiet and Em took it upon herself to speak for me, "to discuss how we're going to let the public know about Beth and Claire's breakup."

My lip twitched with regret. I sat up straight in my chair, reaching for the tracking pad on the laptop and maximizing Beth's square. If I had to hear the plan to tell everyone about our breakup, then I'd at least be able to stare at her the entire meeting.

I went back to my comfortable position and stared at the screen. Em raised an eyebrow at me, but didn't comment. 

Nathan nodded, "I can call a friend that works at a newspaper and set up an interview if you want, with Claire of course."

"I don't want to do that," I mumbled.

"I agree," Emily replied, "they kind of started and solidified their relationship on social media so I think they should break the news on Instagram. All gossip magazines are bias and will always make one person look awful."

"I'm thinking a photo of you two and then a heartfelt caption explaining that it just didn't work out between you two will suffice." Emily looked at the screen at Beth then at me, "how does that sound?"

I nodded half heartedly while Beth did the same.

"And I think every other picture that's up there of you two should come down," Nathan spoke up, "you want to show everyone that you're really broken up."

"I actually think it is and would look more mature if we kept the pictures up," I spoke up, "if we want to show people that we still care for each other and want the other to find happiness." I shrugged, "it just makes us look mature and professional." I don't know what it was, it was one thing to not see Beth everyday from now on, but to not see me on her personal page made me feel uneasy. It was like a pathetic attempt that I had some sort of claim on her if she kept the photos up. 

Emily nodded in agreement, "that's a good point, what do you think Beth?"

My eyes travelled up to the screen, "I don't care. Whatever you guys decide, I'll do it," she spoke. 

Nathan scoffed, "that's no way to do it, I won't allow it."

Emily frowned, "I don't give a shit what you're allowing, this isn't about you. This is about Beth and Claire. I invited you to this meeting out of courtesy, I don't actually need or want your opinion," she finished. 

I watched Nathan sit back and roll his eyes, "you see this, Claire? This is why I told you to drop her in college. She's always running her mouth."

It was in this moment that I didn't recognize Nathan anymore. When did he turn so cynical? Where was the guy that brought me to the diner all those years ago when I was too drunk? The one that stayed up talking with me about his family and his dreams.

"Be quiet, Nathan," I replied softly, "let's figure this out. I have stuff to do."

Nathan shook his head in disagreement but didn't say anything more. 

"Beth, are you ok with the plan? If you need help with the caption, I can help," Em said.

Beth shook her head, "I think I'll be ok, thanks."

Emily clapped her hands, "alright, I guess we're done here." She looked at me then back at the screen, "and on behalf and Claire and I, I just want to say thank you, Beth for doing this for us." She smiled, "I'll be in touch later on."

Nathan signed off without saying anything and I saw Emily roll her eyes at that.

Beth gave her a small smile back, "anytime...well not anytime but you know what I mean."

They shared a light chuckle before Beth got quiet, she just stared at the screen before she cleared her throat, "I gotta go, I have to be at work in an hour."

Emily nodded and she signed us off.

"So are you going to tell me why you broke up with Beth," she closed the laptop, "because you both had the same miserable look on your faces the entire meeting."

I opened my mouth to lie when she interrupted me, "and don't even try to lie, Claire Edwards. I've known you for almost 10 years, I know your lying face. You're not that good of an actress."

Apparently I was though. 

I closed my mouth and stood up, "it was for the best. We weren't meant to be with each other long term."

"Is that what you really believe?" She asked.

No.

"Yes," I stood in front of the counter and reached for the wine bottle and wine glass. "I just genuinely want her to be happy."

I poured a full glass of wine, "even if it can't be with me."


[A/N]: can we all collectively agree that friendships and almost relationships that end is equivalent to like stepping on a lego?



Chapter 30
 



Claire

I looked down at the script in my hands whispering my lines to myself, praying that everything I should've already memorized would suddenly come to me.

Thank God we were on standby right now because I was so not prepared. On top of not having my lines memorized, I had the worst migraine. I should've gone over my lines instead of drinking that last bottle of wine last night.

At the time it seemed like a great idea, to drown my feelings in wine but all I wanted right now was a dark room, some Gatorade, ibuprofen, and cuddles from Beth.

Jessica walked up beside me and bumped my hip with hers, "hey! Thanks again for the little heart to heart with Dani. She's a little shy so I'm glad she was able to confide in you."

I smiled weakly, "Yeah, no worries. She's a great girl I hope everything works out for her." I brought a shaky hand up to push my hair behind my ear.

"Are you ok?" She asked raising an eyebrow.

"Yeah, just peachy," I replied with a slight tremor in my voice.

"Ok guys," Jonathan clapped his hands together, "can we get everyone in the next scene at their marks?"

I gave Jess the biggest smile I could muster to show her that I was alright but she gave me a look that said she didn't quite believe me.

"Hey, Claire," Brett appeared in front of me, "ready for me to break up with you?" He joked, talking about the scene.

"I'll try not to take it to heart," I smirked.

"Quiet on the set!" Jonathon yelled while Brett and I got into character.

I sighed inwardly, this was going to be a long day.

* * * * *

"Cut!"

I watched Brett's facial expression relax as he rolled his neck back. I felt bad, we've had to do this scene multiple times and we're already behind schedule as it is.

Hair and makeup flocked towards us, touching up our faces and hair and I tried to keep still instead of giving in to the want of just running away and hiding in my dressing room.

Jonathan got up from the director's chair.

"I'm so sorry, Jon. I'll get it right, I promise."

Jonathan gave me a tight smile, "you're doing fine, Claire. You're getting all the cues and the lines right, but where's the emotion?"

He reached behind in his back pocket and pulled out the rolled-up script, "this scene is the last time Amanda and James will ever have before he is killed in action. It's supposed to be desperate and heartbreaking and raw."

"Ok," I nodded my head and cleared my throat, "ok, I think I got it." This particular scene was hitting too close to home and I was scared that if I really let myself get immersed in my emotions it would be too much.

He sighed and turned to walk back to the director's chair. Brett appeared in front of me again, "don't sweat it," he whispered, "just let yourself go."

"Quiet on the set!" Jonathan yelled.

A guy stood in front of us holding the clapperboard. "Roll," he said loudly.

"Action!"

Beth 

Every notification I was getting from Instagram were either broken heart emojis or fans asking if we were really still going to be friends ever since I put up the breakup post. In the future, I would love to have Claire in my life but right now, it hurt even seeing her face on my page. 

It was especially hard at night when I'd be lying alone in my bed when I had nothing to distract myself from the hurt and the heartbreak when it was just me alone with my thoughts and the memories. 

Sometimes my mind would play cruel tricks on me and I'd see Claire walk into my room holding a cup of coffee for me, or I'd dream of her sleeping next to me only to wake up next to cold sheets. 

I couldn't remember how many times I woke up crying but I'm convinced that my eyes will be swollen and puffy forever. 

I frowned when I saw a text message come from the last person I ever wanted to see or talk to ever again. 

Nathan Carter: As I said, may the best man win. No hard feelings right? 

My fingers started tapping away at a response and before I could second guess myself, I sent it. 

Me: when she's kissing you, I know she's thinking of me so you can kiss my ass :) but no hard feelings right? 

I had no idea if this was true, but I part of me believed it. The way Claire would look at me and touched me felt like she reciprocated the same feelings I did. I shook my head, if she felt the same way, she wouldn't have picked him over me. I wouldn't have had to put up a breakup post about our relationship. 

When Emily suggested that we keep our pictures up, I wanted to disagree for the reason that it would just be a reminder that I came second. I honestly didn't even know if I was a contender for her heart, maybe she was just lonely and bored the last couple of months because she couldn't see Nathan. 

But it was also because it bothered Nathan that much that I went against what he wanted just to spite him. 

"Hey! I didn't know you were going to be working on today's track too."

I was so startled that I dropped my phone and sat up straight but relaxed when I realized it was just Shannon. 

 "You scared me!" I laughed putting a hand to my chest. 

Shannon laughed, "it's ok to be on your phone," she picked up my cell off the floor and handed it to me, "just don't have it on you when you're in the booth."

"Thanks, I heard the producer on the album is a real hard-ass so I was told not to even have my phone out," I slipped the phone back into my pocket. 

"Yeah, I heard she's a real bitch," she chuckled and sat down next to me, "but I mean she's good at what she does." She bit her lip, "I'm sorry about your break up with Claire Edwards." 

I looked up at her, I didn't even realize that she knew, "uh.." 

She gave me an embarrassed smile, "you're both trending on Twitter, that's how I found out."

I cringed, that's the one thing I hated about being in a public relationship with a celebrity, every single thing that happened in your relationship was documented and scrutinized. 

"Great," I sighed. 

She gave me a sympathetic smile, "you guys looked really good together and your couple name was so cute." She sat in the producer's chair and I looked towards the door to make sure the rest of the team didn't come in, I didn't want Shannon to get in trouble. "Can I be honest? I didn't think it was real when news outlets first reported it. But then I saw pictures of you guys together all the time and the way she would look at you made me resent my husband for not looking at me the same way," she joked.

We shared a laugh before the rest of the team walked in briskly, "sorry we're late, Shannon, we got stuck in traffic." 

I raised an eyebrow at them and was taken aback by the sudden change in Shannon's demeanour.

"We're paying for studio time by the hour, don't make this a habit or it'll come out of your paycheck next time." 

They nodded quickly and started setting up quietly. Shannon turned her attention back to me, "you should probably get in the booth and start warming up," she smiled at the confusion on my face. 

I shook my head as I opened the door to the recording booth, who knew the girl I met in the parking lot earlier this week was the recording producer for the album I was doing the vocal guide for. 

Claire

"Cut!"

"Claire, are you ok?" Jonathon called from the director's chair.

I blinked, "Yeah, why?"

"Uh," he scratched the back of his neck awkwardly, "everything was perfect, but you kind of flubbed the last line." He looked down at the script in his hand, "the line was 'I can't imagine my life without you, I love you, James.'"

I frowned not following where I messed up the line.

Brett leaned in, "you called me Beth," he whispered.

I gasped and put my hand over my mouth, "did I really?" I looked back at Jonathon in horror, "I'm so sorry Jonathon." I've always prided myself for being able to act professional and focused on set, this was really out of character for me.

Jonathon smiled at me, "don't worry about it. The emotion you showed was exactly what I wanted!" He looked at the watch on his wrist then looked at everyone on set, "let's take a break for lunch everyone!"

He looked back at me, "whatever it was that channelled that emotion, hold onto it, Claire because it was perfect."

I tried my best to smile at him and when that failed, I immediately made my way to my dressing room.

"Claire! wait up!"

I turned around and saw Jessica walking towards me with a worried expression, "are you alright?"

"Yeah, I've just got a really bad headache," I put my hand flush against my warm forehead.

"Alright," her expression not changing, "if you say so..."

I gave her a grateful smile and fished for my phone in my back pocket. Today was the day Beth and I were supposed to put up our break up photo announcement but she has yet to post it. I would know, I've been keeping an eye on her profile every minute that I could.

I sighed and pulled up the photo I wanted to post. It was taken when we were at the bar in her hometown, both of us hammered but happy. I typed out my caption.

"Our well being and happiness will always be our number one priority. She has become one of the most special and important people in my life and with a heavy heart, we've both decided to take a step back from our relationship and be friends instead.

We will always want the best for each other even if it means being with each other isn't. We're both so honoured and glad that our relationship helped others come to terms with themselves. Love is love and will always win."

I reread the caption and cringed at how impersonal it sounded. There were so many things I wanted to add but a lot of it was things I didn't even tell Beth yet.

I let out a breath I didn't even realize I was holding as my thumb hovered over the post button. I closed my eyes and tapped on it. There. It was done.

My picture was the first photo on my timeline but my eyes lingered on Beth's face. I really was going to miss her, not even just the physical aspect of it but her as a person. I was going to miss having her around, all of her touches, her smiles, and her laugh were what I was going to miss most. 

I shook my head, I couldn't keep thinking about the what-ifs and focus on the regrets. This is the bed I made, so now I have to lie in it.

In an attempt to distract me from looking at the picture any more, I grabbed the script from my bag and starting flipping through the pages.

I just had to grin and bear it, it was what I was really good at.

* * * * *

My phone pinged again in my hand with a notification from Instagram, ever since I put up the photo and caption, my phone has been blowing up. I was about to dismiss the notification when another one popped up.

"Urgh," I groaned and tossed my phone onto the couch nearby. Emily walked into my dressing room, her eyes glued to her phone, "I see you've put it up."

"Yeah," I replied closing my eyes as I slid down my seat, "and my phone hasn't stopped getting notifications from Instagram since."

Emily closed the door, "there are a lot of people upset about it. I have 5 different news outlets demanding an interview."

I winced, "Sorry, I know it's not exactly what you signed up for when I asked you to be my manager and publicist."

She shrugged, "I know, but every time I'm about to quit on you I get my paycheck and I hold off on it for another week," she joked. She plopped onto the couch and noticed my phone, "did you see her post?"

I opened my eyes so fast and dove for my phone, "no I didn't. I've been checking all day."

"I think she literally just posted as I was walking in," she replied.

I unlocked my phone and scrolled through all the social media apps until I finally found the Instagram icon. Ignoring the hundreds of notifications I had, I immediately put in Beth's username in the search bar.

Instead of a picture of us we agreed we would post, she posted a solo picture of me looking up at the stars the first night we went camping.

That moment played vividly in my head. I remember being so amazed at how many stars there were in the sky that night. I didn't even realize that she took that picture of me, I swiped right and found a picture she took of us cuddled in bed. I was asleep in her arms while she kissed the side of my head. 

My eyes went down to the caption.

"The amount of support and encouragement we've received is something I know neither of us will forget and we're so thankful for all you. For those who are still questioning their sexualities, I just want to say that you're valid and to come out when you're ready. Our community will be here to welcome you with open arms when you're ready <3"

"I'm so thankful that I not only met Claire but had the chance to love her. She's stubborn in the best way and she's the kind of person you'd want to have in your corner all the time and even though our relationship didn't work out, the love I have for her won't ever change. I truly believe that there's a person out there for everyone, but I also believe that you could meet the right person at the wrong time. And that's ok. Our relationship didn't work out, but she will always be the brightest star in my sky."

I read the last sentence over and over again, remembering the conversation I had with Beth at the same time she probably took the picture. 

"So why acting?" she asked, handing me a s'more she just made. 

I accepted it gratefully and took a bite, "it gives me a chance to step into someone else's shoes even for a little bit. It's like playing dress-up, except I get paid for it."

She laughed and I couldn't help but stare at her, she had the most beautiful smile, "that's a really good way of looking at it." 

"Yeah, but there's always this pressure I put on myself, it's hard to stay relevant in Hollywood. I mean, sure I'm popular right now, but for how much longer, you know? I guess what I'm trying to say is that I'm scared of being forgotten." 

It was silent between the two of us and I felt awkward so I took another bite of my s'more. 

"You really shouldn't worry about that kind of stuff, Claire. For one, you're pretty unforgettable," she looked over at me, "your fans will always support you and even if they don't, you'll always be the brightest star in my sky."

I was thankful that the sun had already set because I could feel my face flush red. "Are you always this cheesy?" I deflected, giving her shoulder a nudge. 

I couldn't believe she remembered that and I don't think she knew how much her saying that meant to me. 

I put my phone down and rested my head back on the headrest. Did Beth really think that I was the right person for her? Did I self sabotage the only healthy relationship I've ever been in? 

"What do you think?" Emily asked me.

I closed my eyes and didn't answer her, because honestly if I thought about it any longer I'd just fall further into the feeling of regret. 

* * * * *

"Claire!" 

I turned around and saw Jessica running to catch up to me. I had just gotten off work and this day felt like it dragged on. "Hey," I answered in a tired voice. 

"Why didn't you tell me that you and Beth broke up?" She asked. 

We walked to our cars, "honestly, I'm still processing it," I looked down. 

She stopped me from walking, "if you need to talk or anything at all, I'm here." 

Whether or not Jess meant that made me tear up and before I knew it, tears were falling and she was hugging me tightly. "Thanks, Jess," I wiped the tears from my eyes, "I'll definitely take you up on that offer some time, but right now, I just really need my bed, a bottle of cheap wine, and a lot of ice cream."

Jess gave my shoulder a small squeeze, "you have my number so text if you need another bottle of wine of something," she smirked, "I happen to be a connoisseur of cheap wine." 

I let out a laugh, "then you can expect a text from me very soon." I gave her one last hug, "thanks for everything." 

She gave me a nod and I started walking back towards my car again. 

My phone vibrated in my hand and I unlocked my phone, naively hoping that it might be Beth but my hopes were crushed when I realized it was just Nathan. 

Nathan <3: Hi honey, I was hoping we could go out for dinner tonight? 

Me: Can I take a raincheck? I'm exhausted 

Nathan <3: I haven't seen you in so long and I miss you so much

"You had time to miss me when you were running around with another woman?" I grumbled to myself. 

Me: Another time, Nathan. I have had the longest day today

Nathan <3: Please?

I let out a frustrated sigh, it wasn't common for Nathan to be clingy and desperate to meet up. If anything, it was always the other way around. But all I wanted to do was brood in my room for the rest of the night, kicking myself for actually going through the breakup. 

Me: Yeah, sure I'll make reservations for tonight

I sighed, my night wasn't over yet. 




[A/N]: Can we all pretend that I didn't take over a month to update?...



Chapter 31
 
Claire

"Reservation for Claire Edwards please," I said as I walked up the maitre'd. I followed him to the back of the restaurant where Nathan and I usually sat. 

I sat down when he pulled out a chair for me at the empty table. I let out a disappointed sigh, he was late again. I should've known. 

"Can I start you off with anything to drink?" he asked. 

"A bottle of red wine, please." 

He looked at me expectantly to be a little more specific as to which wine and I smiled politely, "whatever you recommend."

He gave me a nod and left me to look at the menu. I looked around the restaurant instead, Nathan and I had been coming to this place ever since we started dating, sitting at this exact table. A waiter came by placing 2 wine glasses on the table and filling mine with red wine.

After taking generous sips from my glass, I just knew that Beth would prefer not to come to a place like this. She loved going to hole in the wall kind of restaurants, where the decor was outdated but the food was amazing. 

I almost didn't notice Nathan slip into the seat across me because I was so busy thinking about the reasons Beth would never come to this restaurant. 

"Hi, honey."

I jumped in my seat a little, "oh, hi."

He nodded at the half-empty wine glass in my hand, "I see you've already gotten a head start," he chuckled, lifting the wine bottle and pouring some into his glass. 

I nodded, looking at the wine in my glass as I twirled it around by the stem, "it's been a long day."

He looked over the rim of his glass when he took a sip, but raised an eyebrow, "are you alright? you seem a little...aloof tonight."

"Yeah, I'm ok," I answered in a bored tone while I still looked at the wine swirling in my glass. 

He cleared his throat, "shall we order?" 

I didn't have much of an appetite but I hummed a response. I didn't want to be here right now, I wanted to be at home, cuddled on the couch with Beth watching bad reality tv listening to her commentary. I drained the rest of my glass in one gulp and reached the bottle. 

Beth

The music stopped and I looked up at the see-through glass of the recording booth expectantly at the team. "How was that?" I asked taking the headphones off my ears and putting them around my neck.

Grant gave me a thumbs up while Seth grinned and nodded his head, but it was Shannon's reaction that I was dreading. We've been working on the song for a couple of hours and I was so nervous because I wanted to make sure Shannon was content with my work. She looked up from the computer and gestured me into the room.

I exhaled loudly and placed the headphones from around my neck onto the stand in front of me.

I sat on the couch behind Shannon, Grant, and Seth as they tapped away on their keyboards. I just finished recording the vocal guide for the song and nervous couldn't even cover what I was feeling inside.

My leg bounced up and down while I tried to slow the beating of my heart. This was the first time I was in a professional recording studio with a big producer, the composer, and the writer so I wanted to make sure I did a good job.

"Can you stop bouncing your leg?" Shannon said not turning around her chair, "I can feel your nervousness from here and it's making me nervous."

Grant turned around and smiled, "why are you nervous? You did great."

"Yeah, I was fully expecting to be here for at least 4 hours," Seth agreed looking up from his monitor, "but we only had to record a couple of times."

I let out a breath of relief but my smile was still uncertain because Shannon still hadn't said anything. To be honest, I was a little surprised that she came to today's session, usually vocal guides only work with the writer and the composer.

"Are you doing the guide for the album or just for this track?" Shannon asked, finally turning around to face me.

I blinked, "I'm not sure. They didn't mention anything about staying on this project."

Shannon raised her eyebrow at me, "did you want to do the guide for the rest of the album? you're not bad for a rookie, you take direction well." She crossed her arms, "did you want to stay on?"

"Yeah, of course!" I exclaimed. This was so exciting, I went from doing the vocal guide for one song to the entire album.

"Great!" Seth clapped his hands together, "our little team is expanding."

"We should go celebrate," Grant proposed.

I smiled while everyone was discussing where they wanted to go for drinks and dinner.

"Do you want to hear it?" Seth asked.

I nodded my head with a smile.

His eyes were trained on the computer screen and the sound of him clicking the mouse was heard.

Music filled the room and we all sat back and listened to the work we put in today.

My phone vibrated in my hand multiple times. I looked up to make sure no one was paying attention to me as I unlocked my phone to find multiple notifications from Twitter and Instagram. I was about to exit out of the app when a headline on twitter caught my eye.

"Claire Edwards seen out and about with Nathan Carter after the breakup with Beth James."

I clenched my jaw but relaxed. I had no right to be angry, jealous maybe, but Claire was never mine to begin with. I bit my lip as tears started to form in my eyes but I wiped it away quickly before they could fall. If I could kick myself in the back of the head, I would. Why was I crying? This was what was supposed to happen.

I stared at the picture of Claire and Nathan having dinner at a restaurant. It had only been a couple of days since I'd last seen her, but I missed her so much.

My phone vibrated in my hand, this time it was from Eric. 

Eric: Just saw the news, first round's on me tonight?

I couldn't help but smile at his text, leave it to him to know exactly what I need. We got on each other's nerves all the time and a lot of times we didn't see eye to eye, but in the times we both needed each other, I could always count on him and vice versa. 

Me: I'm gonna need a lot of tequila

Claire

I leaned on the wall of the elevator struggling to keep my eyes open on the way up to the top floor. To be honest, I was so drunk that I wasn't sure what happened or what Nathan and I talked about at dinner. What I do remember was what he said before I stormed off. 

 1 hour before

"Are you really not going to eat anything?" He asked as he cut into his steak. 

I shook my head and leaned back in my chair, "I don't have much of an appetite," I explained as I kept my glass of wine close. 

"Suit yourself," he shrugged. 

We sat in silence for a minute, the sound of muffled conversation from the neighbouring tables and Nathan chewing his food was what filled the silence. 

"So how is this going to work?" I asked. 

Nathan looked up from his food, "what are you talking about?"

"Our relationship now. You're in a public relationship with Anne Chapman," I raised an eyebrow at him. 

He dabbed his mouth with his napkin and picked up his wine glass, taking a sip before answering me. He reached across the table and held my hand, "what you and I have is real, Claire. I have every intention of marrying you."

I gave him an unimpressed look, "and Anne?" 

He leaned back in his seat and continued eating, "you said it yourself, we're in a public relationship and that's exactly what it is. Just a public relationship. We have no romantic feelings whatsoever." 

I crossed my arms, "I don't feel comfortable with that."

He shrugged his shoulders, "that's all there is to it though. Just think of Anne as Beth, they're both being used for our image and nothing else." 

"You sound very insensitive right now, how could you just say you're using people for your image?" I said, my anger starting to flare.

"Claire, you did it too. So I don't know why you're getting yourself so worked up," he looked down at my finger and noticed the ring, "you know you can take that off, right?"

"I'll do whatever the hell I want," I threw my napkin down and stormed out. 

I was so angry hearing him talking about Beth like that. Who does he think he is, thinking he's better than everyone else and can use people at his disposal? I'm not sure if he's changed this much in the last 4 months or if I just didn't notice it all along. 

Just as I was about to fall asleep, I heard a small ding and the elevator doors open. I dragged my feet just fast enough that the elevator doors just missed the back of my foot. I looked behind me and chuckled, "ha, missed me," I slurred. 

I turned my head forward and narrowed my eyes trying to focus them. My place was still a mess, with papers all over the floor and furniture overturned. I wasn't 100% sure if it was actually messy or if I was just really drunk. I didn't have much time to think about it because I could feel everything I ate earlier today start to come back up. 

I pressed a hand to my mouth as I ran to the washroom, jumping over a pile of take out containers and if I wasn't so plastered, I would've patted myself on the back for the athleticism.

I stuck my head in the toilet just in time as I threw up the contents of my stomach. It's been so long since I've thrown up because I drank too much but it brought back all the memories of drunken nights with Nathan and that made me even sicker.

When I was sure I wasn't going to throw up anymore, I scooted over to the bathtub and leaned on it. The cold porcelain tub made shivers run down my back and I relished on how good it felt against the heat I was emitting.

I groaned as I rubbed my hands on my face, I probably looked like a hot mess. I pulled my phone out and my fingers typed a message to Beth.

Me: Would you rather find five dollars on the ground or find all your missing socks?

I closed my eyes, I wasn't expecting her to answer. If anything I thought she would've blocked my number already but when I felt my phone vibrate in my hand, my eyes shot open and I looked down at my phone.

Beth <3: Would you rather be with me or Nathan?

Beth <3: Exactly. Do me a favour and lose my number.

"You. I want to be with you," I whispered.

My shoulders drooped down, what did I expect? I should've just left her alone, I was the reason why we're both broken right now. Then the realization hit me, I was going to have to not only see Beth start dating other people but get used to it too.

My eyes widened as I leaned forward and heaved again.

Beth

I was thoroughly drunk and after reading Claire's text I was now upset too. I couldn't believe she had the audacity to text me, especially a would you rather question knowing that it was one of the things we would do when we were just laying in bed.

But I hated myself more for getting excited when I saw her name come up on my phone.

Eric clapped me on the back, "don't tell me you're tapping out already," he gestured to the glass of ice water I had in front of me.

I smiled weakly, "how are you still going? I can't even see straight right now." I smirked, "pun intended."

"Come on, Beth! What happened to the girl that could drink anyone under the table?" Eric laughed.

Dave appeared from behind the bar, "I cut her off and now I'm cutting you off."

Eric's mouth dropped down, "why!"

Dave continued wiping down the bar, "because you both have had too much too drink," he gave Eric a stern look, "do I have to call Security?"

I took a sip from my water and eyed Eric waiting for his answer. Instead of putting up a fight, he took a seat next to me and pouted, "this sucks."

Dave put a glass of water in front of him, "welcome to being an adult."

I raised my glass to his and clinked his cup, "cheers."

He gulped his glass then turned to look at me, "so how have you been holding up?"

Before I could tell him that I haven't, that every waking moment I was thinking of Claire and knowing that at certain times she would be leaving for work, going to the gym, or coming home, a familiar annoying voice grated my ears.

"Out of all the bars we could've gone to tonight, we just had to come to this shithole?"

Amy turned to look at me with disgust, "why am I not surprised that you're here?" she put her arm around Eric's neck while she sat in his lap, "remember when I said that Claire Edwards could do better than you? Looks like she finally got the memo."

I didn't even have the energy to respond to her so I just chose to ignore her. To my surprise, Eric spoke up, "that's enough, Amy. Why do you have to kick her when she's already down?" He stood up and took her hand to lead her out of the bar.

"Because it's fun?" she retorted.

He shook his head and threw multiple bills down on the bar. "Sorry about that, Beth. She can be insensitive sometimes. But we're gonna head out, save you 1 less headache."

I waved him off and turned to look around. The bar was almost empty now that Dave told the servers to let everyone know that it was last call.

"Dave, is it ok if I hang out here for a little bit? I want to sober up before I come home or my mom will beat my ass," I laughed.

Dave chuckled with me, "stay as long as you need," then disappeared into his office.

I stood up from my chair and walked around, smiling at my old co-workers as I made my way to the stage and sat at the piano.

The first instrument I learned was the piano and I fell in love with it instantly. I remember watching Alicia Keys singing live while playing the piano and I thought she was so cool. Poor mom had to endure weeks of my pestering her to take lessons until she finally gave in.

My hands felt like they were 25 lbs barbells, but I lifted them onto the piano and felt the cool ivory keys beneath my fingertips. Without even meaning to, I started playing. I closed my eyes and let myself get lost in the music.

My fingers started playing the beginning of "All I Ask" by Adele and I started singing along softly. It was one of my favourite songs from her and I never realized how truly sad the lyrics were until I experienced a broken heart.

Look, don't get me wrong

I know there is no tomorrow

There were tears in my eyes and I didn't want to open them partly because I was still feeling the music and because I knew as soon as I opened them, it would open the floodgate of tears.

All I ask is

If this is my last night with you

Hold me like I'm more than just a friend

Give me a memory I can use

Take me by the hand while we do what lovers do

It matters how this ends

'Cause what if I never love again?

My voice cracked when I sang the last line because I was trying so hard not to cry. I refused to let Claire break me like Justin did. 

When I opened my eyes, the first thing I saw was the ring that Claire bought for me. I didn't want to take it off, but I knew that it was the first step to actually getting over her. With an even more broken heart, I pulled the ring from my finger and set it down on the piano.

My finger felt so naked without it. I felt so naked without it.

The emotions I had inside had me feeling like I was spiralling so I got up from the piano and made my way to the back door leading to the alley.

I pushed the door a little harder than necessary as it hit the brick wall, making a loud sound. 

"Holy shit!"

I jumped back a little but realized it was the junkies in the alleyway. They relaxed as well when they recognized me. 

"Oh it's just Beth," one of them said. 

"Yeah, she won't do nothing," one of them laughed as he popped another pill in his mouth. 

Normally, I would've turned and walked the other way. Dave always had to run them out of the alley and threaten to call the cops whenever he saw them. He lectured the staff to stay away from them and said they were going to end up with nothing to show for in their lives if they continued to live like this. 

I was about to make my way back inside but I decided against it. "Hey!" I called out to them with as much confidence I could muster up. "Can I have whatever you guys are taking?"

The question seemed to take them by surprise because they just looked at me without saying anything at first. 

"Yeah, sure. Give her one Kyle, she's cool."

One of the guys rummaged into his pocket and pulled out a small baggie with 2 white pills, "have fun," he said with a creepy smile. 

I looked down at the pills in my hand, if I took these pills I wouldn't be any better than my biological mother and right now, I think I was ok with that. 




[A/N]: Surprise!! Betcha didn't think you'd get another update so soon, huh? LOL

I just wanted to thank everyone for pretending that it didn't take me over a month to put out an update last chapter and honestly, I didn't think anyone would notice lol but y'all were so sweet about it and I just want to say thank you <3



Chapter 32
 
We all jumped at the loud voice that boomed from behind me. "What the hell is going on here?"

I turned around and saw Dave standing in the doorway with more anger in his eyes than I've ever seen. He looked down at the palm I still had open with the baggie and his eyes grew dark with anger.

He turned his attention to the guys, "What did I say about loitering around here?"

"You don't own this alleyway, it's public property," one of the guys leaning against the wall scoffed.

Dave stalked up to him and stared him down, "as much as I want to call the cops because I'm sure they'd love to charge you, idiots, with possession, I think it's time I deal with you guys myself." He was rolling up the sleeves of his shirt as the guys stood there shell shocked.

Dave was a big guy and while he looked scary when he was mad, most people knew that he was the biggest softie. But these guys didn't know that.

"Alright, Alright!" the guy leaning against the wall put his hands up, "we're leaving." Dave and I watched them start walking away sluggishly.

They disappeared around the corner and felt anxious now that I didn't have a buffer. I was terrified to turn around but I didn't have much of a choice because Dave snatched the bag from my hand and stormed inside.

I squeezed my hand into a fist and followed Dave. The staff looked at me with nervous eyes when I walked in and I felt like I was back in elementary school being told to go to the principle's office after hitting a boy who pulled my hair.

Dave appeared from the employee washroom with his hands empty. "Office, now," was all he said to me.

I didn't even get a chance to close the door behind me when he started yelling. "Was what I was saying to you going one ear and out the other?! Do you have any idea how dangerous that drug was that was in your hand?!"

My bottom lip trembled as I willed myself not to cry as he kept yelling.

"Beth, what on earth would possess you to want to take those pills? Those pills could ruin your life!"

I couldn't sit still anymore and yelled back, "don't you think I know that!" Tears that I couldn't hold back anymore streamed down my face, "it just hurts so much in here," I pointed to my chest, "that I just wanted to pain to stop even if it was just temporary."

Ever since the breakup, I tried to keep a neutral face in front of everyone. I didn't want them to see how vulnerable I was or that I was weak for crying, but I couldn't keep it inside anymore.

Dave's expression softened as he walked around his desk and hugged me tight which made me cry even harder. "I know I shouldn't have taken it, but I just wanted to numb the feeling," I sobbed into his shoulder. "I just want it to stop."

"I know you're going through a hard time," his voice came out smooth and comforting, "but this isn't how you deal with it." He pulled away and looked me in the eyes, "sure, it'll make you forget for a little bit, but it won't help you in any way, Beth."

He sat back on his desk, "I was going through a hard time back then too. I used to be involved in hard drugs like that and I was messed up for a long time." He looked down at his hands, "I know how bad drugs can derail your life. I've been there and I barely made it out. That's why I'm so hard on you guys to stay away from it."

"I didn't know," I replied in a quiet voice.

He sighed, "it's not something I advertise but if it's going to help you kids stay away from drugs then I'll tell you anything you want to know."

"I promise I always listen when you said to stay away from those guys," I started, "I was just...lost tonight."

He gave my shoulder a pat, "I get it, trust me I do, but if you need to get your mind off of anything, we're all here for you, Beth."

Tears filled my eyes again but I wiped them away with the back of my hand, "thanks, Dave for everything."

He smiled, "I'm here for ya, kid." He stood up and walked to his desk chair, "don't let me catch you even looking in their direction ever again or I'll put you in an arm lock. I'm serious, Beth."

I laughed, "I promise, you'll never find me talking to them again."

"Good," he sat down in front of his computer, "now close the door on the way out."

I grinned knowing it was hard for Dave to have heart to heart conversations with people but he did it for me, this wasn't something I took lightly. I opened the door but lingered in the doorway, "I'm sorry for disappointing you, Dave."

He looked up from his monitor, "I would've only been disappointed if you actually ingested it, but I won't hold this against you because I know you're not in the right headspace right now."

I made my way to the exit and tried to ignore the stares and sympathetic smiles from other people. It was one thing to be the girl that Claire Edwards dumped, but now I was also the girl that tried to OD because she got dumped.

My feet dragged on the pavement as I walked home. This day started great – I got to do my first guide, worked with Shannon Miles, and got glowing reviews from the team – Now it's gone to shit. If this isn't an accurate depiction of my life, I don't know what is.

Claire

I stared at the ceiling listening to my cell phone continue ringing. I was exhausted but every time I closed my eyes, I thought about Beth and it would keep my mind awake for hours at a time.

My phone stopped ringing, I let out a satisfied sigh and closed my eyes. My phone's been ringing non-stop for the last hour and a half, but that was expected. I was supposed to be on set in 10 minutes.

I pinched the bridge of my nose when it started ringing again. This was the life of a celebrity, having people constantly trying to get a hold of you, want you to be somewhere at a specific time, it was all about following schedules.

What I used to be scared of as a celebrity was being invisible. Emily and I worked so hard to get my name out there, going to multiple parties and meetings. It's the part of the job no one ever talks about. But now more than ever, I just wanted to disappear for a little bit. Why were celebrities expected to pretend like they weren't phased by a breakup? Why are we not allowed to show that we're sad?

My bedroom door slammed open, "why the hell are you not picking up your phone!" Emily yelled.

I waved a hand at her, not getting up from the bed.

Emily sniffed the air and glared, "are you drunk?"

"Hungover," I mumbled, "I already told Jonathon that I couldn't make it to set today."

She put her hand on her forehead in frustration, "you can't just call in sick whenever you want, Claire. The movie is on a tight schedule and I don't want rumours spreading that the release date was pushed back because you couldn't do your scenes and get yourself to work every day."

She was still lecturing me as I sat up in bed, "I think I'm gonna break up with Nathan today," I said in a daze. 

Emily stopped talking, "what?"

I shook my head, "If I can't be with Beth then I just want to be alone." I pulled my knees up to my chest, "maybe I should get a dog."

"First of all, you can barely take care of yourself, I wouldn't trust you to take care of my plants," She walked towards me and sat on my bed, "and you go on and on about how much you regret breaking up with Beth but you still haven't told me why you broke up with her."

She raised an eyebrow at me, "you looked at her like she hung the moon and the stars so I can't figure out why you would end it."

I looked away, "it just wasn't going to work out between us and as much as I love her, I'm saving us both the heartache." I maneuvered my way around my best friend to start getting ready, "did you ever notice how conceited Nathan was? I had dinner with him last night and not once did he ask how my day was, or how I was feeling."

She scoffed, "wow, it only took you 5 years to realize he was treating you like crap."

"Maybe it was being with Beth that made me realize," I shook my head and looked through my closet, "what do you think?" I asked putting the outfit I chose against me.

Emily tilted her head, "breaking up with your boyfriend wearing all black, I like it, makes it seem like you're mourning your relationship with him. I don't know why you'd be mourning though, if anything I'd mourn the prime years of your life being tied to him. Talk about ball and chain am I right?"

I made my way to my en suite and rolled my eyes, "it's not like that." I tried closing to the door but she followed me in and continued talking, "or maybe it's because you want to show him that you felt dead inside the entire relationship."

She was being so ridiculous that I couldn't help but laugh. I could always count on her to make me feel at least a little better.

Beth

When you're dreaming with a broken heart, the waking up is the hardest part

I mouthed along to the words and tapped my fingers on my mattress as I followed the rhythm of the piano to John Mayer's Dreaming with a broken heart. Damn, this was such a good song, but right now, it was hitting way too close to home.

People always say that your first love is always hard to get over. But I disagree, I think your second love hits you the hardest.

You see, your second love is the person you decide to risk it for. The person you grudgingly open yourself up to after getting your heartbroken for the first time. You trust that person to take care of your heart, knowing that they know how hard it was to give yourself fully again.

It's hard because they were the ones who helped you pick up the pieces, who took the time to bandage your heart and kiss it better, the same way your mom kissed your booboos when you fell on the playground. Only to be the same person to rip it out and tear it right in front of you.

But I couldn't place the blame solely on Claire. It was my fault too. Our relationship always had an expiration date and we both knew that.

When you're dreaming with a broken heart, the giving up is the hardest part

A tear escaped my eyes and slid down the side of my face.

"God, could you be any more basic?" Charlie said as she leaned on my doorframe.

I glared at her but that didn't stop her from continuing, "you were listening to Air Supply all day yesterday, now you're listening to John Mayer today." She pushed off the doorframe and sat on my bed, "you could be the poster child for 'just broke up with the love of my life now I'm gonna listen to every sad song ever.'"

I grabbed the pillow from behind my head and hit her multiple times. But the pillow wasn't enough, I ended up throwing my blanket over her as I continued pummeling her with my pillow.

"Mom!" her muffled voice came from under the blanket, "she's beating me up!"

"Because you deserve it!" I yelled over her.

Mom appeared in the doorway crossing her arms, "they told me that daughters would be great because they're so gentle and sweet. This is a good example of how wrong those people were."

"I'm sweet," Charlie protested, throwing the blanket off of her and pushed my leg.

I retaliated by pinching her thigh, "and I'm gentle."

Mom took a look at my face and knew that I had been crying, "Mija I know breakups are hard and I've been letting you mope around but at some point, you will have to dust yourself off and pick yourself back up. Your sister and I will be here to help, but it's ultimately all you."

"Speak for yourself mama," Charlie scoffed then looked at me with a playful smile.

It was the first time since the break up that I had a genuine smile on my face. Mom was right, I could always count on her and Charlie to be there for me and I was more than ok with that.

Claire

I strutted into the building Nathan worked with Emily by my side like I was on a mission.

"Excuse me, you can't go in there without an appointment!" his secretary yelled. I gave her a once over. It was nice to finally put a face on the person who was sending me apology flowers on Nathan's behalf.

"Can it, gremlin," Emily glared at her.

I stopped walking and looked behind me, giving Emily a stern look.

She rolled her eyes, "sorry," she mumbled to the woman.

We walked down the hall and followed Nathan's voice to his office. It sounded like he was talking to someone but I didn't care if he was in an important meeting right now. He never made me a priority in his life, now I was going to show him that he doesn't have a choice.

"You promised me money if I helped you break Beth and Claire up."

"And you'll get your damn money."

"You said I would get half upfront then half when it was done. I've kept my end of the deal, I threatened Claire to leave Beth. Now, pay up!"

I narrowed my eyes when I recognized both of the voices. Without thinking I slammed the door open with my hand and found Amy sitting in the chair in front of Nathan's desk.

I shook my head and laughed with humour, "this is low, even for you," if looks could kill, Nathan would've been dead on the spot. 

"I don't even know you but I know you're an awful person," I turned my attention to Amy. Without a second glance, I made my way out of the office

Nathan got up from his seat and started running after me, "honey, I had no choice, it felt like she was taking you away from me."

He grabbed my arm and turned me around, but I came back at him swinging my arm around, my hand connecting with his cheek. 

He let go of my arm and stumbled back from the slap I just gave him.

"Don't you dare touch me. She didn't take me away from you, I'm deciding for myself to leave you," I stopped to catch my breath, "for 5 years you kept me on the back burner because your family was more important, your career was more important, and even your damn image was more important than the woman you claim to love." 

There were tears in my eyes, "if you really love me you'll let me go. I'm not asking your permission but I want your manipulation to stop. We had 5 years together and up until the very end, you're only ever looking out for yourself. I don't want you delivering flowers to me anymore, I don't want you calling me to take you back, and I don't want you sending people to threaten the people I love. Do you understand me?"

I turned around and to my surprise, Anne Chapman was standing in the hallway looking shell shocked.

I stood up straight and pulled my shoulders back. 

"Good luck with him, I hope you don't mind faking it," I muttered as I walked past her. She looked at me with a horrified expression on her face but I had no time for this anymore. I've wasted too much time on this whole situation.

"Attention everybody! Nathan Carter is bad in bed!" Emily yelled through her cupped hands.

I grabbed her arm, "stop that," we walked down the hall past the waiting area where Nathan's secretary was sitting at her desk. 

"Miss Edwards."

Emily and I turned around. 

"I just wanted to apologize. I never wanted to snoop through your apartment for the contract but Mr. Carter threatened to fire me and I need this job," her voice was shakey, "it's not the best job, but it pays the bills y'know?" 

"He made you break into her apartment?!" Emily was about to make her way back to his office but I held onto her arm. "Let it go," I replied.

"It's alright," I turned my attention back to the woman in front of me, "it's fine. I've washed my hands clean of Nathan Carter." I turned to leave dragging Emily beside me. 

"For what it's worth, I always told him that flowers weren't a proper apology!" she yelled after me. 

I looked over my shoulder and gave her a small smile. 

"I can't believe you said all of that to him. Did you rehearse all of that?" Emily asked pushing the exit doors open. 

I smirked, "believe it or not, I didn't. It was just all of this pent up anger and frustration I've harboured for 5 years." 

Emily held her fist out, "nice."

I shook my head with a smile and bumped her fist with mine. Before we walked into this building, it felt like there was this unnecessary pressure I had on my chest. But now I felt free like I could finally breathe again. 

"So, where to now?" Emily asked when we got into the car. 

I pulled the seatbelt across my chest, "Beth's."




[A/N]: Looks like things are starting to look up for Blaire....maybe

But I want to ask you guys a question, which nickname do you think is better - Sugarplum or Sweetcheeks? totally random, I know lol but commet below which one you prefer!



Chapter 33
 
Claire

I stared out of the window trying to come up with points I wanted to tell Beth but I was coming up with a blank.

"So, what are you going to say to her?" Emily asked.

I shook my head and sighed, "I have no idea, everything's like jumbled up in my head right now and I can't seem to organize my thoughts."

"What do you think she'll say?"

"Honestly, I'm more scared she won't say anything to me, that I'll bare my heart to her and she won't even blink twice," I exhaled and balled my hands into fists. "I guess it's better to tell her what I feel for her and if it doesn't work it as I planned, then at least I know that I tried and she'll have the financial stability I know she needs."

Emily drove in silence, which was kind of unusual because she was anything but quiet.

"There's something I may have forgotten to tell you..."

I looked over at her but she kept her attention on the road, "Beth came to me a couple of weeks ago to give me back the cheque that Nathan gave her at the beginning of this whole contract thing."

I narrowed my eyes, "why would she do that? That was the only thing she was getting out of this whole contract."

"I really don't think you want to hear the reason."

I rolled my eyes at her, "spit it out already.'

She sighed, "she gave back the money because she wanted to prove that what she felt for you was real and that taking the money invalidated her feelings for you." She shrugged, "she also hated Nathan for more reasons than you think so I knew that keeping the money felt like dirty cash to her."

I sat back in my seat, of course, Beth would return the money it was such a Beth move and even though it warmed my heart because of the intention behind her decision, it made me even more nervous for her reaction to when I would see her.

"You're right, I shouldn't have asked."

* * * *

Beth

"Joe," I greeted when I opened the door.

He smiled, "I was in the neighbourhood and thought I'd stop by."

I raised an eyebrow at him but opened the door wider so he could come in, "let's just pretend that I believe you."

He took a seat on the couch while I grabbed him a beer from the fridge.

"I really was just in the neighbourhood," he chuckled.

I handed him the bottle with an unimpressed look on my face.

"Alright, fine," he took a swig from the bottle, "I'm hiding from my wife. She's been hovering over me ever since I quit my job."

I laughed, "how did I know that was the reason? But you're more than welcome to stay however long you like here, I don't have anywhere to go today," I clinked his bottle with mine and we drank in silence until he put his drink on the table and rested his elbow on his knees, "there's another reason why I stopped by."

I took another sip from my bottle, "it's because you missed this face so much right?"

He smiled but it didn't quite look right, "it's about you, Claire, and Nathan."

Before he could continue, there was another knock on the door.

"Hold that thought, Joe," I said standing up.

Normally the only visitor I got during the day was the food courier so this was a pleasant surprise. I opened the door and immediately took back that thought.

Claire stood in my doorway and my breath got caught in my throat. Damn it.

I looked at Claire but she stayed quiet refusing to look at me. I rolled my eyes, "whatever you're selling I'm not interested." I went to close the door but a hand held it open, "excuse me? is that any way to greet guests?" Emily spoke. She forced the door open and walked past me but Claire still stood in the hallway. Against my better judgement, I moved to the side to let her in.

She followed Emily into my apartment and it took everything in me not to pressed her up against the wall and kiss her, to make her feel how much I missed her and what she was missing with me.

"Is there a reason why you're all here?" I asked the guests that were standing in my living room.

Joe gulped his beer, "I already told you why I'm here."

"Actually, you didn't," I raised an eyebrow, "you were about to until we were rudely interrupted." 

"Wow, that's rude, you didn't need to be so passive-aggressive about it," Emily retorted as she checked her nails.

I ignored her comment and looked at Claire who still looked anxious. "Can we talk?" she asked in a quiet voice.

I folded my arms, "there's nothing left to talk about, I think you talked enough for the both of us and made your feelings very clear."

She walked towards me, "no, I was wrong," she went to hold my hands but I brushed her off, "the second I saw you get on the elevator I knew I made a mistake."

I bit the inside of my cheek, "so you claim that you knew you made a mistake when I left but you did nothing to resolve it?"

"Even if I wanted to, I couldn't," she held my hands when I tried to let go she tightened her grip on them, "you have to believe me."

I frowned and stepped away, ripping my hands away from her, "we have nothing to do with each other, remember? Go back to your perfect boyfriend who treats you like shit."

"I know you feel the chemistry between us," I wasn't expecting her to get emotional, "you told me you loved me."

My face flushed when I remembered that I did say that. But I wasn't embarrassed because I said it, I was embarrassed because she didn't feel the same way.

"Yeah, well that was before you chose Nathan over me," I mumbled.

I was surprised to see anger and desperation in her face, "How do you expect me to go back to Nathan when I know how it feels to be loved by you!" Tears were flowing freely down her face now and I felt bad, I didn't mean to upset her.

Emily walked over to her and Claire immediately found refuge in her arms. I just watched helplessly, wanting to comfort her myself but I couldn't, not after being the reason why she was upset.

"I think we're gonna head out," Emily announced to the room.

Claire kept her head down but I could see how swollen her eyes were.

I opened my mouth to stop them or at least apologize but Claire interrupted me, "It was always supposed to be you," she croaked, "I would've chosen you over him in a heartbeat – No, I choose you over Nathan." She cleared her throat, "and I think he knew that as well because he got your friend's girlfriend Amy to threaten to tell everyone about the contract and that she was going to release information about your family as well as your past."

I froze and my blood ran cold, when the hell did Nathan and Amy meet? Before I could process what Claire just said, they were already on their way out and I was stuck standing in the middle of the living room with my mouth opening and closing multiple times like a fish.

I looked at Joe for help but he gave me a sad smile.

"That was actually the other thing I came to talk to you about."

My feet dragged on the floor as I stumbled onto the couch, "no, that's not possible," I shook my head, "I know that Amy hates my guts but she wouldn't go this far would she?"

"She would, I was there when they had that meeting," he looked into my eyes, "I'm sorry I didn't tell you, Beth. Nathan had me locked to a contract. That's why I quit working for him."

"I-I don't understand," I stuttered.

"Nathan knew that Claire was falling for you so he needed Claire to break it off with you but she wasn't going to do that unless it meant you had something to lose. He got Amy to threaten that she was going to release information about your adoption, your biological mother as well as your mother and Charlie. Claire had her hands tied and she thought breaking up was the best solution."

I clenched my jaw, "I'm gonna kill her." I stood up from the couch abruptly and made my way to my room to change.

"Whoa, let's not make any rash decisions," Joe followed me but stopped when he saw clothes flying around in my room. He closed the door and but kept talking to me, "I think you should skip the whole beating Amy up thing and go to Claire's instead."

I opened the door and looked at him like he was crazy, "yeah, that's not gonna happen."

"Why not?" he protested.

I threw my hands up in frustration, "because this whole thing is messed up and it only ended up with both of us hurt. It's best to leave it before either of us gets more upset."

"It sounds like you're scared," he replied.

"Scared? What would I be scared of? I'm not scared of anything."

He shrugged, "believe whatever you want to believe, but don't ignore the fact that Claire said that she loves you, that she chose you over Nathan, and even though she should've talked to you first about the whole blackmailing thing, she did it to protect you." He put his hands up in defence, "but do whatever you want to do."

I slumped down onto the floor, "I can't go to Claire, not after how I acted towards her."

Joe sat next to me, "the mature thing to do would be to suck it up, apologize for your behaviour, and then figure out a way to go forward together."

I contemplated his idea for a second and got up from the floor, "yeah I'd rather go beat up Amy instead."

I heard Joe sigh loudly as I continued rummaging for an outfit.

* * * * *

I walked angrily down the street towards the bar. I was so angry that I wasn't sure what I was going to do first, scream at her or throw a punch.

I peeked into the window and saw Eric leaning on the bar, smiling as he talked to Amy on the other side and it fueled the anger inside me. 

I flung the door to the bar open with more force than necessary. Joe trailed after me, trying to talk some sense into me but sense was out the window. Amy had gone too far and it was time someone set her straight. 

"You nosy bitch!" I yelled, stomping towards her. I didn't give her much of a chance to react as I reached for the drink in front of her, flinging the contents of the cup at her. 

"Beth! what the hell" Eric yelled as he jumped over the bar with a towel. 

Amy glared at me, "are you crazy!" 

"Yeah, I'm crazy," I replied, "who do you think you are to be running around threatening people?"

She jumped off the seat and got in my face, "says the one who just threw a drink at me for no reason?!" 

I poked her in the chest hard, "do you have any idea how much of a pain in my ass you've been all these years? But Eric was so whipped for you that I let it go every time. But when you go around threatening my girlfriend and my family, that's the line you shouldn't have crossed." I rolled up my sleeves, "and now I'm gonna show you why."

"Whoa whoa, Beth!" Eric stopped tending to Amy and blocked my punch while Amy cowered behind him, "why are you acting like this?" 

"Here's a better question, how and why does she know about my adoption?" I shoved him hard, "I asked you to keep that a secret."

Eric's face paled, "Beth, I-"

"There's literally no good explanation as to why that would come up," I interrupted.

"I'm sorry it slipped out one night when we were drinking."

I shook my head and looked at him with disgust, "do you both have nothing better to do than discuss my private life?" I pointed a finger at her, "Did you know that she threatened to tell my secret to the tabloids if Claire didn't break up with me?"

He turned to his girlfriend, "you did what?!"

"And did you know that that was the reason why Claire broke up with me? I've walked around feeling like the girl I love didn't love me back and I treated her so horrible today, all because of what your girlfriend said?"

"Beth, I-I di-" He stammered.

"You didn't know," I finished his sentence, "of course you didn't because when it comes to Amy, she's so hot that she can get away with anything." I narrowed my eyes at him, "I expected this from her," I shook my head, "but I trusted you, man."

I turned to leave with disappointment radiating through me.

"Beth, wait," Eric gently tugged my arm.

I heard Amy scoff, "this is so typical – she has a hissy fit and you go after her." She hit him on the arm, "maybe you two should just be together," she turned to look at me, "and you got what you deserved, maybe if you didn't flirt around so much, karma wouldn't be so cruel to you."

"Don't blame me for your relationship problems. You're insecure and jealous all the time, it's not a good look for you. Stick to being conceited and tactless instead," I glared.

Amy lunged at me trying to latch onto my hair before Eric could stop her. Thankfully I knew what was coming and dodged her hands swiftly, twisting her arm behind her back.

"Let go of me, you bitch!" she screamed. "I did Claire a favour. She should be with someone less damaged, who's not going to end up like her junkie mother."

I tightened my grip and twisted her arm a little more, I would've kept going until I felt a hand on my shoulder.

"Let her go," Dave whispered softly in my ear. I twisted her arm upward one last time and let her go, pushing her into Eric.

"I won't be responsible for my actions the next time," I gave Eric daggers, "keep her away from me."

I turned to leave but Joe stayed back, looking down at Eric with a menacing look. "Don't bother, Joe." I forced him to walk with me out of the bar. We walked past people giving us side eyes but I didn't bother me anymore, I was used to it.

"Beth!" Dave called out to me just as I was about to walk out of the door, "I knew at some point you'd want this back." He opened his palm and my ring sat in the middle. "I knew you'd regret taking it off that night."

He dropped the ring in my hand, "you were watching me?"

He shrugged, "you seemed off and when I saw you crying while at the piano, I knew it wasn't good."

My face burned with embarrassment, "I didn't cry because of that," I lied, "Adele's songs just always got me feeling some type of way."

Dave chuckled, "if you say so." He watched us leave the bar and get into the car.

Joe held the door open for me, "I'm assuming we're going to Claire's now?"

I gave him an uneasy look, "what if she yells at me? I was pretty mean to her after the breakup."

We opened our car doors, "well, now's your chance to be nice to her."

I bit my lip nervously, "ok fine. But we have to stop by my place first.

Claire

I fell into bed feeling defeated. There was only so much I could do to convince Beth to take me back and while I understood that I went about the wrong way, I didn't think she was going to be that cold to me.

I closed my eyes and groaned into the pillow. What did I expect? I lied to her. I heard the elevator doors open from my bedroom, "Em, I told you I'm fine," I yelled from my room, "but if you brought a bottle of wine, you can stay," I added quietly. My eyes started to feel heavy and I was slowly drifting to sleep. If Emily wasn't going to do anything but nag me for not fighting hard enough for Beth, then I'd rather not be conscious for it.

"I think you've had enough to drink."

My eyes snapped open and I sat up in bed, no longer tired when I recognized the voice.

"Wh-what are you doing here?" in my peripheral vision, I could see how much of a mess my place was and I was embarrassed.

Beth looked around the room as well, "are you redecorating?"

I followed her eyes and looked around my messy bedroom, "something like that," I mumbled.

She held up a shirt and a hair tie in her hand, "I accidentally took these when I packed my stuff up."

I looked down at my hands and stayed quiet.

"Alright, well, I guess I'll leave it right here," she bent down and placed it on what used to be a chair but now resembled a mountain of clothes.

"Yeah, ok thanks," I muttered and laid back down. I could hear her footsteps retreating back to the elevator and teared up.

This was it. This was the last interaction we were ever going to have. When I heard the elevator doors open and close, that's when I let the tears fall. I curled up in a ball, hugging my knees to my chest and just cried. 

But then I felt arms envelop me into a hug from behind, "shhh, no more crying, I'm here baby," Beth whispered into my ear. 

[A/N]: So I really thought you guys would chose Sugarplum over Sweetcheeks...

But how did you guys like this chapter?



Chapter 34
 
Beth

I watched Claire lay down back down, "yeah, ok thanks," she muttered.

I lingered in the doorway for a couple of seconds. I was confused, 2 hours before, she was pleading for me to take her back and now it was like she had given up. Granted I told her to leave, but how could her feelings change so drastically?

I walked back to the living room and pressed the button to the elevator. I couldn't get over how much of a mess Claire's apartment was. When Patrick first let me up to the penthouse and the elevator doors opened, I thought I was on the wrong floor but when I took a better look at the living room, I could make out some of the decor and furniture I was familiar with.

The elevator doors opened, making me snap out of my thoughts. If I stepped onto the elevator, I would ultimately be giving up any kind of relationship with Claire. I had every intention of talking things over with her tonight, even going as far as flipping my room upside down trying to find a shirt of hers I took and a hair tie that I grabbed from Charlie's room, Claire would never know that it wasn't hers and how I was grasping at straws just to see her.

I even asked Joe to leave after dropping me off because I was determined to apologize to her for the way I acted. Claire was a victim in this situation too, we were both pawns in Amy and Nathan's game.

The doors closed in front of me and I heard the elevator take the empty cart down, I looked behind me at the darkroom Claire was still in and I had never felt more scared or determined to get what I want. I had to force my legs to walk back to her.

When I opened the door a little wider, I could make out the silhouette of her body but my face fell when I heard her crying. Without any control of my body, I made my way to the bed and wrapped my arms around her, "shhh no more crying. I'm here baby," I whispered into her ear.

She turned around in my arms, her wet eyes wide with surprise, "y-you're still here?"

I wiped away her tears with the pads of my thumbs, "I shouldn't have ever left," I pulled her face closer to mine and kissed her softly. Her lips responded to mine almost immediately as she pressed her body flush against mine.

She pulled away suddenly and started crying uncontrollably, "I'm so sorry, Beth. I should've told you."

I hugged her close to my chest, "I'd like to believe that you did what you thought you had to do."

"I just didn't want anything to happen to you and your family so I did whatever they wanted," she sobbed.

"I know," I rubbed small circles on her back, "I just wish you would've told me so we could figure it out together."

She sat up and I followed her slowly, "Amy just seemed really determined to ruin your reputation that I was too scared to tell anyone in fear that she'd find out."

"Don't worry about my reputation," I shrugged, "it was never that great, to begin with," I joked.

"I'm serious, Beth," she wiped her eyes with her sleeve.

"And I'm seriously trying to seduce you," I climbed into her lap, "but it's posing to be a little harder than expected."

"Beth we have to figure this out," she said before I cut her off with a kiss.

"We'll talk after, I promise," I leaned into her in turn making us both tip over with me on top, "but I've gone too long without kissing you, let alone tasting you." I sucked on her neck, knowing that her sweet spot was right below her ear.

"Fuck it," her voice came out raspy. She reached up and ripped the button-up shirt I was wearing. I smirked when I heard the buttons hit the hardwood floor, "this was my favourite shirt."

"Sorry, I'll buy you another one," she helped me out of the shirt, "but I need you naked right now." 

There was no objection from me as I pressed my lips to Claire's slipping my tongue inside. I broke the kiss for a quick second to pull her up to me by the collar of her shirt. 

Her eyes had gone dark with lust as I rid her of the oversized sweater she was wearing, loving that she was bra-less, just one less clothing I have to take off of her. 

She stretched to kiss me, I cradled her face in my hands still straddling her lap. She reached behind me to unclasp my bra and I let it fall from my chest, removing it completely. 

She broke the kiss and instead, starting peppering down the column of my neck and collarbone. Her hand came up to my left breast, massaging it with her fingers. 

I threw my head back with a moan when she replaced her fingers with her mouth, her tongue flicking my nipple. 

I knew it wasn't going to take long for me to come undone so I tilted her chin up to give her one more kiss before I pushed her shoulders, making her fall into the bed. Her brown hair making a beautiful mess of waves onto the white sheets as she looked up at me with expectant eyes. 

I fell on top of her, loving how our breasts rubbed against each other. I knew I should've taken my time, given that this was our first time together knowing what we felt for each other. But the need to taste her and wanting to give the most earth-shattering orgasm so she can forget about Nathan and Amy took over. 

I kissed down her chest, giving her nipple a gentle bit making her hiss with pleasure. I continued my journey down and slipped her leggings and pantied down with my fingers in one fluid motion. 

I was ecstatic to see how wet she already was. I kissed the inside of her thighs getting close to where she wanted me but wanting to tease her a little more. She shifted herself trying to get me to her sweet spot but I avoid it. 

She let out a frustrated groan before she took the back of my head, leading me to her centre. I smiled against her as I got to work, running my tongue up and down her slits. 

She let out a moan when I started pumping my fingers in her while simultaneously keeping my mouth on her.

"Shit," she breathed out, "fuck, Beth." 

I looked up at her and saw her eyebrows scrunched together, her chest rising and falling. She had one hand on still on the back of my head while the other gripped her bedsheets. Claire let out a shaky moan when I flicked my tongue against her swollen bean. 

"Please," she pleaded. 

Her moans became louder as she tightened around my fingers. She tried scooting away from me, but I held onto her thighs, determined to make sure she knew how much I missed her. 

She grabbed a pillow from behind her head and placed it over her face before she let out a loud muffled scream as her legs trembled in my hands. 

My God, seeing Claire Edwards come undone was the sexiest thing I have ever seen. 

"Please, no more," she cried. I slowed my fingers and my tongue so she could ride out her orgasm and catch her breath. 

I kissed my way up to her lips, "are you ok? Sorry, I went a little overboard," I whispered. 

She looked over at me, "are you really apologizing for giving me the fastest orgasm ever?"

I laughed and took my place beside her, propping my head up with my hand, "I think we might need a safe word, I'm pretty sure I almost broke you." 

Claire rolled over a straddled me, "what's your favourite word, Beth?" 

I reached up and tucked a piece of her hair behind her ear, "Claire."

Claire chuckled, "pick your second favourite word then," she leaned over and sucked on my neck, "because I want you to be screaming my name."

Nathan

I sat in my office chair staring into space holding a glass of whiskey. I wasn't much of a drinker especially during work hours, but only alcohol could comfort me right now. After Claire left and Anne overcame her shock, she didn't hesitate to match the redness on my other cheek.

"You had a girlfriend this entire time!" she cried, "we had sex!" she put her hand over her mouth, "oh God, I was the other woman."

I reached for her hand, "Anne, please let me explain."

She forced my hand off of her, "if you know what's good for you, you would not be touching me right now."

I rubbed my hands over my face. It was all over, everything I've ever worked for. My career, my love life, and my image were down the drain. It wasn't going to take long for the news to get to my father and if I was miserable now, I didn't even want to think about how he was going to make it worse.

My office door slammed open and Amy Cook stormed in, "hey! you can't go in there!" I heard Janice yell.

I don't care about the money anymore," Amy announced, "leak it."

I took a big gulp from the whiskey before answering her, "what are you talking about?" I asked in a tired voice. I sniffed the air, "I know I've been drinking, but you reek of alcohol."

"That bitch threw my damn drink on me," she snarled, "Leak all the information we have," she repeated.

I shook my head, "there's no use, Claire already called it off with me." Amy put her hands on my desk and looked down at me, "aren't you angry? that Beth took her away from you!"

I shrugged, "there's nothing I can do about it anymore." I took another gulp from my drink, "and frankly, I don't want to do anything but get wasted."

"You leak the information," she slammed a fist on my desk, "that's what you can do."

I loosened the tie around my neck, "why can't you let this go? We lost, Amy," I replied, getting annoyed that she kept pushing this idea.

"I got a drink thrown at me and judging from your face, you were hit. This is the last and ultimate move." She stood up straight, "if they're going to ride off into the sunset with each other, let's give them one last present."

I contemplated her idea, I looked down at my glass and downed the rest of my drink. "Let's do it," I wiped my mouth.

Claire

"We still got it," Beth gave me a cheeky smile as she scooped low mein noodles into her mouth. It had been a couple of hours since Beth climbed into bed with me. My body was sore and I'm pretty sure I pulled a muscle, but I honestly wouldn't change anything.

I laughed and did the same, "did you really think we'd lose it?"

"No, not really," she scraped the bottom of her container, "it was more like I was scared everything after you would pale in comparison."

I could feel a blush make its way to my cheeks.

"It made me sick having to think about you dating other people," I admitted.

Beth reached over and held my hand, "when I stormed out of here that day and I thought you didn't feel the same way, I knew it was going to take a long time to get over you."

"I love you, Beth." I leaned in a kissed her passionately, 'I love you so much." I sat back in my seat and looked her in the eyes, "before we talk about anything." I felt butterflies flying around in my stomach, "I need to know if you want me because things are gonna get complicated once we start revealing everything that happened, but I will do my best to protect you and your family from it. I'll make sure Emily gets the media to leave you and your family alone."

Beth smiled, "of course I want to be with you. I'll always want to be with you."

I had the biggest grin on my face, "how do you always say the right things?"

She leaned into me, inching her fingers up my thigh, "I can also show you the right things I want to do to you right now."

I resisted the urge to let her continue and have her way with me again. Instead, I pushed her away lightly and couldn't help but giggle at the confused expression on her face.

"Before we continue with the fun, we need to talk."

"I thought we were finished talking." Beth slumped in her seat and pouted, "can't we just pretend that the bad part's already passed?"

I gave her a pointed look, "ok fine," she conceded.

I smiled at how easy it was to get her to agree with me, "first, I'm going to need you to cover-up."

She looked down at her shirt completely unbuttoned, "I'm in the comfort of your house, why would I cover-up?"

I bit my lip, "because it makes me want to do naughty things with you."

She smirked, "oh really?" she positioned herself so her shirt opened just a little more giving me a peek at her breasts, "what kind of naughty things?"

I licked my lips, there were a couple of things I had in mind, one of them including a blindfold, but forced myself to look away. Beth laughed when I threw the throw pillow at her, "ok fine." She sat up and buttoned her shirt just enough to have my eyes linger on her chest every couple of minutes.

I took a deep breath and forced my erotic thoughts to go away, "why did you give the money back?"

"What money?" She feigned ignorance. I raised an eyebrow at her, waiting for her answer.

"How did you find out?"

I crossed my arms, "answer my question first."

Beth rolled her eyes at me, "I didn't want the money, as soon as I started catching feelings for you, it didn't seem right to take it."

"Beth, you needed the money though. You just moved into a new bigger place and there are 2 other mouths you have to feed," I argued.

"But money is something I can always make. I'll get a second job if I have to, but you," she cradled my face in her hands and kissed me, "you're not something that can be replaced."

I laughed softly, "damn, I can't even get mad at you because that was a really good answer." I looked into her eyes, "but you'll tell me if you need help, for anything, right?"

She nodded slowly, "I will, I promise. I was miserable without you."

"If it makes you feel better, I've been just as miserable," I gestured around the room, "if you couldn't already tell." I clapped my hands together, "so, will you help me clean up?"

She rolled her eyes with a smile, "Might as well, you're probably going to force me anyway."

"I wouldn't force you to do anything," I pointed a finger at her, "but I would withhold sex."

I bent down and kissed her to show her exactly what she would be missing. Her hands found their way to my hips as she pulled me into my lap which I wasn't opposed to. I started grinding her hips against hers eliciting a moan from her lips.

Then I pulled away before we got carried away, "just think of it as an incentive," I finished, my voice low and seductive. I smirked when I saw the hunger on Beth's face and stood up straight sauntering into the kitchen, swinging my hips back and forth knowing that she was watching me.

"well, your incentive can literally force me to do anything you want." She jumped off the couch, gathering the loose paper on the floor. I couldn't help but laugh at her from the kitchen, "I didn't think you'd be so enthusiastic about helping me clean my mess."

I stacked the papers on the coffee table, "you really underestimate the power you have over me. The sooner we finish cleaning the sooner I can take you to bed and finish what you started."

I shook my head and laughed as I continued scrubbing the dishes. With Beth back in my life again, I felt light, like a weight was lifted off my chest and I could finally breathe.

I put the sponge down and just watched her clean the magazines and books on my floor. I must have saved a country in my past life to get her to take me back. Without thinking, I dropped the wet plate in my hand and strode over to her. She looked up at me with a confused expression on her face.

I extended my hand to her, "Maybe cleaning up can wait after all," I quirked an eyebrow at her then looked back at my hand.

A grin appeared on her face as she took my hand and we made our way back to the bedroom.

* * * * *

"I think we should tell everyone about the contract."

The sun had set already and both of us were sweaty from rolling around in bed for hours.

Beth's eyes went wide, "are you crazy? I don't think that's a good idea." She sat up, "Nathan and Amy probably won't even tell anyone."

"I know it's scary, but it's the only thing that's in the way of freeing us from all the lies," I scooted closer to her, resting my head on her chest.

She sighed, "but we literally just got back together and everything feels like it's getting back on track." She wrapped her arm around me and started rubbing my back, " I just don't want to upset anything, not when I'm starting to feel happy again."

I struggled to keep my eyes open, she knew rubbing my back could put me to sleep "I promise you, we'll be happy, but not if we don't tell everyone the truth," I tried comforting her, "we just have to get past this hurdle."

The moment was interrupted when her phone pinged with a text message. I closed my eyes and could feel her reaching for her phone.

"What the hell?" she sat up her face still glued to her phone.

"What is it?" I frowned opening my eyes.

"Joe just told me that Nathan and Amy are going through with releasing everything," she turned her screen towards me and I saw a text from Joeseph.

"How did Joe find out?"

Beth's thumbs tapped on the screen, "he said Nathan's secretary overheard them talking about it." She looked up at me, "so I guess we're gonna tell everyone?"

I nodded, "and we have to make sure we do it before they do."

* * * * *

"This is gonna be a disaster," Emily put a hand on her forehead she turned to Joseph, "and you're sure Janice heard they were planning on releasing it to the media?"

He nodded, "she said Amy's going to tip off a couple of gossip columns and Nathan's going to pay reporters to write false stories about you two, so expect headlines this weekend."

"What a dick," Beth mumbled.

"I know this is gonna suck. it's definitely going to put a dent in my image and possibly affect my career," I took Beth's hand and kissed it, "but I'm positive that Beth's worth it."

Joseph smiled at us while Beth blushed.

"Urgh, that was so gross," Em joked, "but I much prefer you gushing over Beth than Nathan."

Beth laughed, "me too."

Emily pulled her phone out, "so how do you want to do this? Do you want me to schedule an interview on a show or do you prefer a phone interview?"

"Let me talk to Jonathon first. I want to give him a head's up about the drama and I don't want it to affect the movie or the sales," I answered.

Em nodded, "alright, let's get going and nip this in the bud now." She stood up from the table with Joe following suit and walked to the elevator.

"I'm coming," Beth stood up from her seat too.

"You don't have to."

She wrapped her arms around my waist, "I want to, we're doing this together, remember?"

I nodded with a smile. It was strange when Nathan and I were together, it didn't feel like we were together because of Nathan's career and family. We were always hiding and having secret dates, it's not that he didn't support me, he always just kind of did it from afar. So for Beth to want to do things together caught me off guard to the point where I started to tear up. This was such a new feeling for me.

"Are you crying?" Beth's voice full of nervousness, "God, Claire I'm so sorry I'm putting you through this." She pulled away and I could sense the mini-meltdown she was having.

"You're not putting me through anything," I grabbed her hands and placed them on my waist again, "I don't know how this meeting's going to go and I'm just trying to protect you."

"Because that worked out so well the last time," Emily muttered just loud enough for us to hear.

Beth stifled a laugh and Emily's eyes went wide when I turned around and glared at her. She pressed the elevator button multiple times, "this elevator never comes when you need it to."

I shook my head and faced Beth again, "are you sure you want to come?"

"Yes! How many times does she have to tell you," Emily threw her hands up in frustration. "Are you sure you want to get back with her, Beth? Because you'll have to put up with this all the time," Emily said to her.

I opened my mouth to tell my best friend where to stick her opinion but Beth quickly kissed me. Butterflies flew around in my stomach even after she pulled away.

"Yes, I'm absolutely sure," she said to Em.

Beth took my hand, "come on, babe. Let's go ruin your career."

[A/N]: does anyone have something I can binge? There's only so much YouTube a girl can watch lol

Also, I know most of you were looking for a spicy part(s) in this chapter but I literally can't do it lol I cringe so hard everytime I write one lol

[EDIT]: I caved...hope you liked it lol



Chapter 35
 
Claire

I sat still in my seat trying to feign calmness as I watched Jonathon take in the information we just told him.

He blew out a breath, "when I said we should consider publicity stunts to promote the movie, this was not when I had in mind."

"I know, and I'm so sorry," I pleaded, "I know how hard you and everyone involved making the movie worked and I hate that I'm putting all of that in jeopardy."

I hung my head, knowing that this stunt has tainted my image and marked me as unprofessional and hard to work within the Industry.

"It's more than putting us in jeopardy, this movie is the first major project for a lot of the crew, if it doesn't do well it'll reflect on their resume and make it harder for them to land other projects."

I swallowed the lump that formed in my throat, "I-I know.."

Beth spoke up from beside me, "can you not do that?"

Both Jonathon and I looked at her surprised. "Babe," I whispered.

"No," she frowned at me, "don't 'babe' me." She turned her attention back to Jonathon, "I'll admit, the contract should've never happened. But Claire was in a tough spot and I was tight on money so it seemed like a win-win for everyone. No one anticipated for us to fall for each other, it just happened."

I held her hand to try to get her to calm down because I  could feel the anger radiating from her.

"She came here to give you a head's up instead of blindsiding you. Yes, what we did was unethical and we'll take responsibility for our actions. But making Claire feel bad about the futures of everyone that worked on this movie isn't fair. She's got enough pressure on her and you're not helping by adding to it."

I kept my attention on Beth because I was in awe of her. She said everything I wish I had the backbone to say but because I didn't want to come off as difficult to work with, I kept my mouth shut. I was a little terrified to look at Jonathon but I chanced it anyway.

It was hard to gauge what he was feeling because he had a neutral expression on his face. But he relaxed his shoulders, "you're right." He directed his attention to me, "I'm sorry, Claire. I know you came to talk to me as a friend and I should've done the same instead of talking to you as a colleague."

He folded his hands and rested his elbows on the table, "I'm not gonna lie, I have no idea what to do."

I could see the worry in his eyes, "if you need me to not go to press interviews or cast interviews I understand."

He sighed, "let's see how the public will take the news first before we make any decisions." The corners of his lips lifted into a smile, "but I am really happy that you guys are back together," he raised an eyebrow at us, "for real this time, right?"

Beth laughed and held up my hand to her lips and kissed it lightly, "for real."

Jonathon shrugged his shoulders, "then I guess we'll have to let the chips fall where they may." He held up a finger, "but I call dibs on making your relationship into a movie. After this meeting, I'm calling every major screenwriter to get this off the ground."

I let out a breath of relief with a laugh, "deal."

Beth

Claire and I walked hand in hand on set, dodging the bodies of hair and makeup, extras, and personal assistants. Everyone was so busy that they didn't even bat an eye at us which was comforting seeing as we probably won't get the same treatment once everything comes out. The meeting with Jonathon went better than I thought it would even after I yelled at him.

Claire squeezed my hand with hers and gave me a comforting smile.

"Claire!"

We both turned and saw Jessica Davenport jogging towards us, "I just knew you guys were going to get back together," she pointed to our hands.

Claire had a tense smile on her face when I looked over at her, "Jess, I need to talk to you," she replied quietly. Jessica was still clapping her hands excitedly at the revelation of us getting back together but stopped when she saw the serious look on Claire's face.

"Yeah," she cleared her throat, "ok, we can talk in my dressing room," she gestured behind her.

"Jess and I have gotten close and I want to tell her rather than letting her find out about it through the media," Claire whispered to me as we followed Jessica.

I nodded, "yeah, that's fine."

"So," Jessica smiled closing the door behind her, "what's with the ominous look you gave me?" she asked Claire when we sat down.

Claire took a deep breath, "Beth and I..."

I glanced over when she didn't continue and it looked like she was having trouble organizing her thoughts so I took over, "a couple of months ago, I was approached by Claire and Nathan Carter. They asked me to be Claire's public lover after being followed by the paparazzi. I was tight on money and it seemed like an easy gig. There was a contract involved and I know Claire was dying to tell someone but we were both locked in an NDA."

I watched Jessica's facial expression change from confused to stoic, "I'm confused, so this whole thing was a lie?" she pointed to us, "and why did you break up if you guys are so in love with each other?"

"Initially, yes," Claire finally spoke up, "but we do have genuine feelings for each other and we want to come clean about everything."

"We broke up because Claire was blackmailed into doing it," I leaned in, "sometimes I hate that she's a good person y'know?

Claire pursed her lips, "I hope this doesn't change our friendship, I can promise you I don't usually go around bribing people to be in public relationships with me for money," she turned to look at me with a shy grin, "and then fall in love with them." She sighed, "Nathan and I were dating for a while but his family didn't approve of me or my career so we had to keep our relationship a secret."

Jessica crossed her arms, "so those rumours about you and Nathan Carter were true?"

Claire nodded, "Nathan's father has connections to a lot of the major stations and he asked them not to report on us. But obviously he doesn't control all of the media and that's how we got caught."

Jessica was quiet, trying to process everything I just told her, "so you and Nathan are over and you're dating Beth now?"

"Yeah."

"Actually, she hasn't asked me, so technically I'm still single," I joked.

Claire rolled my eyes with a smile, "I forgot how funny you are," she replied sarcastically and turned back to Jessica , "anyway, I just wanted to tell you myself instead of you finding out through TMZ or something."

Jessica smiled, "I'm glad you did and I'm seriously rooting for you guys."

"Can you tell Dani, I'm sorry? I know she's probably going to be disappointed once she finds out," Claire said.

Her personal assistant Colleen popped her head in, "Hey Jess, they're shooting your scene next, so we should get on set now."

We all walked out of Jess's dressing room. "She worships the ground you walk on," she replied, "so I'm sure she'll forgive you."

While Colleen prepped Jessica on the script, Claire and I gave each other a look when we heard the slight hesitation in her voice. I knew that Jessica was trying to keep our spirits up with her answer, but that slight hesitation in Jessica's voice terrified me.

I could feel myself getting lost in my head and the repercussions of my actions started to weigh me down. I started to feel a little claustrophobic and my head started spinning but then Claire slid her hand into mine, "don't worry, we'll do it together."

Almost immediately I could feel the pressure fading away and I gave her a weak smile, "thanks."

She smiled and kissed me softly before she continued walking ahead, "don't thank me yet, we still have to tell your mom and Charlie about this."

I made a face, completely forgetting that we had to tell them.

* * * * * *

Mom and Charlie sat across the table from us, giving us a hard stare. Being at the table across from mom made me feel like I was back in high school when I would lose track of time and accidentally break curfew. She'd wait for me to come home even after she worked a 15-hour shift, lecturing me but it was the stern look she gave that would make me want to curl up in a ball. Maybe it's just my mom, but if looks could kill, I'd already be dead.

I stole a glance at Claire who was sitting up straight in her chair, her face stoic and void of any nervousness probably because I was nervous enough for the both of us.

Charlie broke the silence, "so you lied to us?" I could see the hurt on my sister's face. I was always open with mom and Charlie so this was definitely out of character for me.

Mom gave me a hard look, "I didn't raise either of my daughters to be liars, Elizabeth."

I winced, if there was any clear indication other than mom's expression that she was mad, calling me by my full name was another giveaway.

"Please don't blame her, Marcella," Claire spoke up. Both Charlie and I looked over at her surprised but she continued, "if you want someone to blame, blame me. It wasn't her idea, I bribed her with money..." she looked away ashamed, not wanting to see the insulted look on their faces.

"I needed the money to help move into this place, mama," I explained. Mom opened her mouth to protest but I cut her off. "Charlie didn't even have to tell me you were struggling to make ends meet, I already knew."

"Now hold on just a minute," Marcella interrupted, "I wasn't struggling."

From the quiver in her voice, she wasn't doing a good job at hiding the fib.

Don't even try to lie to me mom, you can't teach us to be honest and not practice what you preach," I challenged. "Claire did bring up the idea of paying me but I decided to take her up on the offer."

Claire pinched my leg, "Ow!" I jumped, "what was that for?"

She leaned in, "you have to tell her you didn't take the money."

I raised an eyebrow at her, "I'd rather not, she's really scary right now."

"What are you two whispering about over there?" mom's voice made us both jump.

I sighed, "mama, I didn't take the money."

"So you lied to everyone for nothing?" She had a frustrated expression on her face as she started speaking in Spanish. This wasn't good.

"Not nothing, Mama," I reached over and held Claire's hand as I watched the anger in mom's eyes dissipate slightly.

Claire took a deep breath and with the best broken Spanish, she answered her, "Marcella, I love your daughter and I think she loves me back. If there's anything I've learned about this contract is what a person who loves you would sacrifice. There's nothing in the world I wouldn't sacrifice for her."

The room was quiet, "was my Spanish that bad?" She laughed nervously.

I couldn't help but grin, "baby, you learned Spanish?" 

She cleared her throat, "I mean not fully, but I did look up how to say those sentences," she trailed off.

Charlie, who had been quiet the entire time finally spoke up, "learning a different language to get on your in-law's good side – if that isn't simp behaviour I don't know what is," she snorted.

"No one asked for your opinion, brat," I retorted.

Claire blushed but then cleared her throat, "if wanting to do everything I can to make sure that I can be with Beth is considered simping, then consider me the biggest simp for Elizabeth James."

Charlie grinned, "ew you guys are so in love."

We all laughed except for mom which made me nervous.

"What exactly are your intentions with my daughter, Miss Edwards?" She asked.

Miss Edwards? Ouch.

"Mama," both Charlie and I protested with an eye roll.

Mom ignored us, "I never did get the chance to interrogate you. You broke my daughter's heart, she's tender-hearted and will always trust people, but as her mother, it's my job to protect her." She crossed her arms, "how can I trust my daughter's heart with you? You've already broken it once. Elizabeth is the kind of person who will do everything she can to help anyone but will bear her own burdens by herself. I'm not saying that it's a bad thing, but I don't like it when my daughters are taken advantage of because of how kind they are."

"No one can take advantage of my kindness if I'm not nice," Charlie smirked trying to make light of the situation.

Claire gave her a small smile then turned her attention back to mom, "you have every right to be wary of my intentions with Beth because I hurt her. But I love her and I will literally do anything to keep her in my life."

"Mama," I spoke, "It's not Claire that you should be mad at, it's Nathan Carter and Amy Cook. They're the ones the created the mess and now Claire's acting career is in jeopardy."

Mom's eyes softened just a little. "What do you mean her job's in jeopardy?" Charlie asked.

Claire sighed, "we want to be the ones to tell everyone before Nathan and Amy do. But it's going to hurt my image as an actress."

"So in other words, it's social suicide," Charlie added.

She nodded my head sadly but turned to me with a smile, "but I don't care. Beth's worth it, she's worth everything."

I returned my smile then turned to mom, "Mama, I love Claire and I'd like it if you'd stop interrogating her."

"I barely started," she argued with a huff.

"I'm sorry Claire, I didn't mean to come off so intense," she apologized but Claire shook her head, "you don't want Beth or Charlie to get hurt, I get it, I'm protective of all of you as well and that's why we have to come out and apologize for what we've done."

Charlie sat up from her chair, "ok but the real question is, when can we go beat up those two losers?"

There was a knock at the door, I looked around the table quizzically, "are we expecting someone?"

There was a collective answer as I walked to the door only to surprised at the person standing on the other side.

"You have some nerve coming here," I heard Charlie yell from behind me.

Eric gave me a sheepish smile when I didn't reprimand my little sister. I crossed my arms not letting him in, "do you have any idea the trouble your girlfriend has caused me and my family?"

His smile slipped off his face when he realized how upset I was, "I just stopped by to let you know that I overheard Amy talking on to the phone to someone about leaking your private information."

"Your girlfriend is a real piece of sh-" I caught my slip up knowing I'd get in trouble for swearing in front of mom, "work," I finished. "for the record, I want you to be happy. Even if it was with the devil, herself, I held my tongue because she made you happy. But I won't apologize."

He shoved his hands in his pockets and looked down at his feet, "ex-girlfriend," he corrected. "when you left the bar I asked her if everything you said was true and it blew up into us having a huge fight." He cleared his throat, "I broke up with her right away, I should've listened to you about how awful of a person she is, but it's not every day a hot girl gives me the time of day."

I wanted to be angry with him but I knew he suffered from low self-esteem, "you're a great guy, Eric. Your standards in women though could use some improvement."

He laughed without humour, "you can say that again," he gave me a sad smile, "I'm sorry she caused this whole thing."

I responded by hugging him, "if you weren't my best friend I would've definitely thrown a punch right about now," I grumbled against his chest.

He laughed, "I wouldn't have expected anything less."

I pulled away and stepped aside so he can come in, "you just missed Claire and I telling my mom and Charlie the news," I whispered.

He winced, "how'd that go?"

"Better than I expected," I laughed as we made our way back to my family, "Claire can hold her own."

He turned to look at me, "I'm really glad that Nathan and Amy couldn't keep you guys apart."

I smiled, "me too."

Beth

Claire was busy talking to Emily about what she should mention during the live. We both agreed that we didn't want a script because reading off of a piece of paper didn't seem genuine.

Emily stepped back while Claire positioned the phone in front of me, "are you ready, babe?" she asked fiddling with the filter on Instagram.

"I'm a little scared," I admitted, this could potentially change their lives and I wasn't sure if it was going to be for the better or for worse.

She turned around, "I know, but we'll get through it together, right?"

She held out her hand to me, "always," I answered.

"So how should we start this?" she asked looking from me to Emily.

Emily put her hands up, "this is your show, I'm just here to make sure you don't say anything too damaging,"

"Why don't we just wing it?" I proposed.

Claire's eyes went wide, "wing it? Not even have like notes or anything?"

I stroked her hand with my thumb knowing not having at least a guideline for Claire to follow was out of her comfort zone. "Let's just keep it casual and comfortable, ok? I can do all the talking."

She shook her head, "no, I think I'll be ok." She gave me a peck on the lips before she navigated to her Instagram turning on the live feature. "Here goes nothing," she announced as her front face camera turned on.

She fiddled with her phone for a couple of seconds and her expression brightened, "whoa, there's already so many people here." She waved a hand at the camera and smiled, "Hi guys, how's it going?"

Her face was glued to the screen, "the movie's going well and I can't wait for you guys to see it," she answered out loud.

She took a deep breath, "I actually hopped on live because I wanted to talk to you guys about something." She angled the camera so now both her and I appeared on the screen, "I know a lot of you guys missed her but not more than me."

I smiled and gave a small wave to the camera, "hi everyone." I watched as lines of people's comments moved on the screen. My eyebrows shot up, "whoa that's a lot of people," I announced looking up at in the corner to see that more than 2k people were watching and commenting.

There was a comment that caught my eye before it disappeared, "please tell me that Blaire is back on because you guys are so cute together," I read out loud. I looked over at Claire with a smile.

"Yes, Blaire is back together," she grinned. She faced the camera and I could see the anxiety in her eyes, "that's actually what we wanted to talk to you guys about."

She set the phone down in front of us and tried to gather her thoughts. I reached over and held her hand, "so here's what's been going on," I started.

*  *  *  *  *

"I can't speak for Beth but I didn't think I'd end up falling for her during the time the contract was in place," Claire spoke beside me.

"No, it's the same for me," I interrupted then turned my attention to the screen where the number of people watching grew as we told our story.

We watched as people continued commenting, asking questions about Claire's relationship with Nathan.

"Nathan and I dated for a while up until a couple of months ago when I met Beth and the contract started," Claire spoke.

"Our relationship was planned to the very last detail. We were told when to post our relationship online as well as what to do in public." I reached over and held Claire's hand, "but the words we wrote and said about each other came from us. We weren't given a script or told what to write when we posted online. No one expected us to fall in love."

"We didn't start off on the best foot either, but she quickly became an important person in my life. Lines suddenly started to blur when she went from being a good friend to someone I was attracted to and from there it's history," she added.

"What can I say, I'm just that good of a kisser," I added with a smug look.

She rolled her eyes with a smile, not looking away from the screen, "anyway, now Nathan and Amy are threatening to release private information about Beth and her family."

"They can release that information about me," I started. Claire looked at me, surprised at my comment.

"I was adopted by my mother when I was around 10 years old. My biological mother was a drug addict and wasn't able to get the help she needed," my expression suddenly serious.

I sighed, "that was what they were threatening me with. I didn't want people to know because I didn't want people to think that I had the same problem or pity me for what they think I've been through. Yes, my childhood wasn't like what most of you experienced , but my mom made up for it in my teen years when she adopted me."

I shook my head, "it used to be important to me to keep that part of my life private, but it's shaped me into the person I am today. I know the dangers of drugs, I appreciate people who are not only present physically but emotionally as well, and it's taught me to forgive. I forgive my biological mother for leaving me because if she hadn't, I would've never had the loving family I have now."

I clenched my jaw, "So when they said they were going to release information about my family, that's just wrong. They're regular people who have no interest in being in limelight."

"I'm sure everyone agrees that it's such a sleazy move," Claire added. 

We stayed silent for a full minute just reading the comments that appeared on the screen. 

"We're not saying we're completely innocent in any way," Claire answered a comment. "It was insensitive and wrong of us to queer bait in the beginning especially not knowing what the LGBTQ+ community goes through daily."

"We're hoping that those part of the community will accept us even after all the lies," Claire added. "but we promise, Beth and I will be as transparent with you guys as much as we can."

I peered at the screen and smiled, "please post more couple pictures, you guys are so cute," I read.

Claire laughed, taking my hand and putting it up to her lips to kiss it, "I'll be posting so much of Beth that you'll be sick of her."

I put my hands around her waist and kissed her on the cheek, "as long as you don't get sick of me."

Claire laughed, "anyway guys, we came on because we wanted to let you in on what happened and that you'll see our faces in the headlines soon."

"And we just wanted to say that whatever we identify, kindness and love will always be what we stand for," I nodded. 

Emily signalled us to end the live stream, "ok guys, I think we're gonna go," Claire announced, "Beth promised we can watch 90-day fiance together." 

We both waved and Claire turned the live stream off. 

"That was really good guys," Emily commented taking out her phone, most likely doing damage control. 

Claire turned to me, "is it wrong that even though people will probably hate me for what we did, I don't care?" 

I shook my head, "as long as I have you, I don't care about anything else." I laughed, "oh God, when did I get so clingy?" 

Claire responded by pulling me in for a kiss with a laugh. 




[A/N]: Hi guys i know this is really late, but better late than never amirite? lol I'd also like to say that this would've been up much earlier today but Language_Sarcasm   kept distracting me with among us lol like I'm not even sure if this was properly edited but please excuse all the mistakes lol 

Also!! I edited the last chapter which I hope some of you will like, if you haven't already read it, check it out:) see ya next week! :)



Chapter 36
 
 1 Month later

Nathan

I stared at the package and the letter on my desk that Janice just dropped off at my office.

"It's been a pleasure, Mr. Carter," she said. I didn't even have to ask and I knew that one of the papers she dropped off at my desk was her resignation letter. I didn't try to stop her, mostly because I've been drunk since noon and it was now well past 7 pm.

I didn't expect anything less, not with my life going in a downward spiral right now. It's been a little over a month since Claire did that Livestream online and my life has been turned upside down. It wasn't long until I got a very angry phone call from my father telling me that I lost any chance I had in politics, not with this scandal over my head.

I downed the rest of my drink and opened up Janice's resignation letter. It was very impersonal and straight to the point but I didn't think much of it. Janice was a diligent personal assistant but I treated her like shit. Oh well, it's not like I'm going to need a personal assistant any time soon.

I put Janice's resignation letter down and opened up the package. A piece of paper and a ring fell out of the opening. My heart stopped when I realized it was the promise ring I gave Claire months ago, promising her a future together.

I unfolded the paper carefully and at first, glance saw that Claire had written me a letter.

To: Nathan,

I never thought I'd have to write a breakup letter to you. I've gone over in my head so many times about how to go about this. I had every intention of taking the ring to the pawnshop or throwing it in the ocean but then I would remember the boy who took care of me the first time I met you at the frat party when I was too drunk. That was the guy I fell in love with.

I used to admire how career-driven you were but it was only when Beth came into my life did I realize that a person can be both career-focused as well as make time for the people they love. I've always wondered if you really loved me because if you did, why would you want to hide us? I came so close to asking this question so many times in the past, but I was afraid of your answer. Deep down, I think I always knew what your answer would've been but I just figured ignorance is bliss.

You were my first love, Nathan. Nothing will change that. I want to chalk it up to us growing apart rather than together but ultimately I didn't like the way you treated me like I wasn't a priority in your life and maybe it's my fault for letting you get away with it for so long.

I really hope that you treat the next woman better than you treated me because I do want you to be happy Nathan. I know that you're probably angry at Beth and me but you have no one to be upset at but yourself. You made the decision to bring Beth and me together and the decision to release information that wasn't yours to share.

As much as I'm angry at you, I'm mostly just sad that our relationship ended like this. Take this last letter as my form of closure, you're free to respond but just know that you won't get an answer from me. I think it's best we move on and as a parting gift, I've somehow convinced Beth not to sue for breaking the NDA that you drew up. I'd like to say that in a couple of years we can reconnect as friends, but there's too much damage, Nathan. I really do wish the best for you. 

Warm Regards,

Claire

I stared at the sheet of paper my eyes reading her letter line by line over and over again. I couldn't even be mad at her, everything she said in the letter was true and now I was paying the consequences of my actions or lack thereof.

She asked that I don't contact her anymore but I had no energy left for that. I had to figure out how to fix my life, but first, I needed another fucking drink.

Claire

I got a text from Nathan's soon to be former personal assistant saying that she just dropped off his mail. My heart started to beat fast in my chest, he was going to find my letter and the ring in the next 15 minutes. My anxiety heightened by 100 times just thinking about it.

Beth stirred in my arms and all of a sudden all my fears went away. I kissed her on the side of the head, "wakey wakey sleepyhead," I whispered.

Her eyes opened slightly and then a lazy smile appeared on her face, "my God, you're beautiful." She snuggled deeper into my chest, "how long have you been awake?" she asked.

I shrugged my shoulders, "a while." Beth and I spent the day in bed. Normally, I would've been doing interviews to promote the movie but we had mixed reactions after the Livestream.

Most people were happy for us and we had support from people, but there was a small group of people who refused to forgive us, which was understandable, we weren't expecting to just walk away from this scotch free. I just hated that I couldn't be with the rest of the cast doing interviews, I liked talking and interacting with other people.

But I loved being with Beth even more so maybe the trade-off wasn't so bad.

Beth rose from the Beth and it made me miss her warmth, "where are you going?"

She smiled, "I'm going to make you dinner." She left the room without another word.

* * * * *

Beth turned the stove off just as I finished pouring the wine, "Jesus babe, you're hungry tonight," I gestured to the stove. 

She laughed, "we have guests tonight."

"What?" I quirked an eyebrow at her, "no we don't."

The elevator doors behind me suddenly opened.

"Hi, Claire."

My eyes went wide when I recognized the voice, a voice I hadn't heard in years. "M-mom, dad? what are you doing here?" I stammered.

"Mr. and Mrs. Edwards, it's a pleasure to meet you," Beth shook their hands.

I was shell shocked, I couldn't believe my parents were standing in front of me right now. They looked the same except they both started to go gray. 

"The pleasure is all ours," my mom replied with a smile. I knew that smile anywhere, she was already planning the wedding. My cheeks warmed just thinking about being married to Beth.

My dad laughed, "anyone that can convince my daughter to see her old folks is good in my book."

I glanced at Beth who had a sly smile on her face, "Claire does miss you guys but it just takes a while for her to really open up." She gestured to my kitchen with an open palm, "please sit down, Claire and I just finished making dinner."

They nodded and made their in that direction.

"Babe, what the hell is going on?" I demanded.

She rubbed my arms, "I reached out to them a couple of months ago after you told me about your parents when we went camping. They called me last week wanting to meet with you." She put her hands up in defence, "I initially said that it wasn't a good time, mostly because I felt guilty for going behind your back about this. But they were adamant about seeing you," she looked into my eyes, "they wanted to apologize."

I frowned, "they want to apologize?"

"Yeah, I won't get into it too much because I want you to hear it from them," she kissed my cheek, "they really missed you."

I took a deep breath, "ok, let's do this." 

* * * * *

"It was so wonderful to meet you, Beth," my mother gushed, "you and Claire really should make the trip over and visit us sometime."

Beth laughed, "of course Mrs. Edwards, as soon as Claire's schedule frees up, we'll come to visit."

"Fantastic," I watched my mother hug Beth and smirked.

My dad put his arm around me, "I think your mother's taken a liking to her."

"Should we be worried?" I joked.

"Nah, Beth's got a good one," he smiled. Having my parents here was weird but the good kind of weird. Maybe it's because we haven't spoken in so long. "I'm proud of you, Claire bear," my dad said quietly.

My eyes went wide with surprise, I haven't heard that nickname in so long. I smiled, "for tricking Beth into being with me?"

He laughed with me, "no, honey. I'm just proud of who you are as a person." He sighed, "I know your mother and I weren't supportive of your career choice and that made you pull away from us. We both regret the way we acted."

It was weird hearing this from my father who not only didn't say much but when he did speak, it was only ever about work and securing a future with financial stability.

I hugged him, "thanks, dad." I could feel his body tense, we were never the kind of family that expressed physical affection but maybe being with Beth changed me. My dad wrapped his arms around me and I smiled into his shoulder.

He squeezed me tight then let go, "we better get going, Nancy."

My mom let go of my dad's hand and walked towards me. "You look happy, Claire," she patted my cheek, "but you don't look like you're eating enough."

I chuckled, "I'm eating enough mom," I quirked an eyebrow at Beth, "trust me." I stifled a smile when I watched her cheeks redden and she looked away.

My mom hugged me before she took my dad's arm again. "Be sure to bring your mom and sister to Thanksgiving. We would love to meet them," she said to Beth, as my dad led them onto the elevator.

Beth laughed "I will, Mrs. Edwards."

"You know what? Why don't you give me your number and I'll call to remind you," she went to grab her phone from her bag but my dad stopped her, "she'll give Claire a call," he gave me a wink before the doors closed.

"Well, they are lovely," Beth laughed and went back to the kitchen to clean up.

"I think my mom's planning our wedding in her head," I giggled.

She raised an eyebrow at me with a smile, "that's odd, I'm not even your girlfriend." She stacked the dishes into a neat pile and brought them to the sink.

"Why do you saying that?" I rolled my eyes at her back.

She chuckled, "because you haven't asked me," she picked up the sponge and started washing the dishes.

"Well, why can't you ask me?" I frowned.

"Because you broke up with me and it's an unwritten rule that the person who breaks up with the other person, has to be the one to rectify the relationship."

I tilted my head, "but I did ask you."

She waved a soapy finger in front of my face, "nope. You said you loved me and that you wanted to be with me," she grinned, "for the record I love you and I want to be with you too." She quickly pecked my lips and went back to washing the dishes.

"Okaaaaay," I huffed, "do you want to be my girlfriend?"

"Nope," Beth popped the P at the end while continuing to wash dishes. 

"What the hell!" I gawked. 

Beth laughed, "I want to be wooed, baby. Not even like in a flashy way, in a Claire Edwards way."

I smirked, "you got it," I scooped her up in my arms and carried her to the bedroom.

* * * * *

"So tell me again why you don't want to move back in," I held the sheet up to my bare chest as I watched Beth climbed into her jeans.

"Because we literally did everything backwards the first time," she buttoned her jeans and looked around, "have you seen my bra?"

I nodded to the end of the bed, "It came off around the same time my pants came off. Not to be biassed or anything, but I prefer you braless."

"I could say the same thing about you."

I let the sheet fall from my chest, "if you moved back in, we could appreciate each other's...features more often."

Beth laughed and continued searching the floor for most likely her shirt, "don't listen to her, steer clear of the temptation from the devil," she said to herself with a smile.

I chuckled, "did you just call me the devil?"

"Yes," she buttoned her shirt up and pointed to me, "because that is what the devil would do when I'm trying to the right thing." She smoothed down the front of her shirt, "I have to go into work for a little bit, but am I seeing you tonight at the bar?"

I nodded, "Emily and I will be there."

"Great," she smiled and leaned down to give me a heated kiss, "and you taking me to bed does not count as wooing me."

"Why not!" I whined, "you're very hard to impress, you know."

Beth laughed, "baby, just ask me."

I crossed my arms stubbornly, "I did ask you," I pointed out, "and you said no."r."

She tucked my hair behind her ear, "because you asked me like you were asking what I wanted to have for dinner. Where was the sincerity?" 

I looked into her eyes and tried to find the words, she was right. But just as I was about to go into a monologue about my feelings for her, she turned on her heel and walked to the door.

"Ok, well I'll see you later!" she turned away trying to hide a smile, but I caught it.

My jaw went slack, she totally did that on purpose! 

"Bye, Claire, I love you!" she yelled from the living room. 

Beth

The bar was busy tonight, I smiled and nodded my head at the regulars I used to serve as I made my way to Eric.

"It's packed in here!" I yelled over the music.

Eric gave me a side hug, "yeah, ever since Dave made Karaoke Fridays a thing, we've been packed every weekend."

From across the room, I could see Amy making her way to us, "don't look now, but Lucifer's closing in on us."

Eric turned and before Amy could open her mouth, he put his hand up to stop her, "Amy, you can't keep coming here telling me to forgive you."

She crossed her arms, "it's an apology, who the hell doesn't want an apology? Are you stupid?"

"Are you stupid?" I interrupted, "because you have to be after putting us all through your shit."

She made a face at me, "did you forget that Nathan and I were the ones who got blamed for it!"

I gawked at her, "rightfully so! Did you really expect people to take your side? And now you're pestering Eric for what? To forgive you?"

"Duh!"

I could feel the anger starting to build up inside of me. I know mom always told me that violence was never the answer and that Tae Kwon Do was for defence, but I'm sure she'd make the exception this time. But Eric put his hand on my shoulder.

"You need to leave, Amy," his voice firm, "I appreciate you coming every chance you get to apologize, but it's not me you have to apologize to."

I watched the smile come off her face as Eric continued talking. At the very least, it's Beth and Claire you should be begging for forgiveness."

"I refuse to apologize to her," she gritted her teeth. "Beth gets everything she wanted why should I give her that satisfaction?"

"And who said I'd accept your weak ass apology?" I challenged. Eric shook his head, "just leave, Amy. We're over."

She laughed, "you're telling me it's over? That's ridiculous." I could see a vein popping in her forehead and knew it was only a matter of time before a scene would unfold. 

"Is there a problem here?"

We turned and found Dave and Joe staring at us.

"Urgh Dave, thank God you're here," Amy said pointing at us, "they've been harassing me."

I couldn't believe this, she was turning on her innocent charm now that Dave was here. It didn't help that Dave tolerated her. I can't really blame him though, he sees the good in every one it's kind of how I got a job working at the bar, but you'd think he'd see through her bullshit.

"Really? Because I thought I saw you walk up to them and start yelling," Dave answered.

"I-I-"

"I really tried to be there for you, Amy because there must've been something that happened to you when you were younger that made you this way," Dave shook his head, "but there really is no explanation for the way you acted then and the way you're acting now." He pointed to the exit with an open palm, "if you could please leave, it would be much appreciated."

Amy didn't budge, "you can't be serious."

Dave looked at Joe, "Joseph, could you please escort her off the premises?" 

Joe went to move towards her but she put her hand up to stop him, "not needed Vin Diesel wannabe." She gave all of us a steely look before she stomped away. 

Joe turned to me, "Vin Diesel wannabe?" he repeated, "I'm better looking than him, right?" 

I laughed, "yes Joe, you're the most handsome guy I know," I patted Eric and Dave's shoulder, "sorry boys."

We all laughed but winced when someone started screaming "Pour some sugar on me" by Def Leopard into the mic. 

"Are you sure it was a good idea to do open mic?" I yelled to Dave with my hands over my ears. 

"I seriously regret the decision every week, but the outcome is always worth it," he answered. 

Thank goodness the guy at the mic finished his song, ending it with a bow and a huge grin and I knew from the thunderous response that Dave was right. It didn't matter that the guy butchered the song, but the atmosphere he created was fun. 

"Can I get you a drink, Beth?" Dave asked. 

I shrugged, "sure, I thought Claire was here already but looks like I'll have to start without her."

Dave clapped me on the back, "first round's on me."

I gave him a weird look, Dave never bought rounds for anyone but I didn't question it. My life stopped making sense months ago, might as well add this to the list too.

We all huddled around the bar talking until Joe left to go stand at the door again. When Joe first told me that he quit working for Nathan so he was out of a job, I felt guilty. But that went away quickly when I realized that Joe didn't have to work under that dirtbag anymore.

But I was glad that Dave offered him a job as a bouncer at the bar. Sure, it probably didn't pay as well as his old job, but his boss was a thousand times better.

"Lover" by Taylor Swift started playing and I couldn't help but smile into my glass. This song always reminded me of Claire, did this count as our song? I've never had a song with someone before, it gave me butterflies just thinking about it.

I glanced down at my phone and frowned. It was almost 10 pm and I still haven't heard from her or Emily.

I started to worry, Claire told me she'd be here but that was hours ago. I hopped off the barstool and walked towards Dave's office. With the phone up against my ear, I waited for Claire to answer but all I got was her voicemail. I needed to go, she could've been in trouble. The last time I didn't hear from her, that creep guy broke into her apartment. 

I stopped when I heard the song being brutally murdered by the singer on stage, "Oh God, whose cat is dying?" I said mostly to myself. 

I put my phone in my pocket and made my way back to the bar to let Dave and Eric know I was leaving.

To my surprise, Emily was already there talking to the boys with a glass of wine in her hand.

"Hey kiddo," Dave smiled when I joined them.

I smiled in response but turn to Emily, "Hey, have you talked to Claire at all tonight?"

"Yes," she took a drink from her glass with a smile, "Yes, I have."

I raised an eyebrow at her, after knowing Emily for 5 months I knew that she was a little quirky, but she was being extra weird tonight.

I looked around our group of friends and realized they all had the same sly grin on their faces.

"Alright," I put my hands on my hips, "what's the joke?" I looked around to see if anything was out of the ordinary but found nothing.

"There's no joke," Eric rolled his eyes, "but try to be more observant?"

What the heck did that mean? Everyone was acting so strange tonight and I was about to point it out when the amateur singer on the mic screeched into the mic.

I turned around to see who was torturing their vocal cords and found Claire, red in the face screaming the lyrics of Taylor Swift's song into the mic.

While other people winced and turned away with their drinks at the performance, I found myself walking closer to her with a big smile on my face. I distinctly remember her saying that she would never get up in front of a crowd and sing because she couldn't keep a tune. She wasn't wrong, I wasn't sure if I felt bad for her vocal cords or everyone at the bar who had to listen to her.

Anyone would tell you that Claire was beautiful subjectively, but right now, with her face red from embarrassment and her eyes closed as she sang our song, she was the most beautiful I've ever seen her.

She opened her eyes when I got the front and small smile on her face as she sang the last words of the song. In true Claire Edwards fashion, her voice cracked on the last word. She looked down at me with an embarrassed smile while everyone chuckled lightheartedly.

"Hi," I smiled.

She smiled back, "Hi, there's something I've been meaning to ask you."

"Oh?" I feigned surprise, "and what would that be?"

"We can't hear what you're saying!" someone in the back yelled. There was a collective murmur of agreement from everyone else.

Claire shrugged her shoulders and put the mic up to her mouth again but stopped and shook her head with a smile, "I memorized everything I wanted to say to you and it's like as soon as I see you, my brain turns into mush. As an actress, I'm used to having the lines be written for me, but now that I have to speak from the heart," she took a deep breath and leaned, "I don't know where to start," she whispered.

I hid a smile at how nervous she looked and I knew I should've helped her out, but she looked too cute. "Start from wherever you want, baby," I encouraged. 

"Beth, first and foremost, I'm sorry I'm late tonight. I had only a couple of mini breakdowns on the way here because I was so nervous." 

"It's true!" We heard Emily yell from the back. Claire rolled her eyes while I along with everyone else chuckled. 

"But now that I'm standing in front of you, I realized that I wasn't nervous about bearing my feelings for you. If anything, I want to shout it out at the top of my lungs and tell everyone who will listen."

"As cheesy as it sounds, you give me butterflies whenever you're around. In the beginning, I thought it was from a bad breakfast burrito," she laughed, "but I soon realized it was because you made me nervous in the best way. You had me feeling like a schoolgirl with a crush," she shook her head, "but what I feel for you is so much more than a crush."

"I love you so much, Beth, and I know that you're my forever person," she held my hand, "so, this is me, asking you to be my girlfriend. No contract, no conditions -"

"No Nathan Carter or nosy bitches," I added with a smirk. 

She shook her head with a smile, "nope. Just us and what we feel for each other. Will you please be my girlfriend?" 

I wrapped my arms around her waist, "I mean, I guess because you asked nicely." I kissed her softly and everyone at the bar cheered so loud, I thought my eardrums burst. 

"Free round for everyone!" Dave yelled. 

Claire

Beth kissed the top of my head and placed a mug in front of me the next morning, "good morning, baby."

I looked up from my phone and smiled, "good morning, honey. We're on the news again," I turned the screen to her was a headline read: 

Straight out of a romantic comedy, Claire Edwards declares her love for girlfriend, Beth James. 

Beth had a small smile on her face, "it was a good night." 

I nodded in agreement, "how are you feeling?" 

Beth sat across the table from me and put her head in her hands, "I drank too much." She put her pointer finger up, "but to be fair, I blame Dave."

I laughed and took a sip from my mug, "I'm pretty sure he lost money last night with the number of free drinks he gave away." 

She rolled her head to look at me, "he said he's counting down the days until we get married." 

I pursed my lips, "yeah I kind of put the bar too high with asking you to be my girlfriend." I furrowed my eyebrows and put my hand on my chin, "how am I supposed to ask you to be my wife?"

I smiled into my mug, ever since last night it felt like I had a permanent smile on my face. Girlfriend. Wife. The words felt good coming from my lips.

Beth gave me a cheeky smile, "do you love me or something?"

I let out a laugh and leaned over the table to kiss her, "tremendously." I sat back down, "but do you see that in the future for us? Marriage?" I knew I was crossing the line, I remember Beth telling me that she didn't think putting your heart on the line was worth it. But that was before I told her how I feel and I needed to know where we stood in terms of our future together. I wanted it all with her.

"I do," she took a sip from her mug, "I was never the kind of girl to dream about her wedding day, but after I met you, I get a clearer picture of what I want that day to look like."

She looked away and I could see the pink hue that coloured her cheeks, "I want to be married to you," her eyes went wide when she realized what she said, "I-I mean, n-not right now," she rubbed the back of her neck awkwardly, "we just started dating and it might be too soon to talk about that so I hope I didn't scare you away with that comment."

I couldn't help but laugh as I stood up from the table to wrap her in my arms, "you didn't scare me away because I'd marry you right back."

"Well, I hope so because that's kind of how marriage works." She leaned in to kiss me and for the first time in a long time, my heart felt full and it was all because of Elizabeth James.

Thank God for that stupid contract.

[a/n]: I just want to say thank you to everyone who read, commented, voted, and added this book to their reading list :') you have no idea how much that means to me <3

I also have another book that I've already started writing, so if you wanna check it out that would be great, or not lol that's cool too :) until then, baaaaaaaai! :)
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