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CHAPTER ONE


          

        

      

    

    
      Bayleigh

      

      It’s haunting how vividly memories of a traumatic incident can cling to your mind, like shards of broken glass piercing and cutting with every recollection. The smallest details stick like glue, cloying at your sanity and dragging you back into the horror all over again.

      As I look through the window at the road ahead, I notice the moon is only a sliver in the night sky. The stars twinkle as clouds pass by.

      My parents gave me the secondhand car as a gift for getting my license, and I love everything about it: the way it smells of roses from the cardboard scent which swings from the rearview mirror. I even love the tears in the fabric seats. But mostly, I love the freedom it gives me. The freedom it gives our happy trio.

      Chase has his driver’s license too, but he has to borrow his mom’s car if he wants to drive anywhere, so the two of us, and my little sister, Harper, would take mine for drives around town and to the music store. Sweetgum Valley wasn’t a big town, but we kept ourselves busy.

      But this is the longest adventure we have gone on. There was a battle of the bands competition in a town two hours away from Sweetgum Valley and after auditioning, we had secured a place in the competition. So this morning, Chase had packed his guitar in the trunk of my sedan, Harper had taken her spot in the backseat, and I had driven us along the winding roads to the festival.

      “That was the best night of my life!” thirteen-year-old Harper exclaims behind me on the way home. “Can I keep this in my room?”

      I glance at her in the mirror. In the darkened cab I can only make out her silhouette, but I can imagine her fondly stroking the golden trophy we had won for coming first place in our category, her long blonde hair frizzy in the humid night air and her mascara smudged from where she had rubbed her tired eyes.

      “I think we should take turns,” Chase says from the passenger seat. I can see him more clearly in the light coming from the dash. He reaches across and lays his hand on my thigh. It sends heat flooding through my body. I love when Chase touches me, even innocently like this. I wonder if this is how it will always feel like to be touched by the person you are madly in love with.

      “It’s finally happening, guys. With this award we can do bigger events than just the ones at the school and around town. We could even record a demo and send it to record labels.” I say, my mind buzzing with possibilities. Singing is my passion, and the way our trio sounds, with Chase on guitar and Harper on backup vocals, I know we can achieve the ambitious dreams I’ve had since the first time I’d sung along to Faith Hill on the radio. Excitement and adrenaline courses through my veins as I imagine playing to sell-out arenas all over the world. We are going to be famous—I just know it.

      I force myself to focus on the road. It is so dark and just a sliver of moonlight lights the empty road. We are heading downhill after climbing up the steep mountain’s incline. We are nearly home, and I am looking forward to collapsing in my bed and having a big sleep-in tomorrow morning.

      A new song starts playing on the radio. It’s familiar guitar riff filling the car.

      “Oh, I love this song!” Harper exclaims, as her arm brushes past me. “I can’t reach.”

      I hear her unclick her seatbelt, then reach through the gap in our seats to turn up the volume on the radio.

      Harper stays perched in the space between us. Her face fills the rearview mirror, and I see her bopping her head as she sings the lyrics. Chase’s deep baritone harmonizes and I sway my shoulders in time with the music.

      Harper reaches between us again, and I glance down to see what she is doing.

      For a split second I look away from the road and when I look back, we are already drifting off course. We are heading straight into another car. In a panic, I pull the steering wheel to correct my direction, and that is when everything goes wrong.

      I lose control.

      I brake hard and feel the car skid beneath us.

      Suddenly, we collide with the hillside and I’m thrown forward onto the steering wheel. There’s a high-pitched scream and a blur flashes past me just before the windshield shatters, and I instinctively cover my face with my arms.

      Time slows down, and my body is thrown back against the car seat. It is eerily silent for a heartbeat.

      “Oh, shit!” Panic laces Chase’s voice. Dazed, I turn to look at him and see blood streaming from a cut on his head.

      Then I turn to check on Harper.

      She isn’t there.

      “Where’s Harper?” I say as I look at the empty back row.

      Chase grabs my shoulders and turns me to face him. “Are you okay? Are you hurt?”

      I take a second to assess if I feel any pain. “I don’t think so.” I shake my head.

      “We need to call nine-one-one.” Chase reaches for his mobile and I turn to look around me and see the crumpled dash and the way the door is crushed beside me. I need to get out of this car. I need to find Harper.

      I try to open the door, but it refuses to budge. We are stuck, and Harper is nowhere to be seen. My heart races, drowning out all other sounds. The car is a wreck. My parents will freak when they see it. They had trusted me to drive responsibly and now I have let them down.

      “Harper!” I shouted her name into the air, but there is no reply. Where is she? My thoughts are jumbled and chaotic; why isn’t she answering me? Suddenly, my eyes fall upon the hole in the windshield, and I remember something flying past me. I peer through the shattered glass, trying to make sense of the flickering car lights on the hillside.

      That’s when I see the blood.
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        18 Years Later

      

      

      Bayleigh

      

      “This is it, kid. This is your last chance. Do the show or you’re out.” Brendon’s voice thunders through the speaker of the phone.

      The call ends abruptly, and I am left staring at the cell, fighting the urge to toss it against the wall and walk away from all of this. I look around at my apartment and all the awards and trophies I’ve earned over the years and wonder if it’s really worth it.

      Sure, I’m not a big deal in Nashville anymore, like I was a decade ago. At the peak of my career, I was performing in sold-out arenas around the world. How dare my manager threaten me like this?

      “It can’t be that bad.” I turn to my assistant, Kelly, who wears a grim expression.

      “Actually, it is.”

      I can’t pinpoint when Kelly, who is in her twenties, joined my team. But I know she’s endured a lot of hardship while working for me. Most assistants would have quit under the pressure, and many have over the years.

      My life has been a wild ride, full of highs and lows. There have been men, alcohol, and drugs that constantly tempt me. Right now, I could really use a drink, or at least a cigarette, to calm my nerves.

      “Damn it,” I curse under my breath, running my hands over my forehead and across my scalp. My hair used to be full and curly, but now it is brittle and thin despite using products that promise to repair damaged strands. It serves as a constant reminder of the mistakes I have made by neglecting my own well-being.

      “So, if I don’t do this stupid show, my manager and the record company will drop me! Are you serious? It’s absurd. I was the one who built up that damn label. Without me, they wouldn’t even exist.”

      “It’s only one show and probably a photo op.” Kelly grips the back of the lounge chair, perhaps for protection should I start throwing things at her.

      It wouldn’t be the first time.

      “But of all places! Why does it have to be there?” My stomach tenses at the mere thought of that town.

      Sweetgum Valley.

      “I haven’t been back in eighteen years. Besides, I doubt they would even want me there.”

      “Are you kidding? That town has milked being the birthplace of the famous country music singer, Bayleigh Gilmore. It’s doubled in size since you left.”

      “That’s probably for the view.” I remember the picturesque landscape of rolling hills and wooded parks. The town is known for its beautiful maple trees, poplars, and, of course, the vibrant sweetgum trees that give it its name. In fall, those trees put on a breathtaking show before shedding their leaves, creating a carpet of red and burgundy on the streets.

      Pretty as it may be, it’s not worth the pain it would cause me to return.

      “I have too many bad memories of that place.” The memories of my parents shouting at me—blaming me for the accident and telling me they would never forgive me.

      Not that I could ever forgive myself. That one small moment, which altered not only my life but also the lives of all my family, is something I can never forgive myself for.

      For a fleeting moment, I allow my thoughts to wander back to the days in Sweetgum Valley before the accident, when everything had been so perfect.

      When I had . . . him.

      The warmth of the sun enveloped us as we lay on the grass together in a meadow on his ranch. He traced a yellow flower over my face, causing me to laugh and revel in the soft sensation of its petals against my skin. His presence, along with the raw smell of earth and his own unique scent, drew me towards him like a magnet. I couldn’t resist touching him; his shoulders were broad and muscular from playing football, his hair long and kissed by the sun, and his eyes deep brown pools. Looking at his beautiful face made me want to trust him completely, rely on him for everything, and surrender myself to him. He always made me feel safe when he was near.

      The sudden, piercing scream shatters the memory and jolts me back to reality. That was the last sound I heard before everything changed. The cry of a pure, untainted soul. The cry of terror without restraint.

      I sink into the soft cushions of the couch, allowing myself to be enveloped by its comfort. My eyes burn with tears and I press my palms against them, trying to block out the pain. How much longer will this torture continue? Will I be haunted for the rest of my life? Maybe it would be better to just end it.

      I have attempted it multiple times. With alcohol, pills, and even a knife. But no matter how determined I’ve been, my attempts have always been unsuccessful.

      “I’ll get you a glass of water,” Kelly says, and leaves the room.

      The stinging sensation fades as I remove my hands. Black streaks of mascara decorate my pale palms. I glance out the window at the Nashville skyline; the sunlight reflecting off the buildings.

      I stand from the couch and make my way closer to the view, gazing out at the city sprawled beneath me. I have been living in Nashville for longer than I’d ever lived in Sweetgum Valley, but does it truly feel like home? When I left that small country town, I left behind my childhood, my family, and any sense of innocence. Singing was my escape and the only thing I was truly good at.

      I’d thought I had been a great sister, too. But just look how that turned out.

      Brendon had first pitched the idea of doing the Sweetgum Valley charity concert weeks ago, and I had been adamantly against it. Especially since I was fresh out of rehab for the, how many times is it now? Third or fourth? This time it is going to stick, though. There is too much riding on this.

      What will they think of me? Bayleigh Gilmore, the has-been country singer. I used to bask in the spotlight; I was a household name. But now I am just a faded star from a small town with little to show for my success except for some shiny accolades and the physical reminders of my past battles.

      I roll up the sleeves of my sweater and examine the faint scars that serve as a constant reminder of one of my many past mistakes. That moment was the turning point in my career, where I truly lost control. The moment I became reliant on anything other than myself, my fame began to dwindle. My unpredictable actions caused a rift between me and my band, my crew, and ultimately, my fans. After spending three months in rehab to get clean, I returned home to find my bank accounts drained and my record deal on the verge of being terminated.

      “It’s this or you’re out, kid,” Brendon’s voice echoes. Kid has been his nickname for me since he had discovered me at an open mic night, not long after I arrived in the city. I have always trusted Brendon. Well, as much as I can trust anyone, at least. I should have listened to him the first time he told me to put down the needle and the booze.

      But I didn’t.

      Maybe I should listen to him now. My entire career, my future, hinges on it. What will I do if I can no longer perform? With barely any money left, I’ll have to search for a job. The thought of going back to waitressing is unbearable. I can’t give up performing. Despite everything, my voice remains powerful and unwavering. Taking a break was beneficial, and I am ready for a new beginning.

      But in Sweetgum Valley? I would happily go anywhere else.

      “They’re the only place that will take you,” Brendon had said. “It will only be one night.”

      In and out in less than twenty-four hours wouldn’t be so bad, would it? If I do a kick-ass performance, then others will want me and I can make my comeback bigger and better than I was when I first started.

      “Here’s your water,” Kelly says, and I accept the glass from her.

      “Call Brendon back and tell him to set up a meeting. I’m ready to hear more about this show in Sweetgum Valley.”

      Kelly raises her eyebrows in surprise. I am well aware of my reputation for being stubborn, and I take pride in it. I am known for being decisive and hate being told what to do.

      But I also enjoy having a roof over my head and food to eat. Not that I eat that much these days, anyway. I am trying to get my appetite back and have started training with my PT again this week. No one wants to watch a shriveled up, gangly singer.

      They want the star from ten years ago. Strong and fit with wild curls, cowgirl boots, and sparkling bodysuits.

      I used to sing love songs that were hopeful and upbeat. Most of the time I had faked it on stage, never really believing that ‘nothing could tear us apart’ or ‘all you need is love.’ The lyrics are bullshit, made up by songwriters who get paid to write music for the naïve yet hopeful fans. They should have been writing songs for me about loss and heartbreak. Those are the types of songs I could get behind. No one wants to hear me sing those, though. These days, no one is writing songs for me at all.

      Two hours and four cups of coffee later, I am sitting at my kitchen table, on a video call with the label rep—Dan and Brendon.

      “The city council is raising funds for the farmers who are struggling with the drought. Apparently, it’s been pretty dry for a few years now,” Dan says. “It’s a good cause and will make it look like you care.”

      “And Matthew Butler will be performing too. Plus a few smaller acts they are still confirming.” Brendon leans into the camera so his face takes up more of the screen. Brendon has been like a father to me, spending more time with me than with his own family in the peak of my success. Little wonder his wife left him. In the recent years, though, he has spent less time focusing on me and more time with the new rising star, Matthew Butler.

      I can hardly blame him, though. My career moves effect people than just me. My band, back-up singers, crew—all of them depend on me. I’ve failed them in the past and I want to make up for it now.

      “Do they have any budget for my performance?” I ask, trying not to sound too desperate.

      “They can offer you a small fee, but it’s not much,” Brendon replies.

      I sigh and rub my temples. My financial situation isn’t great, but I also don’t want to sell myself short.

      “It’s not just about money,” Dan chimes in. “Think about the exposure you’ll get from performing.”

      I let the idea settle over me. It is a show for charity, but a show that could do more for my career than anything else has in a long time. “Okay, as long as all I have to do is one concert.” I hold up my finger to reinforce the number. “In and out. No staying in town for anything else.”

      Brendon shakes his head. “And one quick photo shoot of you around town with the mayor.”

      I open my mouth to interrupt, but Brendon continues speaking. “It will be good publicity. And we need all the good publicity we can get.”

      I sigh and slump back in the chair. “Fine. One photo shoot, sound check and the show. That’s it.”

      A grin spreads over Brendon’s face. “Thatta’ girl. Show the fans that you’re back and better than before.”

      “Then we can talk about a new album,” Dan’s thick Southern accent drawls out.

      A surge of hope fills me. I yearn to be back in the spotlight, performing for a crowd of supporters and fans. Being on stage is my ultimate source of joy, where I can immerse myself in the music, the choreography, and the dazzling lights.

      During a recent conversation with my sobriety coach, we talked about the potential for a new album to mark the start of a new chapter in my life as the improved version of Bayleigh Gilmore—now sober and determined to be better than ever.

      “Alright, I’m in.” I focus on the job ahead. I can do this.

      It will be a quick in and out—no need to interact with my parents or anyone from my past. I just need to focus on the show and then leave with only the memory of that performance. This will finally allow me to leave my past where it belongs—behind me.

      “Good. We’ll get the contract and send it to you soon,” Brendon says. “Kelly will get the times for rehearsals. Get ready, Bayleigh. You leave in two weeks.”

      Two weeks. No time to waste. This is my big chance to make a comeback. And I plan to wow not just the crowd, but everyone.
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      Bayleigh

      

      I smooth out my denim skirt as my uncovered legs stick to the leather seat of the private airplane. It is surreal to think that before I left Sweetgum Valley, I had never even been on a plane before, and now I am flying on one to perform a show. How much my life has changed since then.

      We are twenty minutes into the fifty-minute flight to Sweetgum Valley, and I am still surprised to see the label has chartered a flight just for me. Kelly is there, of course, typing away on her laptop. But all the other plush, comfortable seats are empty.

      “When is Matthew flying in? Why isn’t he on this plane?”

      Kelly looks up. “I’m not sure. Do you want me to find out?”

      I shake my head. “No, I’m just curious.” The handsome young man probably wants to make his own entrance alone. Not with a woman almost old enough to be his mother. Almost.

      I reach into my bag and retrieve a compact mirror, then examine my reflection. At thirty-four, even with all of my makeup on, I can still see the wrinkles around my eyes. I silently curse myself for not getting Botox. Hopefully, the video cameras won’t zoom in too closely and reveal my imperfections and flaws.

      A crackle on the speaker signals the pilot is making an announcement. “We’ll be landing in approximately ten minutes. If you look out the window on the right, you can see the town. We will be landing at a private airfield just north.”

      A lump forms in my throat. I have been trying not to think about this moment. I steel myself against whatever emotion I could have when I finally see my birthplace again. Being conveniently on the right side of the plane, I turn to stare out the window at the town sprawled below.

      It is bigger than I had expected. Nowhere near the size of Nashville, of course, but certainly bigger than I remember. I try to find a familiar landmark, but it all looks different from up here.

      My eyes are drawn to a sprawling housing development and nearby sports field. They must be new. The buildings have a modern design, in stark contrast to the old house I grew up in with my family.

      Don’t think about them.

      I continue assessing the view. Is that my old school?

      “Look at those fields!” Kelly says from opposite me. I look beyond the built-up area to the outlying farms. The fields are brown and mostly empty instead of crops painting the fields green the way I remember.

      Out there somewhere, though, is the ranch I’d spent a lot of my youth at. That was where I’d learned to ride horses and where I’d helped with branding. I wonder if the Tuttons are one of the families doing it tough in this drought. Hard to imagine they haven’t been touched by this tragic turn of nature.

      “No wonder this concert is so important to them.” Kelly returns her attention to the laptop in front of her and the town drifts under us as the pilot starts the descent.

      “Brendon has a car waiting and we’re to go to the Claremont Hotel first.” All business, Kelly starts to pack her belongings and put them in her bag.

      I check my reflection in the compact once more and, satisfied, return it to my bag. “Why are we going to a hotel if we’re only here for a few hours? I thought we were flying straight back to Nashville?”

      Kelly shrugs. “Brendon said that’s where the mayor is going to meet you.”

      The plane lands, and I stand and smooth the crinkles out of my skirt. Knee-high tan cowgirl boots keep my legs warm on the cool fall day. I wear a black long-sleeve top and a pale scarf around my neck. “How do I look?” I turn to Kelly.

      “May I?” Kelly raised her hand toward my hair and when I nod, Kelly gently pulls a section of long blond curls over my shoulder. “The hairdresser did such a good job.”

      I don’t know exactly what the hairdresser spent such a long time doing, but I do know my hair is now looking more like it used to, with the addition of extensions and some serious conditioning treatments.

      The flight attendant ushers us toward the stairs, and I step out to see a small crowd of people with their cameras and phones raised to capture the first images of me out in public in almost four months.

      I take a deep breath, plaster on that sparkling smile, and wave. People cheer and call out to me as I step down onto the tarmac. A young girl who couldn’t be more than eight holds out a poster in one hand and a pen in the other.

      I walk over to the barrier separating us. “Hi, would you like me to sign that?”

      The girl nods, a huge, starstruck smile on her face.

      I take the poster and look at the picture. It was taken at least nine years ago. I vaguely remember the photoshoot. I’m wearing my signature cowgirl boots—this time with tassels—super-short denim shorts and a white crop top. The pose is sexy and provocative. I wonder why this girl’s mother let her bring that photo.

      “What’s your name, sweetheart?”

      “Lily,” the girl replies.

      I write her name and then sign mine, just as I have millions of times, adding a heart in place of the dot in the i in Bayleigh.

      “Can we get a photo?” a man with a professional camera calls out.

      “Would you like a photo?” I ask Lily, who nods excitedly.

      Security opens a gap in the barrier and Lily joins me. The girl snuggles in close as the photographer snaps away. Then Lily is escorted back to her mother as I move on to sign more autographs and pose for more pictures.

      Finally, I wave goodbye to the fans and climb into the waiting black car. Kelly sits next to me and the driver takes us towards the town.

      “That was really good. Nice move with the little girl.” Kelly smiles.

      “She was so cute. But that picture of me that she had.” I cringe. “Glad they don’t make me pose like that anymore.”

      The landscape changes as we leave the desolate farmlands and enter the bustling town. The street is filled with a mix of old buildings that have been updated with modern touches and new structures adorned with flashy signs. We pass by a charming diner with outdoor seating, a boutique clothing store with an unfamiliar name, and even an art gallery showcasing a stunning wooden chaise lounge in its front window. As our car halts at a red light outside it, I can’t help but admire the intricate woodwork on the piece of furniture. It is truly a work of art, and I wonder if it would be as comfortable to recline on as it appears.

      “Is it how you remember?” Kelly asks, following my gaze.

      “Not really.” I pull my attention away from the store and take in the rest of the busy street. “There used to be a movie theatre there.” I sigh. The once entertainment hub is now a common department store. The memories of family outings for dinner and a movie are quickly pushed aside.

      The car moves again and soon after pulls up in front of the Claremont Hotel and I climb out to be welcomed by a porter and another man. The building is as grand as any hotel in New York, and I can’t help but be impressed by the inviting couches and soft lighting.

      “Welcome to Sweetgum Valley, Ms. Gilmore. I’m Ian Dobson, the hotel manager.” A man in a crisp suit with the hotel’s logo emblazoned on the jacket holds out his hand.

      I shake it with a smile. “Thank you. This is a lovely hotel.”

      “It was recently re-opened after being renovated. You are our first VIP guest, so if there is anything we can do for you, please just ask.”

      “Oh, I’m not staying, but thank you for the offer.”

      I catch the confused look on his face before Kelly gestures for me to follow her. We head to the elevator and Kelly pushes the button for the top floor.

      “Where are we going now?” I ask.

      “To freshen up while we wait. Brendon said he’d call when the mayor was on his way.” Although she seems confident, I have the distinct impression she is just as perplexed as me. In a few hours we will be wheels up, heading back to Nashville, so why are we wasting time here? I’m eager to get to soundcheck and get ready for the show.

      I follow along as Kelly swipes the key over the penthouse door card reader and opens the double doors for me. The suite has the same luxurious-but-friendly feel as the lobby. There is a large sitting area with a table for four by the window. I wander over to see the view. Below me sits the town of Sweetgum Valley. It is bigger than before, at least twice the size now with commercial businesses and shops lining the streets. The hotel is the highest building at four floors and I can easily see the main street below. It is wide, with a strip of central parking down the middle splitting the main drag into a divided road. Cars bake under the fall sun as the locals go about their business. The people are walking along the streets at a relaxed speed, not in any sort of hurry like they are in Nashville. The pace here is slower than in a city, as though the residents want to take in all their surroundings and not miss a thing.

      Behind me, I hear Kelly answer the phone and I turn. I haven’t bothered getting a new cell for myself since losing mine before going to rehab. Kelly is always with me and takes care of the running of my life. I am glad not to be connected like everyone else with distractions constantly buzzing and interrupting me.

      Kelly takes the phone from her ear and holds it out for me. “It’s Brendon. He wants to speak to you.”

      I brush my hair away from my ear before lifting the phone. “Hi Brendon. I’m here. What are we waiting for? We’ve got a show to do.”

      “Hi Bayleigh.” Brendon’s voice sounds worried. I know that tone and brace myself for whatever bad news he is about to deliver.

      “So, you do have a photo shoot to do, but, well, the concert isn’t tonight.”

      “What do you mean? It’s Saturday; it’s supposed to be tonight. Did it get cancelled or something?”

      “No, it’s going ahead. It’s planned for next Saturday.”

      I let out a gasp. “Who got the bloody date wrong? Do we need to fly back next week?”

      “No, no one screwed up.” He pauses. “You are booked to stay there until next Sunday. You have events and interviews to do all week. It’ll be a great way for you to slowly get used to being back in the public eye.”

      “What the fuck, Brendon? I signed a contract for one photo shoot and a concert!”

      “Actually, you signed a contract for a week.”

      Furiously, I spin on my heel to face Kelly, who looks just as shocked as me. “We agreed to⁠—”

      “You can check it if you want. Kelly has the email with the signed contract,” Brendon continues, using his all-business tone. “You still need to take it slowly and ease back into it. Walk around town and meet some fans. Look like you give a shit about the place. Some good publicity is what you need right now to win back your fans.”

      “You fucking lied to me. You know I don’t read all the contract. You knew that and let me sign it, anyway.” I want to scream at him, to my whole damn team who have manipulated me into this. They knew I wanted to spend as little time as possible in this town and they have purposely connived me into being here a whole week. “I’m not going to stay. I don’t care if I have to fly bloody economy class, I’m not spending a week here!

      “If you don’t stay there, you will be in breach of contract.” Brendon’s tone is stern. “Remember what I said—if you don’t do this concert, you are finished. No one will ever sign you again.” He sighs. “I’m sorry about the misunderstanding, but you’re there now. Just do the job, play nice, have a great concert, and get on with it. Remember the new album you want? This will get it for you.”

      “I am so sick of people telling me what to do. For fuck’s sake, I’m a grown woman.”

      “The last time we let you do what you wanted, you ended up in rehab with a reputation for being unstable. We’re trying to help you. I’m trying to help you.”

      I want to scream. I hate the lot of them.

      Being stuck in Sweetgum Valley is my worst nightmare. I can’t bear the thought of running into anyone from my past, especially with the constant threat of the press discovering the truth. The label has worked hard to keep my departure from the town a secret, but what if that all comes crashing down? Then again, could my reputation really get any worse? I am already known as a drug addict with two failed marriages under my belt. I feel like I have hit rock bottom. Is there even room to fall any farther?

      “You really think being seen here will be good publicity?”

      “We do. Walk around town; do some friendly interviews. Plus, you can practice and prepare for the concert. Make sure your head is in the game.”

      A heavy sigh escapes my lips as I realize there is no way out of this situation. I have to follow Brendon’s advice and play nice, even though the thought scares me. My future hinges on my ability to do so. But deep down, I am afraid of what might happen if I let myself fully remember and open up that part of my heart again. It is a risk I’m not sure I am willing to take.

      I hand the phone back to Kelly and she looks at me in apology. “I swear I didn’t know, Bayleigh.”

      I had trusted Brendon and not bothered to read the contract myself. I should have and I regret that decision now.

      Kelly gives me an apologetic look. “I’m going out to run some errands. We have a dinner to go to tonight, and I need to pick up some things now that we’re staying longer. Why don’t you stay here and have a bath? Maybe meditate?”

      She is right—that plan sounds perfect. She understands my needs more than I do myself. And I have to admit, her stunning hourglass figure and long legs are easy on the eye. She’s been by my side through the toughest times, and even though she is technically paid to take care of me, we’ve also become good friends.

      While she is out, I sit on the floor and meditate to my favorite binaural beats playlist. I picked up a lot of techniques in rehab, and this has been one of the best ways to help me when I am feeling stressed. Afterwards, I take a long soak in the spa bath and lather myself in the lotion the hotel has provided. From looking at the label, I know it was made locally, which makes me smile. This town is more than just crops and beef now.

      “Feel better?” Kelly asks when she returns to my room, her hands loaded with bags.

      “Much.” I smile at her, definetly more Zen after the self-care regime.

      “Good. I got you something.” She holds up her arms. “Actually, I got you lots of things, but this is the one I mean.” She waves a smaller bag at me and I take it from her. Looking inside, I see a cell phone.

      “I think you’ve earned it,” Kelly says with a grin.

      While I had missed my phone a little, being without one has been kind of freeing. There is no temptation to endlessly scroll or read what the media is saying.

      She must see the trepidation going through mind. “Don’t worry—I had them set it up at the shop. There are no apps except your personal email, and you can’t download anything without my permission.”

      “So you’re giving me a kids phone?” I grin. I am grateful to not have to deal with the temptation. I could probably still scroll the internet, and that is bad enough.

      Kelly wags her finger at me. “It’s for emergencies only.”

      I mock salute her. “Yes, ma’am.”

      “Now that’s settled, let me show you what I got!” Kelly says with a cheeky rise of her eyebrows.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      “I hate these dinners.” I sigh as I wash my hands in the restroom.

      Kelly hands me some paper towels. “I know you do, but, like Brendon said, its great publicity. Plus, that steak really was good.”

      I check my appearance in the mirror. Kelly has organized an entire wardrobe for me now that I am staying longer and haven’t packed enough. She’s even had my favorite brand of cowgirl boots shipped in by courier. Kelly is the best assistant and friend I have ever had—she seems to be able to work miracles at a moment’s notice. Although she hadn’t been able to get me out of this week-long visit.
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