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Chapter One
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~Zach~

“Sir, it's not the norm. We don't downgrade our passengers.” The extremely pretty, well-groomed ground airline staff tell me.

The petite curvy brunette blatantly looks at me up and down; she’s unashamedly enjoying the view. I give her my megawatt smile.

“I understand that, but what do I need to make this happen?” I insist. Looking at her name tag, “Cherie,” I point my finger between the two of us, “We need to make this happen.”

It sounds melodramatic, but I add for good measure, “My future wife is in economy.” I step it up from my megawatt smile and flash her that money smile.

It’s all about the wrinkles around the eyes, the white teeth against my sun-kissed face, that guarantees to get me what I want. 

The smile that gets me what I want.

The smile I give when I know I’ve got the deal.

I peel back my dark Ray-Ban aviator to further add my persuasive, charming plea. I crooked my finger to gesture for her to lean in further. I do the same, resting my elbow on the desk as my piercing, crystalline blue eyes draw her into our little secret. She leans closer, and I give her a wink.

I sense her buckling as she blushes. 

And I’m a charmer.

“Well, the flight isn't full, Mr Harding, I'm sure we can make an exception. I'll speak with the crew staff on your behalf. My sister, Nora, is working today, and she normally looks after business and first-class passengers. Leave it with me, Sir.” She says breathlessly and smiles at me ever so sweetly.

Although I hate doing it, I’m desperate to be near her and get some info about their holiday plans so I can formulate a plan. It’s a long flight, there’s enough time to work it all out.

We could have done the automatic check-in, but I still prefer the personal touch. 

Plus, it's incredible what a famous and handsome face can get you, and at times like this, it’s worth the price I have to pay. 

“Cherie, what’s your email address?” I turn to my brother, Rae, as he takes down her email address.

As she tells Rae her details, I say with a wide grin, “Thank you, Cherie.”

“Have a good flight, gentlemen.”

“Thank you,” I reply, and in unison, Rae joins me; then I add under my breath, “I’m sure we will.”

Our time in London has been so great that I feel I could survive checking in like mere mortals rather than going through the exclusive check-in for first class. Out of sight, out of mind, as we usually do, but for some reason, I went against my usual rule of avoiding crowds.

I suppose the time of the flight and the day would make a difference. Plus, the shades and low-rise baseball cap will do that too.

If I can get a few minutes to look at her, let alone talk with her, it will be worth all the aggravation.

We walk away from the desk to allow the next passenger to check in, but there’s no one behind us. I place my land luggage, which is my old faithful leather satchel, over my shoulder with the bulk of the bag resting on my opposite hip. I let my eyes wander along the long queue of economy. There she is, halfway down, chatting merrily with her girlfriends. I place my cap low on my head and my aviator back on my face, covering my eyes before I’m noticed. I can suffer a cramped seat with Rae for a few hours.

For the moment, I’m lost in her and feel something I haven't felt in a long while. 

It's not something I do every day - chasing an unknown woman at an airport and having a burning need to talk to her. A pull I’ve never known before. Heat rises as I feel my cock expand in my jeans making me uncomfortable. 

Damn it! 

I frown; I must have felt this way before. How can I behave towards a total stranger, like some lovesick puppy? 

Her oval face is soft and warm, like a creamy mocha latte, with shapely, dark brows over her gorgeous hazel eyes. Her cute, straight nose is tilted slightly upwards at the end, and her glossy, luscious, full lips give an easy, friendly smile. She must be 5'7 ", slim, and toned. Her long brown hair with blonde highlights begs my hands to caress its softness, but it’s held in a secure clasp above her head with a few loose strands surrounding her pretty face. Her tight white V-neck t-shirt shapes her banging body and accentuates her larger-than-average breasts for a slender frame, which accentuates her waist to look even smaller. 

Hmmm, damn! I never thought I was a tits man!

Her warm hoodie is wrapped around her slim hips against her tight skinny jeans. A tan belt, heeled sandals and a bag finished her casual look. And boy doesn’t she look hot and fucking edible. My cock hardens further.

Thank fuck these jeans aren’t hugging my shape. I can get away with a hard cock.

I first noticed her when she bumped into an overlarge sixty-year-old, who seemed quite pleased to have such a sexy vixen bumping into him. She gave him an apologetic smile, then, as if it had been easily forgotten, she carried on talking with her girlfriends.

I turn back quickly to Rae before she realises that I’m watching her, or before one of her friends notices me staring, either way, it's not a good look. Or even worse making a damn fool of myself inside the terminal at London Heathrow Airport. 

It's the best way to remain elusive.

“You'll want to keep your seat, right?” I grin at Rae.

“Hell no. I'm coming with you, baby bro. I want to see where this leads to.” He grins broadly at me. I roll my eyes at him. I’m certain he wants to see me crash and burn. “Anyway, where are they?”

I grin at Rae and cast a speedy glance at the queue to see if they have moved. Thank goodness the airport wasn't too busy to get noticed, or people are in their little bubbles, too busy to be people-watching. But then, as usual, we always took the earlier or later flights to avoid the crowds. We should reach Vegas the same day, but in the evening. 

Placing my cap over my head, I turn my back to the crowd so Rae is in front of me and can face the queue.

“Ok, halfway in the queue, there are three cute, pretty little things excited about their holiday?” When Rae nods, I continue, “Well, the one in white tees.”

“Man, she's cute, but I want her other friend in the yellow.” A slow smile creeps on Rae's face. “Glad you have good taste, baby bro. I'm coming with you to economy. This I’ve got to see. I can be your wingman.” Rae smiles broadly, “Hell to that, you can be my wingman.”

I roll my eyes, and we both laugh. As I place an arm around him, we make our way to the Virgin Atlantic Upper-Class lounge. 

After greeting the attendant, we push the door into the lounge and find a couple of empty seats. Not taking care of our plush and bright and plush surroundings. 

“I'm going to miss London,” Rae says sadly, his lips downturned. “This time it was brilliant, more privacy than the last visit.” He pauses, “It was almost...normal.”

“Well, it has been five years since the last album and tour, four years since the last major film. Maybe the folks are forgetting about me and Carson.”

“You believe that?” Rae asked, knowing it was further from the truth. “Keep believing that, bro.”

“No, but I would like them to.” The media was still interested in me and our band, Carson, thankfully not as obsessively as it had been five years ago.

“The YouTube hits are staggering, Zach. Still increasing.”

One of the attendants is immediately by our table asking what we want to eat or drink. He leaves after taking our request. Sometimes I long for buffet-style service, but I suppose that, for the money paid for the flight, high-class table service is to be expected.

We didn't have any media interviews scheduled for this trip, as there was no need for them. I look at his brother nervously and then about myself, pushing my cap further down and covering my eyes. I didn't want to jinx things. It’s been so great securing funding for our projects. 

I add, “Hey, how is Angel coping with the surprise anniversary for Ma and Pa?”

“Tough going, but she sure does know how to organise, with a little help from Adrianne. Everything is in place. I've set aside a few more days for rehearsals. Angel has been practising with Kayson. Tom gave her a few nights away so she could go to San Fran with Kayson and practice without the fear of being caught.”

“You do know that Kayson hates you calling his city by that name.”

I take off my aviator and place it on the table. 

Rae chuckles, “Yeah. I know.”

Smirking, I shake my head as I remove the phone from my pocket and start checking emails and texts. Rae and I have been practising too. We’ve agreed to do about seven songs, including a cover of one of our parents’ favourite artists, the late Luther Vandross. With talking between the songs, it should last no longer than a forty-five-minute set. 

We’re lucky that Abbey Studios had a couple of free days while we were in London; it was two days well spent. Maks didn’t disappoint!

“So we just need to see how ready we all are for next week.”

“Yeah, dates in the diary already with a few contingency days penned in as well.”

“Cool,” I say absently as I go through my schedule for the next few days and all the emails that have been waiting for me. The numbers have increased since arriving at the airport. There’s a new email from Maks Linden. It wasn’t there earlier. Finally! 

I open the email instantly.

––––––––
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To: Zach Harding

From: Maks Linden

Re: Reason

Check out the attached. I can see you playing this. So get your finger out of your arse and do this bloody album. 

You’re great at playing the movie and music exec, but you must have enough songs for three by now. 

Safe flight, mate.

Maks.

P.S. It’s time!

​

I grin. This is so like Maks – direct and to the point. Add cheeky as fuck to that; I wouldn’t have him any other way, and for a Brit/Dane living and working in LA he hasn’t lost that dry sarcastic humour most Brits and Danes are known for. 

But he’s one to talk. He’s been out of the limelight for about two years. He’s a hell of a talent - a producer/songwriter and musician. Exceptionally skilled at all. He has the kind of level that challenges me. Brings out the best in my music.

A genius.

I love how he does his business. His music has grown organically over the years, and he was signed at seventeen with great success in Denmark and Sweden. YouTube sensation with five studio albums under his belt and a massive following in the Far East. He’s not rushing to crack the UK and America. Content to have time to write and produce great music for artists who are looking for a new and unique sound, and yet always setting trends.

He has a knack for bringing out the best in the artists he works with.

As I scroll down the lyrics, our attendant brings our food. I raise my head from the screen to briefly thank him. 

I take a bite of my club sandwich, and in between bites, I hum the song in my head, but I can’t see how the hook works. As I search for my headphones, I beam; he has come through.

That song has been bugging the hell out of me for the past few weeks. Can’t seem to move it along, and Rae wasn’t much help with it, even though he’s my go-to guy when it comes to collaborations. Forget Angel and Kayson, as they work better together. All I had was one verse, a key change bridge and a rift that wouldn’t leave me alone – like most of my songs.

I need to check the rest of them before we board. “So, how is she managing to keep the secret from them?”

“Told them the anniversary party has been booked. Gave them some duff name. Mr and Mrs Gindrah.” He chuckles.

I look up quickly at Rae. Frowning for a moment, it then hit him. “Geez. And they haven't caught on?”

“Nope.” 

We laugh at our sister's blatant lie. 

I quickly glance at Rae and chuckle with him, who’s now slouched further down the chair, his head back against the headrest with his buds in his ears. His legs stretched out in front of him, still chuckling to himself. He looks content, fed and relaxed.

Angel had given our family name spelt backwards. Simple. But it is too apparent. Our parents aren’t stupid.

I suppose I have trust in the process.

I finally find my buds and place them in my ears. For a few minutes, I’m lost in the acoustic version of Reason and Maks’ dulcet tones playing in my head. I raise a brow when he hits that bitching falsetto.

Fucking show off!

Not only has he finished it, but he’s also added more instruments than I sent to him. The intro is so my kind of thing – hits you with a punch right in the gut! I can see it with electric instruments. 

Boom!

He’s one talented producer and singer-songwriter who has an audience for his material, yet he’s content to co-produce and write. He’s one of the most sought-after music producers and one of the best in the business. He’s one of the most successful Danish musicians, but he’s recently been hiding away from the world since a tragic accident. I think he likes the anonymity that his life gives him. Sometimes I’m envious that he can disappear in the crowd. For me, no matter how hard I try, I can’t shake off being recognised, even after five years.

With Reason, I like what he’s done with it, but we still have some work to do on it. I reply to his email as he comes to the tail end of the song.

––––––––
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To: Maks Linden

From: Zach Harding

Re: Reason

Love it. ☺ Let’s thrash it out when you’re up for rehearsals. I love what you’ve done; you know how I love stripping the music down to its bones. The instant reaction is to keep the intro, drums/percussions, and tweak the lyrics, but I’ll bet you have an electric version of this already in your head...as do I.

You can do the falsetto!

Zach.

P.S. When are you going to get your shit together and start your next album? It’s time!

––––––––
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I’m tempted to tease him about the drums, but I let it go. Between him and Angel, I can’t work out who I prefer the most. And the fucker is as talented as my family. I pull up another email that I’ve been waiting for, and as I read it, I sit up to attention. 

Rae takes out his buds, turning his head to face me. “Anything for me to worry about in there?” 

“Yeah, lots. Go and read your fucking emails,” I smirk at him. But I can’t contain myself as it's fucking great news! 

“We have the go-ahead from the studios for three films and the new TV pilot; finalised confirmed backing for five, two openings in August and two in October. Emails sent to you, if you weren't copied in. Music-wise, Orange County's new album is number one in thirty countries, including the US.”

Rae sits up straight, gaping at me with raised eyebrows. “Shit Sherlock. Orange County is finally paying off. London Film Festival, we're in the mix?”

I look at Rae with an even broader grin on my face. I slowly stand up, and so does Rae. I shake my head, looking dazed. I continue, “More than that. We're opening and closing.”

“Holy fuck Zach,” Rae whispers then mouths. “Holy fuck!” 

I grin, then continue. “Avery is going to be a busy boy,” then realise and groan. “Man, I suppose I have to take some of the load.”

Rae grabs me and draws me into a hard hug, patting each other hard on the back. “Yeah, you know you do, but I'll take some from you. Thank god Scott will be at the house next week.”

“This deserves champagne, Zach,” Rae adds.

We walk to the complimentary bar.

Two glasses later, our attendant comes to find us to board. We’re greeted at the entrance and find our seats very quickly, obviously next to each other. A few moments later, the flight attendant crouches beside me. She looks very similar to Cherie. This must be the sister, Nora. The Upper Class is fairly empty too, with more than a few spare seats. 

“Mr Harding, just to let you know it’s all taken care of. It's not a full flight.” She smiles sweetly at me. “Now, can I get you anything to drink?” 

“A glass of water, please.” I smile that money smile of mine. “Can you find out where a party of three girls are sitting? One is a brunette wearing jeans and a white T-shirt, and the other is wearing a yellow T-shirt and a skirt. My brother likes the one in yellow.”

“And your future wife, Mr Harding?” she whispers, looking briefly around her.

Grinning at her, “She's in a white tee with jeans, ma'am.”

“We've done one better, Mr Harding. We've upgraded the girls.”

I sit there for a second and gaze at her. I wasn’t expecting that. It's not often I’m rendered speechless.

“Anything I can do for you and Cherie?” I feel indebted. 

Nora declines and insists it’s all part of the service, but after being tirelessly persuaded, she finally caves in.

Well, if this is good service, I’ll fly with them again.

“Something small, sir. Something that the bosses won’t say is a bribe.” Her eyes twinkle when she adds cheekily, “Something like tickets to one of your new films launching in a few months. Cherie and I like both of them. Oh, whichever is premiering in London?”

With what Cherie and Nora have done, tickets to a premiere are nothing at all. Now I feel even more indebted.

“They both are and consider it done.” I take her arms and give her a quick hug. “Thank you.”

Rae laughs.
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Chapter Two
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~Zach~

There is a meeting invitation from Rae, along with our business partner, Scott Avery. I fire off a quick email to my assistant, Robbie, and copy in Rae to organise six tickets for the family animation Speedy and four tickets for the action thriller Death Strike, starring Scott’s brother, Jared Avery, and Channing Tatum, for the London Premiere.

I look up a few minutes later, and I'm happy to see the chirpy girlie laughter and whispered wows from the three women as they enter first class. They all pause for a moment and look at themselves consciously. The three faces are full of surprise and awe, feeling that they're in the wrong place. 

Yellow T-shirt is indeed a stunner—very much Rae's type. Now that I think of it, she's a Jared type too. Leggy, tall, slim with olive skin, short pixie golden soft wavy curls, and an abundance of a golden halo surrounding her beautiful oval face. Hazel eyes, closer to green, with caramel starbursts, straight nose with full, luscious, red lips. All of her was well proportioned in her yellow tee and black and green floral skirt. Same five-nine in height and shape as Angel, with the exception that Angel had long, golden blonde, wavy hair and the same intense, crystalline azure blue that is very much a family trait. Their other friend was more into Angel colouring, with shoulder-length, wavy blonde hair, but had the palest blue eyes, the bluest sky blue eyes on a warm summer’s day.

I turn to Rae, who’s gaping.

“Rae. Mouth. Close.” Still stares, closes his mouth, and quickly looks at me, then starts to gape again. For a grown man of thirty-eight, that man is completely lost.

“Man, she is just so pretty.” He flushes, turns to me consciously, and quickly looks away, embarrassed, his face slightly flushed under his tanned skin.

Said the moth to the flame. 

I want to chuckle. Good Lord, he's got it bad. I try to remember the last time I’ve seen him like this – completely smitten by someone. I think it’s not since college when he was chasing Amy Withers. My brother is a grown man of thirty-eight, not a lovesick teenager, drooling over a pretty face. 

Good to see I’m not alone in that department. Rae has it bad. 

I finally let out a chuckle and muttered, “You need to get laid, bro.”

“Uh-huh,”

Nora comes to their rescue and introduces herself to the women, and then shows them to their seats. One of the friends mutters as they make their way to their seats. “Oh my God.” Yellow T-shirt gasps. “So this is how the other half lives.”

Even with the amount of space onboard, Nora made sure that the two women that we were interested in had seats nearest to us, with their friends a few seats up.

She is good.

As Nora returns to her galley, she winks at me. I give her a half smile, and turn to Rae, who’s blatantly listening to their mutterings; For some reason, I lower my cap further over my face, yet surreptitiously I’m gawking at them.

Being this close to them, she’s even more beautiful than at a distance. Her eyes are even more stunning close-up. They’re sultry and gorgeous in brown green and caramel gold. She tucked the loose strands behind her ears and let out a long breath. Those full lush lips would look mighty fine wrapped around my cock.

I gasp and lick my lips. Where did that come from? I shift in my seat, getting a little uncomfortable. Even though she’d look good going that way.

I turn my attention to Yellow Tees when she says softly, “I seriously can't believe we've been upgraded. Oh. My. God! This is just sick.”

Great, her name is Maddie. Got name. Check. I grin to myself. Probably short for Madison. Next on the list is her number.

Maddie replies, “Holy fuck, when did we get this lucky Reggie?”

“Thank you, whoever they are,” Mutters her other friend. “Great start to the holiday, ladies.” She beams, but it doesn’t reach her eyes. “And we deserve this.”

“It can only get better. Right?” All three ladies nodded with grins on their faces.

A half smile and a shrug follow, accompanied by a tight bear hug between Reggie and Maddie. Interesting, and I glance back at Rae and then back at the ladies.

Then Nora approaches the women and acknowledges them, “Madison, Reggie, Emma. We have been cleared for takeoff, and they must take their seats.

They smile warmly at Nora and follow her to their seats.

“Thanks, baby girl, but no talk about that dick, Derrick and losing your job,” Reggie mutters.

“Ok, as soon as the flight crew comes with drinks, I'm sure we can kick start this holiday with something stronger.”

They sit down in their seats and buckle themselves in. I’m so transfixed by watching them that I didn't notice Cherie's sister crouching next to me.

“Mr Harding, your seat belt please.” She smiles at me knowingly. 

Yep, I got caught staring. 

“Sorry,” I mutter, bemused.

I thought it was done. I hastily buckle myself in for an intriguing ten-hour flight. I grab Nora's arms before she can carry on with her duties, “I think Champagne for the ladies are in order when you're ready to serve,” Giving her a side half grin.

“You do realise that it’s complimentary, sir.”

I nod at her whispering, “Yes, I know that. But they don’t. Let’s start as we mean to go on.”

She gives me a sweet smile and starts checking on the rest of her charges.

We’ve been flying for more than an hour. Maddison and Reggie have been talking through it in hushed, soft tones. I’ve been able to hear most of their conversations. It's incredible how much info you can pick up from small snippets when you pay attention. Occasionally, I look at Rae, who’s doing the same, and he smiles at me as neither of us wants to miss what they have to say.

Nora, my newest and best flight attendant, is ensuring their glasses are always filled soon after we reach our cruising altitude. 

Nora and Cherie both have gone beyond customer service for Rae and me. I'll forever be indebted to them.

I absently start humming to myself as I look at Madison through hooded eyes. Repeating the same melody over and over, occasionally adding more notes to it or changing it up if it wasn't working. Occasionally, I catch Rae looking at them. 

I sigh. Oh boy, we both have it bad.

Their other blonde friend, who had taken a row in front of her friends, starts joining in the conversation, catching up on how it’s fantastic that they’ve been upgraded.

“So. Em, how is business?” Maddie asks.

“We agreed with no talk about work.” Her blonde friend turns and frowns.

“Come on Em, give us something to work on or will think even worse of the wanker,” Reggie demands softly. 

Em shakes her head trying to evade any conversations about her relationship with this douchebag.

“No, you and Reggie agreed to save my blushes and embarrassment of being unemployed. But I want to talk about you, Em. You missed our last meet-up.” Maddie smiles sweetly at her friend. “I want to know what has been happening in Emma Ville.”

“Oh, shit Maddie. If you put it like that...I’m sorry. Ok,” a sad smile comes to her face, giving up any pretence that all is not well. 

“I'm so grateful for this holiday. I so need it. I needed to spend time with both of you. I miss our chatter. Work is just killing me. I don't have a life anymore, and I can't keep at this pace that my boss has set.” Emma rolled her eyes. “I hate him, and he's such a tosser.” Her lips tremble. “The more I give, the more he wants. I need to change things in my work life.”

Exchanging looks between Reggie and Maddie, they stand and hug Emma as best as they can. They catch up in hushed voices for another half hour, then Emma goes back to her seat while Reggie goes toward the bar.

“Zach, maybe you should put it down because you're not going to let that go, are you?” 

I glance at Rae with a puzzled look. 

“You've been humming the same melody for the last half hour or so. It sounds good.” He pauses and adds, “Really good. Here, I've added a few ideas already to it. Hear listen.”

Rae thrusts his iPhone over and places the earbuds in my ears. 

The basic guitar melody is there with a few additions and extensions from Rae. I change a few notes here and there, but I love what he has done. I add to it, extending the song further. I wasn't sure if my repetitive riff was the chorus or a verse; either way, it sounded good to the point where it felt right. I add a basic drum beat, followed by the base with some keyboards, adding colour, flavour and texture to the song as the chorus and verse come along nicely. 

It's been a long while since his creative juices flowed that quickly and that easily. And sometimes the best songs are those that fall from the sky onto your lap. 

The song is almost done. 

I softly hum and scat the melody across the verse and chorus.

I give it a title, then move the notes page and start typing the lyrics for the chorus and verse, playing with words and sentences, and deleting where appropriate to fit the song. I play the song again and read the lyrics to ensure they fit with the melody I’ve set. Or add the melody notes if not. All I need is a bridge and a second verse.

I turn to Madison, who’s watching a romcom, while the new song plays in my ears over and over. I smile.

Yeah, it fits.

I turn to Rae, surprised that he’s not resting beside me but is instead sitting at the bar further up the plane with Reggie, chatting. 

When did that happen? I know I get lost when writing. 

I shrug my shoulders, knowing that when I’m so into my head, I forget everything around me. Rae has always been less cautious than me, but then Rae didn't have that constant pressure. But my brother would brush it off like a duck to water. Hardly anything fazes him. He made sure, after Carson, that he took a long break and got out the right way. For me, things got crazier. 

As Carson, we did all that we could achieve in more than one lifetime. The ride was good, but the pressure of being in the limelight was getting to me. Rae has always been my rock, always looking out for me, for all of us.

Just then, Nora comes by and says softly, “Mr Harding, are you ready for some food now?”

I smile sweetly at her and nod. She must have seen me working and left me alone. Suddenly realise that I’m hungry. 

She brings me a tray of five-star food, and after I’ve eaten, I feel very comfortable in my seat with my head facing her. I feel my lids lowering over my eyes. 

Luscious images of Madison quickly engulf me. I can smell her, taste her, and touch her as she smiles at me so sweetly. She’s so close to me, moving so wantonly against me. Sweet Jesus! How she turns me on. I need a taste.

Hmmm, a soft moan escapes my lips and wakes me from my reverie. I shift in my seat as my jeans strain against the material – I’m hard for her like no other. 

Such reveries need to stop! My breathing is shallow and look about inconspicuously.

Damn it!

I look up at the bar and see that Rae isn’t there, turn to my side, and there he is playing on my phone.

“Good, you're awake,” he says, smiling at me. He hands it back to me with the headphones. As I took it, Rae continued. “You Got It?”

I nod and grin. “Yeah. It fitted. “

“Add On at the end of it. I think that works better. “

“Yeah. “You Got It On”. Hmmm, let me listen.” I smile at Rae. A few minutes later, I stated. “Ok, that works, but didn’t JT do a song called that?” 

“Yeah, he did, but even though that was many years ago, this sounds nothing like it. Also, so did some other people. So what?” He shrugs, and as I chuckle, Rae joins in softly. “This is rock, not R&B.”

Good point, as our song is very different in genre and style.

“We could make it R&B,” I suggest.

Rae shrugs nonchalantly with a smirk, “Either way. It’s awesome.”

I listen again to what Rae has done with the song, forgetting everything around me as I immerse myself in the song. He has added the second verse, and I have changed a few words here and there. The bridge is just perfect, no changes are needed. He has rearranged the structure of the song, moving away from the traditional verse-chorus-verse-chorus-bridge-finish format. 

This new structure extended the song by a further two minutes, making it longer than the usual three-minute pop music track. But then we’ve never stuck to what’s normal, and over the years it’s been in good stead. It’s always where the song takes us. 

We can always bring the count down.

He added some strings to the song. This is going to be an awesome song when we take this demo into the studio. He couldn't wait to hear the vocals on the track either.

I look up at Rae, who is still next to me, but the only difference is that Reggie is sitting next to him. He’s listening to her intently, hanging on to her every word. He looks so smitten.

It's been a while since I’ve seen my brother looking this happy and relaxed. 

It has taken this hot chick to do it. I smile and return to the music, muttering another ad-lib bridge to the song. Once I’m done, I pass my phone back to Rae. He takes it without looking back at me. His eyes are still fixed on Reggie.

I roll my eyes and snicker behind my hand.

When Reggie finishes her story, I can’t contain myself and chuckle out loud. Reggie gives me a swift glance, and I shrug at her frown. When I excuse myself and place the earbuds in my ears, Reggie stands to go back to her seat. But not before Rae quickly grabs her small wrist to stop her. 

I notice his slow stroke against her wrist, and for a second, she’s embarrassed and almost uncertain; she bites her lower lip. 

After a moment, he lets her go. Just before she sits back down, she turns to me and smiles sweetly. I watch her sweet face change from a polite smile to her utmost surprise at recognising me. A flush rushes to her olive skin.

I give her a brief wave before she turns back to Rae. I wait patiently for the outcome. This should be interesting. 

Rae shifts in his seat as I wait for the recognition. I give her the once over, and at close up, she’s more beautiful than at first glance at the Heathrow airport terminal. My eyes didn’t do her any justice whatsoever.

“Colour me happy! Oh. My. God. It's fucking...” She squeals. 

She stops short when I subtly shake my head. She looks about her, embarrassed, grasping her hand over her mouth. She sits down quickly, only to rise again to take a look at me. She sits back down and glares patiently at Rae as an array of emotions plays across her beautiful face.

She’s very expressive as her mind is working overtime to make the connection between Rae and me.

I can feel her eyes on me, still unsure of what to say or do. I’m in a great mood and want to have some fun with my brother and his new woman. I keep my eyes on her until she looks at me again. She quickly turns away, blushing bright beetroot, and I chuckle softly. 

That should stop her from looking at me so overtly. Even though I do like eyes on me. Well, for a short while at least. It’s not the staring I hate, it’s the uncertainty of what they’re going to do next that unnerves me. So I hide. 

But with Reggie, I can relax immediately. I think it’s the most fun I’ve had in a while.

“Zach, leave her alone. Don't think I can't see what you're doing.” Rae says sternly, but I can hear the humour in his voice.

“It's just too easy,” I reply, still grinning. I look at Reggie as she sinks further into her seat, trying to hide her face in her hands. She’s super embarrassed, but I can’t help myself and let out a deep, loud laugh.

I turn to Rae as he takes out his earbuds and looked at me intensely, “This is fucking awesome. I got goosebumps just listening to it.”

“Tell me about it. Can't wait to mess around with it in the studio, but I don't think it needs too many changes. It would be great to hear it live.”

From the corner of my eye, I see Reggie looking through her fingers at Rae and me.

My brother doesn’t help when he says with a smirk, “Can you fucking believe it, Reggie thought I looked like you...that I was an awful Jae Harding look-alike model.” Rae chuckles, “Man, when did it come to that?” 

A loud laugh escapes me as I genuinely laugh, and I’m so at ease in her company. No matter how hard she tries to hide, there’s no getting away from it as I laugh with Rae. 

I like her already. And in the short time she’s been with Rae, he’s completely at ease, which makes her great for Rae.

I like her confidence that she’s willing to walk back to us looking completely embarrassed.

“I said I was sorry,” She mumbles quietly.

Rae smacks my arm as my laughter gets a little too loud that a few faces turn to look at me.

“This is gold,” I mutter in between breaths and laughter.

Once I calm down, Rae introduces her. “Reggie, the quicker you get over his fame status, the better it will be. Meet my baby brother Zach.” 

Trust him to add that baby brother shit. Fucker.

He turns to me. “Meet Reggie. And be more than nice or I'll tell her some of your diva shit or baby stories,” he teases. He adds raising his brows, “Even the shit that isn’t in the press either.”

I stand up grinning. I stretch out my hand to her; she takes it with her eyes downcast, but then turns it and leans over to kiss the top of her hand.

“Double threat, Rae. Wow,” I then turn to Reggie. “It's wonderful to meet you finally.”

She blushes sweetly and mutters, “Wonderful to meet you too.”

Rae grins at her, “Reggie, how about you introduce your friends and see how quiet he becomes? That is one sure way to shut him up for a while.” He winks at her, smirking. “We can start with Madison.”

I scowl at my brother. 

The little shit!
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Chapter Three
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~Zach~

He’s right. I haven’t worked out how to approach her and trust him to add that crap. 

Shit!

I’m not as forward or relaxed with people as Rae is.

I’ve never had that luxury.

I like to observe first, but when people react like super fans, it unnerves me. It sometimes appears as if it is quiet and distant, but it boils down to my being shy and nervous around people I don’t know well. 

Crowds generally make me anxious, and people I am unsure of make me jumpy. After a few bad experiences with fans, I like to keep that to a minimum. It made me retreat into myself far more than I usually do. It has taken me years to stop feeling anxious or having panic attacks around crowds. 

And I don’t feel that from these wonderful ladies. 

I just want any conversation to be normal around her. The uncertainty of her reaction is annoying, and I’m so desperate to talk with her.

I get out of my head and say, “Reggie, it's so great to meet you. I'm sure I'll be seeing a lot more of you.” I sit down and add, “I'll leave you two alone.”

I take out my phone and pretend to look occupied when I’m more aware of Rae and Reggie gazing at me expectantly. 

My ears perk up when Reggie calls Madison over. I force myself not to look up; my heart starts pounding into overdrive. I give Rae a panicked glance before I move my hand to lower my cap, but I realise it’s not there. I run my fingers through my hair with agitation.

“Maddie, come and meet Rae.” She gives Rae a small side grin.

Oh shit! There’s nowhere to hide. I’m not ready for this. My quickening heart’s trying to bust out of my chest.

I take shallow breaths as I try to calm the fuck down but my heart keeps beating so fast that it wants to escape my chest.

I need to leave.

“Ok, give me a moment,” I hear her sweet, dulcet tones say. It’s music to my ears. I have to get away fast. I take deep breaths before panic starts to settle. I realise it's nerves more than panic.

God, even her voice sounds sexy. She eases herself out of her seat, and just as she turns to face her friend, I quickly excuse myself and get up from my seat and walk in the opposite direction from her. I give Rae a direct glance, and with pursed lips, Rae stares back at me with raised eyebrows, looking worried. I shake my head briefly. 

I need to leave. Now. And calm the fuck down. I just need a moment to gather myself and accept that I’m going to meet her finally. Take a moment to breathe.

I make the short walk to Nora's workstation, where she stands placing drinks on trays.

She smiles prettily at me and asks, “Would you like a drink, Mr Harding?”

I’m in no mood for alcohol; I need my wits about me. “Something soft and non-fizzy, please.”

“How about Apple juice?” She suggests.

Surreptitiously, I glance over my shoulder. Madison is laughing at something Rae has said.

I suggest an alternative, “Cranberry would be great, thank you.”

I watch her open up the carton of cranberry juice and pour the red liquid into a tall glass. Nora hands me my drink, moves slightly and looks down at the plane where I’m looking. I’m sure she knows that I fled the scene. I follow her eyes, and Madison is standing by my berth and seat.

“And why aren't you talking with your future wife?” She asks conversationally.

I turn sharply back at her and frown. I’m sure my face says it all. No doubt there’s apprehension in my eyes. 

“Ah, nerves huh?”

She doesn’t miss much.

“Yes Ma'am,” I reply bashfully. “I don’t want to mess up.”

She looks at me like I’m crazy. She smiles at me, “Maybe you need something stronger than cranberry juice.” 

“No Ma'am. I need to enjoy and be in the moment, but you're right.” I let out a slow breath. “I should be over there talking with her,” I give her a half smile.

“Then get to it, sir,” she smirks at me.

I don’t care if it’s against some code of flight regulation, but I lean forward and peck her softly on her cheeks. “Yes Ma'am, and thank you.”

Instead of turning around, I follow Nora to take me down the aisle toward where Rae and Reggie are sitting. I walk slowly with my eyes directly on Madison. She’s listening to something Reggie is saying. I take deep and slow breaths to slow down my erratic heartbeat before I hyperventilate.

This woman already has me on edge.

It’s more nerve-wracking than the few minutes before going on stage or attending film premiers.

As I reach Rae, my eyes are still on Madison. She turns swiftly to face me, and her beautiful mouth opens into an o. I imagine her lush and full lips wrapped around my cock. 

Fucking. Delicious. 

I want to just jump over Rae and kiss her.

Whoa! Down boy. 

We've been there already. I rest my hand softly on Rae's shoulder.

“Oh. My. God. Jae Harding!” She squeals and then gapes at me. 

I can feel a slight flush on my cheeks. Damn it. Please don't let her be a crazy fan.

“That's so not cool, Maddie.” Reggie chastises her with a teasing grin.

She then looks quickly at me and Rae apoplectically for her friend's behaviour.

“I know, but come on, Reggie. Jae Harding, on the same plane as us.” She reaches out to touch Reggie's hand and breathlessly mutters, “Touching distance from us. Do you remember when you used to drag me to their concerts?”

Aghast, Reggie starts to shake her head, “That was you, girlfriend.” 

They’re both giggling and in a split second, each looking at the other with disbelief.

“It's not often a girl gets to meet two band members of Carson and Jae Harding, the movie star, up close and personal.” Reggie shakes her head and turns to Rae, “Do you get this all the time?”

“All the time. Didn't you see the one earlier?” Rae teases, and Reggie blushes a soft shade of pink, placing a hand over her mouth. 

It’s quite an endearing look.

I chuckle with Rae, and I start to relax a little.

“I'm so over that now,” Reggie mutters in her hand. 

Rae and I grin.

“Although from you it's adorable to watch, but I hope that you are.” He leans forward and kisses her lips softly.

I look at Madison, who’s gazing at Rae and Reggie with such fondness. Her face is soft. 

Damn,  my brother is so fast.

My palms are so sweaty that I have to run them down my jeans. Being this close, all I can do is glare at her. Why was she looking about her? 

Oh, God! What an arse. I’m staring. Say something moron...anything. God, I’m so hopeless at this.

I look at my brother for help, who has stopped kissing Reggie, and let out a soft cough.

“Maddie, meet my baby brother Zach.”

I want to roll my eyes at Rae, but I know he gets a kick out of calling me his baby brother.

She raises her palm saying, “Hey.” She then lowers her eyes.

I reply with a smile, “Ho.”

My heart melts when she raises her eyes and beams back at me in recognition of the song. 

She frowns and asks sweetly, “So, why Zach and not Jae?”

“Family thing,” I say too quickly. 

Argh! Speedy Gonzalez is in town. I take a deep breath. Talk about making a hash of things. Normally, I’m way cooler and a smooth talker. And I’ve done enough talk shows to know how to be charming. 

“Oh.”

Great start, where do you go with that? I curse myself.

“Two reasons, really, Maddie.” Rae intervenes. “Apart from the family calling him Zach, it's also due to the Screen Actors Guild and British Actors' Equity Association he couldn't use Zach Harding or Zachary Harding because these actors already existed with the Guild and Equity. It's part of their rules that no actors can have the same spelling name.”

“Oh. I suppose that makes sense. There's only one Cary Grant and Tom Cruise.”

“Exactly,” Rae confirms. “So what are you beautiful ladies doing in Vegas? Apart from the obvious.”

“It’s not like that,” Reggie says. “Maddie and I are spending a month around California. But before we hit Cali, the first stop is Vegas, Baby. We want to see LA and Frisco. Emma is with us only for one week, but I think that may change.”

“So you want to see some of the California life? Why a month?” I ask as my nerves settle.

“Well, for me,” Madison starts. “I've recently become an unemployed marketing executive through redundancies at work. It will give me a few weeks to find my options. I mean, who knows,” she shrugs. “And Reggie is self-employed. She runs a beauty blog and can work anywhere; she has quite a large followers. She could pay me to market it better.”
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