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Ben Anderson and Rebecca Black married at an exclusive resort in Mexico, overlooking the ocean. The setting was perfect with sandy beaches, palm trees, and balmy weather.

Over the past year, Rebecca worked hard with the help of a wedding planner, to bring her perfect day to life. No expense was spared, right down to Ben insisting her family use Heart & Soul’s private plane to get them to their destination. The week leading up to the wedding at the resort was full of fancy dinners, spa days, and last-minute touches to their dream wedding.

Being in the entertainment industry and managing Heart & Soul from the very beginning, Ben’s connections in Hollywood were strong, and they were many. His connections quickly became Rebecca’s connections when she took over managing two of Hollywood’s most sought-after actresses, Alexandra Heart, and Mona Davis.

While she planned the wedding, Rebecca immersed herself in her new role. She’d secured several interviews and endorsement deals for both women and had pitched the possibility of a talk show with them as co-hosts, to major networks. The interest was abundant, and there was no doubt Alex and Mona would soon be entertaining families again on a regular basis.

To see a celebrity at the resort in Mexico wasn’t unusual. To see the members of Heart & Soul along with Alexandra Heart and Mona Davis, caused quite a stir the entire week. Security had been arranged to protect the celebrities. Guests of the hotel and patrons of the restaurants got the occasional glimpse of Hollywood’s elite, but the focus was kept on the wedding, and it was pulled off seamlessly.  

Rebcca’s sisters, Melissa and Jenny, stood up for her, as well as Alex and Mona. Ben’s wedding party consisted of Slater Heart, Chris James, Mark, formerly known as Haze, and Ben’s father, Kenneth Anderson.

Rebecca stood in front of the mirror, a vision in her white strapless gown. The bodice hugged her frame. A constellation of shimmering beads trailed down the length of the dress. The skirt was a voluminous cloud of tulle, sparkling like a waterfall of diamonds with every subtle shift she made.

Melissa and Jenny fussed over Rebecca’s makeup, while Charlene, Rebecca’s mother, helped her with her veil. Alex and Mona were setting out their bouquets making sure all of Rebecca’s requested details were just right.

For her bridesmaids, Rebecca had chosen flowing marine blue gowns that were a lovely contrast to the white of Rebecca’s dress. Each dress featured an elegant V-neckline that flattered all of their figures.

Alex turned from the table that held the flowers. She had to blink to get the tears out of her eyes. “Oh, Rebecca,” she whispered. “You look beautiful.”

Mona slipped her arm through Alex’s and admired the bride. “Stunning.”

Alex clasped her hands under her chin. “I can’t wait for Ben to see you.”

Rebecca’s smile rivaled the sparkle of her gown. “I can’t wait to see him.”

Charlene finished attaching Rebecca’s veil. “There you go, sweetheart. You’re all set.” She stood back to look over her daughter and couldn’t stop the tears from appearing, even if she tried. “You’re absolutely gorgeous.”

A quiet rap on the door announced the arrival of Rebecca’s father, Matthew. He took one look at his eldest child and nearly melted into a puddle of tears. “Well, look at you,” he said softly.

“Daddy,” Rebecca whispered. Her chin trembled when she spoke and she dabbed at her eyes. “Don’t you make me mess up my makeup.”

Matthew leaned forward and kissed her cheek. “It’s time. Are you ready?”

Rebecca gripped his hand, then Charlene’s hand. “I’m so ready.”

“Ok,” Mona interrupted and clapped her hands. “Let’s get out here before I embarrass myself and start blubbering like a fool.”

Rebecca let her parents lead her out of the room as the first notes of the processional music could be heard.

The wedding guests hushed as the music swelled. A moment later, Ben took his place at the altar that overlooked the ocean. His groomsmen stood beside him in slate grey tuxedos, their white shirts unbuttoned at the top. The marine blue of their pocket squares was a subtle thread connecting them to the women, a hint of color against the elegant grey. He could feel their support without needing to look. He knew, without a doubt, what was coming next. Ben took a deep breath and anxiously awaited his bride.

On the sandy aisle overlooking the turquoise water, the bridesmaids appeared. Melissa, Jenny, Alex, and Mona floated in a line, their flowing gowns catching the light breeze. Then Rebecca made her entrance.

Ben’s breath caught in his throat to see the woman he loved so dearly, approaching him to say vows that would bind them together forever.

Rebecca walked down the aisle on Matthew’s arm. Occasionally she glanced at and smiled at guests and family, but her eyes were mostly on Ben. She held a bouquet with vibrant freckled blooms of Stargazer lilies, mixed with flawless white roses, bound together with a satin blue ribbon. The bouquet held special significance with lilies being her favorite flower and white roses being the first flowers Ben had ever given her.

The ceremony was a whirlwind of heartfelt words and shared tears. Vows were exchanged against the rhythmic sound of waves.

“Rebecca Louise,” Ben began. “Our proposal didn’t quite go as planned. You even made me ask you twice and I still didn’t get it right.” He chuckled as Rebecca giggled and their guests laughed. “I had so much I wanted to say to you to make it perfect, but as we both know, it wasn’t the seamless, romantic moment I wanted it to be. It was loud, chaotic, and a bit confusing. Kind of like our careers. What I wanted to tell you that day was not only how much I love you, but what an incredible person you are. You are strong, you are smart, you’re fiercely independent. You are resilient.” He paused for a moment to collect himself as he started to choke up. “You make me laugh, you make me proud. But most of all, you make me happy. I know one day our lives will slow down, and when that happens, I look forward to sitting on our front porch, both of us in rocking chairs, remembering our journey. It’s been a wonderful journey so far, and I know it’s only going to get better.” He held onto her hands and smiled into her eyes. “I want a lifetime of quiet moments and loud adventures with you. I want all the stuff, the ups and the downs, and the peaceful front porch. Forever.” 

“Benny,” Rebecca whispered. “I was so terrified to fall in love with you.” She sniffled as her eyes filled with tears. “When I finally realized that I could no longer fight it, you were still there, waiting... not so patiently...” Her smile was brilliant as Ben grinned and once more, their guests laughed. “But you did wait for me. And when I took that leap of faith, you were there to catch me. You have changed my life in so many beautiful ways. You've not only taught me to trust and love again, but you’ve also shown me how to believe in myself in ways I never thought possible. Your patience and understanding for me when I was going through the hardest moment in my life is what drives me to show you how much I love you, every day. You are sweet to me and my family. You are kind and patient. You let me ramble when I’m overwhelmed.” She gripped his hands and smiled into his eyes. “I also look forward to all the stuff with you. Forever.” 

When Ben finally kissed his bride, the cheers from their family and friends rivaled any applause they’d ever heard in a concert hall or on a red carpet.

The reception that followed was a joyous and lavish affair. It was a celebration unlike any other, with rock stars and Hollywood elite dancing side-by-side with Rebecca's family. It was a perfect beginning to the rest of their lives, a love story that had, at long last, found its forever.

Once the wedding festivities were behind them, the newlywed couple was off to Santorini to honeymoon in Greece. 

––––––––
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Rebecca stood on their balcony at the Athina Suites. Perched on the cliffs of the Caldera with breathtaking views of the Aegean Sea, the boutique hotel was nothing short of magical. She didn’t think anything could be more beautiful than Mexico, but the moment they arrived in Santorini she was in love with the natural beauty of Greece. Their room was romantic, with a heated jacuzzi on their private balcony, and a luxurious king-sized bed they’d nestled into every night since they arrived. 

She vaguely heard a knock on the door and Ben’s voice as he greeted room service with their breakfast. Her eyes were closed, her face was raised toward the sun. She was lost in the warmth on her cheeks and the sounds of the sea.

Ben closed the door behind the server and turned to see Rebecca on their balcony, lost in the moment. From the very first moment he’d met her, he was astounded by her beauty and didn’t think it was possible for her to be more beautiful. To see her, standing on the balcony, simply enjoying the sun on her face... she was breathtaking to him. Her dark hair was twisted into a simple bun, she wore a royal blue silk robe that rivaled the color of the sea, but not the color of her eyes. He’d always gotten lost in her eyes and could only describe them as brilliant sapphires. 

Rebecca inhaled the salty scent of the water, she smiled when a breeze kissed her skin, then opened her eyes when she heard the room service cart approaching. “I’m starving,” she said as she held a hand to her stomach. 

Ben winked at her and poured her a mimosa, then lifted the lids on their dishes. “My wife wanted waffles and eggs Benedict.”

“Your wife,” Rebecca repeated. “I love the sound of that.” She sat at the table on the balcony and smiled at Ben as he leaned forward and kissed her. “This is such a beautiful place, and I’ve never been so relaxed. I’m not sure I want to go home.”

Ben sat across from her. “Ten more days to think of nothing but ourselves.”

“Sounds good to me,” Rebecca murmured.

Before Ben tasted his breakfast, he took a moment to look her over. The way the gentle breeze played with the tendrils of her hair, the look of complete contentment in her eyes. He recognized it because he felt it too. “Let’s make a pact.”

Rebecca raised her brows and smiled at him. “We made one in Mexico. A lifelong one.” 

Ben chuckled softly. “We did. I propose to add to that.”

“What did you have in mind, Benny?” 

Ben’s smile widened on the use of his childhood nickname. “From now on any time either one of us are feeling stressed out, anxious, sad, or downright irritated, let’s look at each other and say, ‘Santorini’.” He looked over the balcony at the vast expanse of sea. “Let’s remember how relaxed, in love, and carefree we feel right now.” 

“Mm,” Rebecca sighed. “I love that idea.”

Ben reached for her hand. “If you’re feeling overwhelmed with work, or I’m getting nagged by Slater...” He paused while she chuckled. “That one simple word will ground both of us.”

Rebecca perked up. “Oh, speaking of Alex and Mona.”

“We weren’t,” Ben replied. 

“Well, you brought up Slater, which made me think of them-”

“We’re on our honeymoon, Rebecca,” Ben reminded her. “We’re not supposed to be working.”

“I know. I was just thinking that Alex and Mona said they’d go by the office a few days a week, until we return home, to get the mail.” 

“Speaking of returning home,” Ben began, then laughed when Rebecca spoke over him. 

“We weren’t.” 

He grazed his thumb across her knuckles. “I was thinking we could look at our calendars and maybe extend our honeymoon.” He brought her hand to his mouth and placed gentle kisses on her fingertips. “What would you say to a week in Rome?”

Her breath caught in her throat. “Really?” 

“Yeah,” he said softly. “I know you were supposed to go there for your honeymoon with your ex-fiancé.” He spoke quickly before she could interject. “I’m not suggesting it because he took that away from you. We’re here in Greece. Rome is a few short hours away by plane.”

She lowered her eyes and smiled shyly at him. “You want to take me to Italy?” 

He nodded. “I want to take you to Italy, Rebecca Louise.”

“Oh, Benny,” she breathed. “You make me so happy.”

“I love you so much,” Ben declared. He held his glass up and looked at her expectantly. “Italy?”

“Yes,” she replied and held up her glass. “But first, Santorini.”

Ben tapped his glass to hers and kissed her once more. “Santorini.” 

––––––––
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Alex and Mona sat in the back of the Lincoln Navigator. The bodyguards Slater insisted upon were in the front. Mona stretched out her long legs and got comfortable on the leather seat. She nudged Alex and smiled at her. “This feels strange.”

“What does?” Alex asked. 

Mona shrugged one shoulder. “Doing something so normal like picking up the mail at the office.”

“Ha!” Alex let out a sharp laugh and gestured toward the two large men in the front seat. “Yeah, this is completely normal. Having bodyguards drive you to the office to pick up the mail.” She patted one of the men on the shoulder. “Marcus... Elliot... No offense to either one of you.” 

“None taken, Alexandra,” Marcus answered in his deep voice. “We know this isn’t normal, but-”

“Our lives aren’t normal,” Alex finished for him. 

“Mr. Heart has been loyal to us, and we intend to be loyal to you.”

“You guys are the best,” Alex praised. “You’ve helped us so much and our kids adore you.”

“Mine too,” Mona chimed in. “Guarding Slater and his family scored you two a trip to Mexico.”

“Even though you were both busy,” Alex stated. “At least you got some downtime, and your families were able to come along.”

“It was a nice trip,” Elliot agreed. 

“How about that wedding?” Mona sighed. “So beautiful, and elegant.” She let out a snicker. “I think it’s funny how Ben had everyone in the band stand up for him, except for Drummer.”

“You can’t blame the guy,” Alex muttered. “Drummer hit on Rebecca then took advantage of her when she had too much to drink because was in a fight with Ben. He swooped right in and kissed her regardless of Ben. I wouldn’t have had him in my wedding, either.” 

“Clearly there are no hard feelings anymore,” Mona said. “Or else he wouldn’t have been at the wedding at all.”

“Ben got the girl.” Alex smiled, then shook her head and rolled her eyes. “And Drummer was with his current flavor of the month.” 

“Right,” Mona giggled. “If Slater and Chris can settle down, you’d think that Drummer and Haze would.”

“Mark,” Alex corrected her. “It was cute how he was dancing with Rebecca’s sister Jenny so much at the reception.”

“Wouldn’t that be crazy?” Mona asked. “Having Mark as a brother-in-law.”

Alex joined in Mona’s laughter then pulled her phone out of her bag when it rang. “It’s Rebecca,” she said to Mona, then answered. “What on earth are you doing calling me? You’re supposed to be naked with Ben in Santorini.” She paused while Rebecca answered her, then raised her brows in surprise when Rebecca told her the reason for her call. “Well, that’s nice. Of course, we can do that,” Alex assured her. “There’s nothing to worry about here. We’ll see you when you get home. Have fun!” 

“Is everything ok?” Mona asked as Alex hung up and put her cell phone away. 

“Yes.” She looked at Mona with excitement in her eyes. “They extended their honeymoon for another week.” 

“Ooh,” Mona breathed. “Seven more days naked in Greece.”

Alex laughed with her. “No, they’re going to Rome.”

“Aww,” Mona sighed. “I’m so happy for them. Married in Mexico, honeymooning in Greece, now adding Rome to their itinerary. They deserve it.” 

“They do,” Alex agreed. “Since they’re staying another week, they gave their office assistant more time off. So, we’ll have to come back a few more times for the mail.” She unbuckled her seatbelt as Marcus pulled up to Ben and Rebecca’s office. “You two can wait here, but,” she said before they could interject. “You told Slater you’d guard the door. At least come inside. You can get some water and not be in the heat.”

As they walked into the office, Mona slipped a piece of paper from her pocket that held the alarm code. She disabled the alarm and looked at Alex over her shoulder. “You said you have instructions from her?” 

“I do.” Alex pulled an envelope from her purse and took out the paper inside along with a key. She walked toward Rebecca’s office and unlocked the door as she read the instructions aloud. “Behind the vase on the bookshelf you will find a key, that key will unlock the bottom drawer of my desk. After you unlock that you will-” Alex stopped reading when Mona started laughing. 

“I’m expecting to hear Mission Impossible music, she’s so detailed.”

Alex chuckled and nodded. “She is.” She skimmed the rest of the note and followed the instructions then unlocked the drawer. “Ok, we both have files in here with documents for us to sign.” She handed Mona a folder and slipped hers into her bag, then relocked the desk drawer. 

“Now all we need is the mail and we can leave,” Mona said and glanced at her watch. “Chris and I have a date tonight.”

Alex also looked at the time. “You have a few hours before you have to get ready. Besides, you didn’t have to come with me.” 

“I wanted to. It’s not often you and I get to be alone together anymore. Plus,” she mused as she walked around Rebecca’s office. “It gives us an opportunity to be a little nosy.”

Alex let out a soft gasp. “I’m not going through Rebecca’s desk.”

Mona waved Alex’s worry away. “Not that nosy, but every time we’re in here she’s so focused on business, and we don’t get to snoop.” She walked along the floor to ceiling bookshelves and perused the items Rebecca had displayed. “She’s so organized, but she puts personal touches on everything like these photos of her family, and little seashells for decoration.”

Alex stood next to Mona and gestured toward one shelf designated for client organization. “Look at this. She has different file trays labeled for both of us.” She peered closer and read the labels out loud. “Alex to Do, Mona to Do. Hmm... I’m guessing she still needs to review these and then run them by us if she thinks we’d be interested.”

“She’s so smart,” Mona praised. “She’s been great for both of us.”

“She has,” Alex agreed. Her brow furrowed when she read the next labels. “Alex New, Mona New.”

Mona stood behind Alex and looked over her shoulder. “I wonder what that means?”

Alex shrugged one shoulder. “I’m guessing it’s new stuff that’s come to her, but she hasn’t had time to look at them yet.” 

Mona’s eyes widened at the size of the stacks in the trays. “Wow, there’s so much. Aren’t you ever curious what gets pitched to her that we don’t see?”

“Always,” Alex replied, then made a snap decision. She hunched down to the bottom shelf where she knew Rebecca kept supplies. There had been several visits she’d had her children with her, and Rebecca kept them entertained with notepads and pens. She reached for some large rubber bands and a pad of sticky notes. 

Mona watched Alex bind the stacks of documents and note which tray they came from with a sticky note. “What are you doing?”

“We both agreed we’re curious about what we don’t see, so let’s see it.” 

Mona gave her a confused look. “Don’t you trust her?”

“Of course I trust her. Both Rebecca and Ben know not to waste our time, but you never know what might be here. I’m curious what gets rejected. It’s almost like peeking into a literary agent’s slush pile.” 

Mona giggled and nodded as she took a few rubber bands from Alex and secured her documents. “I’m in. We can see what kind of rubbish is sent her way, then we’ll return it before she comes back.”

Alex shook her head and smiled. “I don’t think we need to hide it from her, so I’ll tell her that we wanted to see what she had. Rebecca is a good manager and has an open mind. She’ll be cool about it.”

“Unlike Annette,” Mona muttered, referring to their former manager. “When Annette managed us, she never let us see what came in for us.”

“We trusted her because she led us to the top of our careers,” Alex pointed out. 

“Yeah,” Mona snorted. “Only to show her true colors when she broke up with Ben and decided to hate Rebecca on principle. Then she tried to sabotage their relationship.”

“No need to remind me,” Alex grumbled. “I remember it all so clearly, especially the part when Annette nearly succeeded in breaking them up.”

Mona took the stack of documents from Alex and slipped them into her bag. “I don’t trust the fact that she’s stayed so quiet this past year.”

Alex locked up Rebecca’s office and walked into the lobby. “What do you mean?” 

“I mean,” Mona answered. “She was furious when we told her Ben and Rebecca were going to manage us. She left Las Vegas and we haven’t heard from her. Since then, you gave birth to Michelle.”

Alex thought back to the dramatic arrival of her youngest daughter. “She did send me flowers for that.”

“Ok,” Mona agreed. “But beyond that, she kind of just disappeared. Rebecca took over our careers, then she and Ben got engaged. You don’t find it a little suspicious that she never tried to intervene in their wedding plans, or try to win us back?” 

“Maybe she decided to focus on her marriage instead of ruining Ben’s relationship, and maybe she’s content now with the clients that she has,” Alex mused. 

Mona shook her head and smirked. “I don’t trust her silence.”

“I’m simply taking it as a sign that she’s trying to discover America’s next sweetheart.” Alex got the mail and set the alarm as they all left the office. 

Mona bumped Alex with her hip as they walked to the car. “How does that make you feel?”

“Fine,” Alex answered. “I’ve been ready to pass that torch for years. I want to focus on raising kids, possibly hosting a talk show with you-”

“Oh, I hope that happens!” Mona gushed. 

“Me too,” Alex said and adjusted the stacks of documents in her arms. “And see what’s in here. You never know. We may each find a hidden gem.” 

––––––––
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Later that night, after Alex and Slater got the kids to sleep, they sat on the sofa in their living room and shared a bottle of wine while they enjoyed the silence. 

Alex accepted a glass of cabernet from Slater. “Minus bath time, bedtime has to be the most stressful part of the day.” She sipped her wine. “Zach fights it so badly, but when he finally gives in, he sleeps hard. Jake kept asking for water, Lorraine wanted another story, and Michelle wanted to be held.”

Slater smiled at his wife, then leaned forward and kissed her. “We got them down eventually.”

“Yeah,” Alex snorted. “And we get to do it all over again tomorrow.” 

Slater laughed with her and helped himself to a slice of cheese and crackers from the small plate of snacks Alex had prepared. “They’re worth it.”

“Yes, they are,” she agreed and tapped her glass to his. She popped an almond into her mouth and let out a lengthy sigh as she relaxed. 

Slater pointed to the stack of documents Alex brought home from Rebecca’s office. “Did you get a chance to go through any of that?”

She shook her head. “No. I was too busy with the kids, then making dinner with Kathleen. I haven’t had a free moment until now, and now I’m too tired. Kathleen is taking the kids to Mona’s tomorrow for a playdate, so I’ll have some free time then.”

Slater sipped his wine and nodded. “We’re all getting a little extra time now thanks to Ben and Rebecca extending their honeymoon.” 

“I think it’s great,” Alex replied, then narrowed her eyes at him. “Were you nice to Ben when he told you?”

Slater raised a brow at her and smiled. “I’m always nice to Ben.”

“Not always. Not in the early years.”

“I just want things the way I want them, Allie,” he said. As the world’s biggest rock star, he had high expectations, and he knew it. “No, but seriously, Ben and I have gotten close over the years.”

“True,” Alex mused. “Or you wouldn’t have been in his wedding.”

“I looked pretty damn good in a tux, if I do say so myself,” he boasted. He winked at Alex when she nodded. “As I was saying, Ben’s a good friend. He’s worked his ass off for the band for years. He deserves the break. Plus, it gives me and Chris time to work on music and stay in the zone without him bugging us to autograph things or set up interviews.” 

“You love making music, so this is a bit of a vacation for you.”

“It is.” He held his arm out and waited patiently while Alex scooted closer and snuggled into him. “It also gives us more time for these moments.”

“Mmm,” she sighed. “These are my favorite moments.”

“They’re my second favorite,” Slater said.

Alex’s shoulders shook with laughter when she caught his meaning. “If I wasn’t so tired right now...” 

“I know, baby.” He kissed the top of her head and was more than content with her in his arms. “This is good, too.” 

Alex yawned. “After I finish this glass, I need to go to bed.”

Slater kissed her again. “Once you’re in bed, I’ll see if I’m inspired to make some music. I’m glad the piano doesn’t bother you.”

“It never has,” Alex murmured. “It reminds me of my grandmother and hearing you play is the perfect way to fall asleep.” 

“Then I’ll be sure to play you one that I wrote for you,” he promised and kissed her once more. 

––––––––

[image: ]


Later that night, Slater couldn’t sleep. Once Alex was in bed, he made sure to play Set It Free, a ballad he wrote for her when Heart & Soul was on their first tour. They released it on their second album, and it was an instant hit that was still played on the radio regularly. 

After Alex fell asleep, he spent more time working on music, then tried to wind down by watching television in their bedroom. He got about an hour of sleep but found himself wide awake at one in the morning. Not wanting to disturb Alex, or wake up the kids, he headed downstairs for some whiskey and a late snack in the hopes that that would make him sleepy. 

Slater took a snifter of whiskey and the remainder of the snack plate Alex had made earlier, into the living room with him. When he surfed through the television channels and nothing caught his eye, he sat back and pondered what he could do to fall asleep. He sipped his whiskey and knew it was always an option to have more. He thought about going upstairs and waking his wife up for sex, then laughed to himself. Slater knew how she would respond to that, and it wouldn’t work in his favor. That was ok... he’d see how she felt about starting their day that way in the morning. 

The pile of documents Alex had brought home was still on the coffee table. Curious, Slater started to sift through them to see what kind of work was being requested of his wife, and thought he’d offer his two cents to Alex in the morning. 

There were interview requests, as always. He found himself with the same frequent requests. Even though Heart & Soul wasn’t touring and still hadn’t started recording the new album they thought they would a year ago... people wanted to talk to the band. There were possible endorsements and campaigns for well-known fashion designers. An outline on a fragrance that Alex was thinking about creating. Slater often thought if Alex could bottle the way she smelled naturally that it would be a hit. There was something about her scent that drove him crazy from the very first moment he met her. 

After an hour of looking through the papers, Slater picked up a large manila envelope, thick with the contents inside. He knew right away that it was a movie script. It wasn’t unusual for Rebecca to mention a script to Alex, but for the past year, Alex had put her off. She wanted to focus on being a mother and was more excited about a possible talk show than she was about making another movie. But he also knew that Alex was open-minded and if the right project came her way, they would talk about it. He was proud of her and supported her career but understood her reservations on not wanting to take on too much. Their family was a priority. 

He took the script out of the envelope and read the title out loud. “I Am the Music, The Story of Lorraine Andrews.” His brow furrowed for a mere second before he made the connection. He let out a gasp and his eyes widened. “No fucking way,” he breathed. “Someone wrote a movie about Allie’s grandmother.” He looked in the envelope and read the letter of introduction. When he was done reading the letter, he looked at the name of the person who had sent it, who was also the screenwriter. There was something about the name that tickled his memory. When it didn’t come to him right away, he went to the kitchen to refill his whiskey, then sat down on the sofa again and picked up the letter once more. Suddenly it dawned on him. “No fucking way,” he repeated, then reached for the script and made himself comfortable. 

Sleep didn’t always come to Slater and suddenly he didn’t mind. He had every intention of reading the script in its entirety and talking to Alex about it in the morning. 
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Chapter 2
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Alex woke up late the next morning. She had a vague recollection of Slater taking the baby monitor out of their bedroom and telling her to sleep in. An early riser by nature, and because of their children’s schedules, Alex rarely slept past six o’clock in the morning. When she opened her eyes at nine o’clock, she sat up and indulged in a lengthy stretch. 

Alex usually didn’t like sleeping in. She felt like she missed half the day if she ever slept past seven. Even though she knew it was a treat to be given a few extra hours to start the day, she felt disoriented to be off her schedule. 

She slipped into a black cotton robe that matched her nightie and headed downstairs for breakfast and coffee. As she approached the kitchen, she could hear the chatter of the kids, along with Slater talking to Kathleen. She smiled when she walked into the kitchen and Lorraine ran to her with outstretched arms, the boys said good morning, and Michelle’s little legs kicked excitedly against her highchair. 

“Good morning, baby,” Slater greeted her, then kissed her and held out a chair at the table. 

Alex smiled sleepily at everyone and blinked to wake up. “Good morning,” she said around a yawn. “I’m not used to sleeping in so late.”

Kathleen handed her a mug of coffee and set a platter of bacon on the table. “I woke up and started a pot of coffee and saw Slater in the living room. Once he realized what time it was, he went upstairs, got the kids and he’s been helping me with breakfast.” She patted Slater’s cheek as she walked by him. “He’s been talking my ear off, too.” 

Alex set Lorraine down, then sipped her coffee and started to cut a piece of toast into tiny pieces for Michelle. She looked at Slater, confused. “It’s not like you to wake up before me.”

He reached for a piece of bacon and took a bite. “I’ve been up since one o’clock this morning.” 

“You never went to bed?” Alex asked. 

“I slept for about an hour, then I couldn’t sleep anymore.” He helped Zach and Jake butter their toast, then handed Lorraine a piece of bacon. “I came down here and I was bored. There was nothing on TV, not even a rerun of your show or one of your movies, I can usually find something on any given channel.”

“Maybe they’ve finally forgotten about me,” Alex murmured. 

“Hardly,” Kathleen scoffed. “The Today Show was just talking about you and Mona possibly starting a talk show.” 

Still groggy, Alex simply nodded and drank more coffee. She narrowed her eyes as she studied her husband. While she was a habitual morning person, Slater was a self-proclaimed night owl. For him to be so animated at the present hour made her suspicious. “Are you drunk?”

Slater took a mug of coffee from Kathleen as he laughed. “I’m only drunk at this hour when I’m on tour. No, baby, I’m not drunk.”

“He has news for you,” Kathleen said as she sat at the table. 

Alex stifled a yawn and drank more coffee, hoping the caffeine would kick in. “What’s the news?” She smiled softly, watching him help their children with their breakfast. She loved seeing her big bad rock star being a hands-on father. 

“Like I said, I couldn’t sleep. So, I came downstairs. When I couldn’t find anything to watch on TV, I looked through your pile of stuff from Rebecca’s office.”

Alex perked up, then started to stand. “What? Not only was all of that organized, but it’s my paperwork, not yours.”

Slater held onto her wrist and gently tugged her to sit down again. “Relax. I kept it organized. Tell me that if I had papers from Ben laying around that you wouldn’t have peeked.” 

Alex grudgingly nodded. “Ok, fine. I don’t have the energy to argue right now. Was there anything interesting?”

He answered in true rock star fashion. “Fuck yeah, there was!” 

“Slater,” Alex gently admonished. “Not in front of the kids.” When Kathleen gave her a wry smile, she shrugged one shoulder. “I have to at least try.” She turned her attention to Slater. “What was it?”

Slater didn’t answer her right away. He went to the living room for the envelope, then returned to the kitchen and handed it to Alex. “Check this out.” 

She felt the weight of the envelope and knew immediately from its size what it was. “It’s a script.” She paused and bit her lip. “Rebecca knows I’m not looking for a film right now.” 

“I know,” he agreed, then repeated himself. “Check it out.” 

Alex humored him and pulled the script out of the envelope. Her eyes widened with interest when she read the title. “I Am the Music, The Story of Lorraine Andrews.” Tears filled her eyes when she looked at Slater. “There have been a few documentaries about her and her life has been featured in a biography here and there. She never wrote an autobiography, and there’s never been a film about her. Wow,” she breathed. 

Slater nodded and gestured to the envelope. “Look at the letter of introduction.” 

Alex pulled out the letter and read it, then looked at Slater. “It sounds like it’s an independent project. There’s no studio or producer mentioned.”

“Does that name ring a bell?” Slater asked. “I think I know who that is.” 

Alex skimmed the letter then looked at the sign off and read the name aloud. “Annie Wilson.” She waited a moment, then let out a gasp. “Annie. I remember her.”

“So it’s her?” Slater questioned. “It’s a common name, but there’s only one Annie Wilson that I know.”  

Kathleen looked between them. “This is where I get confused. Slater said he knows the name, but it doesn’t ring a bell to me.” 

Alex reached for a piece of bacon and took a bite. “In the second season of my sitcom, A Step Ahead, I was having body image issues. People commented, and the studio wanted me to lose ten pounds.” She shook her head and grimaced, not wanting to relive the pressure. “I took it too far and lost twenty-five pounds.” 

Kathleen let out a gasp. “I remember you then, you didn’t have twenty-five pounds to lose.” 

“No, I didn’t,” Alex replied. “But they got in my head and soon I found myself living on diet pills and not eating. That caused me to pass out on the set and I ended up in the hospital. The doctor, Dr. Wilson, was so kind to me.” She laughed softly. “I wasn’t the best patient. I begged him to take out my IV and promised that I would get his family tickets to come see our show. They came and I met his daughters. One of those young girls was Annie Wilson.”

“Oh,” Kathleen sighed. “That’s so sweet, and now here she is sending a script she wrote about your grandmother.” She looked at Slater. “How do you know her?” 

“I met her after a concert a few years later. She was wearing a T-shirt from Allie’s show, with autographs from the cast on it. She was with these two snotty girls and one of them made fun of her long red hair.” He paused and ran a hand through his own long red hair. “I heard them giving her shit, so I gave her my attention. I told her I not only liked her hair, but I also liked her shirt, and she told me all about how she met the cast, and how Allie was so awesome to her. Then she told me that Allie promised to send her family tickets to their finale.”

“And I did,” Alex confirmed. “Every now and then we meet a genuine fan like her. They leave a mark. She was so sweet, and she showed me the autograph that you gave her. She was so excited and just such a cutie.” She shook her head as she looked at the script. “It would be so amazing if this is who we’re thinking of.”

“How old is she?” Kathleen asked. 

Alex searched her mind and shrugged. “She was in her early teens then, so I’m guessing mid-twenties now.” She placed her hand on the script and looked at Slater. “You read it?”

“The entire thing,” he replied. “That’s why I never came back to bed.” 

“And?” Alex asked. 

“And it’s fucking awesome,” Slater declared. He chuckled when the boys snickered, then gave Alex a helpless shrug. “That word comes to me naturally, baby. It’s like air. It’s a good script.” He could sense her hesitation. “Look, I know the time commitment that a film requires. We can discuss that later. Just read it.”

“You’ll have plenty of time today,” Kathleen stated. “I’ll be out of here with the kiddos soon.”

“And I’m finally going to sleep,” Slater said. He winked at Alex and gave her a reassuring smile. “Read it. You won’t be disappointed.” 

––––––––
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Slater was right. She wasn’t disappointed. After Kathleen took the kids for their playdate, and Slater finally went to bed, Alex took advantage of the silence and decided to read the script. It told the story of Lorraine Andrews, her love of music, and how she went on to have a successful career in Hollywood creating movie scores. Alex smiled when she remembered how many times her grandmother would try to teach her to play the piano, but would get frustrated with her, shoo her away, and get lost in playing a song. 

As she read, she laughed and cried. Most of all, she was riveted with the way it was written. The dialogue was good, and Annie had her facts straight with Lorraine’s life, right down to refusing to take her husband’s last name legally because she hated it. That little fact made Alex laugh out loud because she herself disliked growing up with the last name Ostendorf. So much, she had her name legally changed to Alexandra Lorraine when she moved away from home and was on her own. 

Hours went by as she read. It barely crossed her mind that she hadn’t showered right when she woke up. It was only when four o’clock in the afternoon rolled around and she finished reading that she realized she was still in her pajamas. The story gripped her. Not just because Alex already knew so much of it, but she was able to see it in her mind, the way a good script could make one do. The fact that someone, a fan from the past, took the time to write about Lorraine Andrews’ life was shocking enough. The fact that the script was sent to her manager for her to review and possibly play the role, was mind blowing. Playing the part of Lorraine Andrews... Alex could see it. More importantly, she could feel it. She knew it would be an honor to portray Grams.

The question was, how? Since it wasn’t backed by a production studio that meant shopping the script around. Alex had enough clout in the industry to get people to listen. Would they listen to this? 

Alex picked up the phone and called Mona. “Hi!” she greeted brightly when Mona answered. “I need to talk to you.”

Mona stepped away from the chatter of the children. She knew they were in good hands with Kathleen and her manny Brent. “What’s up?” 

“Have you had a chance to go through your papers from Rebecca’s office?” Alex asked. 

“Not yet,” Mona replied. “Chris and I were out late last night, and today our house is rather loud.” She stopped for a moment and laughed at the rowdiness in her home. “The boys are so cute together, and Lorraine just soaks up their attention.”

“Aww,” Alex sighed. “And how’s Michelle?” 

“Sleeping in Uncle Chris’s arms right now.” She walked onto her patio and sat by the pool. “Did you find anything interesting?”

“I didn’t, but Slater did.”

Mona’s brow furrowed. “He went through your work?”

“If Chris had papers from Ben laying around and you couldn’t sleep, what would you do?”

Mona laughed lightly. “Read everything in that pile.” 

“Exactly,” Alex stated. “There’s a script in there that has me excited.” 

“I thought you weren’t interested in a movie right now. What about our talk show?”

“That talk show doesn’t have any answers yet, and you’re right. I wasn’t interested, but I want you to read it.”

“What’s it about?” Mona asked. 

“My grandmother,” Alex replied. 

Mona’s eyes filled with tears. She’d never met Lorraine Andrews, but she felt close to the woman from all the stories Alex would tell her. “Oh, wow.”

“It’s so good!” Alex gushed. “I need to get the script to you. What does tomorrow look like? Want to have lunch?” 

“Well,” Mona mused. “If you’re this excited about it, I want it tonight.” She perked up when an idea hit her. “How about the boys stay here tonight? Brent says it’s easier with your boys here because they keep JJ and Ricky entertained. They have plenty of clothes here from all the impromptu sleepovers we have. Your daughters are always welcome here, but Lorraine never likes a night away from home and Michelle is quite attached to you.” 

Alex smiled softly, then rolled her eyes. “It’s about time one of them favored me.” 

Mona laughed and nodded. “I totally understand that. Chris and I will come over in a few hours. We’ll bring pizza.” She paused when it was clear the boys overheard her and started chanting for pizza. “Sounds like everyone will have pizza. Chris and I will come, and you and Slater can tell us all about it.”

Alex hung up with Mona, then rushed upstairs to shower and get dressed. As she entered their bedroom and walked into the bathroom, she saw Slater standing at the sink with a towel slung low on his hips, brushing his teeth. His long hair was damp, hanging over his shoulders and down his back. Steam from his recent shower swirled in the air. Her eyes raked over his trim, muscular body, and she decided right then that she wanted him to shower with her.

Slater rinsed his mouth with water then looked at Alex when she came into the room. “Just waking up.” He looked her over and grinned. “You never even got dressed today.” It wasn’t a question. “It’s that good, isn’t it?”

She nodded and smiled. “It’s that good.” She unbelted her robe and hung it on a hook on the back of the door. “I hope you didn’t have plans tonight or want solitude, because Mona and Chris are coming over in a few hours.”

“Oh yeah?” he questioned. “Why’s that?” 

“Because,” Alex answered. “I called Mona and told her about the script. She said if I’m that excited about it, she wants to read it tonight. Then she invited the boys to sleep over, so I’m sure Kathleen will be home with the girls soon, and Mona and Chris will be here shortly after. They’re bringing pizza. Until then...” She pulled her nightie over her head, then slipped her hand beneath the waistband of his towel and tugged him forward. “Want to join me in the shower Mr. Heart?”

Slater gave her a cocky grin. “My solo shower was to get clean. My shower with you will be nothing but dirty.” 

Alex pulled on his towel and let it drop to the floor. She kissed him softly, then walked toward the shower giving a perfect view of her derrière. “Promises, promises.” She crooked a finger at him. “Show me how dirty, Slater.”

“Right behind you, baby.”

––––––––
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Later that evening, after they all had dinner and Kathleen insisted on putting the girls to bed, the four of them went up to Slater’s office to relax, have drinks, and discuss the script. Being on the upper level of the house served two-fold for Alex. It allowed her and Slater to be within earshot of the girls in case either one of them woke up suddenly, and it gave Kathleen the rest of the night off. Kathleen was nothing short of a godsend to them and Alex never wanted her to feel taken advantage of and made sure she had privacy in her suite downstairs, and time to herself. A balanced nanny and housekeeper made for a happy household for all of them. Alex didn’t know what they would do without Kathleen, and she prayed she’d never have to find out. 

Mona accepted a glass of wine from Slater and sat in one of the cushiony leather chairs across from the sofa in his office. “Ok,” she began. “We talked about it through dinner, but you wouldn’t let me see the script yet.” She held out her hand to Alex. “May I please see it now?” 

“I didn’t want you to get pizza on it,” Alex replied. She handed the envelope to Mona. “Read the letter in there, then skim through the script.” 

“Does this mean you’re actually letting me take it home with me?” Mona teased. 

“Yes, but I want it back in twenty-four hours,” Alex said. 

“Bossy,” Mona grumbled. She read the introduction letter, then looked at Alex. “Am I supposed to know this person?”

Chris looked at the letter when Mona passed it to him. “Who’s Annie Wilson?”

Alex smiled at Mona. “Remember Dr. Wilson when I was in the hospital that time I passed out on set?” 

Mona snapped her fingers when it came to her. “Oh, yeah! You sent him tickets to the show, and he brought his wife and daughters. She was that cute teenager with red hair.” 

Slater chimed in and addressed Chris. “Then we met her after a show. Do you remember that girl with red hair who was being teased by two other girls?”

Chris nodded and smiled. “Sure do. I couldn’t figure out why you were giving the awkward one so much attention, and then I saw her shirt and she had pictures of the cast.” He sipped his beer and chuckled. “Then I signed my shirt for her and wrote something along the lines of, ‘Last night was amazing’.” 

Mona nudged Chris with her foot. “You’re shameless.”

“What can I say?” He gave an easy shrug. “Chicks loved it when I did that.” He reached for Mona’s hand and kissed it. “I don’t do that anymore.”

“Better not,” Mona muttered. She skimmed the script and flipped through the pages. Immediately, dialogue stood out to her, but more than that, she started to see how it would play out. “I can’t wait to go through this and read it. Even just skimming it, I can see it.” She glanced at Alex. “What would that be like, to play your grandmother?” 

“I’ve never thought about it,” Alex answered. She sipped her wine and thought about portraying Lorraine Andrews. “But the more I think about it, the more I can not only see the movie, but I feel so excited by the possibility.”

Mona read a conversation with Lorraine and her husband. She laughed when she read it was an argument about not taking his last name. “Oh, I can see this scene,” Mona said excitedly. “Lots of passion and drama. Anger from him because he wants his wife to take his last name, but stubbornness from her because she not only doesn’t want to be called Ostendorf, but because she wants to maintain her identity.”

“She was a stubborn woman,” Alex mused.

Slater winked at her. “Wonder where you get it from?” 

“You’re not much better,” Alex countered. She looked at Mona. “What do you think?”

“Well, I think I need to read it first, but just looking through it like this, it looks like a great project.” She closed the script and put it into the envelope. “You’re hesitant.”

Alex smiled softly. “You know me so well.” 

Mona returned her smile. “Little sister, I know you very well, so let me list what’s hanging you up. The kids. You have been a stay-at-home mother since the boys and Lorraine were born, minus a few projects here and there. Baby Michelle not only arrived in a very dramatic fashion, but because of that drama you and Slater have decided she’s the last one and you don’t want to miss one moment of that. Hours are long on a film set, sometimes up to sixteen hours a day. Sometimes you’re working six days a week, and even that one day off doesn’t feel like you get enough rest because you still have a life. Then of course, there’s the discussion of a talk show, which takes up even more time. And we can’t forget that once the movie is wrapped, there’s press. Talk show interviews, morning show interviews, magazine interviews, just to name a few. There are photoshoots, and everything else that goes into doing press that takes up every ounce of your time, not to mention your energy. And,” she said when Alex nodded and started to interrupt. “We also can’t forget that you’re not only married, but you’re married to the lead singer of one of the most popular bands in the world, who is going to embark on recording a new album soon. So, not only is your time taken up, and you don’t get to spend every moment with your kids, when the hell do you find time for sex with your husband.” 

Alex let out a lengthy exhale. “Exactly.”

“What the fuck,” Slater muttered. “One of the most popular bands? Try the most popular band.” 

Mona grinned at Slater, then turned to Alex once more. “That’s all the bad, stressful stuff. Now let me tell you the good stuff. Let’s start with the kids.” She sipped her wine. “Michelle is just over a year now. You’ve been there for every milestone so far. Her first smile, her first tooth, her first steps. You hate potty training and you’re not a fan of bath time since the kids have learned from their father that it’s fun to drench you in the process.”

Alex gave Slater a dirty look when he laughed, then looked at Mona. “Go on.” 

“We’ve all concluded that Kathleen is an angel, and the kids behave for her during bath time. She can also recruit Slater for that and give him a taste of his own medicine.” She paused while Alex giggled. “She can potty train Michelle, or Rebecca can because she bribed Lorraine with makeup, and it worked. You’ll see the kids in the mornings, and you’ll kiss them goodnight when you get home, even if they’re asleep. If the talk show comes to fruition, you’ll make it work. Press can get stressful, and interviews can become mundane, but you’re good at them and you’ve always loved doing them. It’s not forever, Alex. It might cause you to feel stretched too thin, but it’s not forever. As for sex, you and Slater will make the time for that. You two adore each other, so you’ll make it a priority. But there’s one thing that I want you to remember.” She looked at each one of them. “That all of us need to remember.” 

“What’s that?” Alex asked. 

“We’re all living our dream. Each one of us here had a dream to make music, sell out stadiums and arenas, live the life of rock stars, become famous actresses. We wanted to be on television, see our names in lights, be movie stars, celebrities, rich and famous. And we’re all living that way. How many people can say they’ve reached those dreams? Not many.” She reached for the envelope and placed it in her lap. “Alex, you have enough money that you never have to work again and still maintain the lifestyle to which you’ve become accustomed. The money isn’t the issue. It’s an opportunity, and it’s here. Knocking hard. If you want to walk away from that, I understand, but deep down, I don’t think that you do.” 

Alex shook her head. “I get what you’re saying, but priorities change.”

“Are you really ready to hang up your career?” Mona asked. 

“Obviously not,” Alex answered. “Or else I wouldn’t even be thinking about the possibility of a talk show with you.”

Mona placed her hand on the script. “Just from first glance, I think it’s great. What’s your gut telling you?” 

Alex looked at Slater, then back to Mona. “That it would be really wonderful.”

Mona nodded. “I agree with you.” She sipped her wine and read Annie’s letter again. “The only problem is, this looks like an independent project.”

“Don’t the two of you know enough people in the industry to open some doors for this?” Chris asked. 

“We do,” Alex answered. She chewed on her thumbnail for a moment, then drank her wine. 

Slater could see the wheels turning in Alex’s head. “What’s on your mind, baby?”

Alex let out a laugh. “For the first time in my career, I kind of want to take a page out of my husband’s book and call my manager to interrupt her honeymoon.” 

Slater laughed with her. “Even I wouldn’t go that far.” 

“Ten years ago, you might have,” Chris pointed out. 

“Most likely,” Slater agreed, then shook his head. “Leave Rebecca alone.”

“He’s right,” Mona said. “I’ll take the time to read this, then get the script back to you. We’ll brainstorm on how we could bring this to life, but we need to let Rebecca and Ben enjoy their honeymoon.”

Alex nodded. “Just a few more weeks.”

Mona nodded with her. “A few more weeks, then we see what we can do to make this happen.” She beamed with excitement, full of anticipation. “Watch out, Hollywood. Alexandra Heart is coming back!”
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Chapter 3
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When Ben and Rebecca came home from their honeymoon, they were revived, relaxed, and more in love with each other than they were on their wedding day. Rebecca checked in with Alex and Mona once they were settled back in the office. While she did that, Ben checked on the band. There wasn’t anything pending for Mark or Drummer, so he called both Chris and Slater. When Ben and Rebecca realized that there was buzz about a script Alex found in Rebecca’s office, they planned to meet for dinner the next night. 

Alex offered to host and was happy to put the meal together. She and Kathleen fed the kids an early dinner so they could watch a movie while the adults discussed business. Alex kept dinner simple. Spaghetti with meatballs, garlic bread, and Caesar salad was always a good option. For dessert she made brownies. Her recipe was simple and was always appreciated, especially by Chris. 

Over dinner, they caught up on Ben and Rebecca’s honeymoon, then moved into business talk. Alex and Mona let Rebecca know that they both took items from Rebecca’s office but had returned everything to its proper place when they returned to check the mail. Everything except for the script about Alex’s grandmother. Alex learned that Rebecca hadn’t looked at the script yet. It had been placed into the ‘to review’ pile and she intended to look at it after their honeymoon.  

As Alex served up dessert and continued to speak to Rebecca about the script, Ben sat at the table, opened his laptop, and worked while they discussed ways to approach the project.

Rebecca sighed around a mouthful of warm brownie with cold vanilla ice cream that melted on her tongue. “You make the best brownies.”

“All her desserts are good,” Mona praised. “At one point, Alex considered getting them into grocery stores.” 

Rebecca perked up and noted that idea down on a pad of paper. “Great idea. Why didn’t you pursue that?”

Alex’s answer was one simple word. “Children.” She took a bite of her dessert and thought about the possibility of mass producing her desserts. “Maybe one day. Right now, I want to discuss the script.” She bit her lip and scrunched up her nose as she looked at Rebecca. “You’re not mad I took it, are you?”

Rebecca shook her head. “No. Even if it wasn’t something I thought you’d be interested in, I would have at least told you about it, given the content.” She shook her head as she soaked up all the information Alex had shared with her. “What an interesting hook that a connection with a fan came full circle in the form of a movie script about your grandmother.” 

“What do you think I should do?” Alex asked. 

“I think you should meet with her,” Rebecca replied. “Not just you, me included.” She looked around the table. “And anyone else here who would be interested.” 

“I’m interested,” Slater said. “The connection we had from the very beginning was cool as it was. This surpasses that. I’d like to see her again, hear about what drove her to write this.” 

Rebecca nodded with Slater, then looked at Alex and smiled. “I have a feeling I know where your thoughts are headed. Don’t invite her to your home for dinner.” 

Alex frowned... that was exactly what she had been thinking. “Why not?” 

“Because,” Rebecca answered. “Even though you thought she was such a sweet girl, and even though the script has gotten your attention, you don’t know her. You and Slater have worked hard to protect your family and your home. Don’t be hasty to let her into it just because you remember her and she’s a good writer.” 

Slater sat back and sipped his beer, then nodded once more. “I agree, Becks.” 

Rebecca couldn’t help but laugh. “Oh, the fact that you still call me that makes me bristle.”

“Hey,” Slater teased. “I came to a meet and greet, that was my reward.” He glanced at Alex. “She’s right, Allie. As intrigued as we are, I don’t think we should invite her here. Not yet anyway.”

“We can meet her at our office,” Rebecca said. “Or it might work better to meet her at a restaurant. We can invite her to dinner and keep it professional that way.” 

Chris had been observing the conversation but decided to chime in. “Hey, Ben, you’re awfully quiet.”

Ben sat next to Rebecca and typed on his laptop. “I’ve been listening, making notes, and while Alex has been discussing the options for the script, I’ve been doing some research.”

“Always efficient,” Slater praised. “What do you think?” 

“I think,” Ben began. “If Alex likes it, that is what’s important since it was written with her in mind and sent to her manager. The interest is there, so now we meet with the screenwriter and find out what she hoped to accomplish by getting Alex’s attention.” He looked around the table and made eye contact with each person there. He knew, without a doubt, he was sitting among Hollywood royalty, himself included. “We need to find out what she’s looking for. Is she simply wanting to sell the script? Does she want to reconnect with Alex?” He took a sip of his wine and a bite of his dessert as he listed his concerns. “In the event that a studio signs on for this project, is she willing to give up creative control or is she wanting to be a part of it to make sure her voice isn’t lost in the telling of the story?” 

Alex nodded at Ben’s last statement. “I wouldn’t want to give up creative control over something I wrote.”  

“Right,” Ben agreed. “I think it’s important that we find out her intentions first. But it also makes sense to look at the bigger picture. Like Chris said, all of us here have connections. Alex, you’d be able to get the attention of any production company and big-name directors, just off your name alone. To put together a movie about one of Hollywood’s greatest composers would have those directors drooling to get their mark on this.”

Alex sensed his hesitation. “But?” 

“But,” Ben continued. “Their asking price is going to be monumental. Just like yours would be to star in it.” 

“He’s right,” Rebecca agreed. “Just to get you secured is going to cost twenty million dollars.”

Slater smiled proudly. “That’s my baby. Worth every penny.” 

Ben chuckled softly, then went on. “A well-known director is going to cost at least ten million dollars.” He sat back with his wine and studied his computer screen. “The way I see it...” He glanced at Rebecca. “Sorry, honey, I’m not trying to step on your toes as her manager.”

Rebecca leaned forward and kissed him. “You’re not. This is where your knowledge teaches me, so go ahead, Benny.”

Ben winked at her, then addressed Alex again. “You have a few options. Option number one, you can shop it around and see which of the big guns bites. Option number two, take a massive pay cut and go the indie route.”

“I’m sensing an option number three,” Mona chimed in.

Ben smiled at her and nodded. “You’re right. Option number three, which may sound crazy, but it makes a lot of sense to me.”

Alex sat on the edge of her seat and raised her brows. “What is it?” 

“Back it yourself,” Ben replied. 

Alex’s mouth opened slightly in surprise when she caught his meaning. “You mean be the executive producer?” 

Ben nodded. “Yes. You put up the capital, which means you’re in charge of the budget and what gets spent where. Since you’d be starring in it, we can deduct your asking price from the beginning, but you’d get that back once the movie makes money.”

Alex looked at Mona. “Don’t some people in the industry say it’s financial suicide to finance a project this big?”

“Yeah,” Mona replied. “But they only say that because they failed, and failure isn’t an option.” 

Alex looked back at Ben. “It has been done several times. I know plenty of actors who have started their own production companies and didn’t fail. So, are you suggesting I start my own company?” 

“Possibly,” Ben answered. “Start with this, then see where it goes. It could open a completely different funnel of income for you, then you can really pick and choose your roles.”

Alex chewed on her thumbnail as she thought about the possibility of producing a major motion picture. “How much money?” 

Ben glanced at the spreadsheet he’d been creating since the conversation had begun. “There are a lot of factors to think about. Location, equipment, crew, director, not to mention the cast. Rebecca and I can get some numbers together for you, but it’s not going to be cheap.” 

Slater narrowed his eyes. He knew when Ben was hedging for time. “Just hit her with it, Ben. What’s the number?”

“Off the top of my head, at least one hundred million.” 

Alex’s eyes widened and her jaw dropped. “One hundred million dollars?”

“Give or take,” Ben said. “But that doesn't mean it all has to be liquid. I’m sure you could get financial backing. Or...” 

Slater didn’t balk at the price. He had been thinking along Ben’s lines and had done some research of his own. He hadn’t told Alex that yet because he wanted to see where Ben’s thoughts would go. To know they were on the same page made him proud. “That’s not too bad.”

“No, it really isn’t,” Mona agreed. “Alex, think about it. Your asking price alone takes up nearly a quarter of that. Spoiled brat.” She gave Alex a playful nudge. “I think Ben is erring on the safe side. It would probably cost twice that, if not three times that much.” 

Alex nodded in agreement with Mona, then looked at Ben with her brow furrowed. “You said, ‘or’. What are you thinking?” 

Ben looked at each one of them again. “Or every person in this room can put in their own share to bring it to life.”

Slater raised a brow. “You think the four of us should invest in this?”

“No.” Ben shook his head and smiled at Rebecca. “The six of us. We can create a company under the umbrella of Anderson Management. Paperwork and numbers will all be figured out, so we all know who’s contributing what, and who’s getting paid what once it makes money. I’m not expecting an answer from any of you right now. It’s simply food for thought. Rebecca will get in touch with the screenwriter, plan for all of us to meet with her, and we’ll go from there.” He raised his brows as he looked around the table. “Sound good?” 

As they all murmured their assent, Rebecca packed up her notes and smiled at Alex. “I’ll be in touch as soon as possible.”

Mona snickered. “So much for taking a few days to settle in.”

Rebecca laughed with her and sipped her wine. “We had plenty of time to relax. I think both of us are looking forward to getting back to work.” 

“Well, buckle up,” Slater advised. “Seems like things are about to get busy.” 

––––––––
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Later that night, Alex sat in the middle of their king-sized bed, listening to the boys and Lorraine chatter about the movie they watched with Kathleen, while she fed Michelle her nighttime bottle. She smiled at her children and shared their excitement over the movie.

Alex appreciated the times when Kathleen got the kids to bed, but there were times she enjoyed it. Mostly it was the moments leading up to bed when they were calming down from their day and spending time together. It was the actual moment of bedtime that Alex didn’t care for simply because it was usually met with much protesting, especially from Zach. 

“Sounds like a good movie,” Alex said. “I’m glad you all had fun with Kathleen, but you know what time it is.” 

“Ugh!” Zach groaned dramatically and flopped onto his back. “Why can’t I stay up late like Dad?”

“Oh, Zach,” Alex sighed. “You ask that every night and my answer isn’t going to change. You’re six and a half years old. As long as you’re a child, you have to go to bed when we say.”

He sat up suddenly and his face brightened. “How ‘bout when I’m seven?” 

“Hmm,” Alex murmured as she playfully considered his proposition. “How about when you’re ten, we can discuss a later bedtime?”

Jake bounced on the bed. “Can we stay up until midnight?”

“Jake,” Alex gently chastised. “Don’t bounce on the bed. I don’t stay up until midnight, so you’ll have to ask your father.”

“I already told them no,” Slater said as he walked into the room. “Come on, guys. Pajama time.”

As they left the room to get ready for bed, Lorraine, already in her nightie, sat in front of Alex and gently caressed her baby sister’s leg. “Can I feed her, Mama?”

Alex ran her hand over Lorraine’s long red hair. She glanced at Michelle, cozy in her arms, her eyes getting heavy as she suckled on the bottle. “She’s about to fall asleep,” Alex said softly. “Will you help me feed her tomorrow morning?” 

Lorraine nodded and snuggled into Alex’s side as Michelle finished her bottle. By the time the boys were in their pajamas and had come back into the room to kiss Alex goodnight, Lorraine had fallen asleep. 

Slater came into the room and gathered Lorraine into his arms, then spoke softly to Alex. “I’ll be back for Michelle in just a minute.”

Alex nodded, then smiled as he left the room with Lorraine in his arms. She was grateful that he was always willing to help when it came to bedtime. She also knew that Lorraine loved it when Daddy carried her to bed and wondered when she would grow out of that. As Michelle finished her bottle, Alex set it on her nightstand, then rested against the bed pillows and cherished the moment with her daughter. Michelle Heart had entered the world rather dramatically and was just under five pounds when born. Over the last year, she had grown steadily and was a happy, healthy baby. Where the boys had her dark hair and green eyes like their father, Lorraine shared Slater’s red hair, but had her eyes, Michelle favored Alex with her dark hair and big brown eyes. Any time Alex looked back at her own baby pictures, it was quite astonishing to see how much her youngest daughter looked like her. 

Alex closed her eyes and rested her head against Michelle’s. Her dark, downy hair was like silk against her cheek. Slowly, she ran her hand up and down Michelle’s back, and gently swayed side to side as Michelle’s breathing evened. When Alex opened her eyes, she smiled to see Slater standing in the doorway, watching her. 

“What are you doing?” Alex asked. 

Slater shook his head as he stared at his wife and youngest daughter. “The two of you. You’re beautiful together.” 

“I want to soak up every moment.” She patted Michelle’s back when she stirred. “But I also know she needs to go to bed.”

Slater took Michelle out of Alex’s arms, then reappeared moments later. He sat on the foot of the bed while Alex massaged lotion into her hands and arms, then rubbed any excess on her legs. “Let’s talk about it.” 

“The movie,” Alex said. She knew where his thoughts were and didn’t have to ask. “I know you want to know where my thoughts are, so I’ll tell you. It’s a lot. All of it is so much. Producing would mean hiring a production crew. Then there’s casting. We have to think about wardrobe, locations, editing, the film’s music because I’d want it to be her music. There would be time away from the kids.” Alex shook her head on all the items running through her mind. “It’s just so much,” she repeated. 

Slater nodded. He expected nothing less than for her to be thinking of all the details. “Remember what Mona said. It’s a time commitment, but it’s not forever.”

“True,” she agreed. “But everything else is a lot of work, and regardless of how much money we all have, that’s a lot of money to spend up front with no guarantees that it’s going to be a hit.”

Slater rolled his eyes and chuckled. “It’s you, baby. Of course, it’s going to be a hit.” 

Alex smiled at him, then much like her son, she flopped back onto the mattress. “It’s a lot to think about.”

Slater reclined onto his side and propped his head on his elbow. He reached out and gently played with Alex’s hair. “Yes, it is, but you’re not alone.” 

“I know.” She shifted to face him. Her brown eyes were full of worry. “What about Heart & Soul’s album? With both of us working, that’s a lot of time away from the kids.”

He simply shook his head. “That can be pushed back. We’re not on any deadlines there because we haven’t started recording anything.” He rested his hand on the curve of her hip. “The album might be postponed because I might be busy working on something else.”

Alex was confused. “Like what?”

“Like the music for the movie.”

Alex’s eyes widened. “Heart & Soul would do the music?”

Slater shrugged one shoulder. “The band, me, and Chris, or just me since she was a pianist. We could use her music, update it ever so slightly to put our touch on it.”

“Oh, God,” Alex groaned. “That’s another thing. I don’t know how to play piano.”

“I’m sure you could act that out, and I’ll give you some lessons.”

“Really?” she asked softly. “You’d teach me?” 

“Yeah,” he replied. 

Alex narrowed her eyes. “Not naked lessons, Slater.”

“We’ll see.” He winked at her and laughed when she swatted him. “I think it would be kind of cool. Maybe the band, maybe just me. We’ll figure it out.” He paused when Alex laughed at his frequent comment to figure things out when he didn’t have a firm plan. “And using her music won’t be a problem because when she died, she pretty much left everything to you, so you have the rights to her music. Right?” 

Alex nodded slowly. “Yeah, I do.” She gasped and sat up suddenly. “I own the rights to her music.” She slid off the bed and covered her mouth with her hands when the realization hit her. “But that’s not all. Slater more than half of that script takes place-”

“At her condo,” Slater interrupted. “Which she left to you and you still own. There’s your location, baby!” 

“Oh, my God!” Alex cried, bubbling with excitement. “There’s more. I have all her stuff in boxes, but I kept everything. I have journals of hers that I’ve never read. Those little tidbits could be added to the script. I have photos, so many photos, of what that condo looked like when she first lived there. I could have the furniture replicated, and the condo decorated exactly how she had it in real life.” Her eyes filled with tears as she continued to talk. “I have her wardrobe, Slater.”

He scooted to sit on the edge of the mattress and shook his head in amazement. “You kept it all?” 

“Yes,” Alex answered. “I couldn’t bring myself to get rid of any of it. I packed most of it away, kept some memorabilia to myself, and put it in storage. Then when I moved in here with you, I got all of that out of storage and now it’s downstairs in our basement.” She paused for a moment. “Which we need to finish, by the way. I want a gym, and a home theater.”

Slater winked at her once more. “Whatever my baby wants.” 

“I have her Academy Award.” 

“All of that makes it incredibly authentic,” Slater said. 

“To wear her clothing, and to become her...” Alex let out a lengthy sigh. “It’s mind-blowing.” 

Slater scooted back on the bed and held his hand out to Alex. He pulled her close to sit on his lap, facing him, with her legs straddling him. His hand gently caressed her back as he smiled into her eyes. “Do you want to do this?”

Alex smiled softly as she nodded her head. “Yeah, I do. How about you?”

“I’m in if you are.” 

“What if no one else wants to invest?”

Slater shook his head. “Ben said he and Rebecca would. I can’t imagine that Chris and Mona wouldn’t. But first, I agree with our management team that we have to meet with Annie.” 

“Ok,” Alex agreed. “And if Chris and Mona aren’t interested in the investment, and it’s just me, you, Ben and Rebecca, then we...” She stopped talking and clenched her teeth. 

Slater read the look in her eyes. He slipped his hands around her waist and grinned at her. “Say it, baby. I know you were about to say it.”

“Oh, God,” Alex groaned. Knowing her husband wouldn’t back down until she gave him exactly what he wanted, she gave in. “Then we’ll figure it out.” 
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Chapter 4
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One week later, they had a plan to meet for dinner. Rebecca had suggested Rossini’s, the infamous Italian restaurant where Slater and Alex had been hounded by the paparazzi and Slater had broken a photographer’s nose, so many years ago. Rebecca was halfway joking when she mentioned it to Alex. When Alex expressed an interest in going to the establishment, Rebecca made a reservation and requested the semi-private table where Alex and Slater had dined with Mona and Chris once upon a time. 

As the group made their way past the tables, with bodyguards in tow, Alex was aware of the stares and whispers that never seemed to go away no matter how many years she’d been out of the public eye. Alex ignored the murmurs of surprise and kept her gaze forward as she walked next to Slater while Marcus and Elliot walked in front of them. She made sure they were seated at a nearby table and listened as Ben instructed the waiter to give him the tab for Marcus and Elliot’s meal. As she sat down next to Slater, she waited patiently while Ben requested two bottles of wine, then relaxed slightly when she took that first soothing sip of cabernet. 

“Wow,” Mona murmured as she looked around the restaurant. “Chris and I have come here a few times, but we haven’t all been here together since that crazy night.” 

“I know,” Alex replied. She leaned into the comfort of Slater’s body when he slid his arm along the back of her chair. “Minus takeout here and there, we haven’t been back since then.” 

Mona nodded and glanced at the menu. “I feel like nothing has changed, and I mean that in a good way. This place was getting popular off the food alone, but the two of you catapulted it into stardom.” 

Slater raised his glass in a playful toast. “Glad we could help.” 

Alex glanced over her shoulder and pointed to a photo with a plaque next to it that featured them leaving the restaurant. She couldn’t help but laugh. “How ironic that this is where we sat that night, we left to utter chaos, and now they have this table marked as a tourist hotspot.” 

“They do,” Rebecca agreed. “When I requested the reservation and then told them who the reservation was for, Vincent Rossini, the owner, got on the phone with me and asked me so many questions to verify that I wasn’t pulling his leg.” 

“Well, the biggest difference now is that we have bodyguards with us,” Alex said. “We didn’t have them that night.” 

Slater kissed her and smiled. “Are you saying that you finally agree to having bodyguards?” 

Alex gave him a haughty look. “Not at all. Marcus and Elliot are family. Tall, muscular, threatening family. I refuse to think of them as bodyguards.” 

Slater chuckled, knowing her aversion to the protection their status demanded. “If that helps you, baby.” He looked at Ben. “What time did you tell Annie to come?”

Ben looked at his watch. “Right about now. Rebecca, why don’t you order some appetizers, and I’ll wait out front for her.” He kissed her, then stood up. “I’ll be right back.” 

As Ben left the table and headed for the front of the restaurant, he stopped in his tracks when he saw none other than Annette McDonald, Alex and Mona’s former manager and his former girlfriend, walking with her husband Bernard to a nearby table. His first instinct was to turn in the other direction and not make eye contact. As he started to pivot, he clenched his teeth and resisted rolling his eyes when she stopped him. 

“Benjamin!” Annette greeted him. “It’s nice to see you.” 

Ben smiled at her and gave Bernard an absent nod. “Hello Annette. Bernard.” 

Her gaze zeroed in on his left hand, and the glint of gold on his ring finger. “I hear congratulations are in order.” 

“Yes, thank you.” He refused to elaborate on their wedding or their honeymoon. Ben didn’t want to exchange niceties. He glanced at his watch and took a step away from Annette. “Enjoy your dinner. We’re meeting with a client.” 

“We?” Annette questioned. 

Ben didn’t know why he answered her, but he did. “Yes, Rebecca and I are here for a meeting.”

Annette gave him a playful pout. “Aww, are Alex and Mona not working enough for Rebecca, or is the band finally hanging it up and retiring?” 

Ben refused to take the bait. “Neither. Excuse me,” he said and walked away from her, fully aware of her gaze on him as he made his way to the front of the restaurant. He stepped outside into the cool evening air. As tempting as it was to chew on the brief confrontation with Annette, he didn’t let himself indulge. He only hoped they could get through dinner without her seeking them out and disrupting their meal. Ben had learned from past mistakes that hiding his encounter with Annette was not the right answer. He intended to quietly inform Rebecca when he got back to the table. 

Ben’s eyes scanned the parking lot. From what he knew from Alex and Slater, Annie was a young woman in her twenties. The only defining feature they had of her was the color of her hair. He noticed a silver Honda Accord pull into a nearby space and saw a woman with shoulder length red hair get out of the car. Even from a distance he could sense her nerves. He put a smile on his face and gave her a friendly greeting as she approached the entrance. 

“Ms. Wilson?” Ben questioned.

She smiled at him and nodded. “Yes. You must be Mr. Anderson.” 

Ben shook her hand. “You can call me Ben.”

“Ok, then please call me Annie.” She held a hand to her stomach and let out a shaky breath. “I don’t know why I’m so nervous. When Rebecca called me to say Alexandra had read the script, I almost fell out of my chair.”

Ben chuckled as he held the door open for her. “Rebecca is at our table. She’s ordering appetizers to get us started.” He led the way through the restaurant, purposely avoiding the section where Annette was sitting. He didn’t want to catch her attention. When he approached their table, he glanced at Annie and saw she stood frozen, her face a mask of shock. “Annie?”

“Mr. Anderson,” she whispered, then corrected herself. “Ben. I thought it was just you and Rebecca.”

“Oh? Did she not tell you that both Alex and Slater wanted to meet with you, as well as Mona and Chris?” 

Annie shook her head. She was even more nervous than she was just to meet two managers. She glanced past his shoulder and saw the four celebrities drinking wine, chatting, and helping themselves to the bread basket. “Oh, my God,” she breathed. “I don’t know if I can do this. I mean, when I spoke to Rebecca, she said ‘We’re looking forward to meeting with you’. I thought she meant the two of you and that was it. Oh, Lord,” she groaned. “Now I feel so stupid. Alex probably thought the script was dumb, and I’m sure Slater agrees with her. Why Mona and Chris are here is beyond me. I can’t do this.” 

As she stepped away from him, Ben reached out and gently held onto her arm. “I’m sure my wife didn’t mean for it to feel like an ambush. She probably thought you’d back out if you knew they’d be here.” 

Annie nodded quickly. “She’s right.” 

Ben chuckled once more. “There’s nothing to worry about. There’s no way Alex or Slater would have made the time to meet with you if either one of them thought the script was awful. Quite the contrary, which is why we’re all here.” He gave her arm a gentle tug. “Come on, let’s have a nice dinner.” He led her to the table and made introductions. “Annie, this is my wife, Rebecca, and I know you’re familiar with Mona and Chris. And of course, you remember Alex and Slater. Everyone, this is Annie.” 

Annie shook hands with Rebecca, Mona, and Chris, then turned to Alex and Slater. She gave them a nervous smile. “Hi.” 

Slater shook Annie’s hand. “Good to see you again.”

Annie’s eyes widened. “You remember me?” 

“Of course, we do,” Alex said. She stood up and hugged Annie, then held onto her hands as she looked her over. “You grew into a beautiful young woman. I’ve never forgotten you or your father.” Alex gestured for Annie to sit as she returned to her seat. “How is he?” 

Annie nodded at the server when they offered her wine, then happily took a sip of cabernet. “He’s wonderful,” she answered. “He left the hospital about five years ago and went into private practice.” She held a hand to her chest. “I can’t believe you remember me.” 

“Every now and then we meet someone who we never forget,” Alex stated. “I’ve never forgotten you, and of course, your father. He was so kind to me when I was in the hospital.” 

Ben took a moment to interject. “We’re about to order, so let’s take a minute to look at the menu so we can dive right in. We have a lot to talk about.” While Annie read over the menu, Ben leaned toward Rebecca and lowered his voice. “I don’t think there’s anything to worry about, but Annette is here with her husband. I ran into her on the way outside.” 

Rebecca slowly nodded. “Ok, it’s not like this is a private establishment, and we mingle in the same circles. We were bound to run into her eventually. I’m just happy she never tried to sabotage our wedding.” 

Ben kissed her softly. “I wouldn’t have allowed that. Keep it discreet but pass it on. I don’t want there to be any surprises tonight.” 

Rebecca waited until Annie was speaking to the waiter and motioned for the others to lean in. “Ben just saw Annette. She’s here with her husband. I’m sure there won’t be any drama, but he wanted you all to know.” 

“I dare her to try anything,” Slater warned. He glanced at Marcus and Elliot. “She won’t get through them even if she tries.” 

Even though her stomach suddenly twitched with nerves, Alex shook her head. “That’s not what tonight is about.” 

The waiter approached their table. “Is everyone ready to order?”

Ben looked around and nodded with everyone. “Yes, we’re ready.” 

After orders were placed and the waiter walked off, Alex dove right in. “So, Annie. First let me start by saying, I love the script. We all do. Tell us how you came to write it.” 

“Well,” Annie began. “I studied creative writing at UCLA. I’ve always had an interest in old Hollywood. One of my classes was film studies that went through the history of Hollywood. When the focus was on great composers and we went through the eras, Lorraine Andrews really stood out. Her career spanned several decades. She composed so many movie scores, and even though they all had her touch on them, they were all unique, and overall, so beautiful. Captivating. My love has always been writing, and I’ve had a few scripts picked up for independent short films, but not a full length, feature film.” She sipped her wine, then looked at Alex. “Since I met you all those years ago, you really left a mark on me. You influenced me my entire life. Even when the scandal broke out about you and Slater.” She paused for a moment and looked between the two of them. “No disrespect at all, but when that surfaced, my opinion of you both never wavered. Alexandra, you were then, and still are, my favorite actress who inspired me my whole life. And you.” She looked at Slater. “You were this incredibly intimidating rock star who paid me a few minutes of attention at a moment when my sister and her friend were treating me horribly.” She smiled at Alex. “I wore my A Step Ahead T-shirt to the concert and my sister and her friend were teasing me about it. Then her friend started in on me about my unfortunate hair.” She touched a lock of hair that rested on her shoulder. “Out of nowhere, this infamous rock star is suddenly taking my side because we have the same color hair.” 

Slater laughed as he remembered the moment. “As soon as I heard those two giving you shit, I vowed right then that I wasn’t going to give either one of them any attention.”

“Then I walked up,” Chris chimed in. “Slater had this look that he would give me when he thought fans weren’t worth his time, so I followed his lead and talked to you. You showed us pictures of Mona and Alex backstage at their show. Then I signed my T-shirt and gave it to you.” He gave her a cheeky grin. “Do you remember that?”

“Remember it!” Annie cried. “My mother was so worried I actually lost my virginity to you, she almost took that shirt away from me.” 

Mona giggled to hear the story. “What exactly did the shirt say?”

“It said, ‘To Annie, Last night was incredible’. Then he signed it.” She joined in their laughter. “She finally believed me, I never got rid of that shirt.” She lowered her eyes as she felt a blush creep up her cheeks. “I have this wall in my apartment where I have fun memorabilia like that. I have that shirt in a frame and on display.” 

“That’s awesome,” Chris praised. 

“The whole experience from meeting Alex and Mona, then to the Heart & Soul concert, it was all amazing. I had a hard time in school, and I didn’t make friends easily. I felt awkward and was always teased because of my hair.” She let out a laugh. “Now women tell me if they could bottle my hair color, they’d be rich. But growing up with it wasn’t always easy.” She sipped her wine. “I escaped into writing. I feel like it’s saved me several times in my life, to lose myself in that world.”

“I understand that,” Alex replied. “Acting has always been an outlet that’s provided a good escape.”

“Music, too,” Slater said. 

They all paused while their food was served and made small talk as they commented about their dishes, the restaurant, and the infamous evening when Alex and Slater were hounded by photographers. When a few minutes more of small talk passed, Ben thought it was time to get down to business. 

“Annie, obviously we’re here to discuss the script. Before we talk about Alex’s thoughts on the project, tell us why you sent it directly to her manager and didn’t approach studios or producers.”

“Oh, I’ve tried it all,” Annie replied. She dabbed her mouth with her napkin and picked up her wine glass as she thought about the years she’d spent pitching the script. “I’ve approached producers, I’ve tried to get my foot in the door in studios, I’ve pulled on every contact I’ve ever had a connection to. No one expressed enough interest. It’s one of those things where I need a major connection to get anywhere but I can’t get anywhere unless I have a major connection. A few years ago, I sent it to Alex’s previous manager.” 

Alex exchanged a curious glance with Mona, then addressed Annie. “You sent it to Annette?” 

Annie nodded. “About four years ago. I waited weeks and when I didn’t hear from her, I called her. It was only because I relentlessly called her that she finally spoke to me. She said you were too busy with your family, and other projects that already had studio backing, for you to even take the time to read it.” She set her glass down and took a bite of her lobster ravioli. “When it was announced that you and Mona were under new management, I revised the script for probably the tenth time, and did my research to find Rebecca, and I sent it.” She studied Alex and saw her mouth set in a thin, stubborn line. “You look upset. I’m sorry if I crossed a line by sending it to Rebecca, but when you’re just a nobody in this business, you do everything that you can to get someone’s attention.”

Alex relaxed her tight jaw and sipped her wine. “I’m not upset with you. I’m upset that my former manager assumed I wouldn’t be interested in reading it. I might be able to understand that if there wasn’t a personal connection, but this is about my grandmother. It’s very personal.” 

Rebecca addressed Annie. “I received the script right before our wedding. Ben and I just got back from our honeymoon. I haven't had a chance to read it yet.” She looked at Alex. “But I assure you that even if it was something I thought you would pass on, I would still tell you about it, given the content.” 

“I believe you,” Alex said to Rebecca.

Ben topped off his wine and posed the question he’d been wondering all along. “Annie, what is it that you’re hoping to achieve by getting the script in Alex’s hands? You’ve overcome that first hurdle, but now there’s the talk of expectations. Do you want to only sell it, or are you wanting to be a part of it when it goes into production?” 

Annie perked up. “When, not if? Does that mean you have a producer in mind?” 

“Yes,” Alex answered. “Me. Well, not just me. All of us want to invest in executively producing this. We don’t know how long that’s going to take, or what it’s going to cost. But we want to bring it to life.” 

Annie’s soft blue eyes filled with happy tears. “Really?” 

Alex nodded and found herself tearing up. “Yes, really. You have such a way with words, and the dialogue is so strong. I have some journals of my grandmother’s that I want to read through just to make sure facts are correct.” 

“Of course,” Annie replied. “If there’s something in there that’s not completely accurate, you’d be able to change it.” 

“Would you want to be involved?” Ben asked. 

Annie shocked the entire table when she answered. “No, not really. I don’t know my way around a movie set. I would like to be invited to watch production now and then, and of course I want my name to stay on the script.” She sipped her wine and released a lengthy breath. “I’ve been trying so hard to break into this business, I’m simply looking for a foot in the door. Selling the script, my name in the credits, and having that on my resume will be huge. Maybe I’ll finally be able to write for a living.” 

“I have no doubt that you’ll be writing for a living soon,” Alex stated. “What kind of work are you doing now?” 

“I’m working at my father’s practice doing administrative work. Mostly typing recordings of medical transcripts.” She rolled her eyes and laughed. “The irony is, I’m essentially getting paid to write, but it’s not the kind of writing that I want to do.” 

“No,” Alex corrected her. “You’re getting paid to type, and while you may be very good at it, that’s not writing. The script is brilliant. That is writing, and it’s good writing.”

Annie beamed proudly. “You have no idea what a compliment it is to hear that.” 

“Ok,” Ben chimed in once more. “We’ve established that you want to sell the script, and all of us here want to buy it. When you sent it, you didn’t mention numbers. Do you have a figure in mind?”

Annie nervously bit her lower lip. “I’m sorry if I seem unprofessional, but no, I don’t. Not off the top of my head, anyway.”

“That’s fine,” Ben replied. “I understand this is all a bit overwhelming right now. I’m going to do some research on my end, and Rebecca and I would like to meet with you again soon. She’ll be in touch about a time that works for you. I’ll work on some numbers, and I’d like you to do the same. In the meantime...” He reached into the breast pocket of his suit coat and presented a preliminary contract to her. “This document simply states that we are in the stages of making you an offer to purchase the script and that while it’s under consideration of Anderson Management, you won’t be meeting with anyone else to secure an offer.” Ever efficient, he handed her a pen. “If you’ll sign both documents, one copy is yours to keep.” 

“That is,” Alex said. “If you’re interested.” 

“Oh, yes!” Annie gushed. “I’m interested.” She reached for the pen, then pulled her hand back when Ben stated a caveat. 

“I do want you to read the third paragraph on the second page. It states that until the sale of the script is final, this meeting is to be kept private. Word around this town spreads quickly and this needs to be kept confidential until Rebecca releases a statement that we’re all producing, and Alex will be starring in the movie.”

“It’s standard, Annie,” Alex said. “I know you’ll want to shout it from the rooftops, but please be patient until we make the announcement. And I promise you that all of us here will continue to do what we can to introduce you to connections in the industry, and open doors for you.” 

Annie nodded, then turned the contract to the second page and read the paragraph Ben was talking about. She reached for the pen one more time and didn’t hesitate to sign both documents. When Ben and Rebecca also signed and gave her a copy, she slipped the documents into her purse, then smiled at everyone around the table. “I can’t believe this is happening. All I did was take a chance and send it to your new manager.” 

Alex smiled proudly at her. “You clearly have a lot of tenacity. To keep pushing for what you believe in paid off. You have my promise that when we start shooting, you’re more than welcome to come to the set. Your name will be in the credits, as well.” 

“Who knows,” Slater said and winked at her. “If this makes it to the Oscars, you might be up for an award for best screenplay.”

“I wish,” Annie sighed. She hunched up her shoulders and couldn’t wipe the grin off her face. “I guess all that daydreaming is finally going to pay off.” 

“Invest your money and time wisely,” Alex said. “And you might be able to kiss transcribing medical records goodbye.” She gave a slight grimace. “I hope your father won’t be upset.”

“I don’t think so,” Annie said confidently. “He’s always been supportive, so both of my parents will be very happy for me.” 

Mona raised her glass in a toast. “Annie Wilson, welcome to the industry. Get ready for a crazy ride.”   

They enjoyed a pleasant dinner, followed by dessert. When they were done eating, Alex gave Annie a hug, and Rebecca promised they’d be in touch soon. Annie excused herself to use the restroom, and said goodbye, while the rest of the group followed Marcus and Elliot through the restaurant. 

As they passed Annette’s table, the bodyguards had no choice but to stop when Annette stood up to greet them. When the men made no move to budge, Annette tapped her foot and impatiently huffed. “Really, gentlemen? You know me,” Annette grumbled. 

Marcus’s deep voice was firm and authoritative. “Just doing our job, ma’am.” 

“Ma’am?” Annette questioned, then rolled her eyes. “Step aside, Marcus. All I want to do is say hello.” 

Alex had hoped they wouldn’t run into Annette, but she figured it was bound to happen eventually. She patted Marcus on the arm when he looked at her for her consent. “It’s ok, Marcus. Thank you.” Alex nodded at Annette, then at the man she assumed was her husband. She’d never met him. “Hello Annette, how are you?” 

Mona stepped to Alex’s side. “Annette, hello.”

“Ladies, you both look fabulous.” She glanced at Slater and Chris, then at Ben and his new wife. “Hello Chris, Slater... Ben, even though I already greeted you.” She spared a glance at Ben’s wife. “Roberta.”

Rebecca smiled and shook her head. “Wow. Even after a year, you’re still up to your petty comments. You know very well what my name is.” 

“Rebecca,” Annette corrected herself. “My apologies. That just slipped out.” She looked at Ben once more. “I thought you were meeting with a client.” 

“We met with our clients,” Ben replied. “You’re looking at them right now.” 
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