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    This book is dedicated to Hollywood -


Once upon a time, I had dreams… big dreams… of calling you home. I never made it there, and that’s ok. You probably couldn’t have handled me anyway.





This book is also dedicated to Alexandra Lorraine and Slater Heart -


The two of you have been through hell and back. I have never been more captivated by two characters. I laughed with you, cried with you, and fell in love with you. I have enjoyed every minute of your story, and I look forward to your future!
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Chapter 1
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Alexandra Lorraine couldn’t believe it. She had a fiancé, after ten years apart. Ten long, roller coaster years, she and Slater Heart were finally together. 

Through the years they kept in touch. In the past year, they weathered the storm of a lifetime when they were the center of Hollywood’s biggest scandal. After their first official red carpet appearance together, the world’s biggest rock star proposed to America’s sweetheart. She said yes.

Her best friend and fellow actress, Mona Davis, had given her one day to enjoy this new event in her life. One day to spend in bed with Slater Heart. Then she was coming in, and the wedding plans were on. Especially since the wedding was to take place in two weeks. 

Within an hour not only would Mona arrive, but so would her significant other, Heart & Soul guitarist Chris James. Included in the last-minute brunch would be Ben Anderson, manager of Heart & Soul, along with Annette McDonald, manager of both Mona Davis and Alexandra Lorraine. 

Alex reached for a stack of plates in the cabinet. After setting them down on the counter, she raised her hand and took a minute to admire the shine on her left ring finger. “Oh, he did good,” she sighed. Her engagement ring had an emerald-cut stone, diamonds haloed the center stone and draped down the sides of the band. It was the perfect size, the perfect cut, and the perfect amount of sparkle. 

––––––––
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Slater stood in the kitchen entryway and watched Alex admire her ring. The smile on her face rivaled the radiance of the diamonds. He vowed right then and there that he would spend the rest of his life making sure she was this happy. He walked into the room and pulled her into his arms. “What are you smiling about, baby?” he asked as he kissed her softly. 

“Mm,” Alex murmured against his mouth. Her arms slipped around his neck as she smiled into his eyes. “Just having a girlish moment of giddiness that I’m marrying Slater Heart.”

“Yeah? Slater Heart is pretty stoked that he’s marrying Alexandra Lorraine.”

Alex glanced over her shoulder when she heard the garage door open. “Shh,” she whispered. “That’s Kathleen. Let’s see if she notices the ring.” She nodded at Slater as he winked at her, agreeable to play along. 

“Good morning!” Kathleen greeted them brightly as she breezed into the kitchen. Her arms were full of grocery bags. She thanked Slater when he helped her place the bags on the counter. “I stopped by the grocery store like you asked, Alexandra.”

“Thank you so much, Kathleen.” Alex peeked in the bags and saw that Kathleen had picked up everything on her list. Fresh fruit, fixings for French toast, pastries. She rubbed her stomach when she felt a small growl, she couldn’t wait to dig in.

Kathleen began to remove the items from the bag as she spoke. “Well, I can’t wait to hear what happened at the VMAs. The two of you are all over the place. The fact that you had your first official red carpet appearance is all the networks are talking about. Did you see that yesterday?”

“No,” Alex answered. “Slater and I didn’t turn the television on yesterday.”

“We were too busy naked in bed,” Slater chimed in. 

Alex poured a cup of coffee and rolled her eyes as Kathleen continued. 

“Along with the hype about the two of you, something must have happened at an after-party to Ashley Kohl... Sorry, Alex, I know you hate to talk about her. She’s being talked about because somehow she went into the restroom and came out soaking wet.” 

Hot coffee scorched Alex’s throat as she choked on the first sip. Her shoulders shook with laughter as she coughed. “Oh, my God!” 

Ashley Kohl, former Playboy model and former girlfriend of Slater Heart, was the person responsible for throwing Alex and Slater into the spotlight. Out of pure spite, she found and sold Slater’s journal to the National Enquirer. She also found erotic pictures of Alex and Slater together from ten years ago and sold those to Penthouse. Ashley did everything she could to stay in the public eye. She even went so far as to announce it to the press that she was marrying Slater, and she was pregnant with his baby. Alex refused to let her have any more attention at their expense. She had her lawyer send Ashley a cease and desist letter, or she would sue her for defamation of character, harassment, and any other legal term she could charge her with. Beyond that, Alex hadn’t planned on doing anything to Ashley. She figured Karma would take care of that, but when Mona saw an opening at the VMAs after-party, she nudged Alex in the direction of the ladies’ room. Alex found a moment to have the last word. Ashley was nasty and immature, so Alex simply pushed her into a utility closet in the bathroom and told her she needed a time out. Ashley became disoriented in the dark and somehow broke a water pipe, which caused her to drench herself. Alex didn’t believe in revenge. She didn’t like getting mean and nasty, but in her eyes, there wasn’t one redeeming quality in Ashley Kohl and the tacky bitch got what she deserved.

Kathleen looked between Alex and Slater as they began to laugh. “Something I should know about?”

Alex took a cleansing breath as her laughter calmed down. “I’ll fill you in while we make brunch.”

Kathleen rolled up her sleeves as she began to prep French toast. “Well, I think it’s great that everyone is coming over. I love to see Mona and Chris, and I can’t wait to hear her take on the evening. And it’s always good to see Ben and Annette.”

Alex shared a smile with Slater as she peeked at her ring again and wondered when Kathleen would notice. She picked up the remote control, turned on the small television in the kitchen, and tuned into E!. “Let’s see what they’re saying about us.” Sure enough, they were the top story. Again. 

––––––––
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“Everyone is still talking about the VMAs the other night! Heart & Soul took away the trophy for best video, not only featuring a duet with Mona Davis, but the steamy video featured Alexandra Lorraine.”

“And it is steamy!” The co-host chimed in. “Rumor has it, there might be a bit more than acting going on in the video, but that’s not the major news.”

“That’s right. Slater Heart and Alexandra Lorraine made their first official red carpet appearance together, and we have to say, those two look happy and in love.” The screen behind the hosts displayed images of Slater and Alex from the red carpet before the awards show.

“Yes, they do! As shocking as this past year has been with those two, it was great to see them together.”

––––––––
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“Aw,” Alex sighed with pleasure. Her face was bright with happiness as they showed clips of them on the red carpet and again on stage as Heart & Soul accepted the trophy for their win. She snuggled into Slater when he stood behind her and wrapped his arms around her. She let out a gasp as they segued into the next top story.

––––––––
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“And in other news that’s leading the headlines, rumor has it Mona Davis is planning a wedding!” 

––––––––
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“What?” Kathleen stopped whisking the eggs and milk together when she heard the announcement. She glanced at Alex and Slater as they both watched the story with avid interest and felt a small stab of impatience toward Slater. She’d known about his plan to propose to Alexandra, but he hadn’t done it yet. Or had he? Alex and Slater smiled a lot because they made each other so happy. She tilted her head as she listened to the news story about Mona, though she couldn’t help but notice the glow on the happy couple. 

––––––––

[image: ]


“We have footage of Mona Davis shopping. The blonde bombshell looked fabulous in low-rise jeans and a midriff-baring tank top. She’s seen here at a local Barnes & Noble store with a stack of bridal magazines. Sources tell us that along with the magazines, she purchased a travel book on Tahiti.”

“Mona Davis and Chris James, guitarist for the rock band Heart & Soul, have been an item since they met at the Grammys in February.”

“Mm-hmm.” The host nodded. “We’re on the edge of our seats waiting to find out what this is all about, but it seems to us that she’s not only planning a wedding but a honeymoon, as well.”

“Stay tuned. We’ll keep you up to date on this new topic.”

––––––––
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Alex raised her arms in victory. “Yes!” 

Preparation for French toast was forgotten as Kathleen became absorbed in the story. She turned to Alex and Slater, surprise on her face. “It’s true? Mona’s getting married?”

Unable to hold back her excitement any longer, Alex hopped in place as she shook her head. “No!” She held up her left hand for Kathleen to see. “We are!” 

“Oh, my God! Finally!” Kathleen rushed to Alex and embraced her. Tears stung her eyes as she began to laugh and cry at the same time. “Oh, I’m so happy for you.” She turned to Slater and hugged him. “I was listening to this and I started to get so mad at you that you hadn’t proposed yet! Tell me everything... when? How?”

Alex held out her hand so Kathleen could inspect the ring and filled her in on the proposal. “It was so sweet and romantic. It was after we got home from the awards party.” She rested her head on Slater’s shoulder when he slid his arm around her. 

Kathleen couldn’t contain her excitement as she listened to Alex’s retelling of Slater’s proposal. It was a private moment between the two of them, and with how this past year had been, Alex and Slater deserved the privacy. She hugged both of them again and returned to her task of prepping French toast. “Is this why Mona is coming over?”

Alex pulled a pitcher out of a cabinet and got champagne and orange juice from the refrigerator to begin mimosas. “Yes, she’s my official wedding planner and maid of honor.”

“I’m assuming Chris is your best man?”

“No one else I’d have stand by me,” Slater answered. 

Kathleen pointed to a box on the countertop and addressed Alex. “Those are the croissants. So... Mona and Chris are coming, as well as Ben and Annette. I’m assuming this is going to be a wedding meeting?”

“It is,” Alex confirmed. “Mona’s most likely going to bring me the magazines we just saw her holding in that footage they showed of her. Ben and Annette have all the contact information, so we can work on a guest list. And Chris...” Alex trailed off and looked at Slater. 

“Chris goes wherever Mona tells him to go because she’s got him by the balls,” Slater answered with a chuckle. 

Kathleen let out a snicker and shook her head at Slater’s sense of humor. “This is so exciting! What kind of timeline are you thinking? A year? Six months?”

Alex glanced at Slater, then at Kathleen. “Two weeks,” she answered nonchalantly. 

Kathleen’s hands fumbled with the mixing bowl. The mixture of milk and eggs sloshed over the side as she set the bowl on the counter. “Two weeks?” she cried. “You can’t plan a wedding in two weeks!” 

Alex’s ears perked at the chime of the doorbell. “That must be Mona and Chris.”

“Alexandra, you can’t plan a wedding in two weeks,” Kathleen repeated. 

“Watch me,” Alex said with giggle as she left the kitchen to answer the front door. 

Kathleen turned to Slater and looked at him in disbelief. “Do you think she can pull it off?”

Slater shrugged one shoulder. “I don’t see why not. We don’t want fancy, we just want to be married. We both agreed we wanted to do this right away.”

“Then why not go to Vegas?” Kathleen teased. 

“I suggested it, Allie didn’t want to be a cliché,” Slater answered. “We’re going to have it here, probably out by the pool.”

“That will be nice,” Kathleen agreed. She reached out and placed her hand on Slater’s arm. “I’m happy for you. I’m happy for both of you.”

Slater pulled her into his arms and hugged her. Even though Kathleen had been his housekeeper for the past few years, she’d turned into a mother figure to him. He loved her like family. Like the mother he should have had, but never did. “I couldn’t be happier.” 

“Anything I can do to help, I’m more than happy to be a part of the planning,” she offered as she stepped out of his embrace.

“I’m sure Allie will take you up on that.”

Kathleen reached forward and gave a playful tug on the end of Slater’s hair that fell over his shoulder. “Are you going to get a haircut for the big day?”

“Shit,” he scoffed. “Slater Heart doesn’t do short hair. It’s bad enough that it’s red.”

Kathleen chuckled. “You wear it well and you know it.”

He gave her a playful grin. “I’ll forgo the bandana for the big day,” he promised. 

Kathleen couldn’t stop smiling, she was so happy for him and Alex. She made herself busy once more as she heard Alex approach with Mona, chattering away about the recent news story. 

“Good morning!” Mona walked into the kitchen with Alex and Chris. She held up the stack of bridal magazines recently featured on the news. “Isn’t this exciting?” she asked Kathleen as she kissed her on the cheek in greeting. 

“It is exciting,” Kathleen agreed. “Sounds like this is happening quickly.”

Chris shook Slater’s hand, then made Kathleen blush with a bear hug and firm kiss on her lips. “I think it’s great. I can’t wait until they have kids and we get to see him change diapers.”

“Ooh,” Kathleen sighed with pleasure. “That’s going to be so sweet.”

“One thing at a time,” Mona advised. 

Chris looked at Slater with a cheeky grin. “Two weeks, huh?”

Slater slid his arm around Alex’s shoulders and placed a quick kiss against her hair. “Whatever my baby wants.”

“I could get used to that way of thinking,” Alex giggled. 

Mona turned to Alex with her brows raised. “Where are we doing this?”

“I thought we’d all sit by the pool,” Alex answered.

With all the excitement and chatter, Kathleen realized she wouldn’t get anything done if they didn’t leave the kitchen. She placed a hand on Alex’s shoulder and steered her out of the room. “You all go, I’ll bring out the coffee and the mimosas.”

“No, I can help,” Alex protested.

“You’ll do no such thing,” Kathleen insisted. “You’re the bride-to-be. Go and start brainstorming how you’re going to pull this off in fourteen days.”

“She’s right,” Mona agreed. “Every minute we stand here yapping is a minute of planning I’m not going to get back. Let’s go.” She tugged on Chris’s arm and pulled him out of the room. 

Alex grabbed the pitcher of mimosas while Slater carried four glasses. If Kathleen wanted to fix the food by herself, Alex was fine with that. They could get started on the orange juice and champagne. As she and Slater got to the door, she stopped and turned to him. “You ready for this?”

“We’ve waited ten years for this, Allie. I’m more than ready.”

Alex placed a soft kiss on his cheek. “Let’s go plan our wedding.”

Slater kissed the tip of her nose as he smiled into her eyes. “Whatever my baby wants.”



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 2
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Alex was impressed with how Mona had gotten into wedding planner mode in just twenty-four hours. She came armed not only with the stack of bridal magazines but lists of caterers and florists, as well. Alex skimmed the stack Mona set in front of her with the promise to focus on them momentarily. Right now she was more interested in their honeymoon destination.  

“We’re really staying in one of these huts on the water?” Alex asked as she flipped through the Moorea brochure Slater showed her. 

“They’re bungalows,” Slater informed her. He pointed at the layout of the resort. “Mona and Chris are staying here.” He showed her the placement of their accommodations. “And over here, all the way at the end of this walkway over the water, this one is the most private. That one is ours.” 

Alex sat close to Slater, the two of them were joined poolside by Mona and Chris for brunch. She sipped her mimosa and shared a smile with him. “It looks absolutely beautiful, I can’t wait. How did you hear about this?” 

“Kathleen told me about it.” 

Kathleen walked out at that moment with a platter of French toast. She beamed at Alex as she placed the food on the table. “Can I see the ring again?” Alex happily lifted her hand for inspection and grinned from ear-to-ear as Kathleen oohed over her ring. 

“Have you been to Moorea, Kathleen?” Alex asked. 

“Oh, no,” she answered. “My daughter went there on her honeymoon and had the best time. That was five years ago, and she’s still talking about it. Slater asked if I had any thoughts or ideas for your trip and I suggested this.”

“You knew about the engagement?” Alex asked with wide eyes. 

“Mm-hmm.” Kathleen nodded with a smile. “Any time you walked into the room, I would peek at your left hand. I was beginning to think he was never going to ask.” 

“You and me both,” Mona muttered. 

Alex directed her attention to the brochure and pointed to the line of bungalows. “If Mona and Chris are staying there, and we’re staying all the way over here, who’s staying in all of these bungalows between us? Paparazzi?”

Slater shook his head. “Nobody,” he replied. “If I can reserve all of them, they’ll be empty.”

“Really?” Alex asked in shock. 

“Yeah.” He nodded and spoke quickly before she could. “We’re not inviting a bunch of people to come with us.” 

“But it seems like such a waste!” 

“It’s not a waste, Alex,” Chris chimed in with his two cents. “It’s about privacy. Word gets out you two are there, you won’t have much of a honeymoon. You make Slater fill those bungalows with people we know, it’ll turn into business whether you like it or not.” He shrugged his shoulders slightly as she continued to stare at him. “It was my idea.” 

“And a good one,” Slater stressed, as he agreed with Chris. 

“Just go with it, Alex,” Mona advised. “You don’t use your celebrity status enough. This definitely calls for it.” 

“Yeah, I guess you’re right,” Alex agreed, then turned when she heard her name called loudly behind her. 

“Alexandra!” Annette cried as she arrived with Ben. She rushed to the table and embraced her. “Oh, honey! Congratulations!” Annette smiled at Alex. “Let’s see it. Oh!” Annette gasped when Alex showed her the ring and took her time to admire the sparkle. She turned to Slater for a hug. “Good job, and congratulations. I’m very happy for both of you.” 

“It’s about time you two,” Ben said as he hugged Alex and shook Slater’s hand. “Congratulations.”

“Thank you.” Alex gestured toward the table. “Sit down. Are you hungry, do you want a mimosa or coffee?” 

“All of the above sounds fantastic to me,” Ben replied. He thanked Kathleen as she set place settings in front of him and Annette. 

Mona reached into her bag and presented Alex with a notepad. “I asked Annette and Ben to start on the guest list. Take a look at it, Alex.”

Alex’s eye skimmed the sheets of paper in front of her. “How many people are on here?” 

“One hundred so far.” 

Alex glanced at Slater with a grin. “Told ya. At least a hundred.”

“So much for small,” Slater replied.

“That is small,” Mona said around a mouthful of French toast. She took a sip of her mimosa. “You know how it is, Alex. You can’t invite this person without inviting that person, and so on. People get their feelings hurt very easily over this stuff.”

“There won’t be time to send invitations, how are we going to get everyone here?” Alex wondered. 

As Mona thought of another person to invite, she took the list from Alex and jotted the name down. “I was hoping that our managers could work on that tomorrow.” 

“What’s tomorrow?” Slater asked. 

“Tomorrow I have wardrobe arriving with wedding dress options, and honeymoon apparel-”

“How the hell did you arrange for that tomorrow?” Alex shook her head in awe as Mona gave her a confident smile.

“I used my celebrity status,” she replied. “While you’re selecting your dress, I was hoping Ben and Annette would start making calls and inviting the guests.”

“Do you think people will keep a secret that long?” Alex worried.

“I think so,” Ben stated. “Those on the list know this is exclusive, so they’re not going to do anything to jeopardize the relationship they have with you. I’m not worried about that. It’s after the wedding we’ll have to worry about.” 

“Which brings me to the biggest thing on my mind.” Annette took the moment to interrupt. “Alex, you know I’m all about a statement. This isn’t going to be kept private once it’s done.” 

“I know,” Alex said with understanding, all eyes turned to Slater as she asked him, “What do you want to do about that? You want to let the word get out or make an official announcement?” 

Slater shocked the group, and himself a little, with his response. “I want an official announcement.” 

“You do?” Alex asked. 

“Yeah.” He nodded his head, then repeated himself. “Yeah, I do. Ben, as soon as we get on the plane for Moorea, I want you to release the information. Choose a few pictures from the wedding, I trust you on which ones, and let the media enjoy the news.” He put his arm around Alex and pulled her close. “This is information I don’t mind everyone knowing, Allie.” He looked at Ben. “Just don’t let anyone know where we are for our honeymoon. We’ll deal with that when we get home.”

“I can only imagine how many interview requests this is going to create,” Annette thought out loud as she made notes in her planner. 

“Oh!” Alex snapped her fingers as a thought came to her. “I want Ronnie to do my makeup.”

“Done,” Mona stated. “Along with wardrobe coming tomorrow, I have Ronnie coming, too. I figured you’d choose her. She said to tell you, ‘Oh my God, congratulations!’” Mona mimicked Ronnie, while Alex giggled at the impression. “She’s coming to discuss bridal looks and to bring you some cosmetics you’ll probably want but don’t need. Wardrobe people are bringing everything from resort wear to swimsuits, to shoes and jewelry and of course, dresses.”

“See if Ronnie can arrange for a hairstylist to be here the morning of the wedding.”

“Of course,” Mona agreed as she jotted the note down. “I’ll have her bring an esthetician, as well.”

Alex and Mona began to chatter away about details. Alex glanced around the pool and the space with the lounges. “After we finish breakfast, let’s walk around out here and get a feel for the setup,” she suggested. 

“Sounds great. This is going to be fun spending Slater’s money,” Mona declared. 

“Go ahead and max out my credit card, it’ll be worth it.” Slater winked at Mona and snagged a piece of bacon out of Alex’s hand as she had it halfway to her mouth. “I don’t know why you’re going to look at honeymoon clothes, Allie. I’m planning on keeping you naked the whole time.” 

Alex playfully swatted at him and turned to Mona. “Speaking of spending money. Can we get Mr. Cartier here soon? I need to buy Slater a wedding ring.” 

Mona reached into her purse for her cell phone and pulled up her contacts. “I’ll see if he can come tomorrow after wardrobe. Might as well make a day of it.” 

Chris looked at Mona in shock as she held the phone to her ear. “You have the guy programmed into your phone?”

“Priorities, my dear,” Mona said as she gave his cheek a gentle pat. “Well, hello, Mr. Crawford,” she purred into the phone. She paused while Peter’s enthusiasm to hear from her was audible over the phone. “Yes, the engagement finally happened. Now we need the groom’s ring.” Mona made the arrangements with Peter and hung up the phone with a grin. “This is fun!” She finished her mimosa and passed her glass to Chris for a refill as she perused the guest list. Her voice was serious but sincere as she addressed Alex. “There’s one thing I’m not sure of, that you’ll need to decide.”

“What’s that?” Alex asked as she accepted a mimosa refill from Chris.

“Well, we have the wedding party. Chris is going to be the best man.”

“Aw.” Alex smiled at Slater then pointed at Chris with a stern warning. “No bachelor party.” 

“There’s no time for one, but if I did throw him one, it would be purely chaste,” he said innocently. 

“Yeah right,” Alex muttered, then nudged Slater with her elbow when he laughed with Chris. 

“Don’t you still owe him a lap dance?” Chris wondered. 

“Yeah,” Slater agreed with him. “I never did get that sexy striptease.” 

“Gentlemen...” Mona held up a hand to stop their juvenile chatter. “Time is of the essence, I need focus.” She looked at Alex once more. “I’m going to be your maid of honor.” 

“Of course you are,” Alex said with a soft smile. 

“Who’s going to walk you down the aisle? I mean, I don’t know how to say this without sounding insensitive, but you don’t have any family. I have your family lawyer John Murphy on the guest list, I know you always say he was like family growing up. Minus handling the divorce for you, you haven’t really been in touch. Do you want John to give you away?” 

Alex shook her head. “First, you’re wrong in saying I have no family.” She looked around the table, and her eyes misted over. “All of you are my family. Second, I already know who I want to give me away.”

“You do?” Slater rubbed her shoulder as she nodded and blinked tears out of her eyes. “Who?” 

“It’s something I’ve thought of many times over the years. I always told myself that if I was lucky enough to finally marry you, there was only one person, in my eyes, worthy of the honor.” She reached around Slater and put her hand on the arm of the person in mind. “Ben, would you walk me down the aisle?” 

Ben jolted and swallowed his coffee quickly. The hot liquid scorched his throat. “Wait, what?” he sputtered, then reached for his mimosa to cool the burn. “Seriously, Alex?” 

“Yes.” Alex reached for his hand and squeezed with reassurance. “You were the line of communication between us for so many years. You deserve a lot of credit, Ben. Who knows where we would be if you hadn’t kept us in touch the way you did? I would love it if you would walk me down the aisle.” 

Mona finished her mimosa and smiled with Chris. “I think that’s perfect.” Her pen hovered over the page as she waited for Ben’s response.

“Um...” Ben cleared his throat and shook his head slightly. “I’m sorry.” He blinked quickly to ward off the emotion that suddenly filled his throat. “Um,” he said again, as he coughed softly and wiped at his eyes. “My allergies seem to be acting up,” he stated and brushed a tear away that had escaped then looked between Alex and Slater. “I would be honored, thank you.” 

“Awesome,” Mona praised and made the note on the list. 

Emotion was heavy at the table at Alex’s request. As they all composed themselves, Alex turned to Slater. “What kind of wedding ring do you want?”

“I saw a few and pointed them out to Peter, I’m sure he’ll show you. Surprise me.”

“Ok,” Alex chuckled. “What about your wedding wardrobe?” 

“Eh.” He shrugged. “I’ll figure it out.” He laughed with Chris when Alex rolled her eyes and groaned. “Just tell me when to be there, baby, that’s all I need.” 

Alex began to look through a floral section of a bridal magazine. “I want lilies and roses.”

“What kind and what color?” Mona asked as she efficiently jotted the request down. 

“Stargazer lilies and white roses,” Alex replied. She turned the page to see a picturesque setup and tapped the magazine with her finger. “I want these white chairs; they’ll look good here. Any chair that’s on an aisle, I want a small flower arrangement on it with the lilies and roses.” She stood up suddenly and walked to a spacious area at the end of the patio. “I want an ice sculpture.”

“A what?” Mona asked, shocked. 

“An ice sculpture. Right here.” She put her hands on her hips decisively. “On the champagne table.”

“What kind of ice sculpture?” 

“A big one. I want it in the shape of the Heart & Soul logo,” Alex decided. 

“Holy shit,” Mona breathed. “We’ve awakened Bridezilla.” 

“And I want large holes drilled into the back of the sculpture that will keep the champagne cold. Do you think we can get that in two weeks?”

“I think this is our cue to leave,” Slater said to Chris and stood up from the table. He walked to Alex and slid his arm around her shoulders. “Whatever you want, baby. Mark and Drummer are meeting us at Chris’s to get some final touches done, and this time, that’s what’s really happening. We’ll be back in a few hours.” He pulled her close for a kiss, the two of them sighed together as Alex held on tightly. 

“You two are disgusting,” Chris teased and winked at Mona. 

“Fuck you,” Slater said good-naturedly and flipped him off. He kissed Alex again before he turned to Ben. “Sorry to leave you with the women.” 

Ben glanced at Mona. “How did I get roped into this again?” 

“You’re a good guy,” Mona informed him as she said goodbye to Chris. “Plus, you and Annette have all the contact information. Let’s get the guest list finalized and then tomorrow you and Annette can make the calls.”

“You’re really going to make me come tomorrow?” Ben groaned. 

“Please, Ben?” Alex rushed to his side and batted her lashes playfully. “There’s so much to do and you and Annette are so efficient and so smart and-”

“Ok!” Ben held up a hand to stop her chatter. “Of course, I’ll be here.” How could he say no to Alexandra Lorraine? 

––––––––
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The next day while Ben and Annette sat at the kitchen table working in tandem with their phone invitations, Alex and Mona descended on the rolling racks set up in the formal living room like seasoned shoppers. They fell into the secret language of women. 

“What do you think about this for the flight?” Alex asked as she held up a casual sundress. 

“That’s good. It’s comfortable and pretty. Oh! I love this, what do you think about this bikini?” Mona held up a bright blue two-piece swimsuit. 

“I think it’s perfect.” Alex snagged the hanger out of Mona’s hand. “For me.” 

“Oh!” Mona snickered. “You little bitch, I wanted that.” 

“Too bad,” Alex said playfully. “I’m the bride, I’ll decide.” 

Mona selected another suit. “What about this, will you let me have this?” 

“Yes,” Alex decided while she eyed a lacy nightgown. “What do you think of this?” 

“That’ll look perfect.” Mona admired the pink lace nightie Alex held up. “On the floor, because you know that’s where Slater’s going to throw it when he rips it off of you.” 

“Oh, this would be perfect for a dinner out.” Alex admired a flowy dress as she held it up to her body. 

The stylists thought of every detail. Empty rolling racks were personalized for both Alex and Mona. There was a mirror in the corner. A circular pedestal was placed in front of it for Alex to step on when it came time to try on dresses and see how the garments would fit. They took their time on the honeymoon attire. The two of them were happy with the clothing, shoes, and accessories they had on their individual racks. Halfway through the selections, Ronnie showed up. She sat with Alex and discussed her look for the big day and surprised her with new colors and products to take along with her. 

Mona looked at the caller ID when her cell phone rang. “I have to get this,” she stated as she slipped on her newly purchased headset and clicked on the phone. “You better be calling me with the news I want to hear,” she threatened the caller in her greeting. “What do you mean you can’t do it by next Saturday? That’s what we agreed upon. Look...” She held up a hand as she interrupted the caller. “I expect a call back within the hour. If you can’t have an ice sculpture in the shape of Heart & Soul’s logo by ten a.m. next Saturday, I’ll give my business to someone else.” Mona took off her headset with a huff and snapped her phone closed. 

“An ice sculpture?” Ronnie questioned. 

“Mm-hmm,” Alex nodded. “It’s for the champagne table. It’s going to be perfect.”

“I think I scared them into making it happen,” Mona informed Alex. She checked an item off of her list as she nodded to the stylists. “It’s time for dress selection now.” 

“Oh,” Alex breathed and held a hand to her stomach. “I don’t know whether to be nervous or excited.” 

“What are you nervous about?” Mona wondered. 

“Well...” Alex chewed nervously on her thumbnail while she watched the picked-over racks being removed from the house, and anticipated the arrival of the dresses. “What if I don’t like anything they have?” 

“I don’t think you’ll have to worry.” Mona patted her shoulder in reassurance. “I requested a mix of traditional, non-traditional, fancy, casual, you name it. It’s all going to be presented to you shortly.” She stepped back as the last rack was brought into the room.

“If you ever decide that you don’t want to act anymore, I think you should give wedding planning a shot. You’re a natural.”

“It’s actually been a lot of fun. Plus...” She gave a little shrug. “It’s probably the only chance I’ll get to plan a wedding like this.” 

Alex didn’t like the thought of that. The dresses behind her were forgotten as worry came over her features. “How can you say that? You and Chris are inseparable. Does he not want to get married?”  

“Oh, we’re getting married.” Mona patted Alex’s cheek to calm her worries. “But we’ve already decided when that moment comes, we’re going to Vegas.” She rolled her eyes and shrugged. “Cliché as it is.”

“So,” Alex wondered as her eyes scanned the array of dresses in the room. “What are you and Chris waiting for?” 

“We’re waiting for the whole Alexandra Lorraine and Slater Heart buzz to fade.” 

“Me too!” Alex giggled.

The two of them simultaneously sifted through the dresses, their silent communication took over once again. A traditional wedding gown caught Alex’s eye as she took it off the rack and held it up for Mona’s opinion. 

“What do you think of this? Too...?”

“Way too,” Mona decided and removed it from Alex’s hand. “It’s pretty, but it’s not you. Why don’t you grab a few traditional gowns and let me sift through the non-traditional ones for a few to start trying on?” 

“Sounds good,” Alex agreed as she selected another gown. “These are all in my size, right?” 

“Of course,” Mona answered. Her eyes widened when she saw a soft lavender gown. “All of them with tags on and for you to keep right away. What do think of this one?” She held up the dress for Alex’s opinion. 

“Oh, that’s gorgeous,” Alex breathed. She stepped close to Mona. The white satin gowns were nearly forgotten as she admired the detail on the dress. “You know, nothing about my situation with Slater has been traditional. I don’t think I want to go with a white dress.” 

“Nobody said you had to,” Mona said with a smile and handed Alex the dress to put with her other selections. “This one would look perfect with your pearls. You are wearing them, right?” 

“Yes, of course,” Alex stated. 

Mona turned to the rack. “I have a feeling about that one, but try on some of the others first, just to see how they look on you.” 

“Let’s start with this one.” Alex slipped out of her cotton sundress and into the first white wedding gown. She stood on the pedestal and got a good look in the full-length mirror. “Well?” 

“Alexandra, it’s beautiful,” Kathleen said from the doorway. The anticipation of the dress selection was too much, she decided the kitchen work could wait. 

Having chosen to stick around for this part, Ronnie joined Kathleen’s side and agreed with her.  “I love it.” 

“It’s pretty.” Alex turned to the side to get a different view. “Mona?” 

“The dress is beautiful, but it’s not you. Try on that one,” Mona suggested and pointed to the next dress in line. 

“Ok, someone unzip me.” Alex presented her back to the group. Ronnie stepped forward and helped her out of the layers of satin. One of the stylists prepped the next dress for Alex to step into. She suddenly busted into giggles as Mona snorted on laughter. 

“You look like a wedding cake!” 

“It’s so puffy!” Alex couldn’t resist doing a quick twirl and sitting down quickly on the floor, the layers of satin and tulle puffed up around her in a cloud. “This is fun!” 

––––––––
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As focused as Annette was on calling and inviting guests, Ben could see her attention fade. Annette constantly glanced over her shoulder at the comments made by Alex and Mona that trailed in from the next room. 

“I’ve got this.” He took her portion of the guest list and nodded toward the living room with his chin. “Go.” 

“No,” Annette insisted. She took the list from him and smiled once more as she heard Alex’s voice raise. 

“Your tits are way more suited to this one than mine, Mona! You try it on!” 

“Oh, come on!” Ben chuckled at the banter from down the hall. “Even Kathleen has jumped ship to be a part of this.” 

“I’m here as her manager.” Annette refocused and dialed a number into her phone when Ben grabbed it out of her hand.

“She’s more than a client to you at this point, just go.” 

“No,” Annette said lamely, though she looked over her shoulder once more.

“Yes,” he countered. He smiled as she gave in, closed her planner, and stood up. “One more thing though.” He stopped her with a hand on her arm. “Will you be my date to the wedding?” 

“Benjamin...” she said hesitantly. 

“God, I love it when you call me that,” he interrupted her. “Say yes,” he urged. He stood up and kissed her softly, his eyes pleaded. “Be my date.” 

“Yes, Benjamin,” Annette stated. She let out a laugh when he let out a playful growl. “I’ll be your date.” 

“Great,” Ben said happily and shocked her with a swat to her bottom as she left the room. “I’m looking forward to it.” 

––––––––
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“That’s pretty, Alex.” 

Alex paused in her laughter with the women in the room as Annette approached, held out her hand and squeezed gently. “Do you like it?” She picked up the heavy skirt and let it fall at her feet. 

“It’s pretty, but it’s not you.” 

“That’s what everyone keeps saying about the traditional dresses. Does white look that bad on me?” she wondered. 

“No,” Mona answered. “White looks great on you, but you never wear white on principle, because you-”

“Spill,” Alex finished for her. “Ok, you’re right. I’m feeling more drawn to the other dresses anyway.” 

“What do you think of this one?” Ronnie asked and held up an airy dress in daffodil. 

“Really?” Mona asked, dryly. “Yellow, Ronnie? I would think as a makeup artist you would have more taste than that.” 

“This one?” Kathleen held up a light pink gown. 

“Yeah,” Mona snorted. “If she wants to look like an Easter egg.” 

“No need to be snotty, Mona,” Alex chastised playfully. Her gaze zeroed in on the gown Annette was admiring. 

“Try this one on, Alex.” Annette pulled the lavender dress from the rack and held it up as Mona helped Alex out of her dress and into the selected choice. 

“Oh!” Kathleen gasped when Mona stepped aside after zipping her up. 

“Wow,” Ronnie breathed. 

“Alexandra.” Annette blinked back tears and watched as Alex took her time sizing up the gown. 

Mona’s eyes misted over. “Oh, Alex, it’s beautiful. I think this is it.”

Alex looked at her reflection in the mirror. The gown was a soft shade of lavender with slim shoulder straps, and a sweetheart neckline. The chiffon material gathered crosswise over the bodice and down the hips and fell into soft column pleats. It fit her just right and the color was the perfect complement to her skin tone. “The pearls will look perfect with this,” Alex whispered. Her hands fluttered at her neck as she indulged in a moment of vanity. “This is the one.” 

The group of women, including the stylists, were having a moment of silence as Alex let tears of happiness fall. Her hands drifted over the material as she turned from side to side to admire the fit, when Ben walked into the room, full of confidence. 

“Well,” he said happily to no one in particular. “I have an almost perfect success rate on the invitations, ladies. Everyone I’ve spoken to is a yes. Wow!” He stopped when he got a look at Alex. 

She turned to him as she trailed a palm over her torso and rested her hands on her hips. “This is it, Ben. What do you think?” 

Ben couldn’t find his voice as all eyes were on him waiting for him to respond. He swallowed over the lump in his throat, his eyes filled as he tried to blink the moisture away. “Um... it’s... you look...” He gestured to Alex, then looked between Mona and Annette as the two women smiled indulgently at him. “It’s perfect Alex.” He swallowed loudly, his voice thick. “You look beautiful.” 

“Ben.” Alex smiled through her tears, her shoulders shook with light laughter to ease the mood. “You ok?” 

He nodded and cleared his throat. “Yeah.”

“You sure?” Mona asked with a teasing smile. 

“Yeah,” he repeated. He swiped at his eyes and turned quickly on his heel to leave the room. “Damn allergies!” 
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Chapter 3
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“I think that one is my favorite,” Slater decided with a grin. 

Alex shook her head at him as she clicked the television off with the remote. She readjusted herself on the couch and placed her feet in his lap. “Do you realize you say that about every movie of mine when we see it on TV?” 

“Can’t help it. I like them all.” He reached for her foot and began to massage gently. 

“Careful,” she warned. “I’m very ticklish.” 

“Oh, trust me.” He winked at her. “I know your ticklish spots.” 

“Mm.” Alex sipped her wine and sighed as she relaxed under his touch. “This is nice.” 

“No, what’s nice is finally getting rid of Mona. I thought she’d never leave.” 

“She’s taken her role as wedding planner very seriously,” Alex chuckled. “She’ll be here early in the morning.” She tilted her head and smiled at him. “I can’t believe the wedding is tomorrow.” 

“I can’t believe she didn’t try to finagle a sleepover tonight just so she can start barking at us at the crack of dawn.” 

“Well, you have to admit, none of this would be happening without all of her hard work.” 

“Yeah, you’re right. Pain in the ass she may be, she’s been awesome.” He accepted Alex’s glass as she handed it to him and took a drink of wine. “Do you know what makes me happy, Allie?” 

“Mona’s absence?” Alex guessed and accepted the glass from him. 

“That’s a given,” he said with a nod and took her other foot into his hands. “What makes me happy is the fact that you didn’t want to do all those weird things women do before weddings.” 

“Like what?” 

“Like withholding sex until the wedding night.”

“I haven’t turned you down once since we got engaged,” Alex said proudly. 

“Thank God for that. Most of all, I’m happy you didn’t do that thing where we’re not supposed to spend the last night before the wedding together like it’s bad luck or something.”

“I never did understand those superstitions,” Alex stated. 

“I didn’t want to be without you tonight, honey.”

“Mona tried to convince me to do that, but I put my foot down on that one. I didn’t want to be without you either.” She jolted slightly as he hit a ticklish spot, then pulled her foot away from him and worked her feet under his leg on the couch. They sat in companionable silence, their thoughts on tomorrow’s nuptials. “Can I ask you a question?” She continued at his nod. “Going over all the details with Mona, there’s been something I’ve been curious about.” Alex knew it was a sensitive subject and hesitated to bring it up.

“What’s that?” He nudged her gently. “What?” 

Alex played with the sofa cushion behind him and gently twirled her fingers over the surface. “Why did you not invite anyone from your family to come tomorrow?” 

“Oh, Allie,” he whispered and leaned his head against the cushion and Alex’s hand. “I haven’t spoken to anyone in over eighteen years.” 

“At all?” she wondered. “You never reached out to them again?” 

“Why would I?” 

“Because they’re family,” Alex pointed out. 

“Honey, we weren’t close, you know-”

“Yes, I remember you telling me that,” Alex interrupted. “But even after you got famous, you never tried to bridge the gap?” 

“Allie,” he said patiently. “I burned that bridge when I left. Shit...” He shook his head. “I didn’t just burn it, I doused it in gasoline and threw a match on it. It’s behind me.” He watched her watch him as she played with the ends of his hair. He hadn’t wanted to speak of his family tonight, or any night for that matter. Alex had a way of listening to him that made him open up to her like he never opened up to anyone else. She always had. It was one of the many reasons he was madly in love with her. “My mom found me once.” 

“Really, when?” 

“A few years into the whole fame thing, she reached me through Ben.” 

“What did she have to say?” 

“She wrote to me.” He shifted on the couch and looked up at the ceiling while Alex ran her fingers through his hair. “Here I thought she was going to tell me that she was proud of me that I had come so far. At the very least ask me for money. She didn’t do either one.” He paused at the memory and the pain it caused. “She lectured me.” He let out a short, sharp laugh. “She fucking lectured me.”

Alex’s eyes widened in surprise. “About what? What could she possibly lecture you on after all those years?” 

He turned his head to look at her and sat up straight. “She said I was embarrassing the family with my outbursts on stage and how it was being reported that I’m hard to work for and with. Told me to get my act together in no uncertain terms, because she didn’t like defending me.” 

“I’m sorry,” Alex said sincerely. 

“There’s nothing there, Allie.” 

“Ok.” She scooted closer to him. “If you ever want to try to rebuild the bridge, I’ve got your back. We could start small, send a card or-”

“Can we not?” He stopped her mid-sentence with his hand held up, his voice stern. “I don’t want to. Ever. Ok?” Alex nodded in response, her eyes full of sorrow. Slater took her hand in his and gently toyed with her engagement ring. “To answer the next question on your mind-”

“Slater, you don’t have to finish.” 

He continued with a shake of his head. “I don’t know if she tried anymore after that. I told Ben to return anything from that address if it ever came to him again and to not tell me. I want nothing to do with them. Not my mom, not my sister, and sure as hell not that worthless asshole who fancied himself a stepfather.” 

“I’m sorry,” Alex said again. “I shouldn’t have brought it up.” 

“It’s ok,” Slater reassured her. It was ok, coming from Alex. From anyone else, there may have been hell to pay. 

“No it’s not,” Alex insisted as she slid onto his lap. “We’re only supposed to have happy thoughts right now, and I brought up something unpleasant. I apologize. You know...” Alex switched gears, slipped her arms around his neck, and snuggled close. “This is your last night as a single man.” 

“And it’s your last night as a single woman,” he pointed out. 

“Yes, it is.” Alex leaned in to kiss him and trailed her finger along his brow. “You know what I think?” she asked but didn’t wait for him to respond. “I think that maybe I should give you a private bachelor party.” 

“You think so?” 

“Yeah, I do.” Her breath caught in her throat when his eyes flashed with desire. Alex willed her nerves away and hoped to put that energy into something special for him. Thoughts of taking the initiative made her anxious, but as Slater informed her when she once met him at the door in nothing but an apron, it worked. “How about I send Slater Heart’s bachelorhood into retirement with a sexy striptease?” 

“Sounds fucking awesome to me,” he said eagerly. He loved her ways of getting his mind off unpleasant thoughts. “Does that striptease include a lap dance?” 

“Mm-hmm,” Alex murmured with a nod and whispered against his lips. “A very naked lap dance.” 

“What are you waiting for?” he asked, his voice husky with desire. 

Alex kissed him, gently bit his lower lip, and moved along his skin to nibble on his ear. “Give me fifteen minutes. I’ll need you to cue up a sexy Heart & Soul song, get me one of the dining room chairs, and wait here on the couch for me.” She sat back and smiled at him. “And no peeking.” 

Slater smiled after her as she left the living room. He got the requested chair and placed it in the center of the room. He cued up one of his favorite songs, sat down on the couch to patiently await her arrival, and wondered what she might have up her sleeve. His ears perked up, but he didn’t peek when he heard the click of high heels on the floor as Alex reappeared in the room. She leaned over his shoulder behind him and handed him a glass of whiskey. 

“Slater Heart,” she purred in his ear. “I hear you’re getting married tomorrow. I bet hearts are going to break wide open all around the world once news of that gets out.” Alex walked around the couch and stood in front of him. Her heart picked up speed when his eyes widened. 

“Holy shit, Allie.” He grinned at her as he looked her up and down. “This is awesome.” 

Alex stood before him in a tiny white shirt tied in a loose knot just under her breasts that left her midriff bared. A red plaid pleated mini skirt hung low on her hips. She had on white fishnet thigh-high stockings detailed with tiny white satin bows at the top and wore black high heels. To complete her outfit she wore her dark hair in low pigtails. She twirled one of the pigtails through her fingers and bit on her lip as she watched him. 

“I believe you mentioned something once about a naughty little schoolgirl. Well, this naughty little schoolgirl is going to be sent to detention unless she can convince Mr. Principal...” She pointed at him, “to let her out of her punishment. She thought she’d try by doing a little dance for him. Music please?” 

Slater reached for the stereo remote and pressed play. The intro of the song was strong with drums as Alex strutted away from him and swayed her hips to the beat of the music. She trailed her arm along the back of the chair, sent him a sexy look as she dipped at her knees, popped her hip, and gave herself a smack on the bottom in one fluid movement. She sat on the chair to face him. His gaze was intense as he watched her open her legs and bend forward, keeping her eyes locked with his. She flipped her head forward, then quickly back, trailed her fingers up her legs, and lifted the hem of her skirt high on her thighs. 

Slater watched her as he drank his whiskey, he shifted in his seat while she moved to the music. He decided at that moment that watching Alexandra Lorraine dance to one of his songs had to be the sexiest thing he had ever seen. 

Alex walked to him, offered her hand for him to stand and follow her then gave his shoulders a gentle push to sit down on the chair. She straddled his lap and moved her body to the music. Reaching for the bottom of his shirt, she pulled it over his head and tossed it aside. Taking his hands in hers, she guided them to the knot on her shirt and gave him a nod as he tugged on the tie. Alex parted her shirt as he cupped her breasts, then reached behind him and braced her hands on the back of the chair to brush her bare body against his. Turning to face forward, she settled on his lap and kept with the rhythm of the song while his hands caressed her torso. 

Alex leaned her head against his shoulder, her body felt like it was on fire when he started to play with her nipples. She removed her shirt, then stood before him once more and held his gaze as his eyes seared into hers, raked over her body, and watched her intently. Alex presented her back to him, trailed her hands down her legs as she leaned forward to briefly expose her bottom and give Slater a peek of white lace. She sent him a sexy smile over her shoulder as she slowly stood up to face him. She unzipped the tiny plaid skirt and let it fall to the floor to reveal white lace panties delicately held together with satin strings tied into bows on either side. Alex straddled him once more and ground her hips against him to the beat of the song. Slater’s eyes fluttered closed, his jaw clenched as he took a deep breath and fought for control. 

Raising a few inches, Alex grazed her breasts over his face and gasped when he gently caught her nipple between his teeth. She closed her eyes as he took her breast into his mouth and suckled, desire pulled low in her belly. She turned away from him once more and sat on his lap.

The pulse of the song was intense. She moved against him with one arm behind her entangled into his hair. She held onto Slater as he slipped his fingers under her white lace panties and touched her intimately. 

“Allie,” he whispered against her hair and held her close. “You drive me crazy.”

Unable to respond, Alex nodded her head against him before she found her voice. “You seem to have that effect on me, as well.” 

She stood up from him and guided his hand to one of the side ties on her underwear to let him set the garment partially free. Taking matters into her own hands, she pulled on the remaining tie, let her panties fall to the floor, and stood in front of him in nothing but fishnets and heels. Bent over slightly, she slid her thumbs under the top of her hosiery, then stopped at Slater’s request. 

“Leave the stockings and heels on,” he ordered. 

Feeling heady with power, Alex pulled him to stand. She unzipped his jeans and slipped them down his legs. Kicking his clothing aside, she pushed him onto the chair once more and grazed her body against his as she turned around to sit in his lap. Needing more from the moment, she guided his hand between her legs, leaned against him as he touched her, and gave her body what she needed. Alex’s breath came in short gasps and moans. The song and her lap dance were forgotten as her body took over and sensations pulsed through her. 

“Who makes you feel this way?” Slater whispered against her ear. 

“You do,” Alex breathed. 

“Who?” he asked. 

“You. Slater,” she gasped

“Who’s going to make you feel this way for the rest of your life?” he demanded. 

“Slater Heart. Oh, my God,” Alex moaned and writhed against him. Her entire body wet liquid under his touch. 

“Say it.”

“Slater,” Alex whispered and arched her back. 

“Say it again,” he said, as he felt the tugs and pulls low in his body. He wanted to let go at that moment, he was urgent to be inside of her. 

“Slater, oh God!” Alex cried. Her fingers dug into his shoulders as her climax peaked and her body shuddered with pleasure. Alex’s shoulders heaved as she caught her breath and shifted to turn to him when Slater stopped her. 

“Stay where you are.” He lifted her, his eyes crossed when Alex let out a sound between a sigh and a moan as he lowered her and slid into her. Tugging on one of her pigtails, he pulled her head back, his mouth close to her, and bit her earlobe. “Fuck me, Allie.” 

Alex moved against him, Slater gripped her hips, guiding her to go fast. Her hands squeezed his thighs, harder with every thrust. Slater groaned loudly as Alex arched against him and cried out as he gave her breasts a hint of pain through the pleasure. The music faded, the only sound in the room was their sighs, moans, and heavy breathing. Slater held onto her. His teeth sunk into her shoulder on one final thrust as he let go and cried out her name.

Alex collapsed against him, her body in a fine sweat. Slater dropped his forehead to her shoulder and kept his arms around her. He loosened his hold but held her captive where she was. 

“Well, Slater Heart,” Alex gasped, her breath shallow. “I have a feeling you’re going to make your wife a very, very happy woman.” 

He chuckled softly and placed a kiss on her shoulder. “I’m confident she’s going to make me a very, very happy man.” He held her still when she tried to move, kept her in his embrace, and placed a kiss on her neck. “Where did you get the outfit?” he asked, his mouth against her skin. 

Alex shivered slightly when her skin broke out in chills. “The wedding planner.” 

“I don’t hate her anymore.”  

They laughed together as their breath calmed down. Slater slowly removed the bands from her hair, pressed his face into her neck, and breathed in her scent. Alex shivered as more chills appeared.

“Hey, Allie?” Slater questioned as he turned her in his arms to face him. 

Alex shifted on his lap, brushed his hair off his shoulder, and played with the strands. “What?” 

“Wanna run away with me?” 

“Mm-hmm,” she answered. “But I can’t tomorrow. Getting married.” 

“Who’s the lucky bastard?” he asked with a grin. 

“Um...” Alex bit her lip while she waited for a second to answer him as she slipped her arms around his neck. “Some badass rock star I picked up ten years ago.” Slater stood up, scooped her into his arms, and walked out of the room. “What about our clothes?” Alex asked, looking over her shoulder at the mess they left behind. 

“We’ll get that in the morning. Let’s go to bed.” 

“You’re tired?”

He shook his head. “I said go to bed, not to sleep. We’re going to continue this upstairs.” 

“Sounds good to me. Oh!” She let out a giggle as her foot hit the wall and her high heel clattered to the floor.

“We’ll get that in the morning, too,” he reassured her.

“Slater?” 

“Hmm?” 

“I’m feeling a little warm. I think I might have a fever. Do you think I should see Dr. Heart?” 

Slater wiggled his brows as Alex tightened her hold around his neck and he started up the stairs. “I’m pretty sure he’ll make a house call.” 
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Chapter 4
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“Mona...” Chris looked at his watch. “The wedding isn’t for at least six hours, why are we here so early?” 

“Because.” Mona juggled with the keys and handed Chris a pastry box to free her hands. “Guests will be here for cocktails an hour before the wedding, so I only have five hours.” She opened the door, took the box from him, and walked ahead of him into the house. “Do you mind helping with the chairs when they get here?” 

“Yeah, kind of,” Chris huffed as he followed her. “I’m the best man, not to mention a rock star,” he muttered to himself, then said louder, “Since when do I have to set up chairs?”

“You don’t have to set them up, I need someone supervising that they’re going in the right place.”

“Honey,” Chris said with patience, ready at any moment to stop being her assistant planner. “You’ve been over the placement numerous times, I’m sure they’ll get it right. But, if it’s what you need,” he continued quickly at the snap of irritation in her eyes. “I’ll be glad to check on them frequently just to make sure they’re getting it right. What’s up with this?” he asked as he picked up the lone high heel in the hallway. 

“If I wasn’t in full-on planner mode, my mind would think this could be the beginning of a great horror movie. I’m going to put these in the kitchen,” she said as Chris headed in the opposite direction. Mona set the pastries down on the kitchen counter and turned when she heard Chris’s voice come from the living room. 

“Nice! Alright!” he drawled. 

“What?” Mona rushed into the room and started to laugh with him. “Well, that explains the high heel.” 

Strewn about the floor were Alex’s white shirt, plaid skirt, and lacy panties, intertwined with Slater’s shirt and jeans. A lone dining room chair was in the middle of the room. 

Chris looked around the room in appreciation. “Looks like Slater got himself a bachelor party, after all.” 

“Aw, from the looks of it, Alex got herself a bachelorette party.” Mona tilted her head and smiled. “I’m so proud of my little whore.” 

Chris bent to pick up the skirt and wiggled his brows at Mona. “Any chance you have one of these little getups?” he asked hopefully. 

“No.” She shook her head with a giggle. “But I will get one if it will make you happy.” 

“Please and thank you.” 

“What is it with men and the little schoolgirl costume?” Mona wondered. 

“Can’t explain it,” Chris answered with a shrug. “There’s something so sweet and cute and innocent about the outfit. It just makes me want to turn you around, bend you over my desk and hopefully see something like this.” He picked up the lacy panties by one of the side ties and grinned widely. 

“Oh, God.” Mona snatched the lace out of his hands. She turned to scoop up the remaining discarded garments and shoved them at Chris. “Go take these up to Slater’s office. Then come down and get him coffee and breakfast. I’ll go up soon and get those two moving and send Slater your way.” 

“Shit,” Chris muttered as he left the living room. “I’m not hanging out with him unless you have bacon to offer him. He’s a bear in the morning.” 

“Fine,” Mona said absently. “I’ll figure out the bacon. Oh, Kathleen!” she cried, happily embracing the woman as she walked in the door. 

“Good morning!” Kathleen greeted Mona cheerily. Her eyes were questioning when she glanced at Chris and saw the clothing in his hands. She blushed prettily when Chris placed a kiss on her cheek. 

“Bacon please?” he asked with a grin. 

“Oh, of course!” She smiled after him and turned to Mona. “How do you say no to that smile?” 

“I don’t, he’s adorable, and he knows it,” Mona confirmed. “Ok, Kathleen. Ready to dig in and help me?” 

“Absolutely!” She clapped her hands together and began to roll up her sleeves. “Put me to work.” 

“Sounds like the groom needs bacon, so why don’t you get started on that and I’ll see who’s set to arrive first.” Mona reached into her bag for her planner, though she didn’t need it. She knew the chairs would arrive first, followed by the tables and table dressings. Flowers would follow that along with the caterer to set up the appetizers and the bar that would flow freely among guests. Mid-morning the photographer would show up to document the event, including Alex’s preparation. And last, but not least, she smiled to herself as she perused her notes. To this anticipated celebration of the two celebrities who finally got their shit together, would be the Heart & Soul ice sculpture for the champagne table that came through at the last minute. 

––––––––
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Alex woke up just before sunrise, she laid still and enjoyed the peace and quiet. The room shimmered with soft morning light. The sheer curtains on the four-poster bed were drawn and surrounded them in a glowing cocoon. She turned toward Slater, the sound of his even breathing caught her attention. She watched him sleep and reflected on the last ten years of her life. 

She remembered when they first met, she thought he was the most beautiful person she had seen. She immediately felt pulled to him and had to know him. Then she remembered kicking his friends out of her home and that she made him leave simply because he was guilty by association of the drug use between Haze and Matt. She had been disappointed to see him go, even if it was at her own hand, but she had to do the right thing. Alex smiled softly at the thought of him coming back in the rain that night and how her snap decision to offer him a place to live changed her life forever. She sighed when she remembered the first time he kissed her. She shook off a tug of sadness when thoughts of their time apart ran through her mind and felt full of happiness where they were now. As she studied him in his sleep, her trip down memory lane caused her to drift off into a deep slumber. 

One hour later, Slater woke up and watched Alex sleep. He smiled as she snored softly and curled into him. He too reflected about the first time he met her and how beautiful he thought she was. He remembered how kind and generous she turned out to be. He closed the door to the past in his mind, he didn’t want to think about their time apart. He skipped to now, this moment, as she slept beside him and smiled at the fact that Alexandra Lorraine would become his wife today. 

He watched as Alex stirred in her sleep, stretched gently, and turned to her back. She blinked her eyes open and took a deep breath. His grin grew as he saw her bring her right hand to her left hand, touch her ring and smile to herself. As she sighed and turned to her side away from him, Slater scooted close behind her, placed his hand on the curve of her hip, ran it down her legs and up again as he spooned her. Alex snuggled into him as he wrapped his arms around her and held her close. 

“Good morning, baby,” he whispered in her ear.

“Good morning,” she said sleepily. She remembered waking up with those exact words from him the morning after their first time together. The memories hit her hard, her shoulders began to shake with soft sobs. 

Slater kept his arms around her, placed a soft kiss on the back of her head, and nuzzled her hair. “I’m guessing those are happy tears?” He smiled when she nodded. “Happy wedding day, honey. Come here,” he said tenderly and turned her in his arms. Alex slipped her arms around him, held on tightly, and buried her face in his neck. “Allie?” Slater asked softly, as he ran his hands up and down her back, over her bottom, and settled there. 

She sniffled against him. “What?” 

“Do you remember doing a puzzle together all those years ago?” He paused when she sniffled once more and nodded. “We started talking about past relationships and you said how the ‘M’ word, meaning marriage, makes you twitchy.” 

Alex laughed through her tears. “I remember that. I also remember asking you if you thought either one of us would ever get married, and you had to be a smartass about it and asked me, ‘to each other?’” 

Slater laughed with her. “I’m glad you remember that. I’ve never forgotten it. Even though you were making conversation wondering if the future held that for either one of us, it made me wonder what it would be like to have that kind of future with you. Now here we are.” 

“Yeah,” she whispered and wiped away her tears. “Here we are.” She closed her eyes as he pressed his warm lips against hers. Alex sighed when Slater shifted and settled his weight on top of her body. She moved one leg around his waist and tugged at the sheets that had gotten caught between them.

Interrupting their moment, Mona burst into the room. “Ok, stop whatever it is you’re doing!” she demanded. She had one hand over her eyes and peeked through her fingers to see them kissing.

Slater pulled away from Alex with a groan. “I gave her a fucking key. Remind me to get it from her and to change the locks for safety’s sake.” He settled at Alex’s side as Mona drew back one of the gauzy drapes and made himself busy kissing her neck and nibbling on her ear. 

“Mona,” Alex laughed lightly as chills broke out along her body. “Can you give us a few minutes?” 

“Nope.” Mona shook her head decisively. “You two are going to have plenty of time for this tonight and the rest of your lives, but this morning, you’re mine. I’ve got the guest bedroom next door set up and ready to go for you. You’ll have a leisurely bath, alone.” She looked pointedly at Slater. “A small breakfast, complete with a mimosa,” she said with a proud smile. “The esthetician will be here in about an hour, followed by Ronnie and the hairstylist. Be prepared for a morning of pampering, bride-to-be!” 

Slater grinned at her and resumed his place at Alex’s neck, making her giggle. “And just what the hell am I supposed to do while you kidnap my woman?” he asked between kisses on Alex’s neck. He sent Mona a wicked look, lowered the bedsheet, and sucked on Alex’s breast.

“Slater!” Alex gasped. Her skin turned bright red though her body reacted to him. 

“Well...” Mona reached over and pressed her finger on Alex’s breast at the corner of Slater’s mouth to break the suction. “You can start by getting my friend’s nipple out of your mouth.” She stood up, grabbed Alex’s silk lavender robe, and threw it at her. Then she made eye contact with Slater. “Take your shower and then go in your office with Chris. He’s getting coffee and bacon for you. Make music, talk about manly things, whatever. He needs a dose of testosterone. I’ve made him my wedding assistant this past week and I think he’s feeling way too girly. He needs you.” 

“Can I have five more minutes?” Alex asked, as she turned to Slater and kissed him. 

“Nope.” Mona grabbed Alex’s shoulder and pulled her away from Slater. “I know what that will lead to. Get your robe on and get your ass down the hall!” she yelled playfully and pointed at the door. 

“That’s insulting, Allie,” Slater teased, as he flopped down onto the pillow. “I need more than five minutes.” 

Reluctantly, Alex tossed the covers aside and stood up naked to slip on her robe. She knelt on the bed next to him as she tied the belt into a loose knot. She grabbed his face in her hands and planted a warm kiss on his mouth when he tried to drag her down to the bed again. 

Mona pulled her away and pointed at the door once more. “Out!”

“Fine,” Alex huffed. “I’ll go.” She stopped at the door, turned back to Slater, and sent him a small wave with a smile. “See you soon.” Alex walked out of the room, then suddenly reappeared. “Wait a minute.” She looked at Mona seriously. “I told you last week I changed my mind on an esthetician. I don’t think I should have a facial before the ceremony, it might irritate my skin.” 

“You’re not having a facial.” Mona put her hand on her shoulder and steered her away from the door. “You’re getting a Brazilian.” 

“Oh.” Alex nodded and smiled at Slater, her mouth dropped in shock as Mona’s statement sunk in. “What?” 

“Yup, it’ll be a nice little gift for the groom.” Mona turned her out of the room again and shoved her lightly down the hall, all the while Alex muttered her surprise. She peeked into the bedroom again and tilted her head as she smiled at Slater and tears filled her eyes. “Wait until you see her, Slater. Her dress is beautiful.” 

“I can’t wait,” he said sincerely. “Thank you for everything, Mona. This couldn’t have happened without you.” 

“I know I’ve been a drill sergeant, but I promise you, it’s going to be worth it.” 

“I trust you.” He sat up in bed and grabbed the top of the covers. “Now get out of here, so I can shower and go be manly with Chris.” 

––––––––
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Alex stepped into the guest room, now-turned-spa, and gasped as she turned in a circle and took it all in. “Wow,” she breathed, as she admired her surroundings. “You outdid yourself.” The room was transformed into a beauty studio with two stations, mirrors hung on the wall with vanity lights and chairs. 

Mona gestured to the vanities. “Obviously, this is where we’ll be getting our hair and makeup done. I have this space empty.” She stepped to a space right outside the bathroom. “For the esthetician to set up. She’ll bring her own table for your waxing service.” 

“I’m not getting a Brazilian,” Alex protested. 

“Yes you are,” Mona said simply and winked at Alex. “Oh come on, be a good sport. If you can do a sexy striptease for Slater-”

“Oh, shit,” Alex whispered to herself. “We forgot to pick up our clothes.” 

“Yeah, I want details on that,” Mona declared. “If you can do that for him, you can get a Brazilian.” 

“We’ll see,” Alex said absently. She walked to the window and took a peek outside at the pool. The chairs hadn’t arrived yet, but Alex could see it perfectly. “This is going to be beautiful, thank you, Mona.” 

“It’s not over yet.” Mona went to the closet and presented Alex with a few gift boxes. “Come here.” She patted a space beside her as she sat on the bed. “I have a few things for you.” 

Alex sat next to Mona on the bed and scanned the packages in front of her. “Well, you really have enjoyed spending Slater’s money, haven’t you?” she teased. 

“Slater didn’t buy these,” Mona confirmed. “These are strictly from me. Happy wedding day, Alex.” 

Once more, Alex teared up as the reality of the day hit her again. “Oh Mona, you shouldn’t have.” 

“I wanted to. Open this one first.” She waited while Alex opened the first box to find white lace panties with a matching bra. “I told the wardrobe people not to bring anything like this for you to choose from the other day. I wanted to give you your wedding lingerie as a gift.” 

“It’s beautiful, thank you.” Alex ran her fingers over the lacy set and admired the quality. She reached for the next box and opened it to find a black silk and lace nightgown. “This is gorgeous.” 

Mona shrugged and smiled. “You’re no virgin, so I thought black would be sexier than white for tonight, not that it will stay on long,” she said with a laugh. 

Alex laughed with her. “Thank you for everything. For all the planning, setting everything up, and for the sexy lingerie. You’ve been amazing this week.” 

“One more thing.” Mona handed Alex a small velvet box. 

Alex opened the box on its hinge, her eyes filled as she looked at the dainty teardrop amethyst earrings with petite diamonds gracing the top of the drop. “Mona,” she whispered. “They’re perfect.” 

“I knew they would look just right on you no matter what kind of dress you chose. I was thrilled when you chose the lavender gown. These will complete the look nicely.” She blinked back tears of her own and pulled Alex in for a hug. “I have to stop crying every time I turn around, or I won’t get anything done. Go get in the bath, relax, and soak for a while. I need to go downstairs and make sure everything is on schedule, and I have to keep an eye on Slater, so he doesn’t try to sneak in here.” She hugged Alex once more and swatted her on the butt as she headed toward the bathroom. “Enjoy the tub. I’ll return in a bit.” 

Alex walked into the bathroom. She was impressed when she saw her favorite products lined along the tub. Candles were lit to set a relaxing atmosphere and soft music played into the room. She made herself busy and filled the tub with bubbles and scented the water with oils. Slipping into the hot water, she rested her head on the cushy bath pillow Mona had provided and let her mind wander once again on their journey to today. She soaked for thirty minutes, took her time pampering herself, and decided it was time to get out when her fingers started to look like prunes. 

She smoothed scented lotion over her arms, stomach, up her legs; all with her eyes half-closed she was so relaxed from the bath. She glanced at her reflection in the mirror. Her hair was damp and wavy around her face, she could have sworn her skin was glowing. Just as she was about to belt her robe, she looked in the mirror, saw the door open behind her, and turned to look at Slater as he stood in the doorway and studied her in the candlelight. “You’re not supposed to be in here, Slater,” Alex informed him, her voice quiet.

“I don’t care,” he said, as he closed the distance between them. “You are so beautiful.” He pulled her into his arms and kissed her breathless. The two of them jolted apart like guilty teenagers when Mona stormed in. 

“Slater Heart! I told you to stay out of this room! Get out of here, now!” she chastised as she grabbed his arm and pulled him away from Alex. “You only have to wait a few more hours, now out!” She turned and unleashed her tirade on Alex. “And you Alexandra Lorraine! Tie that robe and get out here. The esthetician is here, and hair and makeup will be here shortly.” She dragged Slater with her as she walked out of the room. “I’m going to have Chris watch you closely. No more Alex until the wedding, got it?” 

“Yeah, yeah, yeah!” Slater closed the door behind him as he left the bedroom.

Alex walked out of the bathroom to see Mona with her hands on her hips and her eyebrows raised. “What?” Alex asked innocently. “He snuck in here, I didn’t tell him to come in. What was I supposed to do?” 

Mona shook her head with a smile. She handed Alex a mimosa and a plate with breakfast Danish. “Eat a little, then get on the table and let the magic begin.”

––––––––
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Slater walked across the hall to his office and shook his head at the giggles that came from the bedroom where Alex was getting ready. He found Chris on the couch. A tray with coffee, bacon, and toast sat on the table in front of him. 

“Wow.” Slater gestured toward the serving tray. “You really are feeling girly aren’t you?” 

“Fuck you,” Chris laughed good-naturedly and poured him a cup of coffee. “Kathleen prepared it this way.” He passed Slater the mug. “So, you ready for this?” 

Slater walked to the window as he drank his coffee and thought about Chris’s question. Was it just him or was the sun shining particularly bright today? He turned to Chris with a grin of complete satisfaction on his face. “I’m more than ready for this.” 

Chris set his mug down and sifted through the pile of clothes on the couch next to him. He held up the plaid mini schoolgirl skirt and smirked at Slater. “Want to tell me about this?” 

“That.” Slater walked to the door and closed it behind him so they wouldn’t be overheard. “Was fucking awesome.” 

––––––––
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“Well.” Alex sat in the makeup chair, her face a mask of shock and surprise at what she had just experienced. “I’ve had a bikini wax before, but never quite like that.” 

“You’re going to love it,” Mona assured her. “And so is Slater.” 

Alex squirmed in her seat and rolled her eyes as Ronnie laughed at her. “I’m suddenly so aware of what’s going on down there.” 

“That would be a whole lot of nothing,” Ronnie said with a nod. 

“That was surreal,” Alex mumbled. “Even Slater hasn’t gotten that far with me. I feel like I need to buy her flowers or something.” 

Mona settled in the chair next to Alex and took a gulp of champagne. Her body sighed at the small break she allowed herself while the stylist started on Alex’s hair and the photographer snapped away to document Alex’s preparations for the wedding. “Chairs have arrived, flowers just got here, the ice sculpture will be here in a few hours. Wouldn’t want it to melt before the reception. Gourmet appetizers will be served for the cocktail hour before the ceremony. It’s all coming together.” 

“The main course?” Alex inquired. 

“All ready to go. The chefs are set up and all the guests will enjoy made-to-order cheeseburgers, along with champagne. You ok?” Mona asked when she saw Alex’s eyes fill with tears. 

Alex nodded and dabbed at her eyes with a tissue. “Our celebration meal. It all sounds perfect. I’m sorry.” She turned to Ronnie as the makeup artist patiently waited to get started while the hairstylist put her hair in rollers. “You know me, Ronnie. This is probably going to happen a lot.” 

“Yeah, I do know you.” Ronnie nodded and blinked away tears of her own at Alex’s happiness. “Given the day, I’ll let it slide.” 

Between hair and makeup, it felt like an eternity to get the bride ready. The amount of time was worth it when the final touches were made and both the hairstylist and makeup artist stood back to approve their work. Ronnie had applied her makeup flawlessly. She kept the look natural and used the color of Alex’s dress to enhance her eyes. The hairstylist had Alex’s hair arranged half up, half down, all of it in soft curls. Pearl enhanced pins held it together to create the illusion that the pearls floated in her hair. 

Alex turned as Mona came out of the bathroom, dressed and ready to go for the event in her column dress. Her platinum hair was curled into soft waves. Mona had Alex’s dress draped over her arms. “It’s time, Alex.” Mona’s voice quivered with emotion. “Let’s get this on you.” 

Alex looked over Mona’s attire and teared up once more. The strapless dress she wore in a rich shade of eggplant was perfect on her. “Mona, you’re gorgeous. I love your hair like that.” 

Mona smiled and did a little turn. She swiped at the moisture in her eyes and tried to make light of the situation. “We’re going to fuck up our makeup. Come on, let’s get you dressed.” 

Alex removed her robe to reveal her new lacy lingerie, then stepped into the dress. She turned so Mona could zip her up and clasp her strand of pearls as she put on her new earrings. She stepped back with a nervous smile. “What do you think?”

The door opened suddenly and Annette peeked her head in. “I just wanted to come up and, oh, Alexandra!” Annette gasped. “You look like a queen!” 

“I feel like one,” Alex admitted. She stepped out of Annette’s embrace. Mona slipped an arm around both of their shoulders to connect the three of them. 

“I’m so happy for you, Alex,” Mona sniffled and looked over her shoulder at Ronnie. “I think we’re going to need reinforcements here.” 

“Alex, look up and blink,” Ronnie instructed. She dabbed at Alex’s eyes and refreshed her mascara. 

“Alex.” Mona waited for the makeup touchup to be complete and leaned her head against her best friend. “You’ve come such a long, long way. I can’t even begin to tell you how thrilled I am for you.” She grabbed their champagne flutes, poured one for Annette, and raised her glass. “To you and Slater.” She waited as they all tapped. “I wish you nothing but happiness, adorable children, and lots of amazing sex.” She paused as they laughed together. “You deserve it.” Mona turned at another knock on the door and opened it just a crack to see Chris on the other side. 

Chris stepped into the room and let out a low whistle of approval as he looked Mona up and down. “The natives are getting restless,” he said and kissed her. “And by natives, I mean Slater. Everyone’s here, we’re just waiting on the bride.” He turned and looked at Alex. His eyes were slightly misty when he took her hand and kissed it. “You, my lady, are exquisite.”

“Thank you, Chris.” Alex smiled at him and slipped into her shoes.

“Everyone is here, they’re all anxious as hell, including Slater. Ben is waiting at the bottom of the stairs.”

Mona turned to Alex. “It’s time,” she said happily, as Ronnie left the room, followed by Annette. Chris winked at the two of them at Mona’s nod that they would be down soon. “You ready?” she asked. 

Alex held a hand to her trembling stomach and nodded anxiously. “More than ready. Let’s go.” 

Annette stopped next to Ben as she descended the stairs and smiled at him indulgently. “I’m going to go take my seat.” She gave him a quick kiss and sat down in the seat reserved for her, right next to Ben’s with a perfect view of the moment ahead. 
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