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[bookmark: prelude]Prelude
 
    
 
   My head thumped as I stood in front of the closed elevator doors. I could feel the taunting gaze of those in the car with me as I held my phone to my ear, listening to the scolding words of an idiot. I shouldn't have answered the phone. I should have ignored him as I had done all weekend but I couldn't avoid this any longer. Even though I was being weighed down with lethargy I knew that this new lease on life didn't include my asshole agent.
 
   Whispers burned against me, the people behind were guaranteed to sell what they heard to a tabloid. It was a harsh world for the famous, it wasn't all parties and waltzing up the red carpet. The real truth was that every moment of this life was watched, photographed and filmed. If I did something newsworthy, it was sold at a premium price.
 
   Last week I walked out of the gym looking less than perfect and it was spread over the tabloids within the hour. I was bloated the week before and apparently I was pregnant even though there was no obvious indication of a male being in my life. Speculation was rife, hidden relationships, donor sperm and the possibility of a mystery man. Anything that would give reason as to why I had a pot belly. It's called life people, I am a woman and this shit happens on a regular basis.
 
   It infuriates me but I have to accept it. If it weren't for the photos that increase interest within the movie going public, I might not have a fan base. It was a ridiculous thought, after fifteen years in the movie industry I shouldn't have to worry about losing fans. But as always, I was overcautious. I behaved. I did what I was told and maintained the image that has kept me going for so long.
 
   Not any longer. The weekend was likely to kill whatever career I had. Did I care? No. I was tired of my former life and wanted something new and refreshing. I had a taste of it on the weekend and I didn't want to let go of it. I craved for more.
 
   Seph my sister was by my side, she could probably hear his berating words. I was done with this conversation.
 
   “Bill.” I interrupted the tirade. “I'm done. You're fired.”
 
   “Excuse me?” he hissed. “I don't think I heard you correctly.”
 
   “No Bill, I do think you heard me correctly, I said you're fired. I don't need your bullshit when I'm hungover.”
 
   My little sister raised an eyebrow at me as the doors opened and we wandered through the lobby of the hotel.
 
   “Your stupid premature midlife crisis in Vegas is all over the news. Your sister has splashed photos all over social media and you're firing me?” he sputtered down the phone. 
 
   “I'm not really interested at this point in time.” I sighed rather disinterested in the whole thing. “I'm about to give up the whole movie star shit really.”
 
   Bill gasped. Seph approached the reception desk and spoke with a very lovely blonde lady while I tried to end the conversation. Huddled in an area off to the side of the front desk was a group of young people, whispering as they watched me. I could see they were waiting to approach. At least they had the decency to wait until I was off the phone, I'd suffered people who couldn't.
 
   Bill kept stuttering which frustrating and a little annoying. The man didn't have a speech impediment, he was just flustering and dragging out the conversation. I guess his aim was to bring me back no matter what it took.
 
   “You can't... you're signed to...”
 
   “Yes I know. Another movie about me maintaining the wholesome girl next door image. I'm over it and you. Goodbye Bill.”
 
   I hung up the phone, my sister clapping her hands excitedly as we approached her car.
 
   “Finally.” she said a little too cheerily for this hour of the morning. “I've been waiting years for you to tell that fuckwit to take a hike.”
 
   “Seph.” I chastised her.
 
   “Seriously, if it were me and it has been me, I would have done it years ago, wait...” she gripped my arm. “I did tell the fuckwit to take a hike years ago.”
 
   “Yeah, yeah.” 
 
   The attendant started loading the bags into the trunk, there were so many. I really had gone overboard with the shopping.
 
   Something caught my attention out of the corner of my eye, the group of young people that I'd momentarily forgotten about. All it took was a smile and they knew it was okay to approach. I liked these kinds of fans, they were appreciative and were hesitant to invade my personal space.
 
   I signed dozens of bits of paper, had lots of photos taken with them and patiently waited until they were happy. Not that the attendant or the people who were waiting for their car to be filled were happy. They can wait. I was basking in the glow of happy fans, ones that made me smile. Though after the weekend I was sure that the smile on my face could never be removed.
 
   The valet cleared his throat as the attendant shut the trunk of the car.
 
   “Okay guys, that's us done. Sorry.”
 
   This could end a multitude of ways. The worst was anger, the so called fan calling me a prima donna and a waste of space. The best was the fan being all smiles and grateful that I actually stopped for them. I had the latter. They smiled and waved goodbye as they walked away, happy with the world as it was.
 
   Happiness filled the air, I took a deep breath and sighed with a huge grin. Seph shook her head at me as she took the keys from the valet.
 
   “Are you really signed to another movie?”
 
   “Still in negotiations.”
 
   “Wicked, ditch it and get something better.” she grinned.
 
   “Bill said you put pictures on social media.”
 
   Seph shrugged, feigning disinterest.
 
   “Yeah. I may have put a few out there. So what? You got your list done, you had a freaking great couple of days and you shed some dead weight. Sounds like total positives to me.”
 
   We both climbed into the car, I sighed as I rested my head against the seat.
 
   “So what are you going to do now?”
 
   “Well, after I get home and sleep for about two days I guess I will have to find a new agent.” I shrugged. “See if there is anything left of my career.”
 
   “Oh puh-lease.” she scoffed. “As if you are the first Hollywood starlet to go on a Vegas bender. Get over yourself.”
 
   This was my little sister at her best, realistic, blunt and brutal. It probably came with the name, not taking any shit from anyone. Our parents were definitely out there when it came to naming their children. Me, the oldest and an unannounced guest at their shotgun wedding was dutifully named Harmony. I think it was their way of trying to instill a bit of it among their unimpressed parents. Next down was our brother Maverick because apparently they loved the movie Top Gun. He was grateful they didn't name him Goose. Much to his disgust, I gave it to him as a nickname.
 
   Seph was next to be born, given the lovely name of Persephone, which she hates. The newest addition was our youngest brother who was a twentieth wedding anniversary vacation present. They named him Ezekiel. The poor bugger, now ten and really suffering the taunts, he makes everyone call him Zeke. The poor ol' Roberts children and their stupid names. Lucky us.
 
   I wound down the window, soaking in the hot desert wind. Leaving Vegas was only a temporary alteration in my new life plan, things were going to change for the better. I couldn't wait.
 
   A new zest for this life was making me smile even though I had a horrid hangover. The past two days have been crazy but they have been the best ever. All thanks to a mad sister and a gorgeous man.
 
   My phone rang again, this time it was my father. No doubt the slime ball Bill has called him and ratted me out. Way to kill the buzz, jerk. With another big sigh I glanced at Seph and answered the call.
 
   “Hey old man, how's it hangin?”
 
   “Long and carefree, which is more than I can say for Bill.”
 
   “Gee what a surprise.” I scoffed.
 
   “He said you called him a useless wanker.”
 
   “Sounds like something I would say.”
 
   Even though I didn't. So now the rat has taken to lying about me to my own father. Great.
 
   “Your little vacation is all over the internet, tell Seph that we are going to have words.”
 
   Seph rolled her eyes as she made some scoffing noise. My father's words were his usual cool, calm and collected. He didn't stress about anything.
 
   “Dad, just ignore Bill.”
 
   “Who are you going to get to manage you?”
 
   “You can.”
 
   “Like hell I will.” he chortled. “I don't need that kind of nightmare in my life.”
 
   “Gee thanks.”
 
   I should take offense to that. I am not a nightmare, I am an angel. Okay so the past couple of days have been the complete opposite but two days out of thirty years was a good run, right?
 
   “Look, just meet up with him when you get back, kiss and make up, it's all good.”
 
   “No way. I'm out, just like Seph.”
 
   I could hear my father groaning, remembering the conversation he had with her when she dumped Bill as a manager. 
 
   “He was so rude Dad. He scolded me like I was a child. For Christ's sake, I'm thirty and still being typecast in the same roles. He never bothered to listen to me about changing.”
 
   He hummed, agreeing with me. We had discussed it before I approached Bill. My parents, in particular my father were the people that I always spoke to first about everything I did. I found solace in their words and advice, they had never steered me wrong.
 
   When I had decided that I wanted to try different roles, I talked to them for hours about it. They both agreed that a little deviation from the good girl roles wouldn't be too bad. My father warned that my career could take a nose dive if I chose the wrong role and that I should be careful.
 
   But his advice was pointless when nothing was being offered, or at least I don't think it was. Who would know what comes into Bill's ratty grip?
 
   “So, is everything I've heard true?”
 
   “Yes...” I sighed again. “I got married.”
 
   It was true, I really had got married. Not something that I had intended for my weekend away nor for my life at the moment really. But he was so irresistible. Down to earth, funny, cheeky and adorable. I wasn't sure if it was love which was thoroughly stupid considering that we had married but I was prepared to give it a go.
 
   The tone of my father's voice had altered slightly, he wasn't one to tell me I had done the wrong thing considering he'd knocked my mother up before getting married but I knew he wasn't impressed.
 
   Five minutes later Seph and I were on the road, returning to LA. As I nestled into the seat I pulled out my turning thirty list, the list that I made when I had gotten too drunk one night and decided that my life was a living hell. It was a 'must complete within forty eight hours' to do list. All of the things that I wanted to do, now that I had turned thirty. I was at that point, unmarried, unattached, rich and bored.
 
   As I slowly slipped into sleep, I thought of the list, the days that had just passed. This was the list that had changed my life.
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: one]Chapter One
 
    
 
   Friday...
 
    
 
   The attendant opened the doors to the sky villa, the view beyond the doors was incredible. I was in awe of the view, the glittering lights of Las Vegas were yet to be on show but even during the day it was amazing. This was item one of my list, checking into an expensive hotel room. Not sure why drunk me thought that I needed something so extravagant but it was there at the very top.
 
   According to Seph, this was the Sky Villa at the Palms Resort. She booked it and paid for it as a birthday present to me, so I had no clue if it was too expensive or not. By the looks of the place, I would say it must be pretty up there. This place is gorgeous. 
 
   “My god.” Seph squealed. 
 
   She peeled all of her clothes off and was out the glass doors, seconds later I heard water splashing. As I made my way around the glass elevator I saw her in all her glory, swimming in the pool. Jeez Seph.
 
   “You alright there?”
 
   “Yep, come in.”
 
   “In a minute.”
 
   I pulled out the list and scratched off item number one. Then Seph squealed again.
 
   “Look, it goes out from the building. Oh my god.” she gasped. “I can see through it.”
 
   “Lucky you're not naked or anything.” I muttered under my breath.
 
   I could hear someone clear their throat, turning to see the fellow with our bags behind me. A soft rosiness crossed his cheeks, no doubt caused by my naked sister. The poor thing was young too, he probably wished he wasn't working so he could get in the pool with her. God love the little tart, she'd probably enjoy his attention too.
 
   “Uh, can you put each of them in the rooms, thanks.”
 
   He politely nodded and took mine and Seph's bags to their respective rooms. Seph waited by the edge of the pool for the man to leave. She was eying off the glass elevator.
 
   “Harmie, we need to find some lucky boys tonight. I want to fuck in that elevator.”
 
   “Jeez Seph.” I groaned as I rolled my eyes.
 
   Seph and I were similar in so many ways but so far apart in just as many. I didn't have the same grace as her when it came to the opposite sex, I had struggled to maintain a relationship even before becoming famous. Now that I was I held little chance of something that would last into old age. I was destined to be one of those people that might marry but would do so for a few years and when it became too difficult for my partner, he'd be out the door. 
 
   Maybe I might be one of those women who have a different toy boy on my arm for every event, refusing to settle down. Did I need something permanent? Not really, I could have my toy boys for my pleasure and not theirs. I could be that selfish.
 
   The thought of children crossed my mind, my mother hinted about them at my birthday dinner. I was thirty and the clock was ticking. I should think about children as a serious goal in my life. Take a few years from the movie making scene and have a couple of kids.
 
   I'd seen actresses do that before and they have never recovered. It was a risk to take a few years off. But my mother's words lingered, now it was causing turmoil in my mind and my heart. Now I wanted to have a child. Maybe I could get my motherly instincts out by adopting a child. I doubted it would work.
 
   “Well, why not? You said that this was supposed to be about letting your hair down, forgetting the girl next door stereotype that you've been labeled with. Let out that bad girl I know you have in you. What's number two on the list?”
 
   “A new hairdo.”
 
   “Excellent. I am going to shower and then we will find somewhere to do something about that.”
 
   She gestured to my hair as she wandered past me, water dripping all over the highly glossed tiles. My sister had no qualms about walking around naked, well maybe just around me. Although, she didn't seem too fazed about the floor to ceiling glass windows with the view that stretched across Vegas.
 
   “Hey, the dude put your bag in the room with the round bed, you okay with that?”
 
   “Yeah I don't care. Bed's a bed.”
 
   “Cool.”
 
   I walked up to this round bed bedroom, sitting on the mattress with a few prods as I assessed it. A beaded wall surrounded the bathroom that allowed for privacy yet still offered a view of the skyline. I was quietly impressed.
 
   An hour later and we were back on the ground, searching for a hair dresser. It didn't take Seph long to find somewhere suitable to do my hair. All I wanted was something different. I should have been more specific. 
 
   By the time the woman was done with me, I had black hair with streaks of blue through the top, underneath was pink, hot pink. It had been straightened and sat long and neat down my back.
 
   Seph on the other hand was a little more outrageous. It had been cut short, I believe the hairdresser called it a pixie cut and then she colored it. Sections of colors, yellow, orange over the top layer toward the front, green, blue, pink and purple around the back and sides. Her hair looked like a rainbow threw up all over her. But still, she was as cute as a button.
 
   My siblings and I were all the same, pretty much. All had jade green eyes, perfect in color, it made many jealous. Our skin was fair and I was grateful to escape my teen years with little to none in the way of blemishes. We were all tall, naturally sandy blonde hair color and well figured. Of course, that came through strict control over our dietary habits on my mother's part. She was determined that her children were raised junk food free.
 
   My sister took lots of photos, god knows what for. Why would I want to see pictures of myself getting my hair done? I could feel my stomach gnawing away, in desperate need of food. It growled rather loudly, to which Seph laughed, snorting a little too.
 
   “Sounds like someone wants dinner. What do you want to eat?”
 
   “Something.” I groaned as I rubbed my stomach.
 
   “What's number three on the list?”
 
   I pulled it out as we approached the counter, Seph had her card out before I could even search for my wallet. Saying nothing I searched out number three on the list. I must have really been hammered, I don't know why I thought I wanted this. This was going to be painful, I could imagine me crying out with blubbering eyes.
 
   “Get a tattoo.”
 
   “Hmm. Maybe dinner first, yeah?”
 
   “Sounds like a plan.”
 
   With our fresh new hairdos we were on our way, trying to navigate the streets with a tourist map. I had said that we should get a cab but Seph said that the exercise would do us good. 
 
   We found a restaurant, as recommended by the hairdresser. It was a little out of the way but she said it was worth it. The walls were a rich gold and black damask wall paper, black leather booths lined the walls, dozens of tables and leather chairs scattered throughout the floor in front. The cutlery was a heavy silver, the plates white with gold trim. At least there wasn't any crystal glasses. Just glass. Music played softly as a background noise, not as entertainment. I was surprised that the restaurant would serve us, it did seem a bit posh in here and Seph and I looked like we had been playing with food coloring. 
 
   The meal was amazing and the three margaritas were as well. That was the beginning of item number four. Get hammered. As we finished off the last of our drink, I crossed out number two. 
 
   Seph took the list and scrutinized it, passing it back with a grin.
 
   “Did you want to go and get number three out of the way tonight or maybe tomorrow? We could find a bar and do number four if you like.”
 
   “Yeah, number four.” I grinned like a child let loose in a candy store.
 
   Seph decided that she wanted to hit the sidewalk rather than getting a cab yet again. My feet were killing me already but I said nothing. She was right, it was a great night to be outside. The evening was refreshing and the sun had only just started to set. Seph wrapped her arm around my neck and dragged me in for a hug, taking a photo of us.
 
   The three margaritas were making me feel very happy, I felt like I had loosened up a little and was ready to take on Las Vegas. 
 
   On our path towards god only knows where we happened upon a tattoo parlor. The big blaring neon on the darkened path attracted me like a moth to a light. I'm pretty sure I heard the light hum to me, get inked in here Harmony.
 
   I stopped and stared at the store front. This I could do. It wasn't difficult. Everyone was getting tattoos these days, it wasn't something that had a stigma attached to it any more.
 
   No, I couldn't do it. It hurt. Thousands of needles that would dig into my skin and mark me permanently. I peered at Seph with her raised eyebrow as she folded her arms and impatiently tapped her foot.
 
   Would she relent on the list? Unlikely. She said that I had to complete everything on the list and there would be cruel and unusual punishments if I failed.
 
   My heart thudded hard, her patience was slowly fading as her eyes narrowed at me.
 
   I could do this, I could get something small and it would be over and done with. It would leave us to carry on with the rest of the night without an issue.
 
   Taking in a deep breath I grabbed Seph by the wrist.
 
   “Aw, hell. Come on.”
 
   Then I dragged her into the shop with the hope that I didn't pass out from the pain.
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: two]Chapter Two
 
    
 
   Seph had already picked out a tramp stamp and had managed to get herself onto a chair straight away. I however was still undecided. Wandering around the little waiting area, I gazed at the pictures on the wall trying to find something I would like. It didn't have to be much in fact, I would prefer something small so that I could continue the night elsewhere. I didn't want to hang around a tattoo parlor all night getting some fancy intricate bit of nonsense. I wanted to continue with the list. Especially item number six. That one I was looking forward to.
 
   The walls were covered in sheets of A4 paper, dozens of little pictures on each of them. The room was bright, it appeared really sterile which I was grateful for. The lights above hummed, occasionally one flickered. Beside me was a large glass window, in it that flashing neon light tattoos open 24 hours. People wandered past, laughing and chatting. Everyone seemed happy in Vegas.
 
   Eventually I decided on a silhouette love heart that was dripping two little drops from the tip of the heart, on my left wrist. Seph had finished by the time I was ready, the man putting a bandage over her new ink. The fellow that would be doing mine ushered me over to the other chair, setting everything up. 
 
   The doorbell dinged as two guys walked in, the man that had done Seph's tattoo greeted them in a friendly manor, almost as if he knew them. One of them sat in the seat next to mine, the other held back in the waiting area.
 
   “Hey.” he said as nodded at me.
 
   “Uh hey.”
 
   Damn, this guy is hot. Super freaky hot. His black T-shirt was tight across his firm body, a Ramones shirt. Everyone wears Ramones shirts, it should be a religion. Jeez. The jeans he was wearing were worn, a few rips, fraying at the bottom. And docs, the man wore docs. I loved the shoes and wanted to get a pair for myself but the whole 'good girl' thing that had been thrust upon me didn't allow for army boots.
 
   “What are you getting done?”
 
   Those sparkling green eyes stared at me, waiting for me to respond, a cheeky smirk crossed his face.
 
   “Love heart.” 
 
   “Cute.” he chuckled.
 
   Then he took his shirt off and fuck me, it hit me like I had fallen off the chair. It wasn't just the fact that he was beyond ripped, it was the tattoos, so many of them. His back was covered the most, slowly making his way to the front that was like a blank canvas. Gorgeous wasn't enough to describe him.
 
   He took the shirt off in a very sexy way. I didn't think that it was possible, but he did. I thought that I might have needed to wipe the drool from the corner of my mouth, the show was that good. His hair was all over the place from the shirt being dragged over it, scruffy worked well on him. He leaned back into the seat and ran his hand through his hair, flicking it back off his face. It was black, jet black and it looked like there was a little bit of blue hidden among it too. 
 
   I tried to be a big brave girl when the man started to do the tattoo. After all, Seph had already done hers, and this guy beside me had a shit load on him. It wouldn't be that bad, would it? 
 
   “Have you been inked before?”
 
   I shook my head, obviously the panic was showing in my face.
 
   “Relax, it's all good.” he grinned that cute cheeky smirk.
 
   Damn. It was enough of a distraction that at first I didn't notice the man had started. Of course, that bliss didn't last too long and seconds later, I knew the tattoo artist was there. I bit my bottom lip, trying not to curse at him or his evil gun of pain.
 
   Mister green eyes next to me chuckled as he sat there, almost ignoring the man that was finishing off some tribal thing on his shoulder. It felt like an eternity had passed, although it was probably half an hour at the most. Somehow, mister green eyes had managed to finish before me. When I was released from the chair of torture I found Seph talking to the two guys in the waiting area.
 
   “Hey, these guys are going to show us a great bar.”
 
   “Okay, great.”
 
   We walked out onto the street, the cool of the evening was refreshing against my flamed cheeks. Seph and the blonde guy were a few steps ahead of us. Every now and then Seph would laugh and I'd catch him smiling. Jeez Louise, I could see where that was going to end.
 
   My attention turned to the man walking beside me, he matched me for height even with my boots.
 
   “Evan.” He grinned at me.
 
   God damn, will that ever get old? Unlikely.
 
   “That's Jaxon.”
 
   The blonde friend turned back and nodded his head with a soft smile.
 
   “Harmony.”
 
   “That's an interesting name.” he murmured as he glanced down at the sidewalk.
 
   “Yeah. No key tags for me.”
 
   He chuckled. “Yeah, Evan's a bit of a hard one too. Parents eh.. what can ya do?”
 
   As we approached the bar, I could hear the music, there were a large line of motorcycles sitting outside the front door. Jaxon pushed the blue wood door open and we all followed him in. The bar was poorly lit but strangely I felt comfortable. There were a few people in here, all of them drinking and chatting among themselves. I didn't feel out of sorts in my jeans and sleeveless shirt, my bizarre hair. In fact, I looked like I was meant to be in here. It was a huge difference from what I was used to. Hollywood parties, the upper crust of society, money unlimited.
 
   But here, I was with the common man and I felt at peace for once. These people were relaxed and happy and in turn it made me relax. It made me realize how shallow my life had been. How out of touch I was. But what was I going to do about it?
 
   We sat at a round booth table, of course Seph sidled up to Jaxon. She had staked her claim and as I watched her giggling I knew that I was right when I thought about how this would end. Jaxon was checking out her hair, he probably thought it was strange too. The waitress brought over four beers and left without even getting payment. Huh. Maybe they have a tab here or something.
 
   “So you from around here?”
 
   “LA.”
 
   “Ah.” Evan said taking a sip of beer. “Phoney town.”
 
   “Where are you from?”
 
   “Here.”
 
   “Ah.” I cheekily returned. “Sin city.”
 
   He smirked as he took another sip. It got a little hot in here. Or maybe it's just me. Maybe it's mister freaking hot that's making me fluster. I glanced across the table, Jaxon already whispering in Seph's ear. Man, he works fast. Then again, I'm pretty sure Seph has a big blinking light somewhere on her body that says open for business. Jaxon had his arm around the back of Seph's neck, his other hand was somewhere out of view. One could only imagine its location. Gross. She giggled as he said something in her ear again and I wondered if I needed to put the big blinking light out to get that kind of attention. 
 
   Time passed with a drunken blur, the beer bottles starting to pile up. The waitress seemed rather disinterested with clearing the table, instead she would swing past on occasions and leave four more beers and then continue on her way again. I mindlessly wondered if she had a phobia about clearing the tables.
 
   Jaxon and Seph had left the table to make a selection at the jukebox, picking a song that I had never heard before. Curiously I turned to Evan who grinned with a slight chuckle, watching them as they returned.
 
   Seph had a mighty big grin on her face, one which I could not figure out. It was like she had some kind of personal joke going, one that Evan and Jaxon understood. Maybe I was too drunk to figure it out. It was possible.
 
   The table was crammed with beer bottles, all of them empty. It would have had to have been somewhere around nine, ten pm. I had no clue, tapping my wrist at my drunk sister, she pulled her phone out of her bag and said it was ten thirty. Then she proceeded to take a photo with a wry smile on her face.
 
   “Let's go and scratch off number five.” she said with too much delight.
 
   “What do you mean number five?” Jaxon frowned.
 
   “Harmie has a list, kind of like a, 'my life's shit and these are the things I want to do' list.”
 
   Evan gazed at me, pursing his lips together with a smile.
 
   “So far we have scratched off three, in the process of number four and can continue it while we do number five.”
 
   “Number five?” Evan asked curiously.
 
   “Dancing.”
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: three]Chapter Three
 
    
 
   I wasn't sure if Evan and Jaxon would follow us to a night club. They didn't seem the type to dance. However, I was wrong. Really wrong. Not only did they follow us, but they joined us on the dance floor. And boy, could they move. I had always tried to be a person that would never judge a book by the cover, but clearly I had been. I naturally assumed that they wouldn't or couldn't dance by the way that they dressed. Bad boys. Ripped jeans, tight shirts, piercings, tattoos, hair that looked like they rolled out of bed and did nothing else. 
 
   The music was loud, the dance beat booming across the dance floor. At the back of the room there was a DJ scratching out the thunderous beat. The bar lined one wall and on the other wall was a few high tables and bar stools. Overhead was a balcony that circled the entire floor except over the DJ. There was a glass floor there. Charming. On the balcony were more tables and chairs, wait staff mindlessly serving customers. The only light came from a vast wall behind the bar that lit up the alcohol bottles, a faded blue tone and the flickering of the strobe lights. Hanging down from the ceiling was strands of crystal or glass, I don't know, something. The strobe light flickered through them, bouncing off them and around the room. It looked amazing.
 
   It was on the dance floor, packed in between the hot and sweaty bodies that I was able to get close to Evan. So close that his hands found their way around my body. Mister green eyes has a new name, octopus. Not that I cared. This would help in crossing off item number six. Get laid. I wrapped my arms around his neck, his hand found its way to my backside and pulled me against him.
 
   The music pounded heavily as the people danced around us, both of us had stopped dancing.
 
   In those few seconds, it was like we were the only people in the room, he leaned down and kissed me. It had started off as slow and sweet, then it turned heavy and needful. This guy was a great kisser. I wasn't one to kiss and tell, but I could tell the difference between those who knew what they were doing and those who lacked skill. He was, without any doubt, definitely not the latter. He gently tugged on my bottom lip as he pulled out of the kiss, leaving me wanting more.
 
   Several hours must have passed as we danced, drank and kissed a whole lot more. We were at one of the tables, resting for a brief moment. I was on a stool, Evan was in between my legs, one hand wrapped around my waist. His fingers were nestled under the band of my jeans, the other hand held a firm grip around his beer. When he was done with it, he found my neck, kissing and gently nibbling. His other hand finding its way under my shirt.
 
   My head was swirling with alcohol and lust. The smell of his aftershave, the beer, the sweat. It was driving me crazy. My back was to the wall as we kissed, it was getting heavier by the second. Evan was nearly on the seat with me, pushing me back into the wall. His hand got higher and higher and then found its way under my bra. I groaned in the kiss as his fingers toyed with my nipple.
 
   Far out, this man has the magic touch. We were rudely interrupted by my sister who was wanting to go to the restroom. I groaned as I got off the stool, dragged around the corner by my pain in the ass sibling.
 
   The restroom was glaringly white. White tiles, white walls, white vanity. It appeared clean and sterile. A little bland, but it served its purpose. The long fluorescent lights over the vanities were the brightest white light I had ever seen and in between each of them was an ultraviolet light. The same was over the toilets. Huh. Strange.
 
   “What's with the ultraviolet lights?”
 
   “Stops the druggos.” Seph murmured as she washed her hands. “We're going to move this on, yeah?”
 
   “Sure.”
 
   She puckered her lips at the mirror as she reapplied her make up. A group of women walked into the room.
 
   “Oh my god, are you..?”
 
   Okay so I guess the change of hair color wasn't going to help me hide.
 
   “Do you mind if you?” she asked as she held out her phone to Seph.
 
   “Yeah sure.”
 
   She passed her phone to Seph, all of them gathering around me. I didn't mind this side of fame, if they were nice about it. It was the rude ones or the crazies that did my head in. Seph took the photo and grinned at me.
 
   “Thanks.” she gushed.
 
   “No probs.”
 
   I flicked my head to Seph, trying to mentally communicate to her that I wanted to go. Powers of telepathy... failed.
 
   “So how long you in Vegas for?”
 
   “Couple of days.”
 
   I opened the door, no longer waiting for my sister.
 
   “Nice to meet you.”
 
   “Yeah, you too.”
 
   Seph followed me, quickly finding our new friends, we found our way out of the club before our presence was made known.
 
   It was almost gross to watch, my sister was all over Jaxon. They couldn't even wait to get into the suite before they started pawing each other. I leaned back against Evan's chest, his arm wrapped around my chest, his fingers gently caressed my arm. As the door opened to our floor, I could hear her.
 
   “I have a list of my own.” she purred in his ear. “The pool, the bed, the lounge, the elevator.”
 
   “The elevator?” Jaxon frowned.
 
   I opened the door to the suite, the glass elevator right there in plain view.
 
   “Awesome.” he grinned. “Yeah, I'll fuck you in there.”
 
   “Charming.” Evan scoffed.
 
   Again, my sister had no qualms about her body as she began to disrobe. Jeez Seph...
 
   I frowned at her, taking Evan's hand and pulled him around to the media room. Luckily we had made a pit stop at a bottle shop so there was no need to go to the bar, the bar that was right near where my sister was blatantly walking around in her birthday suit. And now fucking Jaxon. No need to be quiet about it dear little sister. 
 
   It was Evan's idea to do body shots. He had begun to line it all on the coffee table but then realized that we needed a few things.
 
   “I'll go.” I sighed.
 
   I quietly padded through the suite to the bar, hoping not to see something so very unnecessary. Luckily they were in the pool. I grabbed the supplies and went back to the media room. He was waiting on the lounge, looking oh so very sexy. Damn. Snapping out of my incoherent state I sauntered over to him, hoping that I might just look a little bit as sexy as he did. An eighth of it would be enough.
 
   I knelt down by the coffee table and began to chop a lemon, Evan moved behind me, kissing my neck. His shirt was tossed aside and his warm hands found my waist, the hem of my shirt lifting upwards. Off it went, cast aside with his shirt.
 
   He could have me, I would have begged him to take me then and there, to not worry about the stupid body shots. Sadly his hands left my body and he poured the tequila into the shot glasses.
 
   “Who is going first?”
 
   I shrugged as I put the knife down. 
 
   “Okay then, hop on.” he said as he patted the lounge.
 
   He was kneeling beside the lounge as I laid down, the salt shaker appeared over my body. Little grains of salt rained down in between my breasts and over my sternum. He then took a wedge of lemon and put it in between my teeth.
 
   “Ready?” 
 
   His voice was low and husky, I swear I could have pushed him to the ground and had him. He was driving me crazy and I think he knew it. I nodded, unable to speak because of the very sour lemon in my mouth.
 
   Evan giggled as he licked in between my breasts, flattening is tongue over my skin. He was moving at a very languid pace, in no hurry to leave. His hand cupped my bra, gently squeezing the lace and my breast. Then he threw back the shot of tequila and climbed up onto the lounge, kneeling in between my legs. He pushed them apart and nestled himself in between my legs, his arms either side of my head.
 
   I could feel him as he pressed into me, even between two layers of jeans, I could feel him. Oh dear god, it felt amazing. He leaned in slowly and sucked the juice from the lemon, never taking it from my mouth, staring into my eyes the whole time. I think I might have just melted into the lounge. How was I going to top this? How in hell could I beat this? This was such a turn on.
 
   It was like a lightning bolt struck me as the idea came to me. I chuckled with delight as he took the lemon wedge from my mouth.
 
   “What?”
 
   “Oh, you'll see.”
 
   “Is that right?” he said as he smirked.
 
   “My turn.”
 
   We swapped places, Evan put the wedge in his mouth, waiting with eager anticipation. I shook the shaker all over his lower abdomen, opening his jeans slightly to allow the grains to go lower. Of course my hand didn't deviate from its path, finding how much suffering I could give him. He groaned from under the lemon wedge, a grin curled into his mouth.
 
   “What's the matter?” I press a little harder. “Something wrong?”
 
   He chuckled and shook his head, lifting it slightly to watch me kiss the outside of his jeans. A muffled oh god emanated from under the wedge. Then I licked the salt, making sure that I parted the zipper a little more to lick a little lower. He must have been going through hell because my chest would have been pressed against him, rubbing against him. When I had found every single grain of salt I took the shot glass. Instead of throwing it back I poured a line up the center of his torso and then licked all the way up. Lapping it up, occasionally sucking the clear liquid from his body.
 
   When all of it was gone, I straddled him and took the wedge out of his mouth, squeezing it into the dip in his neck. Again I licked, running my tongue up his neck. I could see him close his eyes as he enjoyed it. It was certainly a good feeling to know I could do this to him. 
 
   I sat up and took the tequila bottle, a swig was as much as I could take at that point. Evan sat up and removed my bra, kissing me when I finally stopped drinking. His hands found my breasts, gently caressing me. When I took another swig, his mouth sought my breasts as his hands pressing me harder into his open legs.
 
   “Damn you're beautiful.” his eyes grazed up at me as his tongue licked my nipple. “So damn fucking hot.”
 
   “You're not so bad yourself octopus.”
 
   He chuckled. “Octopus huh?”
 
   I nodded. “My sexy octopus.”
 
   “Why?” he frowned with a grin, taking the bottle from me.
 
   “You're all hands.”
 
   He was taking a swig of the drink when I answered him, making him choke with laughter.
 
   “Might get that tattooed somewhere. Got a pen?”
 
   “Uh there's one in my bag...”
 
   Before I knew it, he had me over his shoulder with his hand on my ass, the other holding the bottle.
 
   “Shit.” I gasped, the blood rushing to my head.
 
   I'll be lucky if I don't puke everywhere.
 
   “Which way to your bag?”
 
   “Upstairs.”
 
   A few seconds later we were at the top of the stairs, moving to the bedroom. 
 
   “This your room?”
 
   “Yeah.”
 
   Evan set me down and the world swayed for a few seconds. When I was right I found the pen. He had already found himself a nice spot on the bed.
 
   “Why do you want a pen?”
 
   “Octopus.”
 
   He gestured to a vacant patch of land on his body.
 
   “Climb on board baby.”
 
   I sat on his lap as he laid there watching me draw on him. How strange. Of course I stopped on occasion to have another swig of tequila. So did Evan. We were both really drunk. Check item number four. Ready for item number six...
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: four]Chapter Four
 
    
 
   Evan liked his octopus. It was a very bizarre picture but he said he liked it. It was kind of cute. I have to say I can draw reasonably well, though being drunk kind of made it difficult. Things were a little blurry. He sat up leaning back on his hands, his eyes looked like they had darkened as he stared at me. Maybe it was just the room. I didn't think it was possible that eyes could change color like that. He took the pen off me and clicked the lid shut, tossing it onto the bed beside him.
 
   That look on his face god damn, a girl could get off to that alone. He was oozing sex, I bit my bottom lip thinking that this was crazy, he was crazy hot.
 
   “He wants you baby, don't make him wait.”
 
   I couldn't help but smile as I tugged his jeans off, leaving him in boxers. They found the floor soon after and I was left staring at him, naked and stunning.
 
   “I think I might have a new nickname for you.” I murmured as I knelt at the edge of the bed.
 
   “Oh?”
 
   I took the pen and wrote his new nickname just above the waistband line. Tripod. Evan laughed hard. He definitely liked his new nickname. 
 
   I inwardly sighed, my mouth was going to be sore. But having him go to pieces, enjoying the pleasure that I was giving him, it was like nothing else. The look on his face as I ran my tongue up him, it was like no woman had ever given him this, ever. He liked it when I gripped him firmly, teasing him with the tip of my tongue.
 
   Apparently watching my lips move over him as I drew them closed was the best thing ever. I wasn't there for very long, he couldn't handle it. It was too much for him, he'd been close to finishing several times.
 
   He pulled me up from the floor, undoing my jeans. As they fell to the floor with my g string his eyes poured over me. I stepped out of them, he pulled me to him, wrapping his arms around my body. As his hands moved over my lower back and down my legs he kissed my stomach, my hips. 
 
   Evan gently lowered me to the bed, kissing all over my body. Slowly his fingers circled around my lower abdomen, going lower and lower. I gasped when he sank his fingers into me. It wasn't like I was a virgin but it was unexpected. His tongue swirled around my nipple, gently sucking on it as his hand cupped me, exploring and caressing. He kissed down my stomach, feather light kisses all the way until he reached my navel.
 
   Then he moved to kneel in between my legs. I would have liked to have watched as he buried himself in between my legs but it was too unbearable. It was absolute heaven as his tongue slid along the edges, little nips of kisses as he pushed my legs further open. My body shivered with his warm breath on me, his tongue teasing me, slowly swirling around.
 
   The sensations built fast, it hadn't taken very long before my body writhed with the most intense orgasm I had ever had. My head was filled with waves upon waves of sparking pleasure as I vocalized how good he was. Oh dear. Maybe a little too loudly. He chuckled as he kissed up my body, it was so sensitive that I shivered again.
 
   Evan lowered his body onto mine, laying in between my legs, his hands either side of my head. I could taste myself on his tongue as we kissed, he pushed hard against my body making me groan with pleasure. 
 
   “You are absolutely fucking gorgeous when you orgasm.”
 
   I couldn't help but grin, he was very complimentary. Maybe that was a seduction tool. He rolled off me, fishing through his jeans for... oh okay. Yep, wished I'd thought of that. Condom. Seph had them all in her bag. 
 
   Mister lightning fast reflexes had it out of its packet and on in no time. Was this a sign that he has done it so often that its done without thought or that he's just desperate to have me? I'm hoping for the latter. When he was done he was kneeling in between my legs again, bent over to kiss my stomach. He kissed his way around my stomach to the edge of my rib cage then dragged his tongue up the gap. Stopping short of my breasts he frowned.
 
   “What?”
 
   “I can't decide.. left or right?”
 
   He bit his lip with a grin, both hands cupping each breast as I tried not to laugh. Failed of course. He decided on left, swirling his tongue around, gently sucking then moving onto the other side. When he had his fill he moved upward softly kissing all over my neck, nuzzling into me. His hand moved down my body and in between my legs.
 
   “Damn girl.” he sniggered as his fingers caressed me. “Ready?”
 
   I nodded, still very flushed from my post orgasm state. He adjusted himself into position and slowly pushed in, which I was rather grateful for. I gasped with an almighty grin. Evan breathed out heavily, his eyes momentarily closing.
 
   “You feel so fucking good.” he breathed heavily. “Even with a stupid condom. God damn girl.”
 
   When he opened his eyes he began to move slowly, savoring every single movement. Our eyes locked to each other, gazing with goofy grins plastered across our drunk faces. As I wrapped my legs around him Evan lowered down to me, kissing me passionately. I groaned with every single movement, even from within the kiss. Another orgasm was building faster than the first one, seconds later I gripped his back hard as my body shuddered with pure pleasure. His breath was heavy in my ear as he stopped, a hand moving to my breast he gripped it and forcefully caressed me, spurning the orgasm on. It was so sensitive as he licked the nipple.
 
   “Why did you stop?” my voice was rather breathy as my head tried to fight the orgasmic haze.
 
   “Your muscles clenched tight, if I kept going I would have been done.”
 
   “Oh.”
 
   “Trust me, I would have loved to have kept going, it was insanely intense.”
 
   I gasped as he pulled out, the movement could have started another orgasm. He laid down onto the bed and pulled me over.
 
   “Permission to come aboard captain.” I cheekily said before taking a swig from the bottle.
 
   “Permission oh so very granted.”
 
   He took the bottle and had a drink, putting it aside as I readied myself for... him. If I thought that my body was sensitive before, I was clearly mistaken. As I slid down onto him I closed my eyes, feeling the sensations. Pleasure, a little bit of pain. I knew instantly that I would be feeling it tomorrow for sure. 
 
   By the look on Evan's face, this wasn't going to last too much longer. He was in absolute heaven. I moved slowly, not wanting to cause too much pain, I wanted pleasure. My hands started at his shoulders, gripping his wide and firm frame but then found a path over that glorious taut body. Both of his hands took hold of my breasts, gently tugging on the nipples. My head flicked back with the pleasure as I moaned louder. His hands then moved to my backside, gripping me hard as he made me move faster.
 
   “Come on baby, give it up.” he growled in my ear.
 
   I gripped his shoulders again, kneading the skin as my orgasm peaked. It went off like a cracker in my body, lighting a path from the pit of my stomach all the way to my head. As I called out his name in a pure heady orgasm I felt his breath ragged and heavy on my chest, he had found his pleasure too. I slowed wrapping my arms around him, his head on my sternum he murmured my name.
 
   Carefully he laid me onto the bed, probably knowing that I needed it. I was a little sore and a whole lot drunk. Warmth wrapped around me as a sheet slipped over my body and arms encased me. Darkness dragged me into a blissful sleep.
 
   Sunlight peeked through the curtains as the soft padding of footsteps crossed the floor. 
 
   “So, I guess item number six can be scratched off.”
 
   I rolled over to see my darling little sister sitting at the end of the bed. The warm body that had nestled in behind me rolled over groaning something about too much sun. Seph gave me a big cheesy grin and tossed the bit of paper at me, leaving the room. I sat up in the bed, finding a pen in the bed sheets and scratched it off the list. 
 
   “Why is there a pen in the bed?”
 
   “You drew on me last night.”
 
   “Oh.” I said mindlessly as I pulled the sheet up around my body and laid back down. “Uh, why?”
 
   Evan rolled over and showed me the octopus and where I had written tripod. I giggled.
 
   “Man, how drunk was I?”
 
   “You were drinking tequila straight from the bottle.”
 
   “Oh, I guess that explains the thumper.”
 
   He nodded with a knowing smile and took the list from my hand, sitting up against the headboard he read them out loud.
 
   “One, check into an over the top, way too expensive hotel room. Two, get new hairdo.” he frowned.
 
   “What color is it normally?”
 
   “Sandy blonde.”
 
   “Oh.” he nodded, not looking overly concerned. “Three, get a tattoo. Four, get hammered.”
 
   He chuckled as he turned to me.
 
   “You're doing pretty well on the list so far.”
 
   I shrugged with a soft smile.
 
   “Five, go dancing. Six, get laid. Seven... whoa. I definitely want to be around for seven... and eight jeez.”
 
   I could feel the heat rise in my cheeks.
 
   “I should have read this list last night, we could have combined the three.”
 
   God, he had that insanely cute smirk on his face as I flushed red, hard. He cleared his throat.
 
   “Seven, go to a strip club. Eight, kiss a girl. What's wrong with Seph, you related or something?”
 
   I nodded.
 
   “My little sister.”
 
   “Huh.” he frowned. “She is legal, right? Cuz you both look rather young.”
 
   “Yeah, she's twenty five.”
 
   “She's twenty five and younger... how old are you?”
 
   He pulled the sheet higher, pooling more around his waist. A soft grin crossed his face as I sat up, forgetting I was rather naked underneath the sheet. I was too hungover to care, wearily I rested against the headboard beside him and let him have the free perv. It's not as if he didn't see it all last night.
 
   “Thirty.” I responded, remembering he asked a question.
 
   I needed something for this hangover. If my stomach didn't settle down it might just be a toilet bowl.
 
   “Wow, you look so much younger.”
 
   “Thanks.” I murmured, the red still flushing in my cheeks.
 
   “How old are you?”
 
   “Twenty eight.”
 
   “Oh man, you're the same age as Goose. Jeez.”
 
   No doubt the little bastard will give me shit for it. Maybe something like I was a cougar now. 
 
   “Who is goose?”
 
   “My brother Maverick.”
 
   “Huh. Well, I'll be twenty nine soon, so you know...” he shrugged. “It's not that bad, age means shit these days.”
 
   I watched as he read the bit of paper, talking as if he wanted something more than a one night stand. 
 
   “Nine, drink champagne in a bath tub. Ten, go shopping and waste an obscene amount of money.”
 
   Evan frowned again as he turned to me.
 
   “You've never done any of these things before?”
 
   “No.”
 
   “Why?”
 
   “Been typecast.” I shrugged. “Told to maintain an image for my job. Getting drunk when I wrote that list was hitting the border line. I've already had my manager cracking it because I slipped out of LA for a vacation.”
 
   “How can your boss tell you what to do on your vacation? What do you do?”
 
   I grinned, holy hell, he doesn't recognize me. 
 
   “Not my boss, my manager. I have a public image to maintain.”
 
   “Harmie!” Seph called out from the hall. “We're ordering breakfast, what do you want?”
 
   “Ooh... pancakes with strawberries and maple syrup, what about you?”
 
   “Yeah sounds good.”
 
   I got up and wrapped the dressing gown around me, seeing Seph scamper back down the hall. At least she's wearing clothes. It had to be a bonus. 
 
   I had managed to avoid the question. I didn't know where I wanted things to go with Evan but avoiding my fame and fortune at the beginning of something is always wise. Breakfast had arrived and smelled divine. Seph was sitting on Jaxon's lap at the dining table, giggling like a pair of teenagers. She was wearing a dressing gown and I dreaded the thought of where his hand was. It wasn't above the table, it was below. Gross. 
 
   “Get a room.” Evan muttered as he sat at the table.
 
   “We did.” Jaxon grinned cheekily.
 
   Seph's eyes darted from him to the table then to me, a faint smile traced her lips.
 
   “Oh god, you fucked on the table, jeez Seph.” I groaned.
 
   She giggled as she got up from his lap, making sure the dressing gown covered the necessities. Thank the stars.
 
   During breakfast we decided that we would skip straight to number ten, spending the day shopping. Jaxon and Evan didn't like the thought of going shopping and decided that we should meet up in the afternoon.
 
   Jaxon said something quietly to Evan, he just frowned at Jaxon and I couldn't help but wonder why. The mood shifted slightly after that, Evan seemed a little lost.
 
   When Seph was done with her meal, she dragged Jaxon out for one last encounter before they parted company for several hours. This time the bed was the lucky culprit. In the quiet of the room Evan and I discussed the evening ahead. After a tiring day of shopping surely I would need that bath and he would be here to make sure I didn't drown from drinking and passing out. How sweet.
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: five]Chapter Five
 
    
 
   This was the part that Seph had been waiting all week for. She loved to go shopping. I however wasn't used to it at all and that's why it made the list. I had copious amounts of money yet I lived in a modest house with modest furniture. To say that I didn't really fit in, in Hollywood would be accurate. It wasn't intentional to buy a house that wasn't as grand as my counterparts, it was just me.
 
   I didn't want a flash monster of a house when there was only me. It would mean that I would need people to clean rooms that I would probably never go in and to me that seemed ridiculous. I would have to furnish rooms that I would never use. So I bought a house that was suited to me. It was flash yes, I will grant it that but it wasn't overdone. It was expensive but that was because of the neighborhood. Of course I had to have roaming security, especially as the week before I arrived a few houses down from me had a crazy fan incident.
 
   When I moved in I told Bill in good humor that I wanted a moat and sharks in it and maybe a few piranhas too. He frowned at me like I had two heads. Okay, so no jokes about security around Bill then. 
 
   I found I had a love of shoes. That's Fendi's fault. One pair of awesome ankle boots with a pencil thin heel and I was in love. Damn them. Several pairs of shoes later, we wandered to the next store. Seph was determined that the 'obscene amount of money' I was to spend was going to be extremely obscene. Apparently my wardrobe was lacking in shoes and handbags. I walked out of Louis Vuitton with a couple of bags and into the next store that was all about jeans.
 
   Now I would need something to haul all my new possessions home.
 
   Seph wasn't helping either. She had several bags in both hands. After several hours of shopping, two very tired hands and hopefully a nice dent in the bank account, we decided to return to the hotel suite. Seph went through my purchases, selecting the choices she deemed worthy for the nights activities.
 
   I wasn't sure exactly what was planned, of course I had a vague idea that it would be rather x rated. Evan seemed rather eager to watch the girl on girl kiss and he probably spent his nights in a lot of clubs. Was that pigeon holing him? Probably. Maybe he might be a tavern guy, maybe that's why the woman at the bar last night was so laid back with the bottles on the table.
 
   “I loaded some new songs on your phone.” Seph said mildly as she held up a pair of black jeans.
 
   I glanced up from the tourist map to my darling little mischievous sister. Concern should be ripping through me, her nonchalance was a dead give away. She would be over exuberant, telling me everything I needed to know.
 
   But not now, now I was left to my own thoughts.
 
   “Oh?”
 
   “Yeah, a band I thought you might be interested in.”
 
   Warily I picked up my phone and flicked through the music library, finding the new band called Night Fire. 
 
   “Who are they and why did you put them on my phone?”
 
   She shrugged as she kept her attention on the clothes in her hands. Yes, something really was up with my sister.
 
   “Just listen.”
 
   I huffed as I plugged in the jack and put the buds into my ear. They were reasonable, the music was a hard rock genre, not too far from what I would listen to.
 
   “Have you heard of them before?”
 
   “No.” Seph said as she held up a tiny skirt. “You should wear this tonight.”
 
   Squinting at the album art, I laid back on the bed. Five guys standing, full figures in the shot. It was hard to make them out, tiny screen, small picture to begin with. I couldn't enlarge the picture any, curiosity got the better of me and I searched for them on the internet using my phone.
 
   “Holy fuck.” I gasped as I read their website. “Did you know?”
 
   Seph couldn't hide her amusement. There was the over exuberant Seph that I was used to.
 
   “Jaxon told me last night. I assume that Evan didn't tell you?”
 
   “No.” I grunted, a little annoyed.
 
   “Total bad boys.” she almost jiggled as she said it, hardly containing her glee. “Bill is going to flip his lid when he finds out you spent the night fucking music's biggest and naughtiest guitarists.”
 
   She laughed darkly.
 
   “Good girl image is now gone, far away, never to be seen again.”
 
   “Naughty as in?”
 
   “Drunken behavior, trashed hotel rooms, very filthy songs.”
 
   Huh. I must have listened to their one and only tame song.
 
   “The bass player, jeez...” she laughed a little. “Totally pissed in a plant at some function.”
 
   “Charming.” 
 
   Her phone buzzed, she pulled it from her pocket.
 
   “They seemed pretty subdued last night.”
 
   She shrugged as she pressed buttons on her phone.
 
   “Goody.” she squealed and then abruptly left the room.
 
   I returned to my stalking no, research on the internet. Totally engrossed by the images that were coming up, my god, he is even more gorgeous in front of the camera. Far out, he should be illegal. Probably is.
 
   The bed depressed and I let the phone drop, seeing the very gorgeous Evan crawling up the bed.
 
   “Hey.”
 
   “Oh hey.”
 
   I flustered as I fumbled with the phone, not wanting him to see that I had been checking him out on the internet.
 
   “Whatchya looking at?”
 
   “Uh... soft porn.”
 
   Wasn't exactly a lie. I was kind of turned on by it all. Damn him and his good looks. He laughed and then leaned in to kiss me. Soft and slow.
 
   “Did you miss me?”
 
   “Yeah.” 
 
   “Good. I brought a present.”
 
   He got off the bed and lifted a small bag onto the bed, pulling out a bottle of Dom Perignon. 
 
   “I hope this is okay. When you said champagne you weren't specific. The guy in the bottle shop said this will do the job. Oh, and these.”
 
   He pulled out a punnet of strawberries.
 
   “Awesome, you are the best.”
 
   I tossed the phone aside and hugged him. This was a nice place to be, it seemed perfect. His hands lingered around the small of my back, finding a path under my shirt. His touch was warm and delicate, skating over the skin and making me shiver with delight.
 
   “Yeah.” he said with a cocky sigh. “I am the best. Now you get naked while I deal with the bath.”
 
   “How about I go and get some glasses?”
 
   “Not out of the bottle today?”
 
   “Nah.”
 
   Besides, I need to find my sister before she gets down and dirty again. And naked. Anyone would think that the little minx was raised in a nudist colony by the amount of times I've seen that little ass wiggling around this hotel suite in the past twenty four hours. Seph and Jaxon were in the lounge room, quietly talking as I approached.
 
   As luck would have it, my sister was still fully dressed. Strange. I flicked my head toward the bar as I turned its corner, finding an under bench cabinet to search. She quietly followed me over and squatted beside me at the open cupboard.
 
   “What’s up?”
 
   “Did you tell Jaxon about us?”
 
   “Sh-yeah.” she scoffed. 
 
   I frowned as I pulled the champagne glasses from the shelf, wondering what Evan thought. If he had been told.
 
   “So Evan would know... do you think he would have told him?”
 
   “Maybe. Dunno.”
 
   “I did.”
 
   I lifted my gaze from the cupboards, Jaxon leaning on it as he watched us having a conversation at the doors.
 
   “One A list movie star and one former A list movie star turned indie film director.”
 
   “Yeah.” I sighed as I stood, putting the glasses onto the bench. “That would be us.”
 
   “Makes no difference to us.” he shrugged and turned to walk away.
 
   Then he stopped in his path and turned his head.
 
   “But you might want to actually tell him. He's kinda funny when it comes to the honesty thing.”
 
   “Funny ha ha or funny crazy?”
 
   “Don't hide things, don't lie..” he shrugged turning back around. “He's the kind of guy that the tough facade will break easily if a girl like you crushes him.”
 
   I picked up the champagne flutes and walked over to Jaxon frowning at him.
 
   “A girl like me?”
 
   “Yeah, you're a forever girl.”
 
   “What?” I squinted my eyes, my frown deepening.
 
   He grinned as he leaned into my ear to whisper.
 
   “Forever queen bee, do you understand the word?”
 
   I could have sworn I heard a Texan drawl in his soft voice.
 
   “Yes.” I hissed at him. 
 
   “Well then, what do you think a forever girl might be?”
 
   Seph sidled up to him, handing him a beer.
 
   “A girl that a man would want beside him forever.”
 
   He chuckled and turned to the lounge, flopping into it.
 
   “Shit.” I whispered.
 
   Seph was gaping at me. Obviously Evan and Jaxon had been talking about us and the future in our absence. Seph grabbed my elbow and dragged me into the dining room.
 
   “Oh my god Harmie, what are you going to do?” she frowned. “Jeez, maybe he was talking about getting serious, shit... this is Vegas, my god, what if you get so damned drunk tonight and he asks you to marry him? Shit.” she started to pace the floor. “What then Harmie?”
 
   I shrugged.
 
   “He's gorgeous and we get on really well. Sex was unbelievably amazing. And he's waiting up in my room with champagne and strawberries. Waiting for me. So, I don't know.” I half shrugged. “Go with the flow I guess.”
 
   “My god, when you said you were going to let your hair down, I never thought you would even consider...that.”
 
   “Jeez, he hasn't even asked. You're jumping ahead of yourself there Seph, settle down.”
 
   “Okay... well if he does, and you do, make sure I'm there, okay?”
 
   “Yep.”
 
   Evan was sitting on the edge of the bed when I returned to the room. The curtains had been drawn, darkening the room. A soft glow emanated from the bathroom that was lit with lots of candles, a scent wafted through as I passed the tub. I put the flutes on the vanity and I sauntered over to him, pushing him back onto the bed and climbed onto his lap.
 
   “Hey, did you get lost?”
 
   “Nah.” I half laughed. “Just got talking.”
 
   My fingers played under the hem of his shirt, gently tugging on the trail of happiness.
 
   “So, I hear that I've been talked about.”
 
   “Uh yeah.”
 
   “So you know then?”
 
   A grin washed over his face as he nodded.
 
   “Hollywood royalty, yep. I checked ya out on the net.”
 
   “Me too.”
 
   He chuckled as his hands gripped my hips, biting his bottom lip.
 
   “I don't normally listen to a lot of music, I don't really have time for it.”
 
   “And I don't go to chick flicks.”
 
   “So you had no clue at the tattoo parlor?”
 
   “Nope. You?”
 
   “Nah. How sad.” I say a little dryly.
 
   It was sad. How could neither of us know? There were billboards across the country with my movies plastered on them. Well okay, blonde me I suppose but still, I wasn't that different.
 
   “The wholesome good girl snags herself a bad boy. Could almost make it a movie.”
 
   “Yeah, like that's never been done before.” I chuckled.
 
   “Except you're not the wholesome good girl any more. Have you looked at the internet in the past couple of hours?”
 
   “I try to avoid tabloids.”
 
   “Well, you and I have been outed. I'm surprised that agent of yours isn't on the phone telling you.”
 
   “Oh he probably has been. I turned the ringer down.”
 
   I climbed off him and grabbed my phone, of course there are several missed calls, messages. All of them from Bill. I rolled my eyes and dumped the phone on the bed.
 
   “Come on. I want that bath.”
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: six]Chapter Six
 
    
 
   I could see it in his eyes that he was desperate to rip the clothes from me, but he held back. This was about relaxing and removing my clothes would make it the complete opposite. He was in the tub before I had even started to pour the champagne. Front row seat for the show. Of course, how stupid of me.
 
   He had the most goofy grin on his face as I started to remove my clothes. Well he wanted a show, I did my damnedest to give it. I held the hem of my shirt, pulling it over my head and flicked it out to the floor. Jeans next, thank the stars I was wearing very sexy, matching underwear. 
 
   He was a little shocked when I walked away to my bag. I needed a hair clip, I wasn't in the mood for dealing with wet hair. As I walked back to the tub, I flicked my hair up off my shoulders. I stood before him in my underwear, he still had that goofy grin on his face. Anyone would think he's never seen a naked woman before. Surely that can't be true. Rock stars have groupies hanging around them all the time.
 
   I removed the bra and flung it to the rest of my clothes, the g-string soon followed. The water was perfect, so warm and inviting. 
 
   “Tired?”
 
   “Yeah.”
 
   My feet ached from too much shopping, in fact I think my whole body ached. At that point all I wanted to do was sleep. I laid down on his chest, his fingers circled around the edge of my shoulder, wetting it slightly.
 
   “So how much did you see about uh, me?”
 
   “A bit. Why?”
 
   “Well you know, you've got this whole good girl thing going and I'm so far beyond being anything near what the management wants for you.”
 
   “Oh see that did you?”
 
   “Yeah.” he breathed.
 
   “Okay, so I'll fill you in about what the management wants.”
 
   He shifted in the tub, obviously trying to brace himself for the torturous truth. I sat up and turned in the tub trying to stretch my long legs out. Evan took my feet and began to rub them, it was amazing and it made me smile momentarily.
 
   “They think that I suit the roles that I've been doing. They see it as realistic roles based on my image, an image that they have created, not one that I asked for. This is a company that has taken it upon themselves to create the good girls, trying to filter out the party girls, trying to make Hollywood like the days of old. Which is great. I don't disagree with their efforts, but they only ever show me roles that are suited to this line. I've had many arguments with them about this because I wanted to try something different. Of course they always come back with the same old line, 'the movie will flop, you'll be laughed out of Hollywood.' So I have just accepted it.”
 
   I sighed, flicking the water in my fingers. “So about six months ago my manager Bill suggested that I should be seen dating at the very least and marriage should be considered. The bastard had already created a list of suitable men, fully researched to ensure that they would meet the criteria.”
 
   I laughed at the first of their suggestions. “The first date they tried to send me on was with Vic Wallace. Have you heard of him?”
 
   “Yeah, I thought he's gay.”
 
   “He is. So I refused outright because it was pointless. I told Bill his research wasn't very good if their very first suggestion for a boyfriend was gay. The next one was a complete waste of space. He spent the whole time on his phone, messaging or tweeting. I don't know. The next one was an asshole. He was so rude and stuck up. Berated the waiter for no real reason. I can't handle that kind of shit, so I upended the bowl of soup in his lap, apologized to the waiter for the arrogant twat at the table and left.”
 
   Evan laughed as he took up my other foot, to start his very deep thumbed assault on the sole of my very sore foot. Damn this man and his magic fingers.
 
   “The waiter caught up with me at the door and thanked me, he said that my kind were few and far between.”
 
   “They are.”
 
   “Yeah. So, we had the gay guy, the waste of space, the asshole and by this stage I was fed up. That night I went home and got drunk. I wrote the list when I realized I was days away from my thirtieth birthday. Seph had turned up wanting to know how the most recent date had gone. Found me very drunk, very upset and scrawling shit on a piece of paper. When I was done, she read it and told me that her and I were going to do everything on the list. She took over the organizing of everything, all of it hidden from Bill. All I had to do was tell him that I was going away for a vacation to an undisclosed location with my little sister.”
 
   Evan nodded slightly, his face was plain and thoughtful. All I could think about was Jaxon's words about being a forever girl.
 
   “So the management trying to find you a boyfriend thing?”
 
   “I can assure you that it isn't what Harmony wants. At all. I would much prefer to do it on my own.”
 
   I hadn't realized it, but his body had tightened and as I had said that I would prefer to do it on my own, it relaxed. Shit. I stared at him as he let my foot go and picked up his champagne glass.
 
   “So what do you want?”
 
   He shrugged as he tried to hide behind the flute, sipping it slowly. Okay, so he's going to clam up now. Great. I took a sip of the champagne and a strawberry. Sitting at the end of the tub I watched him, looking like he was struggling in his mind about it.
 
   “Come on Evan, out with it.”
 
   I tried to be as warm as I could, coyly smiling as I wrapped my arms around my legs, bringing them up to my chest.
 
   “Bare your soul to me.”
 
   He gave a cautious smile, this looked like it was delicate territory.
 
   “Okay. So uh.. I think you're a nice chick.” he lowered his gaze to the water, trying to find something to look at to distract him.
 
   “A nice chick huh?”
 
   “Yeah. I like being around you. You're funny, clearly you haven't let LA get to you, you're very compassionate for others... upending the bowl of soup.” he laughed. “I would pay to see that. What's the word for it?” he frowned.
 
   “Empathy?”
 
   “See! You're smart too.”
 
   I rolled my eyes at him. I would hardly call myself smart.
 
   “You're gorgeous and you haven't had any work done, yet you live in LA.”
 
   “Eating properly, diet.” I shrugged. “It isn't hard. My mother raised us on a very strict diet of no junk food.”
 
   “Yeah.”
 
   He gazed at me, suddenly I felt rather shy. Why I have no clue. But I did.
 
   “You are an almighty fuck, girl. Far out.”
 
   I liked that particular assessment. I could take a few more of those.
 
   “I know I'm a far cry from what you should be with but to me you just seem happy with me.”
 
   He was a little quiet as he hit the end of the sentence.
 
   “How so?”
 
   “I saw the pictures on the internet of you at functions, premieres. You looked happy but it was a different kind of happy. It seemed so fake in comparison to what I've seen in the past twenty four hours.”
 
   “That's because it was fake.”
 
   “You're not happy?”
 
   I shook my head sadly. “Drunken list, remember?”
 
   “Yeah.”
 
   He sat forward in the tub, moving closer to me.
 
   “Are you happy now? Does this seem right to you?”
 
   I gazed at those big green eyes staring at me, waiting for me to answer. 
 
   “Yeah.”
 
   “Leave it behind. If Hollywood won't give you the roles you want then tell them to fuck off. Move here, with me.”
 
   Desperation was pouring through his face, emotions high as he moved even closer, now he was a breaths distance from me.
 
   “Runaway with me.”
 
   I woke hours later, sprawled out on the bed on my stomach. Evan was behind me, I could hear that he was awake, the sound of a pencil scratching on paper, the occasional angered sigh. On the floor beside the bed was my list, I grinned when I saw that someone had written a new item on the list. Number eleven... runaway with Evan.
 
   I rolled over and saw him sitting in his tight black jeans, doodling on a note pad.
 
   “Hey.” he grinned.
 
   “Hey.”
 
   Rubbing my eyes as I yawned, I wondered what he was doing. I sat up on the bed, pulling the sheet with me which was just as well, Seph wandered in.
 
   “Hey hey. When are we getting the show on the road?”
 
   “Show?”
 
   “Yeah, seven and eight. I want to get some booty shakin in my face.”
 
   “Lovely.” I said as I shook my tired head.
 
   Right on cue, she took the phone out and snapped a photo. Jeez, lucky I pulled the sheet over my chest.
 
   “One day Seph, I am going to shove that thing...”
 
   “Yeah, yeah.” she scoffed. “So?”
 
   “Soon. Dinner first yeah? I'm starving.”
 
   Evan flicked the book shut before I could see anything, putting it in his bag. He sat on the edge of the bed and put his shirt and shoes on.
 
   “I just have to get some things and I'll be back, okay?”
 
   “Sure.”
 
   He leaned over and kissed me chastely.
 
   “Soon.”
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: seven]Chapter Seven
 
    
 
   My heart was racing, I had never seen anyone remove clothes for a living. Now I was going to a club full of it. Evan held my hand tight, not sure if he could feel my uneasiness or if he was worried about losing me in the crowd.
 
   Jaxon had picked the club, apparently in order to complete item number eight, I would need this club. This was a club that offered more than just girls getting their kit off. I was about ready to run for the desert. This was something that Seph added, it had to be. Surely drunk me wouldn't have put this on the list. But it was on the list and it had to be done.
 
   The queue for the club was short, it didn't take very long for us to be ushered in. The bouncer gave a cheeky smile at me as he pulled back the velvet rope. Okay, yeah. I get it. Chicks going into strip clubs, so uncommon, right? Wrong. Wow. There were women in the club, lots of women and not the ones dancing, these were patrons.
 
   Several topless women served behind the bar, waitresses fluttered around in little red hot pants that sat high over their cheeks. The one thing I noticed about these women was that they all had curves. They were beautiful, no stick figures here. All of them had nice firm backsides, breasts that were near on perfect. Hips that curved from the waist, a slow sloping descent. These were women that were hand picked, no desperate need for employees, it was obvious that the owner wanted women with a figure employed at this place.
 
   Evan pulled me through the crowd to a table.
 
   “I'm guessing you probably want to be a little drunk before we uh.. you know.”
 
   “Planning on coming in are you?”
 
   “Too right.” he scoffed. “Told you I would. There is no way I would miss it.”
 
   Several beers later, Evan obviously thought I now had the courage to endure seven and maybe even eight. He was hoping anyway. The clock was ticking on the last two items, they had to be done or I faced punishment from Seph. She hadn't told me what my punishment would be, she was still making a mental list. I knew it wouldn't be good. Even as a child she was a pain in the ass and nothing had changed.
 
   Evan took my hand and led me through the tables and the crowd to a set of stairs that led down to a lower floor. To say that I was nervous would be an understatement. I was seconds from freaking out. Evan was talking to a woman, she looked in her late thirties, long blonde hair that was slightly wavy. She gestured for us to follow her through to a little booth. 
 
   The walls were black, but it wasn't dark, it was well lit. There were half a dozen little booths, some of the doors shut, some open. The woman guided us into the room down the very end and then slid the door across.
 
   “Relax.” Evan purred in my ear. “Just so you know, Seph said if you don't go through with this you have to get up on the stage and strip.”
 
   He got a real wicked grin on his face as I gasped.
 
   “She did not.”
 
   “She did.”
 
   The door opened and another blonde walked in, sliding the door shut. She smiled at us, an evocative look of lust as she pressed buttons on the little stereo on the wall. The music started low, she turned the dial so that it was reasonably loud. It was an experience, a very strange experience. She danced, she got way too close, she made me undo the clip to her bra, she grabbed my hands and far out... made me touch her breasts. Evan was grinning the whole time, the bastard.
 
   Then she took my hands and made me pull down her tiny shorts, leaving her in a g-string. She sat on my lap facing me, putting my hands on her ass, smothering me with those enormous breasts. I might have been drunk, or even maybe slightly sober, I didn't really know. The world was spinning but nothing like last night.
 
   When the woman pushed her chest onto me it was surreal. I had to grin, it was kind of a turn on. I wasn't gay, I doubted I could even be labeled as bi but those things being shoved in my face was something else.
 
   “Kiss her.” Evan whispered.
 
   The woman grinned at me as I stared at her. Shit. Trapped. She leaned in and took it for herself. One very open mouthed, tongue pushed in as far as she could get it kiss. Evan was woo-hooing, pretty sure I heard his phone taking a picture. I was wrong it was Seph again. My eyes squinted at her as she slid the door shut with a very smug look on her face. So that was it. One lap dance at a strip club, one kiss from a woman. The list was done, except now there was a new addition. Running away with the man beside me.
 
   In our absence Jaxon and Seph had decided to take our party to another location, once my list had been completed. Jaxon knew the best place, a nice lounge that was dark. A good place to get down and dirty in public. Apparently that's something to be done. Sheesh.
 
   When we returned to the table they were more than ready to leave, already getting close to being in each others pants. My sister was a walking sex pot and I'm guessing Jaxon was no better. The next stop was only a few doors down, somewhat convenient really. The place was dark, pink and purple lights were shot up at the roof, long chiffon curtains hung everywhere creating little rooms. In the rooms was a chaise lounge, a few large foot stools and a coffee table.
 
   The waitress guided us to our little area and we ordered margaritas, several pitchers of them. My sister didn't even wait for the curtain to be drawn shut before she pushed Jaxon onto the chaise lounge. Not that it mattered really, it was so see through anyone could see in. A few minutes later our soon to be hangover arrived. Evan sat onto one of the footstools, pulling me down onto his lap. As his hands found their way to my backside he whispered in my ear that he was super happy I didn't wear jeans tonight. I could feel him underneath me, straining through his jeans. Damn. I knew where this was going to end.
 
   Pouring the drink into two glasses, I hoped that distraction might be the key to avoiding sex in public. How wrong I was. It didn't help that I was still ready to go from the lap dance, that woman had caused a serious storm in my pants. Damn her.
 
   At the end of the first pitcher I was drunk and the love birds in the corner were not drinking. So it was pretty much me, Evan only had two.
 
   It was dark in the corner of the building, I must have had liquid courage and somehow I managed to find my way back onto his lap. Silly me. Just asking for trouble I am. My octopus was back, his hands were everywhere as we kissed fervently. And those magic fingers slipped into my panties and caressed me, god it felt good. I couldn't care if the whole world was watching, I wanted relief. My breathing was heavy as we kissed, breaking momentarily for me to pant, our foreheads pressed to each other, staring into each others eyes. In a deep heated kiss I opened his jeans and dragged him out, desperate to have him. I barely gave him any time to get the condom on, I didn't know what had come over me. 
 
   “God Harmony.” he whispered as I lowered onto him.
 
   His hands were on my backside as I gently rocked on him, not in any hurry, this was pure pleasure. Sex in public, how very naughty. I could see through the sheer cloth into the next area, the people in there were rather liberal about it all, they were completely naked and very loud. The music in here was loud but clearly not loud enough. Evan opened the buttons of my shirt and found his way to my breasts, kneading and licking. I couldn't help but watch the people in the next area, it was interesting.
 
   She was gorgeous, well-endowed and thoroughly enjoying the fellow that was taking her from behind. Then another woman joined them, the man stopped fucking her and sat back on the chair. I knew I shouldn't be watching, but I couldn't stop, especially when the two women started. Evan growled in my ear as he got closer and closer, the two women pleasuring each other in the next area spurned on mine. Watching them was wrong but I definitely liked it. I liked it so much that much the orgasm rolled through me, wave after wave of lust washing through me. I closed my eyes and bowed back, the heady sensations rocketing to my mind, causing an almighty mess of scattered thoughts. Evan buried his face into my chest, wrapping his arms around me as I slowly slid down to take him into me fully.
 
   “God damn girl.” he whispered against my chest.
 
   Somewhere around the beginning of the second pitcher of margaritas we decided to find another club. I don't know why. We were on a slow club crawl to somewhere. The love birds had found their way out of the corner and consumed the remainder of the second pitcher.
 
   Then we were off. More clubs, more alcohol. I was surprised that I was managing to hold it down so well, there were a few that we passed in our travels that did not. By the time we had found our fifth club, I was definitely drunk, barely able to string two words together let alone walk to the next club.
 
   We stopped for a break outside the Bellagio to watch the fountain display, I wanted to get in for a swim. There was a soft cool breeze that floated past us as we stood there, I snuggled into Evan feeling very happy. Drunk happy yeah, but normal happy too. I think Seph had fallen asleep in Jaxon's arms, she was sitting on the balcony, her head on his chest. 
 
   “Hey.”
 
   I lifted my head, seeing that Evan who was gazing down at me.
 
   “Still wanna runaway with me? You didn't really give a proper answer.”
 
   “Yeah I know. Just a shocker that's all.”
 
   He pressed me into the balcony, the cold concrete hard against my body. His hands cupped my face as I looked up at him. The sound of the fountains spurting up and then splashing back down was rather relaxing.
 
   “You've rocked my world I don't think I could go a day without you.”
 
   His lips gently tugged on mine, a soft sweet kiss.
 
   “Spend eternity with me.”
 
   “Yeah okay.” I whispered, totally taken with the moment.
 
   Evan kissed me hard, then I heard Jaxon trying to wake Seph, she snorted as she woke. Clearly she was asleep. Pfft. Light weight.
 
   The alcohol was starting to wear off. I could walk straight, it was definitely wearing off. Evan wanted Elvis to marry us. He said that there was no other choice when it came to Vegas weddings. I couldn't stop grinning. The whole way to the chapel, I was grinning like a madman. And then there was Elvis. Oh my god. This guy was amazing, I loved the jump suit, he walked me down the aisle, he sang to us. It was awesome.
 
   Of course I became a total giggle head. Maybe the alcohol was re-entering my system. Maybe because this was so crazy. But it was crazy fun.
 
   “Stop laughing.” Evan said as he grinned like the Cheshire cat.
 
   “Sorry... ahem... I do.”
 
   Elvis curled his lip up and flung his arms around stopping in his pose.
 
   “Uh, I now pronounce you husband and wife, sir you may kiss your bride. Uh-huh.”
 
   With another flailing of the limbs from Elvis, Evan pulled me in and dipped me down to kiss me. Whoa. Head rush. Seph was hooting and Jaxon was whistling, then joining in the hooting. Crazy.
 
   Then I heard the familiar sound of Seph and her damned phone, taking a picture. When Evan let me up, we had Elvis by our side again, posing for Seph. He did a proper photo and then a pose photo. Damn this guy is good. Evan grabbed me and put me over his shoulder. I giggled as he walked up the aisle. I peered out from under my hair that was flung over my head.
 
   “Bye Elvis!”
 
   “Bye little lady. Uh-huh.” 
 
   Again the limbs were thrown around as he posed. Far out.
 
   I could feel the cool wind rush up my skirt. Jeez.
 
   “Okay time to put me down or I'll end up puking on your back.”
 
   “Blah.” he said with a twisted comical face, setting me right.
 
   He took my hand and kissed the monster rock he had managed to purchase in our absence today.
 
   “Mrs Cooper.”
 
   I grinned, going all gooey.
 
   “Mr Cooper.”
 
   “Going to keep a stage name?”
 
   “Nah. I'm good with the new one.”
 
   I took his hand and pouted. “I didn't get to pick your ring.”
 
   Evan shrugged. “It doesn't matter. Come on, let's go and get re-hammered.”
 
   “Where do you want to go?”
 
   “Everywhere.” 
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: eight]Chapter Eight
 
    
 
   I woke in the morning feeling like shit, my head was thumping and I knew if I moved too quickly I would be racing for the toilet. My arms looked like a passport, they had so many stamps on them it was ridiculous. Then there was the giant diamond that sat very prettily on my finger. Wow. I did it. I married him. Shit. I hope Seph was there or I am going to be in some serious shit with her. My parents are going to be livid.
 
   My stomach hurt. What the hell did I do last night that made my stomach hurt? I pulled down the sheet that had been covering my naked body and found I had another tattoo. Oh, I see the brave and courageous Harmony was let loose last night. I tried to figure it out without making my head woozy. It was definitely words, with something sitting on top of it. A purple thing over blue words.
 
   Slowly I sat up, whoa. Easy does it. Mirror. I need a mirror. Again, as slow as I could I got up and lumbered to my bag to find a compact. Tripod. The word was tripod, the purple thing was an octopus, its limbs wrapping around the word. It was a comical picture of an octopus, it was eating the words. Huh. Kind of cute.
 
   My attention turned to my naked husband. Jeez, that's an interesting concept. He had a new tattoo too. I pulled the bandage back gently, hoping not to wake him. He had the word tripod too, the comical octopus was almost identical except his was licking the word.
 
   Then I saw the other new addition to his body. He had his nipple pierced. Far out. Dread ran through my body as I started patting around my body. Then I found it. Bottom lip, left side. Okay. So I am never drinking again.
 
   Evan woke and started laughing. There I was standing completely starkers, hovering near his body, tattooed and pierced, hung over and completely freaked out.
 
   “Did you have a good night Mrs Cooper?”
 
   “Uh I think so.”
 
   “I like your tattoo.” he grinned at my lower abdomen.
 
   “I like yours too. Did you draw them?”
 
   “Yep.”
 
   He nodded proudly and I wondered if that's what he was drawing yesterday when I woke up. It was likely to be true.
 
   “Why is mine eating and yours licking?”
 
   “Well I eat you, you lick me.”
 
   “But the word?”
 
   “Well, I suggested that you tattoo something like hoochie.” he shrugged. “I didn't have a nickname for you and you said there was no way in hell that you were going to tattoo hoochie on your body so you chose tripod.”
 
   “Right. It couldn't wait for a nickname to turn up?”
 
   “Nooo. You were still pissed at not being able to buy my ring so you insisted on buying the tattoos. I said we should wait but you stomped your feet like a real princess and threatened to divorce me, so I gave my princess what she wanted.”
 
   “How can you remember so much?”
 
   “I think I've been drinking for a lot longer than you.”
 
   “Yeah.” I sigh as I sit on the bed.
 
   Too fast. Head spin. Oh dear.
 
   “What time's your check out?”
 
   “Ten. Uh, I don't know, maybe eleven. Shit what time is it?”
 
   “Eight.”
 
   I groaned as I got up from the bed again, my head was thumping hard but I had to pack and dress. Yep. That one might be handy.
 
   “So what are you doing today?”
 
   I stopped sorting through my clothes, wondering why he was asking.
 
   “Going home.” I shrugged. “Not sure. Why?”
 
   “Just wondering what was going to happen.”
 
   I found some underwear and quickly flicked them on. This wasn't good, was it? This was something that we had never talked about, living together. Shit, we're married, we're supposed to live together.
 
   “You know, cuz you live in LA and I..”
 
   “Live here.”
 
   “Yeah.”
 
   I pulled on the jeans I had found and a black racer back top, sitting on the floor to put my awesome Fendi ankle boots on.
 
   “What do you want to do Evan? Tell me Evan. What do you want?”
 
   “My wife with me always.”
 
   I lifted my head, Evan was completely dressed. Wow, silent and fast. He shrugged and knelt down at my feet, his face getting more and more sad by the second. My phone rang. Damn who turned up the volume? I sneered at the name, Bill. So of course I ignored it.
 
   “Come to LA. Let me sort out my life and then we can sort everything else out.”
 
   “What do you mean?”
 
   “I'm in the middle of negotiating my next movie, these couple of days down here isn't going to go over too well, so I need to deal with it.”
 
   “But my band?”
 
   “Would only be a few hours by car.”
 
   His lips pursed with a smile. “Yeah okay.”
 
   Evan sat on the floor with me as we folded the clothes and packed the bags. I had gone through everything and decided that I really had spent too much money. Not that it would really affect my bank account.
 
   But it wasn't the way that I was raised. My parents were not rich people, we lived a reasonable life but that was because they were always careful with their money.
 
   Which of course they had instilled in us, be cautious with everything and plan for the long term. No one knows what tomorrow will bring and it might not be rainbows and clear skies forever.
 
   I had taken their fine example of budgeting and planning and ensured that I would never go without. Nest eggs and long term plans were in place, all while spoiling myself just a little.
 
   Zeke said I was a tight ass and needed to loosen up a little. It was his way of saying that I needed to lavish a little monetary love on him. He didn't need to say it, I'd always spoil the brat rotten even if my parents didn't want me to.
 
   Evan and I dragged my bags to the front door, Seph and Jaxon were helping the porter put the bags onto the trolley.
 
   “So, this afternoon?” Evan asked as his arms wrapped around my waist.
 
   “Absolutely. Don't be late.”
 
   He kissed me with a soft scraping of his lips over mine, leaving me yearning for more. That was intentional, the promise of an afternoon in my bed was whispered in my ear.
 
   I wrapped my arms around his neck, grinning as he returned my hug. If my days were like these then I could grow old a really happy woman.
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: nine]Chapter Nine
 
    
 
   I woke from my sleep, Seph had pulled into a gas station to fill up and eat. We had only been apart for a couple of hours and already I missed Evan. He was going to pack some clothes and drive down in his own car. Of course, I would imagine that Jaxon will be joining him. He seemed pretty attached to Seph.
 
   I rubbed my eyes and pulled down my glasses. The sun was far too bright for me. As she filled the car, I went into the little cafe, hoping that coffee might wake me. The magazine rack in front of the counter was littered with tabloid magazines and yours truly was the head liner. I took one of each and ordered coffees for Seph and I, then found a table.
 
   The first one was pictures from Seph's twitter account, the whole trip was time lined. Far out. Me in the hotel room, me in the chair at the hairdresser with my new hairdo, at the restaurant, in the chair talking to Evan, the pub. Shit she had got one of us doing body shots, thankfully before I became bra less. God, asleep in the round bed with Evan sprawled over my back, spooning against me. Breakfast, shopping, lunch. I really am going to shove that phone...
 
   “Hey check it out.” she chuckled as she sat opposite me. “Aw cool.”
 
   “Cool?” I hissed.
 
   I turn the page over, fuck. Wedding photos, huh, the tattoo parlor again. God, getting the piercing. More clubs. Oh god no... the woman at the strip club.
 
   “Seph... why?”
 
   “You wanted the good girl image gone, well, job done.”
 
   I groaned as I closed the magazine to find the next one. This one was from someone that had stalked us from the very first night. I hadn't realized that paparazzi were following us. So regardless of what Seph may have put out there, it was going to be out there anyway. No wonder Bill was trying to call me, he was probably trying to tell me that I was being followed. Maybe I should listen to the messages. Seph's phone pipped with a message as she read it she sipped her coffee, nearly choking as she spluttered.
 
   “Damn.” she breathed heavily. “Look.”
 
   She handed the phone to me, it was a message that someone named Artie Franklin had forwarded to Jaxon. The message read harmony roberts going to vegas today. 
 
   It had been sent the day of our arrival in Las Vegas and then forwarded to Jaxon this morning.
 
   “Who is Artie Franklin?”
 
   “Paparazzi.”
 
   “Someone sold me out?”
 
   She nodded a little worried.
 
   “Who knew?”
 
   “Uh, I told dad but he wouldn't do that.”
 
   “No.” I murmured as I frowned.
 
   Seph tapped her fingers against the table as she thought about the situation.
 
   “Hotel would know but they would never tell and it was booked under my name. I never mentioned you, just an extra guest.”
 
   “So that leaves one person.. but he didn't know where I was going.”
 
   I sat back on the seat, dumping the phone on the table.
 
   “Does he still follow your twitter?”
 
   “No I blocked him.”
 
   “Did you mention where you were going? Because there's no reason he couldn't have created another account and followed you again.”
 
   “Fuck.” she groaned low. “I said I was going to a city of sin.”
 
   “Okay, so we can just assume that the fucktard did sell me out then.”
 
   “Yeah, sorry Harmie, I..”
 
   “Hey, it's okay. It happens.”
 
   She groaned again as she rubbed her face.
 
   “Don't delete that, in fact, send it to me too.”
 
   “Yeah sure.”
 
   As we finished our coffees, a few of the other patrons were watching the little television in the corner of the room on the wall. I gaped as I saw myself on the screen, outside the hotel. Jeez I really do look like I've turned into bad girl. Everyone turned and stared at me.
 
   “Oookay. Time to leave.” Seph breathed quietly.
 
   I bundled the magazines and sculled the last of the coffee, quickly following Seph out of the cafe. 
 
   Seph drove again as I contemplated what to do. My so called manager outed me to the paparazzi, what a rat. I jumped as my phone rang with an unknown caller. Seph looked at me cautiously. I took a deep breath and answered it.
 
   “Hello?”
 
   “Harmony, it's Devlin Williams from Williams and Ingles Artist Management, I believe that you fired Bill this morning.”
 
   “Yeah.”
 
   “Is it Bill specifically that you are firing or the whole management?”
 
   “Well Devlin, at this point in time I am not really sure. I had been asking for a variance in the roles that I am being offered for quite some time and all requests have been ignored. That is my first issue. The second is that in our conversation this morning he was utterly rude and condescending to me. I don't have to take that shit from anyone, wouldn't you agree?”
 
   “Of course.”
 
   His tone was cool and calm even though mine was a little heated.
 
   “Thirdly is an issue that has only just been brought to my attention. My sister received a forwarded message that had been sent to an Artie Franklin. Have you heard of him?”
 
   “I have.”
 
   “This message outed me being in Vegas. The only people that knew I was there was Bill and my father. And don't you dare tell me that my father was the one that outed me.”
 
   I could feel the anger building within, I had to reign it in or I would be yelling at him very soon.
 
   “I wouldn't dream of it.”
 
   “So tell me Devlin, what are you going to do about this?”
 
   “Well, in respect to the message, I will speak to my partner about this and we will consider what form of action we want to take. I can assure you that we do not encourage nor allow our staff to advise the paparazzi the whereabouts of our clients. However, your sister tweeting every single picture she has taken over the past forty eight hours doesn't help.”
 
   “Don't drag my sister into this. It's not the paparazzi that concerns me Devlin, I accept them as a part of my life and quiet often welcome them. What Bill did was beyond wrong and you damned well know it.”
 
   “Of course.”
 
   Seph raised an eyebrow as she glanced at me, then returned to the road ahead.
 
   “Now as for the roles that you are offered, do you not like the movies you have done?”
 
   “Yeah, they're fine. I'm just sick of doing the same old thing, I've been labeled and I didn't want that. I want versatility.”
 
   “Well, I would think after the little vacation that you've just had, you are going to get versatility. I have word that someone's hinted at your name for a new film.”
 
   He cleared his throat, I could hear papers being flicked.
 
   “It's an action flick, there's a love scene. What do you think hubby is going to say about that?”
 
   “Oh...” 
 
   That left me stumped.
 
   “At this point it's only your name that's been mentioned. But it is the lead role and if it becomes official, I would like you to take serious consideration about taking the role. If you are serious about this versatility crap then don't hesitate. But I won't lie to you about this role it's pretty full on. From what I've read, there's kissing, hands in places that hubby might not like.”
 
   He sighed, it sounded rather pained.
 
   “It's one scene Harmony, it would probably last all of about ten minutes on the screen, if you and whoever they cast as the male lead get it right, you could probably get it done in one take.”
 
   “If he doesn't screw it up.”
 
   “Well, yes, that's always possible. Sometimes they do it intentionally.”
 
   “Great.” I groaned.
 
   “Think about it. Let me deal with Bill and I will call you tomorrow and we can discuss what has happened in between, okay?”
 
   “Sure.”
 
   I hung up the phone a little dazed.
 
   “What?”
 
   My head turned to her, staring at her as I try to grasp what just happened.
 
   “Harmie, come on, fill in the blanks.”
 
   “My name's been mentioned for a female lead in an action film.”
 
   “Oh my god.” she squealed.
 
   “Just one problem.. there's a love scene.”
 
   “Oh.”
 
   Seph's mood leveled with mine, neither of us knew how to take this. Previously love scenes were really tame for the type of movies I had been in but now I was in a whole new area. And now I had a husband who I didn't know what he would say about it. Would he be cool about it or would he flip his lid?
 
   Which the question about Evan's reaction raised more issues, namely that I knew little of my new husband. I had married him yet I knew nothing. What was his birth date? Did he have siblings? Both parents alive or dead? God, I didn't even know his home address.
 
   With a large sigh I settled back against the head rest and watched the passing landscape. This was messed up. I had just been given everything that I have asked for and yet I wasn't happy.
 
   After Seph dropped me home, I laid on the lounge hoping that I might find sleep but sadly I did not. After ten minutes of staring at the ceiling I grabbed my phone and listened to the messages. Many from Bill but none mentioning any paparazzi just that my sister was putting the pictures all over her twitter account and from there it went global.
 
   There was a message from Zeke saying he wanted some bit of tourist trinket from Vegas. Damn, I should have listened to them before I left. Goose left a message saying that someone took a photo outside the chapel, I was still over Evans shoulder. Apparently it was an up skirt shot taken from across the road. He also mentioned that he liked our new hair dos.
 
   Another message from a very well-known starlet that I had never spoken to before in my entire career, telling me she was in Vegas for the night and if I wanted to catch up and party to let her know. Pfft. As if.
 
   The next few messages were a little disturbing. Fan girls. So now I'm not very popular with the seriously over the top teenage girls that adore Night Fire and in particular, my new husband. Great, just what I need.
 
   I jumped as the buzzer went off, someone was at the gate. My heart would have settled except when I thought that it would be Evan, it continued in its rapid assault on my body. Wearily I wandered over to the panel, pressing the button.
 
   “Yeah.”
 
   “Hey hey big sister, feel like some company?”
 
   “Hey Goose, come on in.”
 
   I pressed the gate button and wandered over to the door. As I opened it I could hear the yelling, the screaming. It didn't help with the thumping hangover I had. The poor security guys had their work cut out for them, it wasn't just the fan girls that had turned up to yell obscenities at me, it was my fans wanting to yell at Evan too. This was insane. Goose pulled up by the garages and quickly walked in.
 
   “Far out Harmie, that's intense.”
 
   “Yeah.” 
 
   “Have you seen the news?”
 
   “No, I avoid those things, you know that.”
 
   He strolled into the lounge room and turned on the television, turning to the entertainment channel. There was Seph and I, dozens of images of our two day rampage, then images of Evan and Jaxon with us. He turned up the volume.
 
   “In a Vegas bender with her sister Persephone. In a little tattoo parlor they met up with Evan Cooper and Jaxon Ryan from Night Fire. After a two night drunken rampage, the bender ended with Evan and Harmony marrying.”
 
   The image cut from the woman to fan girls crying. Dozens of them outside a mansion, lining the fence, trying to climb the wrought iron gates. Must be Evan's house. Sad that I didn't know that nor have actually seen it. I snatched the remote from Goose's hand and hit the mute.
 
   “They are crazy.” he muttered.
 
   “Yeah.”
 
   Then an image of Bill appeared. I hit the mute button again.
 
   “It was revealed that her manager Bill Landers had sent a message to photographer Artie Franklin revealing Harmony's vacation destination. Williams and Ingles Artist Management released the following statement.”
 
   The image changed to a fax that had been distributed to the media outlets, a man's voice read it out.
 
   “Williams and Ingles Artist Management has been made aware of a message sent by Bill Landers to a known member of the paparazzi. This company does not tolerate it's staff disclosing private information about our clients and have terminated his employment, effective immediately. We look forward to continuing our management of Harmony Roberts and the enduring success of her career.”
 
   “Far out.” Goose groaned.
 
   “Yep.”
 
   I flicked the television off as the next news piece came up.
 
   “So, where's your husband?”
 
   “Packing some things, coming here.”
 
   “Mum will probably want to do a family dinner.”
 
   “Great.” I huffed and rolled my eyes.
 
   Mum's idea of a family dinner was everyone bring a dish of something home cooked and god help you if you brought take away or something store bought to the table. That would be like swearing at her.
 
   The buzzer for the gate went off again, hopefully it will be Evan. I was getting sick of people sneaking past the guards and trying to talk to me.
 
   “Hello.”
 
   “Hello gorgeous.”
 
   “Hey you made it through the nightmare.”
 
   “Yeah.” he chuckled.
 
   I pressed the button.
 
   “Come on in.”
 
   My mobile rang, my mother. Here we go. Goose had gotten up to look out the window, the absolute pandemonium that had erupted because Evan had turned up. 
 
   “Can you let him in, I need somewhere more quiet.”
 
   “Sure.”
 
   I wandered into the kitchen, hoping that it might be more quiet than the entry.
 
   “Hey ma.”
 
   “Hello darling. Dinner tonight, bring him along.”
 
   “Sure.”
 
   “You know the rules.”
 
   “Yes.” I groan. “No takeaway.”
 
   It had been this way for years yet she seemed to think that she needed to constantly remind me.
 
   “There are fans outside our gates.”
 
   “You're kidding?”
 
   “Sadly no.”
 
   “You should see the ones here.”
 
   “Have you upped your security?”
 
   “Yeah. The place is crawling with them now. The fan girls are a little intense.”
 
   My mother chuckled.
 
   “Fan girls always are. I myself got a little crazy over John Lennon.”
 
   As I surveyed my back yard through the kitchen window, I could see how crazy fans could get. Two guards who had been roaming the back perimeter had caught her seconds after she dropped to the ground. The back fence was pretty high and I would have thought that it would be a deterrent but clearly not.
 
   It also didn't matter that to get to my back fence, she would have had to trespass through the neighbors yard as well. How she got past his two nasty pooches I'll never know. I didn't know the neighbors, I knew he was a musician of some sort. He was rarely home, I'd seen a woman on a few occasions. If fan girl made her way past the frothing pooches and the security then she was clearly good at sneaking.
 
   A head appeared above the fence line, one of the guards from the neighbors house. He was talking to my guards, I wondered if they had warned the surrounding properties to be extra vigilant. 
 
   I could hear Evan walking up the steps, a feint murmur of a conversation.
 
   “I have to go ma, Evan's here.”
 
   “Okay, see you at six.”
 
   I walked the entry, the scene before me was a little strange. My brother being begrudgingly nice, sizing up his new brother-in-law. And his friend. Okay, so Jaxon clearly is smitten. Or horny. One of the two.
 
   “Mum said dinner's at six.”
 
   He nodded and then opened the door. 
 
   “I'll drop Jaxon off at Seph's.” he kissed me on the temple. “See you later.”
 
   Jaxon gave me a smirk and then took his bags and followed Goose out of my house.
 
   “Yeah, see ya.”
 
   The second the door was shut I was swept up into Evan's arms being swung around. I laughed and leaned down to kiss him.
 
   “Did ya miss me?”
 
   “Of course.”
 
   “Did you want a tour?”
 
   Evan shook his head, his eyes lowered over my shirt to the tight top that revealed my cleavage. He bit his lip with a smirk. Without a word, I took his hand and gave him a tour of my bedroom.
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: ten]Chapter Ten
 
    
 
   When I woke an hour later sprawled out across my bed I thought that I had finally found perfection in my life. Except that I hadn't discussed the possibility of this new role with Evan. I wondered how that would go down. Probably not too well.
 
   I hedged on discussing with him, not wanting to burst the blissful bubble I had found myself in. As I rolled over, the clock blared at me, almost like it was telling me to get up and make the dish for tonight. I knew what my mother required of me, a casserole. And now that we had two extra guests, I would have to make a larger serve. Excellent.
 
   Leaving Evan to his post sex slumber I dressed and made my way to the kitchen, fetching everything that was required.
 
   I was up to my eyeballs in meat when my mobile rang, Devlin. Damn it! Now I knew I should have spoken to Evan about the role, now Devlin would be ringing about it and would want an answer. With a big sigh I cleaned my hands and answered the call, this wasn't going to be fun.
 
   “Hello.”
 
   “Hello Harmony. I have the update for you.”
 
   “Oh.”
 
   “It is confirmed, you have been officially named as the lead contender for the role opposite Heath Miller.”
 
   “Okay.”
 
   Not good. He was one of Hollywood's leading men and an all-round hottie. This was not going to wash well with my new husband, I knew it.
 
   “So when I say that you have been named as the lead contender Harmony it's against two other women who aren't really suited to the role. In fact one of them is mid production, the movie cuts into the time for this one. Basically what I am saying is that this role is yours.”
 
   “Oh.”
 
   I don't think I had any other words, I was shocked.
 
   “So, I've had the script couriered to you, it should be there before dark. It's all vampires and that sort of shit, apparently they like your new hairdo and it sits well with the character's style.”
 
   I said nothing, vampires. Huh.
 
   “I'm sure you will give it a good going over tonight, but the basic plot is that you're the vampire that chases after the hunky guy who is from the wrong side of the tracks, you know all that bad boy shit. But you've been betrothed to some son of an important family and a war breaks out, blah blah blah.”
 
   I could imagine him waving his hand around dismissively as he sat in his overpriced, over the top office.
 
   “Have you had a chance to speak with hubby about the scene?”
 
   “No.”
 
   He made a disgruntled noise.
 
   “Well Harmony, this isn't the time to be delaying on this, the studio wants an answer today. Like I said, if you are serious about this versatility nonsense then don't pass this up.”
 
   I could hear noises from the stairs, Evan was probably searching for me.
 
   “Okay, I'll call you back.”
 
   “Within the hour please Harmony.”
 
   “Sure.”
 
   I hung up the phone and saw Evan standing at the archway, watching me with a gorgeous grin.
 
   “You weren't in bed when I woke.”
 
   “I had to get dinner done.”
 
   My fingers fumbled as I put the phone down, now finding that I was getting more and more anxious. Nervous. Worried. I began to continue with the dinner, trying to distract myself from the important issue, which was stupid, I knew I had to deal with it, I knew I had to give Devlin my answer within the hour.
 
   “Harmony, what's wrong?”
 
   “I've been offered a role, an action movie.. vampires or some shit.” I shrugged. 
 
   “That is awesome, it's what you want right?”
 
   “Yeah, sort of.”
 
   He frowned, the grin was still there but a little subdued.
 
   “So what's wrong?”
 
   “There's a love scene.”
 
   Instantly the happiness dropped from his face.
 
   “The management says it's pretty full on, but it's only one scene, few minutes long though.”
 
   He said nothing which wasn't good, I knew it.
 
   “The male lead is Heath Miller.”
 
   His jaw dropped and then clamped shut, a frown joined it.
 
   “Say something.”
 
   “What's there to say? This is what you wanted, isn't it?”
 
   “Everything but the scene.”
 
   “Can you make them write it out?”
 
   “Probably not.”
 
   He frowned, one that I had never seen before. This wasn't going well.
 
   “Are you going to accept the role?”
 
   “Management says that if I'm serious about the versatility thing then I should, without hesitation.”
 
   “So where does that leave us, me? Watching my wife fuck another man for the whole world to see?”
 
   “Evan.” I frowned at him as I breathed out the word. “It's just kissing.”
 
   “It's not just kissing Harmony. I don't want another man on you, touching you. How would you feel if a groupie came on to me, did the shit that you're talking about?”
 
   I said nothing.
 
   “Come on Harmony, tell me.” his voice grew a little angrier. “Tell me how you would feel if you had to watch another woman kissing me, putting her hands on me, pretending that she was fucking me.”
 
   He waited patiently but got no response, I had nothing. He was right, I wouldn't want to see it, so why should I make him watch it? I could feel the sadness creep through me, I begged my mind to hold the tears back.
 
   “You know what? Just do as you please because clearly the marriage vows mean shit to you.”
 
   Evan turned and stalked out of the kitchen, I heard nothing until the door slammed shut, the sound of his car starting and then tearing out of the place.
 
   As the tears finally broke free, I slid down the cabinets and sat on the cold tiled floor. I had everything and it was gone. How could I do this film with his words flying through my mind? I knew the answer easily, I couldn't.
 
   Pain and sorrow filled me, I wanted to find Evan but he needed to cool down. An odd thought crossed my mind, I didn't even know his phone number. I couldn't call him to say how sorry I was.
 
   With the pain of regret and the taunts of how stupid I had been over the past few days echoing through my mind, I reached for the bottle of red wine on the counter. Drown my sorrows and hope that he comes back.
 
   “Harmony?”
 
   The sound of my sister calling out roused my senses as I heard the door click shut.
 
   “Evan? Hellooo?”
 
   On went the kitchen light and Jaxon was standing at the entry door, looking down at me.
 
   “Seph, in here.”
 
   He picked up the empty wine bottle and dumped it in the bin as Seph entered the room.
 
   “Harmie, what are you..” she frowned at the view of the bench, the food still as it was when Evan left.
 
   “Did you forget what time dinner was?”
 
   Jaxon found another bottle beside me and picked it up, putting it into the bin with the other one, not before the two exchanged glances.
 
   “Mom was worried because you didn't turn up on time... what's going on? Where's Evan?”
 
   “Gone.” I chuckled, another bottle appearing.
 
   “Okay.” she sighed taking the bottle from me. “Enough of that I think.”
 
   “Gone where?” Jaxon asked.
 
   He sat on the floor in front of me. Maybe he was concerned that things were going wrong or maybe he was concerned that his friend was missing.
 
   “Who would know?” I shrugged. “S'not impressed at the love scene.”
 
   “Who could blame him?” Seph raised an eyebrow.
 
   “What love scene?”
 
   “Harmie's been offered a role with a love scene.”
 
   “Oh.” he said dryly.
 
   His speech about facades and reactions, truth and lies was ringing in my ears. I had screwed this up royally and I didn't listen to him.
 
   “Have you accepted the role?”
 
   I shook my head, knowing that I didn't call Devlin as he requested and ignored all of his calls. 
 
   “I want the role but not the scene.” I slurred out.
 
   “Okay, I'll deal with this, you find Evan.”
 
   “On it.” Jaxon stood and walked from the room with his phone in hand.
 
   Seph huffed at the kitchen and the food on the bench, now it had gone hard and crusty. Somewhere in the haze I heard Seph muttering about the mess, I passed out.
 
   I woke in the morning, my head pounding with yet another hangover. You would think after so many of them, I would be used to them. If only.
 
   My bed was empty and it saddened me, I knew it was a nightmare of a situation, he hadn't taken it well at all. I wondered how other couples in Hollywood coped with love scenes.
 
   As I yawned I rubbed my tired eyes, when they opened I saw all of Evan's stuff was still here, he had just left without bothering about any of it. I got out of the bed, the note book that was poking out rousing my interest. My head thumped as I padded across the carpet, taking the book from the bag. Pages upon pages of drawings, his tattoos, all of it amazing. Then there was the final page, on it was my name, beautiful script letters, intricate weaved pattern around the words, delicate flowers, vines and leaves.
 
   All it did was make me cry. He wasn't here because I screwed up, big time. I should have said that I didn't want the scene, I should have told Devlin that. Even after just a few short days together he meant more to me than my career, I would give it all away for him. After all, that was the idea of running away with him.
 
   I had blown him off with the thoughts of actually accepting the role, he would see it as me wanting to stay in LA to complete the movie and therefore I wouldn't be running away with him. It was what I had said to him, that I was coming back to deal with the mess that was the vacation, sorting it all out. He probably expected to return to Las Vegas within a few days. 
 
   “Do you remember what I said about being a forever girl, queen bee?”
 
   Jaxon's sudden appearance scared me, making me jump. I put the book back into the bag and looked at him, wiping the tears. 
 
   “Yeah.”
 
   “Forever girls don't let other men touch them, same for their partners. He vowed instant faithfulness to you the very second you smiled at him. To him that means everything, no touching, no kissing, regardless of whether it has meaning or not. The tough guy facade doesn't bode well with this new problem.”
 
   “Where is he?”
 
   “Went home.”
 
   “Home?” I croak out barely containing the tears.
 
   Jaxon shrugged as he leaned on the door frame. It appeared like he had slept reasonably well, though there was something about his persona that I couldn't pick. No doubt this nonsense with Evan and I was causing him some kind of grief. They seemed to be rather close, almost like brothers.
 
   “Well, it's like his sanctuary. It is where he finds his peace away from all the shit. When his world caved yesterday where else would he go?”
 
   “I would have preferred he stayed and talked to me.”
 
   “Yeah he doesn't work like that. Question is, what are you going to do about it?”
 
   He walked away without another word and in that moment I knew what I had to do. Hungover or not, I was leaving to find Evan.
 
   Within the hour I had packed a very large bag of all of my things. Well actually, several bags. In fact the trunk of my car was rather full, as was the back seat. Jaxon gave me the address and I was on the road.
 
   Seph and Jaxon were going to remain to empty the fridge and ensure that everything would be right for while I was gone, who knows when I was planning on coming back? I certainly didn't know.
 
   Halfway through the journey my phone rang, Devlin.
 
   “Hello.”
 
   “You never rang Harmony.”
 
   “I know and I am sorry but I'm still dealing with the aftermath.”
 
   “Aftermath of what?”
 
   I wriggled on the seat, trying to make the pain of sitting for too long go away. No such luck.
 
   “He didn't take it well.”
 
   “I see. Is it the movie plot or that scene?”
 
   “That scene.”
 
   “I thought it would be.”
 
   “I can't accept it with that scene Devlin, I'm sorry but love scenes are out. I know you said to accept this new found versatility and this role but I can't go from zero to one hundred just like that and quite frankly Evan means more to me than any movie role.”
 
   Wiping the tear away I tried to remain dignified rather than a blubbering mess.
 
   “I thought you might say that, and to be quite honest with you Harmony we do tend to agree with you. As you know we have tried to maintain a certain level of purity with our stars and this scene would just blow it out of the water. That's not to say that we wouldn't want you to do something like this, we would just prefer that you didn't.”
 
   Oh. Wow. Hmm...
 
   “That's why I dealt with this problem yesterday. I told the studio that if they wanted you they had to write the scene out completely, that there would be no love scene if they wanted Harmony Ro.. sorry are you going by Roberts still?”
 
   “No, Cooper now.”
 
   “Excellent. He may not be of the old Hollywood but he is of reasonable moral standing. I am glad he made a stand about this scene.”
 
   Me too.
 
   “Are you driving?”
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “I see, uh.. where are you going?”
 
   I could hear the hesitation in his voice.
 
   “Las Vegas.”
 
   “Why?”
 
   “Because after our heated discussion last night, that's where he went. I spent most of the night on the kitchen floor drunk.”
 
   “Right.”
 
   “And now that I have sobered, I packed my stuff and left.”
 
   There was silence for a brief moment, Devlin was probably trying to subdue the rising panic.
 
   “Left as in?”
 
   “Yet to be decided fully, I may still retain the house out of necessity. It all depends on Evan.”
 
   “I see.”
 
   He huffed, I could hear the chair creak.
 
   “Well, have your conversation, ring me when it is done. I mean it Harmony, call me.”
 
   “Yes.” I groaned softly.
 
   “In the meantime I will have the contract changed to your married name and have it sent to you.”
 
   “Thank you Devlin.”
 
   “Sure.”
 
   “Hey Devlin... you're a better manager than Bill. You listen to what I want.”
 
   “Uh thanks.” 
 
   I ended the call and smiled, that had gone better than I had expected. Now all I had to do was fix things with Evan.
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: eleven]Chapter Eleven
 
    
 
   I pulled into the driveway of what I hope is his house, the address is certainly matched what Jaxon wrote. But there is no sign of anything Evan. No car, no obvious indications. I grabbed his bag and took a deep breath, locked my car and made for the door. The house was very modern, sleek lines, it certainly seemed something he would like.
 
   The land around was all desert, even the yard had been tended to in a way that was sympathetic to the land. Either the gardener was very smart or just used what was already here. Nah, this was intentional, too manicured to be laziness. I pressed the button and heard an almighty gong go off in the house.
 
   The seconds ticked over as I nervously stood by the door, begging that it was the right place, that he was here and that everything went well. Then something struck me, the vision of the fan girls outside the mansion, the massive gates. I surveyed the house and yard. Sure it was large, almost a mini mansion but it wasn't the one from the news report.
 
   There were no gates either. Shit. That and the fact that no one was coming to the door. What the hell Jaxon? I turned to step off the concrete pad to go back to the car. Maybe ring Jaxon and yell at him. The door squeaked open.
 
   “Harmony?”
 
   I turned and saw one rather tired and unkempt Evan standing at the door.
 
   “What are you doing here?”
 
   “I ran away.”
 
   He said nothing as he folded his arms and leaned on the door.
 
   “Got all my stuff packed... well most of it.” I passed his bag over to him. “And your stuff.”
 
   My shoulders sagged as I sighed.
 
   “Look, I'm sorry. I know I should have approached it better, I didn't want the scene. I told Devlin that you mean more to me than anything Hollywood had...”
 
   “Honey, who is at the door?”
 
   I frowned at him, his attention turned to a woman that approached, tall, blonde, green eyes, she was beautiful. He turned back to me, seeing my confused face.
 
   “It's not what you think..”
 
   “Really?” I began to back away.
 
   “Harmony please, stop.”
 
   “This was a mistake.” I whispered. “I'll leave you to it.”
 
   As I turned to open the car door he grabbed my hand.
 
   “My mother..” he stuttered out. “Shit Harmony. Stop. Please. This is my mother.”
 
   Assessing the woman I shook my head. As if it was possible, she was far too young.
 
   “She looks too young.”
 
   “That's because she had me when she was fifteen. Please, come inside.”
 
   He could see the hesitation.
 
   “Do you want birth certificates or something? Come on girl, get inside before the press descend on us.”
 
   I think that she was trying to hug me to death. This woman was near on unbearable. I guess as mothers-in-law went, I had struck gold. She liked me. In fact, I think she more than liked me. I had made her son happy and considering he was her baby, I thought I was lucky.
 
   The horror stories of mothers and their overbearing nature especially if it was a son, yeah I had heard them all. I dreaded the loathsome thoughts of having a mother-in-law, but Lola Cooper was better than I could have hoped for. Once she had finished trying to crack the bones in my back with the death grip she called a hug, she left us to continue our conversation. Which was good because I suddenly remembered that I had to ring Devlin.
 
   “Okay so, I told Devlin no love scene.”
 
   He nodded quietly.
 
   “He's making them redo the contract. What do you think?”
 
   “Did you really run away to be with me?”
 
   “Did you want to see my stuff in the car?”
 
   He grinned as he shook his head, Okay, so at least he believed me. I mean, it is kind of glaringly obvious, one look in the windows would say that.
 
   “I told Devlin that I was coming here with my stuff. Whether I keep the house depends on what happens now.”
 
   “What do you mean?”
 
   “Well, I don't want you to think that I haven't let go of LA because I haven't sold it, so I will. Unless you want to keep it, you know like a base for when we visit my parents.”
 
   “Or when you do movies.”
 
   His face was solemn but I wasn't going to accept it, just in case he was faking it to make me happy.
 
   “Evan, I...”
 
   “No it's okay, I get it. This is your career, just like music is mine. It's finding the happy medium. And I can't stop you from doing what you love, it's wrong. Mom made me see that. You know..” he shrugged one shoulder. “She said, what if she made you give up music, would you do it for her? And I was like, yeah of course but the thought still stung like hell. So, I'm okay with the movies so long as there’s no love scenes.”
 
   “I'm glad you stood your ground.” I wrapped my arms around him.
 
   He grinned as he pulled me onto his lap.
 
   “So is Devlin.”
 
   “Really?”
 
   My phone rang from the depths of my bag. After finding it I cringed, it was Devlin.
 
   “Speak of the devil....Hello, I know I said I'd ring.”
 
   “That's alright Harmony, I have the contract but there's no one at Evan's place.”
 
   “Oh, we're at his mother's. Wait, are you in Vegas?”
 
   “I am, I have a few things to discuss with you.”
 
   “Ah, hmm, hang on.”
 
   I covered the speaker and looked at Evan who has managed to get himself rather comfortable on the lounge beneath me.
 
   “Devlin's outside your house.”
 
   “Okay we can go there now, be about five minutes.”
 
   “See you in five.”
 
   The five minutes was more like ten. Saying goodbye to his mother took up most of those ten minutes and the drive took about two. The house was very similar to his mothers, although his was on a grander scale. It was still the sleek minimalistic lines, very modern looking.
 
   We sat in the lounge room as Devlin sorted through his bag, finding the documents he wanted. I had never met him before, my interactions were always with Bill. Devlin was tall, beach blonde hair that was perfectly brushed from one side to the other, chocolate brown eyes and tanned skin. He wasn't my type of guy but he was certainly good looking. And of course, he was all business, the dark blue double breasted suit, the white shirt and matching blue tie. 
 
   “Okay, so in the negotiations they suggested two courses ahead. They are very much interested in keeping you on this movie and happy so they hope that this will be what you like.”
 
   “Go on.”
 
   “Option one is scene cut, everything else as normal. Option two is scene intact and Evan playing the male lead.”
 
   “Sorry?” I gasped as Evan choked on his beer.
 
   I patted him on the back as Devlin flicked his fingers over the edge of the script.
 
   “Harmony, you have to read the script to understand why it is important to them. The scene makes a world of difference to the whole movie.”
 
   “How?”
 
   “She gets pregnant. The whole movie revolves around it, the half cast child. They want to show the love between the human and the vampire that creates a child. Their reasoning is that you can't just have one scene, 'oh hey you're a hot chick let's go and have fun time under the sheets' and then the next is 'oops sorry the condom broke'. I know what we discussed...” he sighed. “And as I said to you I would prefer that this scene didn't happen either but I understand it now that I have read the script in its entirety. I understand where they are coming from. So as option two goes, this is how it sits. There is no nudity, that one I don't even need to discuss with you, that goes without saying. The next is that as it stood previously, this is only kissing under bed sheets, lights down low.” he waved his hand frowning at the script. “It says it all if you want to read it. Now it comes down to how desperate they are to have you and this scene.”
 
   Devlin grinned as he pulled a piece of paper out from his briefcase.
 
   “I have never seen anything like it.” he chuckled as he pulled out yet another document. “If you accept option two, they will double your earnings, they will match it for Evan and they will move production to here – in Vegas. It will be a closed set for the scene, it's final cut will have both of your approval before it goes to print. They will pay for all of the expenses associated with the junket. That's overseas too, for the both of you and as a final sweetener, Night Fire will be given first offer to record the entire soundtrack. Then as part of the press junket, they will have Night Fire tour with you, doing gigs and what not.”
 
   “Are these people nuts?”
 
   “I know right?” he laughed again. “Take it tonight, read it, both of you. Tomorrow we should meet for lunch, I'm staying at the Bellagio, so we can meet in the restaurant. Now, I will leave both of the options to read, there is a few things I might have missed. Anyway, read over it, I will see you two at twelve tomorrow.”
 
   Devlin was ready to see himself out but Evan quickly followed, leaving me a little stunned as I sat on the lounge staring at the mountain of documents and scripts in front of me.
 
   Ten minutes after Devlin left the doorbell went off. I frowned, wondering if he had left something behind. Evan was on the phone to someone so I wandered to the door and opened it. A tall, pregnant woman stood in front of me. Her long black hair was pulled back into a pony tail, two young children at her feet. The youngest was a boy with the same black hair as her, the girl had large ringlets of brown. Both of them seemed to be close in age.
 
   “Hey, not interrupting am I?”
 
   And then she pushed the door open and wandered into the house. The children followed quietly and I stood at the doorway rather stunned.
 
   “Sorry, who are you?”
 
   “Eden.”
 
   I wanted to say that wasn't nearly enough for an answer but Evan appeared with a mighty grin on his face.
 
   “Hey there little rockers.”
 
   He scooped them up into his arms and I couldn't help but wonder if I was faced with an ex-wife and two of his kids, maybe the next one on its way.
 
   “How come you're here?”
 
   “Really?” she asked, her tone rather dry. “You've been ignoring my calls for the entire weekend Evan. Don't you think that I deserve at least one call or maybe a message? Have we not had the discussion about keeping in contact before?”
 
   “Yes.” he groaned. 
 
   I watched the conversation as it moved back and forth. The boy struggled out of his arms but the girl was content to stay where she was. He walked around the room, stopping by a glass cabinet.
 
   “Hudson.”
 
   The child turned to Evan's direct tone, offering a cute grin that said that he wasn't really up to no good.
 
   “Daddy said you're not to touch glass.” the girl said.
 
   Well that settles it then. Not sure why he didn't tell me he had kids. Or that he was still so accountable to the ex.
 
   The woman walked over to the child to pick him up, allowing me a moment to question Evan.
 
   “Are these kids yours?”
 
   “What?” he grinned with a crinkled smile.
 
   I pointed to the one in his arms, she had been resting her head on his shoulder. Suddenly she sat up with a bright smile.
 
   “Daddy.”
 
   Her arms went out to the man behind me, I almost gasped at the ominous presence he held. The man took her into his arms and walked into the entry. He looked vaguely familiar and then it dawned on me. Band member. Wow, talk about getting it really wrong.
 
   With the little girl in his arms, I could see the serious resemblance. Both had lush brown hair and pale brown eyes.
 
   “Okay so I guess I should uh.. you know.” Evan cleared his throat. “Harmony this is Fraser and his wife Eden and their kids Sahara, Hudson and yet to be decided.”
 
   His fingers waggled at her stomach, the mound was rather large. Considering the size of her husband, I could understand why. The poor thing probably birthed monster sized children.
 
   “Thanks for the wedding invite jack ass.” Fraser grumbled.
 
   “We were drunk.”
 
   “Your mother was pissed.”
 
   Evan scoffed at Eden's statement.
 
   “She was not. She's cool with it.”
 
   Her eyes narrowed at him, a cold stare directed solely at him.
 
   “No Evan, she wasn't. I had to listen to her as she cried because you are so god damned selfish that you forgot about the woman that raised you by herself. It's one thing to forget about your friends but to forget about your own mother and blaming alcohol is pathetic.”
 
   She handed Hudson to Fraser.
 
   “Take them to the car, we're going to be late as it is.”
 
   He nodded and said nothing more as he walked out of the house. Eden watched as he walked away then turned back to Evan.
 
   “You know how much family means to certain people, how loudly their needs resonate. I expected better from you. I expected you to be considerate of others but I guess I expected too much. Make this right Evan, fix this. I've worked too damned hard to get his life on track to have you fuck it over in a weekend. There's a compulsory meeting in half an hour. Don't be late or I'll find something blunt to impale you with.”
 
   Eden walked out of the house without another word said, I stood rather shocked and bewildered.
 
   “What's she talking about?”
 
   Evan sighed as he leaned on the door, closing it.
 
   “We fucked up big time.” he sighed. “Jaxon and I, we were out on the town Friday night to drown our sorrows. Saturday was a bad day.”
 
   I frowned, unable to understand why. It seemed pretty good to me.
 
   “Ten years ago we were doing a charity gig in New York, back here Fraser's brother murdered their parents.”
 
   It was like the air was sucked out of my lungs. The poor thing, no wonder he was so doom and gloom.
 
   “Every year on the anniversary we keep him company, he's got like one aunt who lives in Utah and us. That's it, no other family. But this year because it was ten years Eden was doing this thing at the cemetery for him. She'd had these pictures put in the headstones, even managed to convince the aunt to come down for it.”
 
   He sighed as his head rolled back to stare at the ceiling.
 
   “I was there, they just don't know that. I couldn't do it. Not just because I was sober and realized how much I had wronged them by not telling them about us but the whole concept of what they were doing.”
 
   “Honoring life can be a beautiful thing Evan. These people are your family, there's nothing wrong with feeling pain when one of them passes. You are right though, you did fuck up big time and you need to fix it.”
 
   Evan smiled with a lot of pain, one that made me pull him into my arms.
 
   “I've never met my father, don't want to either. Fraser lived across the road from us when we were kids, his father was awesome. He built a tree house that surrounded the tree with massive ramps that we could skateboard on. It consumed most of the yard. Florence said that he did it to get out of yard work but it wasn't the reason. It was because he loved his kids. Not just the two that he had but the others that seemed to hang around a lot as well.”
 
   His grip around my waist tightened as his head rested on my chest. For all that he had a playful nature, I now realized there was one broken and lost little boy.
 
   “We came back from New York, the funeral was a couple of days later. No one heard a peep from Fraser so Jerry our manager went to his place. The whole thing was gone. No tree house or ramps, not even a tree. The house had almost been gutted, Fraser had spent the entire time drunk and taking things out to the back yard. Jerry found him pouring gas over it all, he'd only just made it.”
 
   I knew what he meant by that, I didn't know the kind of grief that would make a person act like that but having lost your entire family could push a person to the limit.
 
   “Walls were punched in, some were ripped off completely. Carpet ripped out, tossed onto the pile that was already high with the furniture. The only room that remained intact was his asshole brother's room. Personally I would have started with that room but not Fraser. No one was allowed to touch it. Even when Jerry got people in to fix the mess he'd made, they still weren't allowed to go in there. Eden helped him.” he sighed wearily, lifting from my body.
 
   “He changed that room from a nightmare into a room for Sahara. Then when Hudson was born he set about making the yard better for them. Eden calls it therapy and I think she's right.”
 
   I nodded and hugged him again, thinking that I might have misjudged Eden.
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: twelve]Chapter Twelve
 
    
 
   We had discussed it, over and over again as we drove to this clubhouse, whatever that was. Evan drove as I read out the relevant part of the script. At the end of the ten minute trip we had decided it wasn't as bad as what we had made it out to be.
 
   The hope was that it would be a romantic scene, done with reasonable taste. I noted that Devlin's stock standard virtue clause was in there. It was the one that I maintained my morals and that the director would ensure that there would be nothing untoward happen within the film that would jeopardize my public persona. That was Devlin's way of saying I had to have clothes on under the sheets and the most that anyone would see would be some hot and heavy kissing.
 
   The key to this scene working was the illusion that something was happening, inferring that this couple got down and dirty but never actually showing it.
 
   Evan couldn't understand why they would want him to do the male lead. He thought it was all because of me, that they wanted me and they had to 'put up with' him. He wasn't overly impressed but was swayed somewhat by the thoughts of getting the entire soundtrack for the band. That he did like.
 
   The clubhouse was a converted warehouse that the band used as a headquarters of sorts. It turns out that Eden is in fact the personal assistant to the band, she'd been with them for four years now and in that time had done a fair amount of things.
 
   She'd straightened Fraser's life out, got him into therapy and helped him deal with the negativity regarding the past. Evan said that everyone else who had tried had failed. Their manager Jerry had been making appointments for Fraser for years, which Fraser would conveniently forget about. He tried to deliver him personally to the appointments but was met with excuses. What finally convinced him was the love of a good woman and a child that needed a stable father.
 
   We walked into the shadows of the warehouse, to the right of the doors was a vast and empty area. Evan led me past the stage to a set of doors. I glanced up to the glass wall above us, we were being watched. I could hear the sounds of children, a lot of children.
 
   I hadn't done much research into Evan or the band. There were five male members, they'd been friends for years. They were from Vegas and refused to move anywhere else. That was the grand total of my knowledge.
 
   We walked up the stairs, a young man passing us with a nod.
 
   “Hey Nate, this is Harmony.”
 
   “Hi.” he grinned and turned onto the next set of stairs.
 
   “Nate is Jerry's son. He's a whiz at the mixing board.”
 
   “And he's better than Brad too.”
 
   “Unlikely.”
 
   I turned to the sound of another male, following Nate's path.
 
   “Brad, Harmony. Jerry's other son.”
 
   “Hey.” he nodded with a grin.
 
   They were pretty much the same in the smile department, it could have a girl swooning. The two brothers didn't look the same. One had black hair the other brown. One was a narrow build the other had a built frame like Evan.
 
   “Hey Kaylee.”
 
   I hadn't even had a chance to move, yet I was faced with another person. She was really young, dark auburn hair pulled back with bright green eyes.
 
   “This is Harmony.”
 
   “Hi.”
 
   “Everything okay?”
 
   Her eyes darted to me, flinching for a second. It made me wonder why. What was I missing here?
 
   “It's fine. Thanks for the invite dickhead.”
 
   Kaylee continued down the stairs, muttering something about killing parakeets.
 
   “She doesn't kill birds.” Evan said as he frowned at where she had once been. “Kaylee helps Eden out and well, you've met Eden so you can probably understand. Pregnancy hormones.”
 
   He shrugged with a smile and a light laugh as we continued to walk up the stairs.
 
   “We've all offered to pay for a vasectomy but Fraser said that no one is touching his monster.”
 
   “Maybe he wants lots of kids.”
 
   “Probably, only problem is they're still living in the family home and it's only got three bedrooms. He'd have to move and I don't think he's going to do that any time soon.”
 
   I nodded as we turned for the final time, ahead of us was a child gate and a lot of children. Twin boys stood at the gate, their little hands wrapped around the poles as they watched us. Evan had been holding my hand, I was curious about something so I pulled it back.
 
   “What do you think about having kids?”
 
   He shrugged.
 
   “Whenever you want. It's you that has to think about your career. Me, I'm just their for the fun at the start and the dirty diapers at the end.”
 
   “Really?” I asked, rather shocked.
 
   “Sure. I'll go bare whenever you want. How is it going to go with your movies? You're talking about this new role which sounds like it's a lot of stunt work.”
 
   “I'd have to have a double. Never had one before.”
 
   He smiled at me as we walked up the stairs, lifting one of the children and putting him into my arms.
 
   “Levi this is Harmony.”
 
   “How can you tell them apart?”
 
   The child frowned at me, I looked down at the one who was in Evan's arms. He smiled at me with a grin that consisted of his two canine teeth.
 
   “That's how. Smile Levi.”
 
   He grinned at Evan and showed off his two front teeth.
 
   “This is Jett. They belong to Curtis and Frankie along with the other three over there.”
 
   I scanned the room to the young woman sitting on the lounge against the far wall, two young children were sitting at the table in front of her, the other was in a baby carrier. Good lord, the poor thing had five of them.
 
   Seph was sitting beside her talking all things vegetarian and the woman beside her was nodding quietly. I'd been in that same situation, I'd listened to Seph talk about it and I'd even told her not to bore people with her recipe ideas. Clearly she hadn't listened to me.
 
   A middle aged man crossed the floor, stopping when Sahara ran across his path. He huffed and took a deep breath.
 
   “Eden.”
 
   She walked out and stopped at the view that was a chaos of children.
 
   “Yes, I know. Not a crèche. Frankie, do you mind?”
 
   “Not at all.”
 
   The woman was out of her seat fast, eager to get away. Levi and Jett were out of our arms and eagerly cleaning up the crayons and papers.
 
   “Liam.” Evan said as one of Frankie's kids lined up at the gate, another soon following. “Mia and Quinn who is in the carrier.”
 
   His attention turned a little girl with chubby cheeks that were tinted the softest pink, thick black hair surrounded her olive skin.
 
   “And Isla. Where's daddy?”
 
   She silently pointed to the room with the glass wall, behind it was a long table with chairs. A blonde woman came out of Eden's office, rounding up the children.
 
   “Abbey.” Evan crooned “This is Harmony.”
 
   “Hi.” she smiled as she picked up Isla.
 
   “She is the lovely mother of Isla and very understanding wife of Austin.”
 
   Oh yes, the front man. I watched him cross the room with so much grace and poise it was ridiculous. Isla held out her hands as he approached.
 
   “Sorry baby girl. Daddy's got work to do.”
 
   She giggled and grinned as he kissed her cheeks. Isla looked like her father, the same black hair, the same soft olive toned skin
 
   “Aus man, this is Harmony.”
 
   “Hey.”
 
   Oh I bet they cry when he smiles. Yes, I could see this one being a fan girl favorite. In fact all of them could have their own legion of fan girls.
 
   He was off helping the tribe of children down the stairs before I could respond, Evan dragged me into the boardroom where the meeting was waiting to happen. Jaxon and Fraser were sitting at opposite ends of the table, as soon as we stepped into the room I knew there was a lot of tension between them.
 
   “Has mommy two ripped your head off yet?” Jaxon grinned at us.
 
   “Yes.” Evan said rather annoyed.
 
   I turned to him and waited for him to remember our conversation. He sighed lowly and with a lot of pain.
 
   “I'm sorry I bailed on you on Saturday. I was there but not at their graves, I couldn't do it. I don't even know how you can do it.”
 
   “I can do it because I do it all the time. You'll get used to it.”
 
   The door beside me pushed open further, I turned to see at yet another man. This one was Curtis the drummer, I knew that from the stalking I had done on Saturday.
 
   “You know the rules.” he said softly. “We don't abandon, we don't give lame ass excuses. You failed when he needed you.”
 
   “I wasn't the only one.”
 
   Jaxon huffed. “Don't think I haven't coped the same lecture. Suck it up and take it like a man.”
 
   Evan rolled his eyes and dumped himself into a chair. It was awkward to say the least.
 
   “I said I was sorry and I said that I was at the cemetery. Don't go getting all freaked out just because I can't handle standing next to a grave.”
 
   “But you didn't even acknowledge us or wait by the gates. How would we have known that you were there Evan?”
 
   He turned to Eden who had just walked into the room followed by the older fellow that had been cut off by Sahara a few minutes ago. The man smiled at me as he held out his hand.
 
   “Hi I'm Jerry. You must be Harmony.”
 
   “Yeah, that's me.” I smiled as I shook his hand.
 
   He closed the door as Austin walked in, everyone settling into a seat. I took all of the documents that Devlin had left behind and sat beside Evan.
 
   Jerry was at the head of the table, Eden beside him with Fraser on the other side of her. There was still a lot of tension in the room, one that I couldn't get past. Aside from the issue regarding Fraser there was the fact that Evan had got married and there was only one in this room who had seen it. Though I doubted he remembered much of it.
 
   I set the documents to the table and took a deep breath, starting before Jerry could stop fussing with his own documents.
 
   “Okay, I'll start. I know that you're all pretty pissed at what happened. I doubt that Evan would have wanted to cause this kind of grief to the people he loves. Everyone handles their grief differently, ten years might have passed but that doesn't mean that the suffering fades. You talk of the suffering for Fraser and I understand that you all have positive motives for this and only want him to move forward in his life. But I ask you, what of the one of you that might have unknowingly suffered? We all have burdens from family issues but none more so than the child that grows up without a parent. What if he looks to others as a role model and loves them as his own? How should he react when they die, it's not his place to be upset, is it? It's not his parent that has passed on but it feels that way.”
 
   Evan offered a slight smile when I looked at him. I turned back to the table, to the two that sat opposite. Fraser and Eden. She was still angry at Evan and Jaxon and I agreed with her anger. Evan should have told her that he had issues regarding this matter and Jaxon should have at least gone over and said something. But they didn't and it was in the past, everyone had to move on.
 
   “But he still feels the loss, to the mother and more importantly to the father. A man that replaced the one that he was lacking in. Who welcomed the neighborhood children into his home and his yard, constructed things for them and showed them how good life can be.”
 
   I gripped Evan's hand with a soft smile, his mood was still the same. Down.
 
   “He's sorry but he understands that you have every right to be angry at him. For the sake of everyone here I think that moving forward is the only option. To dwell on negative thoughts will only lead to further heartache and maybe even words that we will regret.”
 
   Fraser nodded slightly, not offering any words. No one said anything about it and I guessed that maybe he was a man that didn't say a lot. Maybe losing his parents had caused him to be a more reflective and thoughtful person.
 
   “Now regarding Saturday night. It wasn't something that either of us had really planned, obviously. I know that being drunk is a lame excuse but that's it. So I guess at some point real soon we'll do something better. Production will begin soon so the clock is ticking. We are going to be rather busy.”
 
   I turned to all of the blank faces around the table, all of them pinned to me. It made me want to check for food on my face. Letting go of Evan's hand I searched through the pile of documents, finding the one I wanted I passed it to Jerry.
 
   “The production company will be in contact with you soon. They are going to offer the entire soundtrack to the band first.”
 
   Jerry raised his eyebrows as he stared at me, as I glanced around the table and saw a lot of stunned faces. Yep, I had just blown them away.
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: thirteen]Chapter Thirteen
 
    
 
   Jerry held the brief outline of the offer the production company was planning on making to the band. It stated that they could chose to do one song or the entire album, they chose the entire album. The document also stated that the band would do a promotional tour that would coincide with my media tour so that Evan would be there as well. No one fully understood why that was until I enlightened them. I was faced with more stunned people.
 
   Yes, Evan Cooper was about to become an actor. 
 
   Then they proceeded to discuss Evan's acting abilities and how the album would take a nose dive when the movie came out. I was about to say something when I saw the smirks. They were teasing.
 
   The meeting continued on for some time, I watched through the glass window behind Fraser and Eden to the view of my sister sitting on the lounge. Jaxon had wandered out there to talk to her and Kaylee who was mostly hidden behind the desk.
 
   Now that we were at the clubhouse, I called Devlin and suggested he joined us for the discussion. He thought it was a much better idea, having the band in the same room allowed for discussions of many things.
 
   Lively banter filled the room, it was late afternoon now and I was feeling rather hungry. The pizza's that Seph and Jaxon had brought back were amazing and they were gone rather fast. There was nothing left now except empty boxes and crumbs.
 
   Evan took my hand and kissed the back of it with a smile hidden beneath. I could feel my body flush with desire as I gazed into those dreamy eyes. It was almost a sin to look at him, he was so delectable. I could not wait to get him home and strip him naked.
 
   Home. Yes, I was going to become a resident of the fine state of Nevada. Evan smiled more as he lowered our hands onto the arm rest of his chair, the divine lips stretching into a broad grin.
 
   “What are you thinking about?” he whispered.
 
   “Home.”
 
   “Mine or yours?”
 
   “I only have one Evan, I have a house that I might be putting up for sale.”
 
   My phone buzzed in my pocket, regretfully I had to remove my hand from his in order to retrieve the horrid device. Seph had sent me a message, one that was rather puzzling.
 
   Seph: Keep an eye on Jaxon for me.
 
   Harmony: Why?
 
   Seph: I think that it's over already but I'd like to know about it before the media does.
 
   Harmony: Why don't you just ask him?
 
   Seph: He said everything is cool, that he's just busy with band stuff.
 
   Well, it wasn't exactly a lie. The band was busy but as I looked around the table of people who were talking I noticed that one chair was empty. So where was Jaxon?
 
   Harmony: Where are you?
 
   Seph: Hotel.
 
   Harmony: And Jaxon?
 
   Seph: No idea. Said he had stuff to do. So I take it he's not with you?
 
   Harmony: No. Sorry.
 
   Casually I put my phone away and ignored it when it vibrated again.
 
   “Hey where's Jaxon? I thought he'd want to be here for the discussions.”
 
   Evan shrugged, more interested in his phone.
 
   “He doesn't have to be here at the moment. Tomorrow is probably more important.”
 
   “Oh okay.” I paused. “So when are we going because I'm hungry.”
 
   “Whenever you want. They'll be breaking soon anyway. Family men.” he rolled his eyes with a cheeky grin. “Gotta get home to the kiddies before bed time.”
 
   Mock them he might but I could see that he wanted to join their ranks.
 
   As the conversation started to come to an end and they discussed tomorrow, I pulled my phone out again.
 
   Seph: I jumped in too soon again. I should have known he was a player. Don't worry about it, forget I asked. I don't want it to cause problems for you and Evan.
 
   But that's the problem, there will always be issues. Family events and they'll both be there. This was crap.
 
   “Okay so don't forget Saturday night. I'm looking at you Evan and I'm saying it out loud so that Harmony knows.”
 
   I lifted my gaze to Jerry's stern face.
 
   “What's on Saturday night?”
 
   “Kaylee's twenty-first birthday. You'll need a cocktail dress.”
 
   “Sure. I guess I could roam the town tomorrow and find something. I guess you'll be busy writing and planning.”
 
   He nodded with a sympathetic smile. They were going to be doing a lot of things tomorrow. Meeting with the production heads, discussing their requirements, writing and maybe even a bit of recording if the mood strikes them.
 
   The door opened and Kaylee walked in, passing a few papers to Eden and then leaving again.
 
   “Okay so they've sent through the meeting details. Everyone here by ten am thanks.” Jerry frowned as he turned to the empty seat. “Eden can you make sure Jaxon is aware of this thanks.”
 
   “Of course.”
 
   It was sunset when we walked out of the clubhouse, the street was quiet and I wondered where my constant surveillance team was. Maybe someone better had arrived in town. I slipped into the passenger seat, ready to see an end to today. It was odd to say the least. So many highs and lows, I could only hope that Evan and Fraser would be okay soon. 
 
   I'd have to make a concerted effort with Eden I suppose, more so with her than Abigail and Frankie. It was easy to see that Austin and Curtis would get over their issues within a few days because they weren't the ones that were hurt. I didn't blame Fraser for being upset at him, I was upset at Evan. It was an important event and he couldn't be honest and say that he was upset. Instead he chose to get drunk and hide.
 
   Evan got into the car, sighing as he turned over the engine.
 
   “You know what I feel like?” he grinned as he looked at me.
 
   “What?”
 
   “Drinking champagne in the bath again.”
 
   An hour later, that's exactly where we were. Only this time there was no discussion of life or the future, now we were watching a baseball game. It had been my job to get the strawberries this time and I went kind of crazy and got a variety of fruits.
 
   So we were in the tub, drinking overpriced champagne and eating a platter of amazing tasting fruit. Oh and watching Yankees was the thing to do apparently. I said nothing and enjoyed the warmth of the water.
 
   The screen was at the end of the tub, a long modern bath that was sunk into a tiled surround. Evan happily lazed against my body and I gladly let him.
 
   When I was full and my head was feeling lazy, I settled back against the wall and tried to ignore the announcers regaling of the events. I wasn't listening and I hoped that he didn't want to talk about it later. All I could offer would be a smile and a nod. Maybe a 'that's nice dear'. Jeez, how old was I?
 
   The crack of the bat against the ball woke me, Evan was laughing.
 
   “Struggling to stay awake by any chance?”
 
   “Nah, not me. Wide awake.” I said as I yawned.
 
   “Sure. That's why your body just jerked as you woke up.”
 
   He flicked the television off and put the remote into a little basket at the back of the tile surround.
 
   “If you wanted to go to bed or get out then you should have said so. You don't have to stay and watch a game just because I am.”
 
   I shrugged and climbed out of the tub, wrapping the towel around me.
 
   “I don't mind, I guess if I wasn't tired it would be okay. I'm all shriveled.”
 
   Evan chuckled as I held my hand out, showing him my wrinkled fingers.
 
   “Well grandma, it's time for bed.”
 
   As I walked out to his bedroom I narrowed my eyes at the bed, wondering how many had been brought here before me. Did I really want to know the answer to that? Probably not.
 
   Evan pulled back the sheets and waited for me.
 
   “None.”
 
   I looked at him with a confused frown.
 
   “What?”
 
   “The answer to that question that I know you've got rattling around in your mind. I can see the look on your face.”
 
   “Is that right?”
 
   I grinned and walked over to the edge of the bed, dropping the towel at my feet. My hands toyed with the towel that was wrapped around his waist.
 
   “Yeah. You're thinking, how many women has he fucked on that bed? The answer is none. By tomorrow it will be one.”
 
   “Oh goody. I was hoping you wouldn't deprive me for a moment longer.”
 
   Evan grinned, his eyes lowering to watch me as I stroked his hardened length. It was hard to believe that all of this fitted inside of me. But he did and he created so much pleasure it felt like I was going to die from anticipation.
 
   My eyes met with his, the need was killing him too.
 
   “Straight to it?”
 
   He nodded quickly and turned me to the bed, laying me onto it as we kissed. I lowered to the mattress with my arms wrapped around his neck, enjoying the feeling of his weight on me. Evan pulled my legs open and settled between them. 
 
   “Did you think any more about what you want to do?”
 
   “I did. Kind of. You know you're being rather distracting.”
 
   Evan grinned with a playful nod, continuing to rub himself against me.
 
   “He loves it. I can't deprive him baby. He just loves your sweet pussy.”
 
   I chuckled as I rolled my eyes.
 
   “You should have had that tattooed. Maybe we could get them to put a big x through the other one and put pussy above it.”
 
   “No.” I said, trying not to laugh.
 
   “So which is it baby, bare or not?”
 
   “Bare.”
 
   The word had barely escaped my mouth, Evan adjusted himself and pushed deep into me. His face seemed so serious as he looked down at me, a slight frown etching into his gorgeous features.
 
   Over and over again he slowly moved in and out of me, his breathing became disjointed. My phone rang, sitting on the table beside the bed it was so loud.
 
   “Ignore it, it's just Seph. She can wait.”
 
   His languid pace picked up as he nodded, moving a little faster now. The phone finally stopped ringing, seconds later a message came through.
 
   My hands flattened to the stomach muscles that were contorting with the increasing movement. I could feel my face flushing as my breathing became rapid, breathy moans escaping with every push.
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: fourteen]Chapter Fourteen
 
    
 
   I woke to the sounds of an acoustic guitar being played quietly. As I sat up I saw a soft light that lit up the corridor. Finding my dressing gown, I wrapped the soft silk around me and followed the sound. When I heard Fraser laugh I was grateful I had decided to dress rather than roaming the house naked.
 
   Standing at the doorway I watched them as they sat and drank beer. Evan was playing the guitar and Fraser was writing something on a note pad.
 
   Evan looked up and saw me, with a grin he shifted over on the lounge for me.
 
   “What are you two up to?”
 
   “Just chillin', bit of writing. You know, what everyone does at three am in the morning.”
 
   I nodded a little shocked.
 
   “Instead of being in bed with their wives?”
 
   “Fraser's in the dog house again. Eden keeps threatening to cut his dick off every time the baby does something.”
 
   The man huffed as he took a sip from his beer can.
 
   “If it's not indigestion, it's that the baby keeps making her go to the bathroom. Or she thinks that he's trying to crack her ribs. Yesterday she was adamant that the baby had bruised her organs because he was kicking so much.”
 
   “You know there is a solution to your problems.” I offered as I leaned back into the chair.
 
   His eyes raised to me as if I had some magic solution.
 
   “Stop having sex.”
 
   “Yeah right. Then I'd be in more trouble. You wait until you're pregnant and see how difficult it is. You'll want to kick his ass into the next week for it but you'll also want him tied to the bed, ready to go. Hormones will make you a weepy woman one minute, happy the next and the entire time you'll be mentally undressing him.”
 
   Gee, I can't wait. It sounds like such fun. Where is the warning with this? Having a child should come with some kind of health warning.
 
   “Then the kid comes out and they're never the same. Sahara was a breeze, she was quiet and easy to deal with. Hudson screamed from the minute he came out, leaving us walking around the house like a pair of zombies until he was five weeks old.”
 
   “So are you going to stop after this one?”
 
   “No way. There is something so beautiful about a pregnant woman. She might call you a freak because she wakes in the middle of the night and finds you talking to her giant stomach but that doesn't matter.”
 
   “Is that why you're here?”
 
   He nodded with a slight chuckle.
 
   “I was just telling him he was making life hell for his father and he should behave himself. Eden woke up and told me to go back to sleep or make myself useful. So I came here.”
 
   On the off chance that Evan was awake? Pretty sure it wasn't what Eden meant. I hardly knew the woman and I didn't think that annoying other people at three am was her idea of being useful.
 
   “He messaged me.” the mind reader beside me offered. “I was already awake and doing a bit of writing so I told him to come over.”
 
   “Oh okay.” I nodded, over thinking things again. “You're not planning on driving after that, are you?”
 
   “Nah. We'll just hang out here until the meeting.”
 
   The meeting that's hours away? Eden must be such an understanding wife. Not sure what I'd do if Evan disappeared for several hours, leaving me to care for two kids while heavily pregnant.
 
   “You won't be in more trouble for not being there at breakfast?”
 
   Fraser paused for a moment with a frown.
 
   “I'll go and get dressed. When you're ready to leave, come find me.”
 
   With a soft kiss on his cheek, I smiled at Evan and stood from the lounge. I closed the door and searched out clothes to put on, suddenly remembering the message that Seph had sent me. Once I was dressed I found my phone on the bedside and sat on the edge of the bed.
 
   The light wasn't flashing. I glanced up to the closed door and wondered if Evan had read them.
 
   If that was the case, did he do it for a valid reason or was it because he didn't trust me? We hardly knew each other, I couldn't berate him for distrust. But it was a valid subject to bring up with him.
 
   I sighed, unsure of what to do. Well I suppose reading Seph's message was a good start.
 
   Seph: Going home, it's over. Not that it ever really started.
 
   Well doesn't that make life fun now. Every time Evan and I do something with family and friends, those two are going to have to face each other.
 
   With a mighty groan I dumped the phone back onto the table and flopped back onto the bed. Damn Seph and damn Jaxon. I closed my eyes and hoped for a moments peace, trying to find some kind of tranquility.
 
   “Hey.” a soft voice cooed. “Wake up.”
 
   Muted light appeared as I opened my eyes, the vision of Evan hovering over me was bleary. I rubbed my eyes with a yawn as he straddled my hips.
 
   “What time is it?”
 
   “Six am. Fraser's ready to go home. Said the brats will be up by now so Eden will be getting angry if he doesn't turn up.”
 
   He climbed off me and helped me to my feet.
 
   “Great. Can we get coffee on the way?” I asked as I yawned again.
 
   “Only if you finish it before we get there. Eden gives up coffee while she's pregnant and it's probably not fair if we walk in there with them, all steaming hot and delicious.”
 
   “Sure.” I grumbled, leaning on him as we walked out of the room.
 
   Fraser was by the front door looking like he was late for an important meeting.
 
   “Tic toc. Gotta get to the juice hut.”
 
   “Why?” I asked, rather sleepily.
 
   “Cuz I can juice my way out of the dog house, hurry up.”
 
   Five minutes later I was sitting in the parking lot of a little set of shops, Fraser and Evan were in the juice place that was really called the juice hut. It was done up with fake grass and made to look like, well I guess it looked like a grass hut.
 
   The two of them came out carrying their juices. Evan had one each for the two of us and Fraser had two large ones and two little ones. The little ones were cute, done in plastic cups that had bright green lids with wood masks printed around the cup.
 
   Ten minutes after that we were at the front door of a quaint suburban house, one that was almost the same as every other house on the street. Evan nodded to the one across the road.
 
   “That's where I grew up, Curtis on the right.”
 
   I surveyed the little brick house then to the one next to it. They were both rather nondescript. Brick walls, tiled roof, yards that were struggling.
 
   Behind me the security door creaked open, the sound children that were awake came from within the depths.
 
   “Hey baby. I brought juice.”
 
   “Lucky for you.”
 
   I turned and saw a rather tired Eden, wrapped in a black silk robe that was barely covering the large stomach. She sucked on the straw as she looked from Evan to me.
 
   “You two can feed him.”
 
   Eden turned into the house leaving me a little bewildered.
 
   “Feed who?” I whispered to Evan as we walked into the house.
 
   He shrugged as he shut and locked the door, taking my hand and leading me through to the kitchen area. It was a long room that had the informal dining room at the end that we were at, a play area that was filled with toys at the other and the outdated kitchen in between.
 
   Fraser and Eden lived in a small house, one that would become too small if they didn't stop breeding. I turned to watch Fraser kiss Sahara on her head as he gave her the drink. He was about to do the same for Hudson, that was until the kid put the bowl of cereal on his head. Milk ran down his head and body, splashing everywhere. Little bits of cereal dropped with splotches onto the floor and table.
 
   “And clean up after him.”
 
   I gasped and turned to see Eden behind me, she sucked on the juice again with a humorous smile.
 
   “Make sure you check his ears and nose. I found a cheerio up there yesterday. Tweezers are on the window sill.”
 
   Then she waddled through the room and climbed up onto the stool at the breakfast bar.
 
   “It's called practice and lucky for you two, you get to experience it this morning.”
 
   Fraser grinned as he held out the paper towels. I took them without complaint after all, Evan and I wanted children. This was our future, cleaning up after them when they put their breakfast all over themselves. Or put cereal up their nose.
 
   “Hey.” I softly chided Hudson. “Don't be doing that.”
 
   I quickly cleaned all of the bits of cereal away from him, ignoring the giggles from Sahara.
 
   “I saw'd you on the television.”
 
   “Did you?”
 
   She nodded rather proudly.
 
   “You were on uncle Evan's shoulder. I saw'd up your dress. Daddy turned the channel over. He was very angry at the television.”
 
   “Yeah.” I sighed.
 
   I began to mop up the milk on the wet child and the surrounding areas, always under the careful scrutiny of a child who I knew was far too intelligent for her own good.
 
   “Did you get married?”
 
   “We did.”
 
   “Are you going to have babies? Mommy’s going to have a baby soon. I want a sister buy daddy said it's a boy.”
 
   Her eyes darted to her wet brother.
 
   “I don't want another brother.”
 
   “Well we don't get a choice but brothers are cool, I have two of them.”
 
   Sahara's eyes widened with a slight smile.
 
   “Like me.”
 
   I nodded and sat at the table, Evan had a fresh bowl of cereal for Hudson. He put it in front of him and sat on the seat beside Sahara.
 
   “I'm watching you mister.”
 
   Hudson grinned at me and all I could think was how adorable he was. I realized that no matter how many upturned bowls of cereal there were in my future, I would never be upset or regret having children. They were inquisitive, cheeky, adorable, lots of fun and way too cute.
 
   I was engrossed in watching Hudson, ensuring he didn't try and play hide the bits of cereal again. Sahara had finished her breakfast and had slipped away from the table, quietly leaving the room without me knowing.
 
   “Is this you?”
 
   I gasped and looked down at the small child, she held out a DVD. It wasn't a movie that was overly child friendly but I suppose she could watch it. I would imagine that the innuendo would go over her head and she wouldn't understand what she was watching.
 
   “It is, did you watch it?”
 
   “Mommy said I'm too young. I am a big girl, can I watch it?”
 
   “Not if mommy said no.”
 
   Sahara pouted and walked away rather dejectedly. I felt like such a bitch. I was about to say something to her when I heard laughing. Eden was leaning on the edge of the bench, watching the whole thing.
 
   “Well done. She likes to try the ol' guilt card.”
 
   I turned to the child who had been slowly walking away, her head turned with the biggest and saddest eyes I'd ever seen. She looked like she was about to burst into tears. I offered a sympathetic smile and when she realized she wasn't going to win, she frowned and stomped her feet as she walked into the next room.
 
   “You gotta be strong Harmony.” Eden said with wide eyes and an even wider grin. “How can I trust you to babysit if she thinks that she can walk all over you?”
 
   “I can babysit?” I frowned as the words slipped out.
 
   “You can? That's great. You should be here tonight at six.”
 
   Then she chuckled and walked away. Damn it, I think I just got played.
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: fifteen]Chapter Fifteen
 
    
 
   Devlin had arrived about ten minutes after us. Everything was going well, the studio heads had agreed to his changes and were arriving for an early lunch meeting. We were in the boardroom, Evan, Devlin and myself. The other band members were on the second floor, still in song writing mode. Eden was in a flap as she tried to organize something for lunch. I had no idea where Kaylee was, I had seen her for a few minutes this morning and then nothing. Abbey was sitting at her desk, answering the phone which I found a little odd.
 
   I didn't want to over think it, it was likely that she was out doing stuff for her birthday party on the weekend. The thought reminded me about the dress, I quickly pulled out my phone and added it to my to-do list.
 
   I was going to get lost in this town, I knew it. Evan wouldn't want to go dress shopping and with Seph out of the state now, I knew that my options were dwindling.
 
   I looked through the glass wall to the two women in the reception area. There was a choice of those two, Frankie or Kaylee. Frankie had a lot on her plate with five kids, Kaylee was probably busy with the preparations. So it was definitely down to those two out there. Maybe I could convince Eden to take me somewhere. It could be payment for conning me into babysitting her children tonight.
 
   “Would you excuse me?”
 
   Devlin and Evan lifted their heads, a little curious to my sudden need to depart the meeting. It wasn't as if I was needed at the moment, Devlin was talking about Evan's contract. As I opened the door Jerry was passing by. With a bright and happy nod, he passed me and walked into the boardroom. He should have been in there the whole time after all, he is Evan's manager. Well, music manager I suppose.
 
   “I don't have twenty-four hours.”
 
   Eden's tone was one of defeat, like she had a hundred Hudson's in the room with her and all of them were covered in milk and shoving cheerios up their noses. She was sitting at her desk, stretched back with that mound protruding out. The poor thing looked tired.
 
   “They want twenty-four hours' notice.” Abbey whispered. “She can't find anyone that will cater the lunch.”
 
   I examined the lunch menu that Abbey offered, the meals seemed simple and all I could think was there was some snot nosed teenager who was too busy scratching his ass and couldn't be bothered to make the order. With a lot of determination I walked to her desk and took the phone off her.
 
   “Hello?”
 
   “Uh, hello. Who is this?”
 
   “Harmony Roberts. Who is this?”
 
   There was silence. Nothing ever changed. Well I suppose if I said Harmony Cooper they might say who?
 
   “Uh Jared.” he said softly. “You're not serious, are you?”
 
   “Of course I am and if you deliver Eden's order, you'll get to find out. Won't you?”
 
   “Really?”
 
   He actually sounded surprised.
 
   “Of course. If you fill her order and deliver it on time then you can have some photos, I'll sign some autographs. Did she tell you where you would be delivering the order to?”
 
   “Uh not yet. Cuz I said that we needed...”
 
   “I know.” I feigned a pout, wondering if the tone was right. “You can't do it because you need twenty-four hours' notice. It's a shame we won't get to meet Jared. You could have met my new husband too.”
 
   He whimpered. The kid actually whimpered.
 
   “You know who he is... right?”
 
   “Yes.” he squeaked.
 
   It sounded like his voice cracked. How old was this kid?
 
   “Because they're all here.” I whispered down the phone. “Do you want to meet them too?”
 
   Eden rummaged through her draw, pulling out something plastic on a lanyard.
 
   “Oh and look, I'm holding an all access pass. Shame I can't give this away to someone.”
 
   I took the next thing she offered.
 
   “Club membership.”
 
   “That's so rare.” he whispered. “They don't give them out to just anyone.”
 
   “But you're not just anyone, are you Jared? You're the guy that is going to deliver the lunch order and have a great afternoon hanging out with us, right Jared?”
 
   “I can't.” he whispered “I'll get fired. That's the thing, my boss is really strict.”
 
   Like Eden, I wanted to sigh with defeat. But I wasn't going to back down, there was always an answer.
 
   “Put your boss on the phone Jared.”
 
   “Lady, I've got a dozen lunch orders on the go.” the man started.
 
   “I'm sure you do.” I purred with a soft, sultry tone.
 
   It was met with silence. Over the phone was difficult, it was hard to read a person without seeing them.
 
   “All we require is enough lunch to feed a few Hollywood studio heads and a few famous people. Maybe there's something that you might want in addition to getting paid.”
 
   “I doubt it.” he huffed with a mocking tone.
 
   “Well you know, they are about to start filming a movie in Vegas real soon. Maybe if they found a nice place to eat, they'd frequent the place on a daily basis. Maybe they might even film a few scenes that showed off this nice place to eat. Product placement can include shop fronts as well, you know.”
 
   There was silence again, I waited with bated breath. When he sighed I grinned at Eden.
 
   “Fine.”
 
   “Oh you are a gem. Make sure Jared delivers it by twelve and give the darling the afternoon off so he can hang out with his idols.”
 
   “That's going to cost you.” he grumbled.
 
   “Of course darling. Back to Eden you go.”
 
   I handed the phone over with a big smile, Eden's was bigger. As she finished off the details I sat on the lounge and waited. Abbey was beside me, assessing the rock on my finger.
 
   Eden hung up the phone and narrowed her eyes at me.
 
   “Okay, how much is this going to cost me and no you can't get out of tonight. We have reservations.”
 
   “Tonight's fine. I need a dress for the party and I don't really know this town.”
 
   “Oh you should have gone with El and Kaylee.” Abbey sighed. “You should have said something.”
 
   I frowned at her, finding the statement a little curious.
 
   “Its days away from her birthday and she's only getting a dress now?”
 
   Abbey shrugged, her eyes darting to Eden who offered nothing but a stoic gaze.
 
   “Kaylee doesn't like money being thrown around. Well none of us do but her more so.”
 
   I had to agree with her on that one, I had lots of money but I was never one to buy something without good reason.
 
   Jared was at the gate, right on twelve. He was eager to impress and had an over the top exuberance that I knew came from being way too excited. Abbey took the lunch order and left me to deal with the extremely happy Jared.
 
   “Well then, come on.”
 
   He gawped at the high wall behind me, the wall itself had been decorated by a professional graffiti artist. The image was the band's name in tall letters, colored in shades that varied from yellow through to red. To the left of the wall was a set of glass double doors, the band logo frosted onto the glass.
 
   “Really?” he whispered a little shocked.
 
   His eyes darted to the stage where the drum kit was permanently set up, on both sides of it was a couple of tall speakers.
 
   “Well I thought that you might want to meet them, if you'd rather stand out here and stare at the walls then that's fine by me. But I'm going through those doors, are you coming with me?”
 
   He nodded, those blue eyes were wide and stark as he stared at the glass doors. I walked to the doors and pushed one open, waiting as he passed through.
 
   “You're not going to pass out, are you?”
 
   Jared shook his head, I didn't believe him. He looked rather pale.
 
   We passed the bathrooms that were on the left, the doors to the studio were to the right.
 
   “Up the stairs we go. They are doing some writing at the moment, so what you hear or see you can't go telling anyone okay?”
 
   He nodded and seemed rather excited. I wasn't worried about him leaking anything, I'd already pre-warned the guys that we were having a guest and they all agreed that they'd stop what they were doing and put everything away long before he got here.
 
   “They're in lock down for writing.” I said as I pressed the buzzer beside the keypad.
 
   I couldn't get in unless they let me in, this was what they did when they were hammering out a new album. They came here and they locked themselves away, free from many distractions. All phones were left with Kaylee, if there was an emergency then she was able to ring through to them on an internal phone.
 
   They had a kitchen stocked with anything and everything they could ever want or need. Entertainment for a break, bathroom if necessary. They came in, they did their thing behind closed doors and they didn't come out until it was time to go home.
 
   A darkened shadow appeared behind the frosted glass, I turned to the kid beside me and wondered if I should grip his arm in case he passed out. I didn't want him to go tumbling down the stairs.
 
   Evan opened the door with a big grin.
 
   “Hey baby. Who is your friend?
 
   “Evan, this is Jared. He's come to hang out with us for the afternoon.”
 
   “The sandwich guy.” Evan said as he held out one that he had somehow managed to pilfer “Did you make the turkey one?”
 
   Jared nodded, his eyes wide as he stared at the sandwich in Evan's hand.
 
   “It's great. Come on in.”
 
   Evan pushed back the door and clicked it open.
 
   “He's eating the sandwich I made.” Jared whispered.
 
   I followed after him, he seemed to be in a daze as he walked into the room. The band was sitting in the lounge area eating the sandwiches from one of the trays. I could only hope that Eden had bought enough for them as well.
 
   Jared sat on the lounge a little shocked and then frowned, pulling a magazine out from underneath him. My eyes widened and I took it off him. Then I whacked Jaxon over the head with it.
 
   “I told you to clean your smut up. He's just a kid.”
 
   “News flash queen bee, he's probably got a better collection than we do.”
 
   “Doesn't mean he needs to see it here. Get rid of them.”
 
   I sat on the lounge beside Evan, watching as Jaxon cleared up the mess. Austin pulled a few out from the lounge he was sitting on, tossing it onto the table with a devilish grin.
 
   “I don't understand the fascination.”
 
   “They're so pretty.” Evan grinned, wrapping his arm around me to drag me closer. “So many different shapes and sizes. So squishy and lots of fun.”
 
   “It's just a few naked bodies queen bee, don't get your knickers in a twist.”
 
   I stared at Jaxon with a raised eyebrow but said nothing to his statement and turned back to Evan.
 
   “Do you think that Harry thinks like that about your mom's?”
 
   Evan's face lost all happiness as he stared at me.
 
   “Oh that's just so wrong.” Jaxon chuckled. “Burned by queen bee. Dang, glad I got to see it.”
 
   “Aw. Kissy, kissy baby.”
 
   I puckered my lips and leaned over to kiss him, he frowned.
 
   “You can't say shit like that.”
 
   “But I can.”
 
   I reached down to the table and grabbed a magazine, opening it up to the centerfold.
 
   “She's someone’s daughter, maybe a sister. Maybe she's even a mother.”
 
   “Way to ruin it Harmony.” he grumbled.
 
   “I could keep going.”
 
   “Please don't.”
 
   I pouted at him and turned it back to view the pretty blonde.
 
   “Oh my gawd.” I laughed.
 
   Jaxon came over and looked at it, realizing what I was laughing at.
 
   “Don't show him queen bee, he'll be scarred for life. Don't do it.”
 
   He grabbed it out of my hand and tossed it onto Evan's lap.
 
   “Queen bee, how could you?” his anguished tone was clearly fake.
 
   Evan stared at the picture for a second and then tossed it away with a huff. The woman's name was Lola. It wasn't his mother but it was enough to annoy him.
 
   “You know, I think you guys need a bit of equality in here.” I said rather proudly. “When I'm out dress shopping with your wives tomorrow, I'm going to add to your magazine collection.”
 
   They looked at me and they knew that I was going to unleash a printed hell upon them.
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: sixteen]Chapter Sixteen
 
    
 
   Eden grinned at me as Evan passed through their front door.
 
   “Still getting the silent treatment?”
 
   I nodded as I rolled my eyes.
 
   “How dare I objectify his mother.” I whispered. “How dare I point out how he objectifies women on a daily basis.”
 
   She chuckled and closed the door, flicking the lock.
 
   “They've been fed, Fraser's getting them ready for bed. They might give you hell for about half an hour after being put in their beds but you've just got to persist. Sahara will try everything from drinks of water to toilet time. She's got a water bottle and she's been to the toilet. There is no excuse that she can give so don't fall for it. You might find Hudson on the floor playing with his cars, you just need to tell him to get back into bed. He can take a car with him if it makes him stay there. Other than that you get to have a fun night of being ignored.”
 
   “Lucky me.”
 
   Just as Eden had predicted, Sahara tried everything and failed. Hudson was on the floor, rolling a toy car around. Both of them were ushered back into their beds and within ten minutes they were asleep. So I got to sit on the lounge and watch the boxing match that Evan had on. If he was actually watching it or just using it as an excuse to ignore me I don't know. Either way I didn't care.
 
   I sat and did things with my phone, updating social media and responding to fans. There were lots of questions about Seph and Jaxon. I didn't really know what to say, all that I offered was that I didn't know because I was busy with negotiations. It wasn't exactly a lie but I wasn't prepared to tell them what I knew.
 
   Not that there was a lot to tell, they had a fling and that was it. They spent a couple of days together and it didn't work out. It happened all the time.
 
   It was ten pm when Fraser and Eden returned and in that time I had updated everything, responded to all kinds of messages, played games on my phone until the battery died. All of it in silence. At this rate I might just find a hotel room so that I didn't have to suffer his silent treatment any longer.
 
   “Dude, get over yourself.”
 
   That was Fraser's grand advice. I was sitting at the dining table, drinking coffee with Eden who supposedly didn't drink coffee while pregnant. Fraser was in the lounge room with Evan, both of them probably thought we couldn't hear them.
 
   “Chicks have the right to be offended. You're perving on another woman and they think that they're not good enough because they don't look like them.”
 
   “Oh come on, we all know they've been airbrushed.”
 
   Eden rolled her eyes, I grinned as I picked at the chocolate cake. Damn this woman could bake a mighty fine cake.
 
   “That means shit to them. And you're in a whole new world here, she's not some fleeting moment in your bed. You want her to stick around then you can't go ignoring her for hours over something that is just so damned stupid.”
 
   “I have a very wicked plan.” I whispered smugly. “I might need your help.”
 
   She smiled at me, bright red lips stretched with the most sinful of grins. It was almost like she could channel the devil himself.
 
   We had agreed that lunch tomorrow was going to be an all-girl event. The boys would still be in lock down, Eden would divert the phone to her cell and we would go out for a lunch hour that might take half a day. But that was tomorrow, I still had a few hours to get through before I could enjoy it.
 
   Hours alone with Evan. Yesterday I would have said that it was a mighty fine thought, a scandalous night ahead that would consist of two naked bodies finding all kinds of surfaces within the house to do dastardly things on. Today I'd be happy if he just said something to me. To stop the sulking and grow up.
 
   I could walk. I could go to a hotel for the night. But that was wrong. I shouldn't have to threaten walking every time he sulked or we had a fight. But what could I do?
 
   I had no clue how to deal with this. I'd never had the kind of relationship with a man, not like this. There had been a few flings but they were always fleeting. The only reference I had was my father and Goose and they were never like this.
 
   When my father got in a mood he'd go to the shed and build something. He also liked to carve things out of bits of scrap wood. Often after a disagreement with my mother he would return with something for her, a little apology in the form of a wood trinket.
 
   They never had massive blow outs or yelled at each other. There might be a few heavy words but they would walk away from each other before it got too bad. When they had calmed down, they would return and make peace with each other. I wanted that kind of relationship, I wanted for him to come back to me when he had calmed down.
 
   The street lights passed over his face as he drove, his gaze never leaving the road ahead of us. I said nothing and turned to the view out the window of the car, wondering if getting married so quickly was wise. Had I screwed up? Was this where I said that I couldn't take this nonsense?
 
   I swallowed, feeling a tight constriction in my throat. Restraining the tears was difficult, I didn't want to end up crying over this.
 
   The garage door slid up, the lights inside glinted off the paintwork of my car. It was still filled with a lot of my things, I hadn't had the time to empty it and I was beginning to think it might have been a good thing. Once the car was stopped I got out and looked at my car, feeling a heaviness in my heart.
 
   Marry in haste, repent at leisure. I turned and saw Evan as he walked through the internal door. This sucked. He couldn't take a god damn joke. If he'd said it about my parents I would have punched his arm for it and moved on.
 
   As I walked through to the house I realized how bad things would be if I walked away. He'd signed his contract today, he was confirmed as the male lead for the movie. I'd either have to drag him out of this mood and make things better or walk away and face making a movie with my ex-husband.
 
   I'm sure there would be some hidden get out clause in his contract that he wouldn't know about but considering that the studio wanted him, I doubted they would use it. No, I'd be told to suck it up and accept it.
 
   I walked into the house and heard the television going, the sound of a can opening. Great, he'd rather get drunk and watch television than find a solution to this nightmare. With that crushing thought I walked up the stairs to the bedroom.
 
   The bed sheets were still disheveled, clothes cast to the floor where they had been dumped in our last romp. It had been good, it always was. Wiping the tears away I went through the bedroom and the bathroom, collecting my clothes. I didn't want to give up so easily but when he wasn't prepared to at least talk about what issues he had, I knew it wasn't worth it.
 
   Maybe we weren't meant to be. Maybe we weren't as compatible as I thought.
 
   I took my arm load of clothes to the walk in robe where my bag was. It was sitting against a wall with the clothes spilling out. I sat in front of it and folded my clothes, dirty or clean it didn't matter. I'd clean them all when I got home.
 
   Within the bag was the magazines that I'd picked up at the gas station. Tears flowed freely as I turned the pages. We seemed so happy. It really did look like love. Then again, I knew little of love. I had my parents but their marriage was born from a teen pregnancy and shot gun wedding. Of course they were still together but it wasn't exactly the greatest of examples.
 
   Then there was Evan, he was in a worse state when it came to relationship examples. His mother was a teenager when she fell pregnant with him, his father was her teacher. Lola had filled me in on all that I needed to know, which was basically that she was a silly teen girl with love in her eyes for a handsome man. I couldn't get over the fact that she was essentially saying that it was her fault, that she was the reason for it happening. It was wrong, he should have turned her away. He should have told the principal. Instead he used her and got her pregnant.
 
   But I could see that she probably still loved him, that deep down inside she was probably still yearning for her first true love. Worse yet, Evan looked like him which I found hard to believe. I saw Lola and Evan and I saw mother and son, two people that looked like each other.
 
   It wasn't until she rummaged through an old box that was hidden in the back of a cupboard and showed me a picture of his father. Then I understood what she meant. He really did look like his father which I guess sucked for her. A constant reminder of the man that used her and then wanted nothing to do with her.
 
   He'd been tossed in jail for it, banned from seeing her or Evan and had a label stuck to him. A label that followed him and would always follow him. Lola looked like she had pain in her eyes, she believed that he loved her. He probably said it to her to ensure that he got what he wanted.
 
   I sighed as I placed the last of the clothes into my bag and zipped up the case. Yes, it was true that we both had really shit role models but that was no excuse. Communication was the key to a healthy relationship, not sitting on the lounge ignoring a person. I couldn't even speak to him, I knew that it would not be welcomed.
 
   I would have loved to have started a discussion about what had passed but there was no point. He thought I was wrong when all I was doing was trying to prove a point. I didn't care if he read those kinds of magazines, I just couldn't understand why they would want to. Why look at a picture when your wife is right beside you with the real thing?
 
   The magazine wasn't the issue, I knew this. It was his mother. If I had crossed some line then he needed to say so. Just saying 'you can't say shit like that' doesn't cover it. Not even slightly. I needed a reason. Maybe something like, 'hey, that's my mom you're talking about and it's not cool because I love her and I don't like to think that someone would objectify her like I objectify another persons mom'.
 
   Jackass.
 
   I stood up from the ground and found my keys, dragging the bag through the house. When I reached the top of the stairs I took a deep breath and closed my eyes, praying for the best outcome. I didn't know exactly what I wanted for our relationship but I did know that I wanted the pain to go away. My heart ached with sorrow, all I wanted was for him to speak to me.
 
   Wiping the tears as I opened my eyes, I lifted my bag and walked down the stairs. The television was still going, the volume was up loud and I doubted that he had heard me. I walked through to the garage and opened the car door, dumping my bag onto the back seat.
 
   The door shutting hard didn't bring him out which made me cry just a little more. I contemplated going in and telling him that I was leaving but I didn't see the point. The garage doors rattled their way up, revealing the darkness of the night. With a big sigh I walked back to my car and opened the driver door, hoping that he would stop me from leaving.
 
   But I knew he wouldn't.
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: seventeen]Chapter Seventeen
 
    
 
   A hand pressed to the metal of the door, the ring on his thumb chinked against it. The nails of his fingers were low, I'd seen him biting them on a few occasions. A bad habit that I had also noticed Eden would slap in passing. In the skin between the thumb and the index finger was a star tattoo, I wondered what it meant. If it meant anything at all.
 
   His body was close to me, I could feel it as it traced past me. I could smell his aftershave and the beer, mixing in together to make a heady combination.
 
   “Is this what it has come down to? You slinking off without a word, is this what you really want?”
 
   The whispered words grated against me.
 
   “What I want is for my husband to stop ignoring me. To stop treating me like I'm the worst person on the planet. You haven't spoken a word to me since the clubhouse. Why would I stick around when you think that this is appropriate?”
 
   His image reflected on the heavy tinted window, a twitch of anger crossing his face.
 
   “You were out of line.”
 
   “Well if that's what you think then you should say so, not ignore me like a spoiled child.”
 
   I turned around and looked at him, like me he wasn't handling this well. He was so close I could reach out with little effort but I didn't know if it was going to be met with happiness or if he'd pull away from me. I couldn't handle rejection, being ignored was hard enough.
 
   We had married too quickly, I could see that now. I didn't know him and he didn't know me. It was to be expected that we would learn things about each other as the days passed but would we get to those days? I looked at Evan and I hoped that we could, there was something about him that completed me. My days would be hollow without him. But that didn't mean that I couldn't walk away.
 
   “Come on Evan.” I softly prompted him. “Tell me where it went wrong. Tell me if you want me to stay.”
 
   “Of course I do.” he scoffed.
 
   The emotions were building fast, I could see he was having a hard time dealing with it. I was beginning to think that he had never had a permanent relationship, like me. Both of us had our fleeting moments with people, never going the distance with them. My encounters were always of the nightly variety and I figured his were too.
 
   We were in new territory here. Neither of us had been here and neither of us knew what to do.
 
   “Your mom's a touchy subject.” I offered, hoping to get him to talk. “Don't talk about her breasts, right?”
 
   He stared at me like he wanted to kill me with his death stare.
 
   “You see, you need to say things like that. I was raised in a really liberal family Evan and to me it isn't a taboo subject. My mother talked about her body and about other peoples bodies. She was a playboy pin-up so it's highly likely you've seen my mother naked. I had to be open minded about, I had to be able to talk about it without issue. You'd be surprised how many teenage boys can figure out that one of their class mates is related to a woman who is rather naked in pictures that are hidden under their bed.”
 
   A slight smirk twitched across his face, the sadness in his eyes had lifted slightly.
 
   “You think that you had it hard this afternoon? Try years of it, try having the pictures pinned to your locker for the whole school to see. Try having them impose your god damn school photo onto your mother's naked body. So yeah okay maybe I was out of line but so were you. You leer at those pictures and then get offended if someone makes a reference between it and your mother. News flash, she's not an angel. No one is.”
 
   Evan said nothing and I wondered if he had heard anything I had said. I wanted to waive my hand in front of his face to make sure he was still in there. Maybe he'd floated off to some distant planet and was blissfully unaware that his marriage was about to become extinct.
 
   He sighed, weary of everything. It had been a long day and it looked like he needed bed and nothing more.
 
   “She was fourteen. A fucking child and he thought that it was okay for the one time.”
 
   Evan wandered over to the back wall and pressed the button to make the garage door go down. I guess I wasn't going anywhere then.
 
   “Except that it wasn't just the one time. By the time mom found out she was pregnant they'd been hooking up for six months. She said that she loved him and that he loved her as well. Said he was going to leave the wife and kids as soon as she was old enough. She found out that I was around and told him she wanted more, that she was pregnant and he had to take care of us.”
 
   He opened the door and pulled out my bag.
 
   “When are you going to empty your car?”
 
   “Tomorrow.” I said with a smile.
 
   Evan nodded and took my hand with his free one and led me back into the house. Things were improving.
 
   “I guess he got scared, he knew that people would start asking questions when it became obvious that she was pregnant. He tried to convince her to have an abortion but mom wouldn't do that. She saw me as the miracle of their love, that if he loved her like he said he did then he would want me around. She expected him to be happy about it but he wasn't. But she wanted his happiness, he promised her so much and all that he asked was that she hide the evidence of their love.”
 
   Slowly we ascended the stairs, making our way back to the bedroom. The house was dark, a few muted lights were being thrown around the room from varying yard and street lights.
 
   “He knew that he couldn't take her to any old doctor to do the job but he cared enough to not risk a backyard operation. She was young, impressionable. Like all good con-men he had her fooled and when he asked something of her she was all too willing to comply. So he made her tell her parents that she'd been with a boy of a similar age to her, that she'd been drunk at a party and had no idea who the father was. The lie almost worked.”
 
   Evan smiled softly as he stopped at the doorway, he dumped the bag to one side and led me into the bathroom. He turned the faucet for the bath tub on and sat on the edge of the tiled surround, pulling me down to sit beside him.
 
   “The only problem was that her parents didn't believe her. Up until that point, my mother had always been the good girl. She came home on time from school and did her homework at the dining room table, they went to church every Sunday morning and the rest of the weekend was filled with family things. Every movement in her life was accounted for and they knew that she hadn't been to a party. So they pushed her for more information and found out the truth, called the cops and made her confess everything. They didn't believe in abortions so she wasn't allowed to get rid of me. Not wanting to be embarrassed in front of their community they shipped her off to the black sheep of their family. Her aunt made her accept responsibility, made her raise me with little help. Everything she did in her life, she did it for me. So yeah, she is a bit of a touchy subject.”
 
   I kissed him on the cheek, a silent gratitude for finally saying something rather than keeping it bottled up. His eyes were pinned to me as I stood and pulled my hair up, tying it into a messy bun at the top of my head. Stripping down to nothing I stepped into the tub, the milky water was soothing and delectably warm.
 
   After stripping down to that gorgeously naked body, Evan got in behind me and pulled me back to lay on his body. His toes turned the long handle of the faucet, sliding them up to turn them off. It was nice to lay in the warmth and rest, doing nothing except listening to each others breathing.
 
   His fingers laced into mine, taking them to his lips to kiss my palm. The other arm was wrapped around my body, his hand settling on the ribs.
 
   “He tried to make contact.”
 
   My eyes opened as I said goodbye to the solitude and hello to the shocking revelation.
 
   “Couple of years ago. He rang the clubhouse which in itself was a breach of his parole conditions. He wasn't supposed to make contact with me or even attempt it, yet he tried. Eden took the call and I was oddly enough in her office at the time. She put him on loud speaker with an evil eye to me.”
 
   Evan chuckled a little.
 
   “One little gesture holds so many threats. So I sat there and listened to him plead his case, he tried to reason that he loved my mother and even though she was young he would always love her. Eden wasn't buying it for a second. See, that's the difference between someone like Eden and my mom. Eden rolled her eyes at my father's words, my mother would have fallen for it and had him sitting at the dinner table that night. Then he said that he'd like to meet me, even though he knew he wasn't allowed to. For a moment I had wanted to as well, to know what he was like and to get to know him. It was like Eden could see the change in my persona, she held up a note pad with a word scribbled on it. User. I didn't want to believe it, my mother had loved this man, how could she get it so wrong? Eden interrupted him and told him that it was part of his parole conditions that he was not to make contact with me or my mother and that he'd just broken it. She said that she was going to call the cops on him and he just went crazy at her. Said he was going to sue my mother for defamation, that my mother had plied him with a drug and gotten herself pregnant. She was right, he was after my money. He knew that I'd do anything to protect her.”
 
   Evan sighed, a weary and pain filled exhalation that said so much. In one phone call this man had damaged Evan's life. It wasn't the kind of call that would result in a lifetime of heartache, just a few years.
 
   “So what happened?”
 
   “Eden told him that all calls that come into the clubhouse are recorded and that she'd be passing the recoding over to the cops. Haven't heard from him since.”
 
   I was grateful they had someone like her, that protected them from being used.
 
   “We're going to be okay, aren't we?”
 
   “Yeah, we are.”
 
   I said it because I believed it. That even in after a day like today, we could turn it around to this. Soaking in a tub of warm water together. At peace with each other and ourselves. All I had to do was push him a little and whatever it was that was annoying him would come out.
 
   We would be okay, no matter what might happen. We would fight to keep a hold of what we had. It wasn't perfect but there wasn't a relationship on this planet that was.
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: eighteen]Chapter Eighteen
 
    
 
   We now had one rule that we were going to live by. Walk away from a fight before it escalates, return when in a better frame of mind. Evan didn't want to see me standing by my car, readying to leave him and I didn't want to be ignored. So we agreed that there would be no walking and no ignoring. We would separate into different areas of the house or wherever it might be that we are having our heated discussion and calm down. All differences were going to be discussed and settled before we slept. I could imagine myself having a sleepless night if we had fought and gone to bed angry.
 
   Now we laid on the bed, fresh from the soak in the tub and discussed life and the universe. No sex, just talking. This was where I learned that his birthday is coming up real fast and when I asked him what he wanted for it, his response was being alone with his naked and horny wife. I could give him that.
 
   Evan talked of his worry for the movie, having never acted a day in his life. He didn't want to come across as wooden and lifeless, he feared the movie would flop and it would be his fault. He worried that my career would take a nose dive because of it and that I'd never be at the top of my game again.
 
   I simply stated that we all had those worries and if I didn't do a movie because of those fears, I wouldn't be where I am today. Everything is a risk but they are worth it. The studio would not have offered him the role if they hadn't researched him, clearly they had watched his music videos and figured out he was vibrant and cheeky, adorable and very lovable. He already had a fan base that would flock to the movie, regardless of what the critics might say.
 
   My confidence in his ability lifted his mood, I guess I didn't realize how much pressure this could place on a person. I had spent so long in this life that starting a new movie was just another day at work. But to Evan it was the unknown, he was vulnerable to so many different issues that he thought mattered. Self-confidence for his own ability, guilt at possible failure, public opinion, family and friends opinion, my opinion.
 
   The last one shocked me a little. He was going into a film with me, an actress that was revered by everyone. He worried that I would think he was crap at it and it would hurt our relationship. But I knew that he'd be good. There were some people that you could instantly tell they were made to be in the spotlight, they were the class clown or the seasoned small scale theater actor. They were the people that weren't afraid to get up on a stage and make an idiot out of themselves, all to make another person's life a little better. Whether it was laughing at them because they rocked the slapstick comedy or tears when they aced a death scene, there were some that made these roles real.
 
   With all those issues swirling in his mind, I suppose his sulking and silence might have been justifiable. He wasn't really sulking, he was just contemplating everything and getting anxious. So I pulled him into my arms, his head resting into the curve of my neck.
 
   He hugged me tight, under the warmth of the sheets we laid like that until he finally fell asleep. I was suffering insomnia. It happened every so often and there wasn't much I could do about it. Usually I would read a book or watch television.
 
   I slipped out from Evan's arms, pulling the sheet up around him. There was a chill in the room that was almost unbearable. The remote to the air conditioning unit was in the top draw of the bed side cabinet. After adjusting the temperature to a more reasonable level I went to put it back, finding a small stack of magazines. Curiosity struck me and I took them out, searching out somewhere to read them. To find out what all the fuss is about.
 
   To the back of the room was an alcove area, it was almost as large as the walk in robe. Curtains covered the windows, I pulled one back to see a stunning view of the desert. Morning was creeping over the land, tinting it with a soft silvery hue.
 
   A solitary s shaped lounge sat facing the view, protruding from the corner of the room. At the other end was a large armless day bed, stacks of books around it. The man was a reader. I think I like him. I might just keep him.
 
   I flicked on the overhead light, the soft glow would be hidden from Evan. As I settled onto the single seat lounge, I opened the first one. It was filled with articles about different things, varying in all types of articles that a man might want. Or maybe even a woman. Maybe even this woman.
 
   Yes, it was true. I read the articles. I even looked at the naked women. They were flawless and I wondered what man would believe this was the real deal. Did they really believe that women didn't have cellulite or that they had perfectly shaped breasts? Sure there were women who were stunning in beauty and had perfect, plump breasts, lacked in any form of dimpling but they were few and far between.
 
   I had a few dimples in my time, I'd had them since I was a kid. Even with the strict regime and fat free diet, I still managed to get them. But I didn't care, to me it was the beauty of life. It showed the world that this was the real me, unedited and without shame.
 
   The magazine was dumped to the floor beside me, it was unrealistic and I didn't find it interesting at all. Had they been left as the camera had captured, I could have been more inclined to continue. Editing images was a pet peeve of mine. I dared the tabloids to do it to me, under threat of dragging them through the court system, I ensured they knew to keep their airbrushing away from my pictures.
 
   I opened up the next magazine, not the same publication group. This one didn't even look like it could be sold on a newspaper stand. The images were rather pornographic. Unlike the other magazine, this one could hold my interest. Not just because those that were in the pictures were unedited but because they were a little hot.
 
   A small bruise on one hip, a scar on a shoulder. Moles, freckles, cellulite, pimples, a few wrinkles. This was life and this was worth my time. I turned to the next page, a woman spread wide with another licking her clit. Fuck me, that was hot.
 
   Something inside of me clicked, remembering the couple at the club on Saturday night. I remembered watching the two women pleasure each other and how turned on I had felt. How I wanted it to be me. Was I gay? No, I enjoyed sex with Evan far too much. Maybe I was bi. How would I know? I suppose the fact that the image on the page was turning me on, coupled with the view on Saturday night might indicate that I was. I had enjoyed touching the strippers breasts even if I was incredibly embarrassed.
 
   I turned the page over and saw the woman had put two fingers inside of the other woman as she sucked on her breast. Oh yeah, I think that I want this.
 
   “You're not objectifying women, are you Harmony?”
 
   With a gasp I nearly tossed the magazine into the air, freaked out because I was so engrossed in the picture.
 
   “Don't sneak up on me like that!”
 
   Evan chuckled and walked over, pushing the chair against the wall with me still on it. We leaned on the wall and sat on the chair together, both incredibly naked and aroused. One arm went around me and pulled me closer, the other hand dipped in between my legs.
 
   “Keep reading.” he purred in my ear.
 
   Slowly making his way down my neck with passionate kisses as his hand slid back and forth in between my legs.
 
   “You want a woman to eat your pussy baby?”
 
   “Uh-huh.”
 
   I could feel the heat rise in me, the desperate need that had started to consume me was increasing dramatically now that he was teasing me.
 
   “What about sucking?” he asked his lips molded around my hardened nipple. “Licking?”
 
   I nodded as I watched his tongue drag over it, swirling a circle around it.
 
   “Keep reading.”
 
   As I turned the page he moved away from me, kneeling onto the floor in front of me. He adjusted the magazine so that I couldn't see him, all I could see was a woman licking another woman.
 
   His lips were on me the second he pulled me closer and pushed my legs open. I gasped loudly, the skin was so sensitive that I was ready to let go. Two fingers slid deep into me, massaging the front wall.
 
   The magazine was tossed away in favor of gripping the leather.
 
   Two brilliant green eyes stared up at me, humor etched in his face. I loved how he never shied away from oral pleasure. I'd been with guys who turned their noses up at the thought yet still expected it for themselves. I'd even been with guys who gave a few minutes of it and then gave up of their pitiful performance. They treated it like it was a task, a horrid thing to do. Yet deprive them of their own oral pleasure and it's like the world has come to an end.
 
   They were the kind of guys that were only in it for their own pleasure, to get their own kicks and if the woman came well then that was just sheer luck. But not this man, this man with his face buried in between my legs refused to stop until I had an earth shattering orgasm.
 
   His tongue lashed at the skin, tugging on it with a hard suckle. Then he stopped. The bastard.
 
   With a mighty grin he moved closer, dragging his lips over mine. I pulled him in to kiss me, tasting myself on his lips. His hips moved, gently rubbing his hardened cock against me.
 
   Evan pulled away from me and lifted me off the lounge. He pulled it away from the wall and sat on it, legs either side as he laid onto it. As he lowered onto it the wrong way, he tugged my hand.
 
   I frowned, unable to understand what he wanted.
 
   “Come on, I ain't got all day. Kneel here and suck it baby.”
 
   “But you'll suffocate.”
 
   “Well I will if you sit on me completely.” he rolled his eyes as he softly chided me. “Squat baby, use those thighs, feel the burn.”
 
   I did as he said and knelt on the lounge, straddling him. His fingers teased me, circling the clit as I lowered to him. The warmth of his breath burned against my sensitive skin, my moan was muffled due to the fact that there was a huge cock in my mouth. I couldn't take it any longer, his tongue dragging over me, his fingers pulling me wider so that he could lick me deeper. The orgasm hit me like a hard wave, the drag back was minimal as the next wave hit me again.
 
   I moaned hard, still muffled by him, still feeling the silky soft skin between my lips. With a satisfied sigh Evan moved my hips, reluctantly I let go of him.
 
   “Ride me baby.”
 
   As I lowered onto him and gripped the back of the lounge, I mindlessly wondered if they created these lounges for such activities. It certainly made it more fun.
 
   Evan's hands gripped my hips, pressing against the flesh of my backside as I moved on him. I was going slow, enjoying the feeling of him in me. Thick and full, I could feel my body tingle with pleasure.
 
   “Don't stop.” he groaned.
 
   My hand reached down, feeling over the two of us as I moved and continued on. He groaned as I took him in hand, gently massaging the loose skin. The other hand gripped the back of the lounge hard as the orgasm slowly started to subside. My mind was light and filled with haze, barely registering the rather loud groan from the man behind me.
 
   His hands on my hips stilled me, he was still buried deep in me as the last of his orgasm poured into me. My breathing was heavy as I rested my head against the back of the lounge, my grip still tight.
 
   All that I could think as I sat on him, waiting for our bodies to recover was that I loved him. As crazy as it sounded after only knowing him for less than a week, I knew that I could never walk this earth without him by my side.
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: nineteen]Chapter Nineteen
 
    
 
   Evan grinned as I sat down beside him. It was a relaxing afternoon on the second floor of the clubhouse. I had been out during the morning and selected a dress, thanks to the wife club and Kaylee. We had slipped back undetected, setting our little joke into play.
 
   It was quiet even though the wives were here but that was because the children were at their grandparents, giving their mothers a well-earned break. I felt sorry for Frankie the most, it was like Curtis only had to look at her the wrong way and she'd be pregnant.
 
   There was a unanimous struggle with the women in the room, barely containing the mirth as we waited. My heart was racing with anticipation. I'd never been the kind of person to play a practical joke, it was Goose that was the joker of my family. But the girls were so eager to give them a taste of their own medicine.
 
   “What the hell is this shit?” Jaxon yelled from the depths of the kitchen.
 
   Giggles erupted.
 
   Jaxon stalked out of the room with a piece of paper in his hand, the glossy centerfold spread and ready for his love.
 
   “It's just a few naked bodies queen bee, don't get your knickers in a twist.”
 
   I repeated his statement from yesterday, his eyes narrowed at me.
 
   “It's not just a few naked bodies, they're...”
 
   Evan frowned and took the picture from him, laughing hard.
 
   “Oh that's just so wrong. Burned by queen bee. Dang, glad I got to see it.”
 
   Jaxon huffed, unimpressed that we had both repeated his words from yesterday. Rather dramatically he dumped himself onto the lounge beside Kaylee. Evan leaned closer to whisper in my ear.
 
   “When did you go and buy a gay magazine?”
 
   “While we were out.”
 
   His eyebrows raised a little astonished but he said nothing. Leaning over to dump the picture onto the coffee table, he stopped. I could see he was thinking about something. Casually he pulled a magazine from the stack and opened it.
 
   “Oh my god Harmony.” he groaned and then grabbed another one.
 
   I grinned hard as he hastily flicked through the stack, searching out every single one of them to check them.
 
   “What's wrong?” Fraser asked rather concerned.
 
   “They're all gone.”
 
   None of them believed him, considering that they were still filled with pages it seemed he was mistaken. Austin picked one up and looked at it, his eyes averting rather quickly with a slight groan.
 
   “Knitting.” he groaned. “How rude.”
 
   I chuckled and enjoyed the show.
 
    We had removed the covers from the original magazines and used them as the covers for the new ones. There had been a wide variety that we had picked from. Everything from body building, home crafts, general interest aimed at women, gardening and cooking magazines. Not satisfied with that selection, Eden walked into an adult store and got some pretty hard core gay magazines.
 
   “You girls are so evil.”
 
   Curtis swiped it from his hands and laughed.
 
   “I think we should bow down to their mighty fine win lads. Accept when we are beaten and offer our kudos.”
 
   “You just want to stay out of the dog house.” Jaxon stated.
 
   “Or maybe I can accept when I've been pranked and that it was a great job. You just can't accept that you've got a hard-on because you're aroused by all these buff naked men.”
 
   “Fuck off.” Jaxon snarled. “I do not.”
 
   I snuggled into Evan's arms, watching the playful banter. This was fun.
 
   Surprisingly they seemed to levitate towards the magazines with naked images rather than any of the others. Fraser tilted his head with a frown as he checked out the images, Eden was laying back against him. He wrapped his arm around her to settle her in better and turned the page. An eyebrow raised at whatever the image was. But the pages were turned over again and again, slowly looking through the entire magazine.
 
   It was curious to watch the different dynamics. Jaxon was a little annoyed but with Kaylee's teasing he settled down and got over it. Austin was whispering something in Abbey's ear as she read one of the magazines. Curtis and Frankie had a magazine each and were comparing images.
 
   I had to say, I was impressed. Peoples acceptance of this subject were always hard to pick. I'd known people that to look at them you'd think they were accepting yet they weren't. Then there were people like my father, from the exterior you'd think he was a prude, living a buttoned down life and wouldn't accept anyone if they didn't confirm to what they thought was right. But he was so vastly different, he was accepting of everyone and I knew that came from having a gay brother.
 
   My uncle had been brave in his teen years, he'd come out to his parents and my father in one sitting. Neither of my grandparents accepted it and fearing what the neighbors would think they told him to marry a nice girl and forget about the wrong thoughts in his mind.
 
   Bravery comes in so many different ways. My uncle had stood up and said this is me, accept me and love me. He thought that it hadn't worked in his favor. It had worked but not the way that he had expected it to. After my grandparents rejecting his admission my father calmly stood and walked to his room, packed his things and then did the same for his brother. He walked out to the lounge room where they had been sitting, two bags in hand. He told them to accept their son for who he is and love him regardless or they would lose both of them.
 
   His reasoning was simple. Nothing about Tom's personality had changed. Deep down he was still the same person, still their son. One simple statement told them all that they needed to know about their son. A personality, not a sexuality. Faced with losing both of their sons over something so ridiculous as their inability to accept, they chose put aside their fears and to love him. Last year they walked proudly beside him in the parade, wore shirts that said proud parent and hugged Tom and his partner.
 
   I had been there, watching from the sidelines with my parents. My father shook his head as they passed, shocked at his own father. On the back of his shirt it said, fuck what the neighbors think. My grandmothers shirt had on it, they're just jealous.
 
   For me to see these guys so easily accepting of this world, it came as a relief in a way. I didn't want to be involved with people that couldn't accept one of my loved ones.
 
   “Wouldn't that hurt?” Evan mumbled as he looked at an image.
 
   “You'd get used to it.” I grinned. “I could go and get a strap on if you want to give it a go.”
 
   He looked at me, confusion ripping through him.
 
   “Uh, maybe not thanks.”
 
   “Suit yourself. Though if you ever change your mind, don't be frightened to suggest it.”
 
   His cheeks went a little rosy, I could hear the chuckles from the two near us.
 
   “Go on Evan, give it a go. Maybe you might like it.”
 
   Eden smiled at him as her eyes widened and her eyebrows raised suggestively.
 
   “Start small and work your way up. If you want a suggestion for small, maybe Jaxon could give you some pointers.”
 
   “Piss off.” Jaxon growled. “It's fucking huge. You couldn't handle it. You'd be crying because you'd be in so much pain.”
 
   “So...” Curtis chipped in. “You're saying that you want to fuck Evan, is that right Jaxon?”
 
   “Oh my god. Go to fucking hell Curtis.” he groaned. “You might eat dude ass but I don't. God, can we stop talking about this?”
 
   He flopped back into the seat, scratching his hand through his hair.
 
   “You need to go jerk it out buddy?” Austin pouted at him.
 
   “What is this? Pick on Jaxon day?”
 
   “Well you are the last one left now, no woman hanging off you, no wife or kiddies running around. We're just basing it on the facts man.”
 
   Curtis gasped, wide eyed at the picture in the magazine he was holding. Frankie leaned in and grinned madly. He passed it over to Austin and Abbey and after they chuckled at it the sent it onward to Fraser and Eden.
 
   No one said a word about it and I wondered what all the fuss was about, when it came to our turn I understood. The guy looked so much like Jaxon it was crazy.
 
   “You don't happen to have a half-brother by any chance Jaxon?” I asked.
 
   I knew it wasn't him, having seen parts of him without clothes I knew he had bare skin on his back where this guy had a mole.
 
   “What?” he frowned.
 
   Evan passed the magazine over, Kaylee took it. Her eyes went wide and she quickly passed it over.
 
   “That's not me!” he protested. “This really is pick on Jaxon day.”
 
   “Your mom could have had another kid, when was the last time you spoke to her?”
 
   “The day she dumped me on my aunt. I was ten.”
 
   Well isn't that just the shit?
 
   The mood died after that, all mirth making was over. Jaxon appeared rather lost now, it was highly likely that he had a half brother. Worse than that was that the guy probably knew. It wasn't as if Jaxon was unknown. He was famous, his face was plastered across the internet, magazines and television shows. I'd be hurt to know I had a brother and he didn't want to contact me.
 
   “How about I do some research?” Kaylee offered as she took the magazine from him.
 
   He nodded and with a lot of curiosity, I watched as the mood around me lifted ever so slightly. Amusement was in their faces. That is except for Jaxon who was over thinking the possibility that he had a half brother and me who had no clue what was going on.
 
   My phone vibrated in my pocket, a message that filled me with concern. It was from my father, a man that never messages anyone. It was phone them or nothing.
 
   DaddyCool: Just arrived in this odd little town called Las Vegas. Do you know where a good hotel is?
 
   I gasped as I sat up, looking at Evan.
 
   “My parents are in town.”
 
   A round of oohs broke out from the hecklers. Evan frowned at the message.
 
   “You're not going to send them to a hotel, are you?”
 
   “It's not my place to say yes or no Evan, it's your house.”
 
   “Our house, we married each other, remember?”
 
   I shrugged, still feeling rather unsure about it.
 
   “Would you rather I sell it and we get one together?”
 
   “No.” I gasped. “I like it but it just feels a little odd, that's all.”
 
   Evan rolled his eyes and tapped out the message on my phone, telling them where they needed to go.
 
   “I guess we're leaving. Later losers, enjoy your naked men.”
 
   “Oh we will.” Eden said and grinned darkly.
 
   The paparazzi were at the fence line as we walked out to the car, I'd seen a few pictures hit the internet overnight. Someone had been at our fence line and saw the discussion we had at the car. Now rumors were rife that things weren't so good between us. Evan was adamant to prove them wrong.
 
   He opened the door for me which earned him a kiss of gratitude. They followed us the entire way back to the house and then set up camp at the fence line. It was ridiculous but I was used to it.
 
   Ten minutes later the buzzer for the front gate went off, Evan strolled to it and pressed the button to let my parents in. After the endless hugs from my overbearing mother and hesitant father, we ventured into the lounge room. Zeke was wide eyed as he stared at the gold records that lined the walls.
 
   Seph hadn't come with them which was no surprise. I couldn't imagine her wanting to come in contact with Jaxon so soon after their fling had ended. Goose was here and between him and my father they were set, thumbing through the script and the contract.
 
   The afternoon slipped away and dinner was fast approaching. My mother took over the kitchen, which was no surprise. It didn't matter that this wasn't her house, she was a mother hen when it came to all things domestic. This was a woman who idolized Martha Stewart. She loved to fuss over anyone that stood still for long enough. And of course, she was in her element with five people to fuss over.
 
   I looked at Evan who was sitting on the lounge beside me. He was so accepting of the sudden influx of people into his home. Complete strangers have been accepted without complaint. He turned to me, offering a smile. I leaned over and kissed his cheek, moving to his ear to whisper.
 
   “I love you.”
 
   The grin got wider, the hand that had been on my leg squeezed the flesh as he returned the sentiment.
 
   “I love you too.”
 
   With the fall of night came the eventual silence that marked bedtime. My family was happy to see to their own needs, all they wanted was to be shown to their rooms.
 
   Evan and I had retreated to our bedroom, christened the shower and continued the slow and needful love on the bed. There was no flurry of frantic movements, no shouts or loud moans of euphoria. Just quiet love that fulfilled our need in a romantic way.
 
   I was still stuck with insomnia, finding a path to the s lounge again. Minutes later Evan found me, rubbing his tired eyes as he yawned.
 
   “It's three am Harmony, what are you doing out here. Bed's cold, I miss my naked wife.”
 
   He grinned as his eyes poured over me, lazily soaking in the naked body before him.
 
   “I think you're right about the real thing. So much better.”
 
   As he sat on the lounge opposite me, he pulled my legs over his and dragged me closer.
 
   “So come on, why are you awake?”
 
   “I sometimes suffer insomnia. Rather than tossing and turning all night I get up and do something.”
 
   His eyes glanced around me, noticing the lack of reading material, music devices or anything.
 
   “And what was it that you were doing or do I not want to know. Wait, maybe I do want to know.”
 
   He grinned cheekily as his eyes glanced down between us.
 
   “I was just sitting here, watching the land out there.”
 
   “Oh, you mean the area where the paparazzi hang out. Yeah they've probably got their night vision stuff.”
 
   “As if.” I scoffed, stretching back over the lounge.
 
   Evan pushed his hands over my stomach, the cheeky grin had lowered to a soft smile. He seemed rather hopeful.
 
   “Feeling any different?”
 
   “Nuh.”
 
   His mouth twitched, unimpressed.
 
   “When are you due?”
 
   “Couple of weeks.”
 
   “So we're in the prime?”
 
   I nodded as the smile increased.
 
   “Excellent.”
 
   He pulled my hands to make me sit up, lifting them around his neck and brought me to his body. I moaned as he pushed inside of me, his hands sliding over my hips to my backside. Resting my hands on his shoulders I slowly moved on him, our heated breath against our lips.
 
   “I love you.” he whispered.
 
   His eyes were bright even in the darkened room, the light from the moon cast a soft milky tone to everything.
 
   “I love you too.”
 
   “Forever?”
 
   I nodded with a smile as my lips caressed his.
 
   “Always and forever.”
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   Bright green eyes gleamed at me, he was far too adorable for this person. I adjusted the shirt and planted a kiss on his cheek.
 
   “Are you my favorite?” I whispered.
 
   AJ nodded and earned himself another kiss on his chubby cheek. It was likely that he didn't understand what I was saying, at eleven months old he seemed to nod to everything.
 
   Aiden Jospeph Cooper was the cutest little creature to inhabit this earth, even his father didn't stand a chance against him. My father was nearly in tears when we told them his middle name was for him, a worthy tribute to the grandfather who had been eagerly waiting for his first grandchild.
 
   It had been a long time, not just because I was already in my early thirties but because our path to having a child had been tumultuous. Two and a half years have passed and in that time I'd miscarried twice and when I was pregnant for the third time, Devlin ordered that the movie production be halted until I'd had the child.
 
   When the first one happened, I didn't want to go anywhere, I didn't want to see anyone or be seen by anyone. The plans for the second wedding were forgotten in favor of sitting on the lounge and staring at the desert. Insomnia was gripping me hard, my mind just kept going and wouldn't switch off.
 
   The house was like a ghost town, no one knew what to say or do. It was difficult for them, they didn't have issues getting pregnant and going full term. Curtis was lining his kids up, well on the way to having that proverbial football team. Sneeze and she's pregnant again. Aus and Abbey had another one, a little boy. Even Fraser and Eden managed to pop out another one in that time.
 
   So understandably they didn't want to cause Evan or I more grief and kept their distance. I don't think it had been the wise thing to do but I couldn't change that now.
 
   Once the third pregnancy was confirmed I was ordered into bed rest. The doctor visited the house on an almost daily basis which was great because I had been getting sick of the sight of Evan. He'd hover around me and was being the worrier that he always was. If I dared to get out of bed, I'd be in trouble. We'd fight about it because crazily enough, I'd need to use the bathroom. He refused to have sex with me until I got past twelve weeks. I was ready to kill him.
 
   My mother had to intervene, she came to Vegas after I'd rung her in a mess of tears. I was sick of the four walls of the bedroom. It didn't matter that there was a television or a great stack of books, I wanted out of bed. So she kept me company and assured Evan that he could go to the clubhouse and work on the album. He rang as soon as he got there to check to see if I was okay.
 
   When he rang half an hour after that, my mother calmly told him to stop stressing because it was only making it worse for me. Once I was in a better frame of mind, I was happy to continue planning the second wedding. With my mother always a step behind me, I ventured to the lounge room and finished everything. We set the date for two months after my due date, I was being optimistic.
 
   The optimism was good for my mind and my body, AJ held on and I carried him to term. His birth wasn't easy but he was worth every single hour of pain. I had stretch marks that were yet to fade, I had a flabby belly from the craving for vanilla cupcakes. Then again, I had a full belly from the little being that was growing within. This pregnancy was smooth sailing, aside from Evan freaking out again.
 
   Devlin was unable to halt the production for the movie second time around, he apologized profusely but there was little he could do for me. It was behind schedule because of my time off and there was a mad push to get it finished. I was lucky though, they didn't want me to suffer another miscarriage so they made the body double do as much work as she could.
 
   We had married again and this time we had a honeymoon. We'd gone to England, stopping overnight in New York. Even though AJ was only a few weeks old, we took him with us. I didn't want to be away from him, I would have preferred to stay at home but everyone kept saying that we had to go somewhere.
 
   Evan smiled at me as the limousine slowed, the crowd outside was going crazy.
 
   “Are you ready?” Evan asked as he undid the restraints.
 
   AJ nodded and reached out for his father. He had sandy blonde hair like me, deep green eyes and a pale olive skin tone like his father. The attendant opened the door and Evan stepped out first, the crowd roared with their cheers. Taking a deep breath, I took his offered hand and stepped out of the vehicle.
 
   This was it, this was the movie premiere. The studio heads had lapped up the idea of bringing AJ to the night though I wasn't so sure. To them it was like the movie was being played out in real life. The couple that had to hide their love from the world, finally able to go public and the child in their arms was a shining beacon of their love.
 
   I was reluctant to bring him but I was also reluctant to leave him behind. Of course life was made more difficult when all possible baby sitters were here as well. I didn't want some unknown person caring for AJ, I'd spent far too many hours trapped in the bedroom to ensure his safety to allow some unknown person around him.
 
   I was just being a worrying mother, deep down I knew that he would be safe. But I just couldn't make myself do it, I couldn't be away from him and I couldn't begin to think of trusting another person with his care.
 
   My parents and Zeke were a few steps ahead of us. The little creature had managed to land himself a minor role in the film, now he was basking in the glow of fame. AJ held his hands to his ears as the fan girls called out to Evan. He passed AJ over and as we walked along the red carpet he signed bits of paper, posed for photos with the girls and got lots of kisses planted on his cheek. I kept back a little, the fear I held was for my little girl. It didn't matter that I was past the safe point, I still worried. 
 
   Further along the path we stopped for the cameras, posing as our happy little family. The photographers lapped it up when Evan rubbed the enormous swell that was covered in a deep blue chiffon. I was carrying differently now, even before I found out I knew that there was a girl in there.
 
   We continued into the building, ushered to our seats. AJ saw his grandparents and in an instant he was struggling out of my arms and walking along the floor as held onto the seats. Evan seemed rather anxious. He couldn't sit still. Twiddling his thumbs, adjusting his tie, scratching the back of his head, toying with his wedding band. I tried to ignore it until I couldn't take it any longer.
 
   “Hey.” I said, taking his hands into mine.
 
   He looked at me with a mild panic in his eyes.
 
   “I'm going to tell you a secret.” I whispered. “I've seen it.”
 
   His eyes widened and then he frowned.
 
   “When you went to charity gig last week, Devlin came around with a copy. We sat and watched it with my parents. It's all good baby, you were amazing.”
 
   “Really?”
 
   I nodded with a loving and warm smile, showing him that I had confidence in him and he should too.
 
   “And that scene?”
 
   “You looked like a stud, don't worry about it.”
 
   His eyes narrowed at me.
 
   “That's not what I meant.”
 
   “You've seen it, why are you questioning it?”
 
   Evan shrugged and turned when a shadow loomed over us. Eden and Fraser walked past us to their seats and something dawned on me as I looked at Evan's panic as it returned. He worried for what his friends thought.
 
   To me it wasn't something that I had thought much about, the scenes were always so clinical with a dozen people in the room it didn't feel like a sex scene. But this was different. The studio took the opportunity of me being bed ridden, set up the equipment in our bedroom and filmed it there. It was a closed set, it was dark and rather intimate. Or at least, it looked like it was. In reality I was fully dressed under the bed sheets, Evan was in a pair of pants. Already heavily pregnant and filming a scene where we pretended to get pregnant was rather laughable. I was certainly giggling.
 
   “It's great baby, I'm not lying. You did an amazing job. Relax.”
 
   He nodded and looked up to yet another looming shadow.
 
   “Reassure me that we're not going to see your bare ass.” Curtis grumbled. “There is a lot of chatter on the internet that you get your gear off.”
 
   Evan glanced at me and then back to Curtis with a quiet shrug. He groaned and carried on.
 
   Yes it was true, my darling husband had waggled his bare ass in front of the camera. One for the fan girls he crooned as he agreed to it. It was more likely that he did it for the partial nudity bonus that was on offer, not that he needed more money.
 
   He didn't know it, but I knew where the money had gone. It was true to say that he didn't need the bonus money, he didn't even need the money he was making for the entire film. But with the recent events in our life, the sweet soul beside me quietly gave away the bonus money to a few different charities. One was a grief center, it helped people at a time when their lives were at their lowest. Another one was a support group for victims of sex crimes. A substantial portion of it had gone to a group that helps teen parents cope with raising their children, which didn't surprise me that he donated money to it. What did surprise me was the remainder of the money had gone to a group that supports LGBT teens. Why? Well Evan met my uncle and his partner and loved them like I did. He listened to what they said about opening up to their parents and to come out as teenagers. Of how it felt to be so scared of losing their loved ones and so internally conflicted as to what they really wanted.
 
   The baby moved, Evan watched on with happiness as the little limb pressed out. His hand splayed out over my stomach and felt the movement.
 
   “I don't think I could ever tire of that.” he whispered. “She's going to be as pretty as her mommy.”
 
   “Aw, smooth move daddy.”
 
   Evan grinned and leaned in for a kiss, the lights dimmed and a cranky little man wanted his mother back. My mother huddled her body over as she brought him back, more concerned that she'd have a room full of people looking at her. AJ sat on my lap, laying back against me. It was rather difficult since the belly had grown considerably in the past few days.
 
   His eyes went wide as he stared at the screen, pointing with a smile when his father appeared.
 
   “Is that daddy?”
 
   He nodded and then looked at his father who was on the other side of him. AJ couldn't understand how his father could be in two places at once. Zeke was playing a sibling of the main character, when he appeared before us AJ smiled.
 
   “Eek.”
 
   Zeke loved how AJ called him Eek, stating that no one else was allowed to call him that, just AJ. Every school break he would visit, just to visit AJ. The brat barely acknowledged his sister, all that mattered was the baby that crawled after him and as soon as he could walk, he was following him. They were becoming so close that my parents were actually considering moving to Nevada permanently. All that was left in the house was Zeke and he seemed to want to be where AJ was.
 
   It wasn't as if they wouldn't get to see us, once the baby was born we were planning on going back to LA for a few weeks. Even though Evan hated the thought of going there, he accepted it because he knew that we should go. His grandparents and his mother had finally made peace with each other and were now a part of their lives, Evans too. So it wasn't just my family that we could visit in LA.
 
   AJ rubbed his eyes, like he knew ahead of schedule my assistant was waiting with a warmed bottle and a feeding rug. The man was worth his weight in gold, always on the ball and eager to please his sister. Goose was hesitant at first but when he scrutinized the potential candidates he scoffed and rolled his eyes.
 
   No one was good enough. This guy might hit on you Harmony and this chick, she's only after Evan. This woman here, she's going to rob you blind and this one here, I wouldn't touch her with a ten foot barge pole.
 
   So after years of saying I didn't need an assistant, I had one.
 
   My little man greedily sucked on his bottle, falling asleep pretty quickly. Goose was ready with the noise reduction ear muffs. We weren't exactly sure if it was necessary but I'd rather he get a good sleep than one that was interrupted at the first loud noise. I would have preferred to leave him at home with Goose but he wouldn't have any part of it.
 
   He was freaking out at the thought that the milk might go off. Telling me constantly that it should be in the fridge, not in some silly container that is specifically designed to keep milk warm. I felt sorry for the woman that would one day be his wife. She would have one hell of a time trying to convince him of things.
 
   When AJ was asleep Evan took him and laid him onto his lap. I'd said goodbye to my lap about two weeks ago. Evan took my hand and kissed the back of it, smiling at me. There was nothing more perfect than this moment. He was happy, as was I. We had a beautiful and happy son, a daughter on her way.
 
   We could go the distance. We could make this life together work. No, that was wrong. We will make this work and we will go the distance. Life with Evan isn't always perfect but I didn't want perfect, it was boring and it was a lie. I didn't want a lie, I wanted reality. Life with Evan was fun. Filled with love, laughter and happiness and to me that was all that I needed.
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   Invisible
 
   A Night Fire Novel
 
    
 
   Kaylee Chambers was saved. At seventeen she was living in an abandoned warehouse, homeless and starving. That was until she was found and saved her from her terrible existence. She was adopted by Night Fire's manager and given a fresh start. For four years Kaylee has been immersed in the world that is Night Fire, America's hottest rock band. For four years she's pined for the one who she thinks looks at her like a kid sister. All Kaylee wants is for Jaxon to love her back but when she thinks that she's invisible, she knows that she doesn't stand a chance.
 
   Jaxon Ryan has always had a soft spot for Kaylee. Ever since finding her in the decrepit building that would be the bands new clubhouse, he's always looked after her. Anything that she has ever needed, he's given her. He's always loved her but believes that it's wrong because they met when she was underage. When she starts dating he finds his life in turmoil, unable to stop her and feeling like a hypocrite because he's always got someone hanging off his arm. But they are all for show, none of them mean a thing. Not when he looks at Kaylee and sees his forever.
 
   When Kaylee turns twenty-one, Jaxon gives her an extravagant present. A gift that will change her life forever.
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